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CHAPTER ONE
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Jessie Grant stood at the window of the River Bend Bed and Breakfast she was staying at and watched the sun rise over the eastern peak of the bluffs near the city of Whiskey Bend, Wisconsin. Her heart was pounding in her chest a little harder than normal and nothing she did would calm her fears of being here in the first place. This was her new normal ever since she found those damn books. She didn’t know why she was here but she had to come. The last few months had been hard for her. She was twenty three years old and while her life hadn’t been easy growing up, the last few months had been horrible.

First, she lost her mom to cancer two and a half months ago. It’d been a short battle, they had found out she had the horrible disease too late to try any treatment but she’d been with her mom every day since that damn doctor’s appointment. Every day she watched her mother slip further away but this wasn’t the first time in her young life she really had to think of her mortality. 

Jessie knew the weakness of the human body. One moment you could be breathing the air so vital to life and the next, you could simply be gone. Her father had died that quickly. Eleven years ago, they’d been on a family outing, going out to celebrate her bringing in a straight A report card.

They were laughing and talking about her future in either medical or law school when BAM—their car was hit by a drunk driver. They never saw the other car barreling toward them before it slammed into their car on the driver’s side.

Her father died on impact, her mother had been trapped within the metal surrounding her, her left leg smashed beyond any medical treatment available. Her terrifying scream abruptly cut off when she lost consciousness, just seconds after impact.

Her younger brother Boone had almost been beheaded by flying debris and died just moments after their father. She herself had been flung around the backseat when her seatbelt broke from the impact. When she woke up from her coma nine days later, the doctors told her she was lucky to even wake up at all.

The driver of the other car had walked away without a scratch. He was more upset that his truck was wrecked than the accident that took two lives. He spent three months in jail and her world was changed forever.

Now her mother was gone and she thought she was alone in the world. Not even a week after she buried her mother, she received a letter from an attorney. Not knowing what to expect she opened the letter and found that she had inherited a small farm from her mother’s parents.

Confused, she had called the attorney only to find out a strange tale of something that happened before she was born. Her grandparents had disowned her mother when she ran off with Jesse’s father at a young age. They told her to never return if she chose him over them. It was all in the will, the attorney had said. Which eventually, led her to being here in Whiskey Bend, Wisconsin. 

So, she’d gone to visit her grandparent’s farm and was surprised to find a nice, but uncared for farm. It was three hours away from Whiskey Bend near another small town called Colten Edge. It was 150 acres of prime farm land but over the last decade, since her grandfather passed away, it had fallen into disrepair. The original farmhouse was huge and had been divided into several individual apartments in recent years.

The attorney had told her that her grandfather died over a decade ago and her grandmother, Emma Bennish had rented out her home and land in order to continue to live there. She’d been told the last of the renters had moved out three years ago.

Jessie had found there was a buyer for the land but she wanted to see the place her mother had grown up in before she sold the farm. As she walked through her grandmother’s home, she could almost hear the laughter and tears from her mother’s childhood.

While she was staying there, she began going through each of the rooms, digging into corners and finding all kinds of hidey holes. In one of the back bedrooms, she found something she never expected. It was a set of journals. Intrigued, she hoped it would be something historical, maybe even her grandmother’s words from years ago. She wanted to know what kind of people she’d come from.

What she found was totally different. At first, she didn’t know what she was reading then the horror seeped through her brain and she recoiled from it. She would never forget his words...

“I came to her like a lover, at least that’s what she thought. Me, I knew what I had to do. 

Before this night was over, her life would end and mine would go on much like before except for one thing. I would relish her memory like a fine wine.

Her memory would be full and robust, pleasing to the palette, bursting with energy as it slides down the throat. Her body reminds me of alabaster marble, carved lovingly into a work of art. The perfect model of womanhood. Her face frozen in death, her blood cooling in her veins. Seeing her like that was better than making love to her in the heat of passion. As I could feel myself reaching the point of no return, I reached for the knife to slit her throat. I knew I would climax again when I saw her, as she would be later, cold in death.

Jessie’s eyes widened in horror as she took in the words from the journal. Slowly, she closed the book as the meaning of the passage sank in. She shivered violently, as the words seared into her brain then pushed the book away from her. She looked at the book on the bed in dreaded amazement for a few moments, then leaned forward to retrieve it.

With her hands shaking, she once more opened the book and read the words, this time hoping her mind had played tricks on her earlier and she had simply misread the words. 

A few minutes later, she knew she hadn’t. Very carefully, she closed the book and sat on her bed wondering what to do. She found the journals quite by accident. 

When she first found the books, she had opened the journal thinking it was the ramblings of a young woman of years gone by. Instead, she found herself reading the words of a killer.

As much as the words terrified her, she couldn’t stop herself from reading them. The journal belonged to a man named Michael. No last name, just the name Michael. His thoughts, his words, his actions were written in vivid detail. What was written here weren’t words to live by or to ponder life’s mysteries, but they described how someone had died a violent death by his own hand.

Jessie’s hands shook and her heart beat a little faster as she finally understood what was written in the book. He told in sickening detail how it felt to take a life but the way he told it, it almost seemed to bring him pleasure. As if somehow, it was the most natural thing in the world. He told how it felt to watch the life drain from their bodies, not just one, but as she read the journal, she counted nine in all. It wasn’t so much the killing he craved, but the feelings he inspired in his victims just before they died that he relished, almost as if he needed it, like he would a sexual release.

As frightened as she was, she felt compelled to finish reading the journal. After the first few pages, Jessie paused long enough to check her windows and doors to make sure they were locked and secure. As illogical as this seemed at the time, she couldn’t stop herself from doing it.

On her way back to the bedroom, she grabbed a blanket. Wrapping it around herself, she got comfortable as she picked up the book and began reading again.

The entries started about ten years ago. There were nine separate entries in the book. Each one of them told their own story. Each entry told of a young woman’s life as he met her, then as he killed her. The fear and the terror he wrote about in each entry was a tribute to his victim.

She caught her breath as she read the entry from just over four years ago. Her body shivered despite the blanket. It was the most painful for her. The woman Michael wrote about was one she knew very well. She hadn’t thought about it until now but four years ago, her best friend had disappeared. Like her father and brother, one moment she was there and the next she was just gone. No one knew what happened to her. Her friend had been excited about going on vacation but it was one she never returned from. The police had no answers and after so long, her family stopped asking questions. So, it was too hard to believe but Jessie had found the real reason for her friend’s disappearance, here on a farm she know owned.

It was unbelievable.

Jessie’s heart broke as she relived her friends last moments. She had to close the book as tears ran down her face at the horror Michael described putting her friend through. The others were bad enough, but this one really brought home to her how these women suffered. For a moment, she hated him, like she’d never hated any other human being in her life.

After that entry, she had to force herself to finish reading the books. She read the words he’d written, but her heart was closed to any more pain. She’d become numb and she also wanted justice.

By the time Jessie had finished reading the journals, the sun was coming up in the eastern sky. She glanced out the window expecting to see the darkness of the night but instead was greeted by the sun shining in her window. Her world had changed overnight but the real world hadn’t. The darkness of night had passed into the light of a new day and now, she needed to face a whole new reality.

She hadn’t been able to put the journals down all night. She should have been tired, but adrenaline coursed through her veins. She should have felt drained, but instead she felt like running. She wanted to run away from the fear growing inside her.

She quickly changed her clothes and went running. When she hit the dirt road and started jogging, her mind returned to the words Michael had written. His words were almost poetic, his touch almost caressing, that is until it turned murderous. His acts of violence were, in his mind, acts of love.

As she ran the along the dirt path, she wondered what kind of man Michael was. He did what few others ever dreamed about. He dared what most would never think about. He scared her more than any other person ever had, or would. His words were never meant to be shared with anyone else; they were his and his alone. She knew that, but curiosity compelled her to read them, and she knew deep down in her heart, he would see this as a betrayal. His mind was warped beyond anything Jesse had ever thought of.

While she’d worked with vets who’d come back from tours of duty injured, she’d seen some that were pretty messed up, emotionally and mentally. But she’d never encountered anyone who was so full of twisted hate and filled with the lust to kill like this Michael.

While she worked as a physical therapist, her true love was understanding the human psyche. She’d read hundreds of case files, each detailing a different type of personality. Every file detailed an abnormal twist in the human brain and was unique in its own right and each was interesting.

After about a half an hour, Jessie felt her strength fading, so she turned around and headed back. By the time she got home, she could barely get up the steps. Her foot was throbbing, she hadn’t been watching where she was running then while on uneven ground, she’d turned her ankle about the half way point in her run and she knew she needed to rest it. As she opened the door to the house, the adrenaline high she was on before left her feeling completely washed out. Her body cried out for sleep, and she felt compelled to obey.

Just before she flopped down on her bed, she couldn’t help stop thinking about what Michael had written. Not exactly words to fall asleep to, but she was so tired nothing would keep her awake now. As she lay in her bed, she couldn’t help but wonder about Michael. It was almost as if she understood him. He wasn’t an uneducated man. In fact, if she were to do a profile on him, she would have to say he was a highly intelligent person.

His words were so eloquent, his meaning almost poetic, yet what his words represented was so abhorrent, their implication made her shiver in horror. When sleep finally overtook her, it wasn’t the restful sleep of regeneration; it was a fitful, nightmarish sleep, full of bogeymen and unknown shadows.

When she woke up several hours later, her eyes felt like sandpaper, her head felt fuzzy, worse than a hangover, and her stomach threatened to revolt. She sat up in bed only to groan and flop back down.

She reached up to shade her aching eyes. She wanted to close her eyes and go back to sleep for several hours, but sleep wouldn’t come. She’d tossed and turned as her mind raced with thoughts of death and dying. She felt truly ill from being immersed in such hate and cold from the words in those journals. It made her feel like she herself had been diseased in some way while reading his innermost thoughts.

Finally, Jessie gave up and forced herself to get out of bed. Stumbling to the bathroom, she went through the ritual of starting her day. She felt the need to shower and try to wash away this feeling. It was like her skin was crawling and she felt jittery and weak. 

As she made her way to the kitchen to make coffee, her eyes caught sight of the journal. She tried to ignore it, but it didn’t work. Taking her drink into the living room, she sat down on the sofa and sipped the hot beverage. All the while, her eyes never left the book. She wasn’t quite sure what she would do about it yet, but she couldn’t just turn it over to the police.

Today, in the cold light of day, she read the words again. They hadn’t changed overnight. Even though they had made her feel ill the day before. She just couldn’t believe it was real. She paused. Sydney was real. She had died at the hands of this monster. 

Jessie then wondered how long the journal had been hidden inside the floor.

The first entry in the book was nine years ago. The last entry was about a year and a half ago, but her grandmother’s attorney told her no one lived in the house for the last three years. He must have been wrong. Michael had been living here a year and a half ago. The books told her of a place he put his women in. He always went back to the same place, an abandoned farm on the top of a bluff near Whiskey Bend. He spoke about it being near where he lived and as no one was living there at the time, he knew the women would never be found. They would be forever safe and he could visit them whenever he wanted.

The fact he went back to them disturbed her greatly. Then she wondered what Michael would do if the bodies he’d hidden for so many years began turning up. She knew these women deserved to be found.

Suddenly, she remembered something. She got up and went back into the bedroom. Reaching down on the bed, she picked up the small box she had overlooked before. She found herself hesitating. She felt she was violating someone’s privacy.

Carefully, she opened the little box and looked inside. Seeing what was inside almost made her cry. There were several pieces of jewelry, rings and a couple pair of earrings and even a little girl’s barrette. At the very bottom of the box was a little brass key. It didn’t look as if it belonged with the rest of the items. She stared hard at the jewelry then noticed a necklace. It wasn’t worth a whole lot, but as she picked it up, she felt tears running down her face. This necklace belonged to her friend Sydney. As the gemstone caught the sunlight, it sparkled. Jessie closed her eyes against the pain. It matched the one Jessie owned. She’d gotten the pair of them as a token of her friendship with Sydney.

She carefully placed it back and set the container on the coffee table. Going back to her place on the sofa, she sat and stared at the box for a few minutes. Jessie knew she should just turn the journal and the box over to the police, but for some reason she couldn’t. She almost felt sorry for Michael. Maybe that was wrong, but she couldn’t help herself. She could relate to the loneliness in his words and the bleakness of his soul.

His feelings, his emotions, were all laid out in the journal. The words and emotions he wrote about were never meant to be read by anyone else. He wrote so freely because of that ideal. There was an underlying pain in his words, something unspoken yet she could feel it. At some point in his life something very bad had happened, something he couldn’t live with. She didn’t know what it meant, but it was there all the same.

It was also strange that she should feel a link with his victims. These women had families and husbands, possibly children. They didn’t deserve to be dumped anonymously into the ground where no one but the killer knew where the bodies were buried.

They didn’t deserve to go unmourned. These women deserved to be found and their killer brought to justice. Michael had left clues to the places where he had buried his victims.

Somehow, someway, she had to let the proper authorities know where these women were, so they could be given a decent burial and their families would know what happened to them.

Jessie weighed the pros and cons of what she knew she had to do. She should just call the police and give them the information. She also knew Michael would see that as a betrayal of the worse kind. She didn’t want him coming after her.

She had to come up with a way to discover his victims by chance. She could go scout the places on the abandoned farm described in the journal to see if they existed. If they did, then she would decide what to do.

Jessie picked up the journal and reread the first passages again. If she were going to do this, she would need to find the right places and know enough about where the bodies were buried to let someone know where to look.

Michael wrote in vivid detail the exact location of his conquests. He even wrote a little about each woman he encountered. The first woman in the journal was named Michelle Wymen.

Michael wrote that Michelle had been his first victim in a long time. He wrote that it had been awhile since he took a life. He went on to say that he met her in a diner in the town of Whiskey Bend, Wisconsin.
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CHAPTER TWO
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She got here the day before and had taken the time to familiarize herself with the town and hopefully, find some kind of reference point to start her search. She’s made a copy of the journals and then hid the original books. She didn’t put them back where Michael left them, instead she put them where only she knew they were. She felt that was her safeguard and if the evidence was ever needed, only she would know where it was.

Michael claimed she was a waitress at a diner where he had stopped to get out of the cold. Michelle was her name, but he said she looked more like an angel. Her hair fanned out like angel wings. Her natural womanly scent was heavenly, her smile made her face glow, and he’d fallen in love with her in an instant. In his own words, she read:

With her first words, I fell under her spell. She warmed the cold October wind blowing right through to my bones. The cup of coffee she set in front of me tasted like nectar.

I was waiting for a ride home when she asked me where I was going. When I told her, she said she knew my hometown. She lived here in Whiskey Bend, and I asked her to show me her town. We crossed the road and went up a hill. We went into the woods above the city. The air was cool and crisp, yet when I was with her, I didn’t feel the cold. She laughed and joked as she led the way. She promised to point out her favorite spot. She said she would come here often and keep watch over her town and its people.

Yes indeed, this spot would do very well. Deep inside a wooded glen, I made my move. Her laughter turned to scorn almost immediately. Her cruel laughter grated my shattered nerves. Where the knife came from, I don’t remember. All I do remember is her blood spilling over my hands.

How warm it was, how it stained her clothes and mine. how surprised her eyes appeared, as she looked into mine. I watched as the light inside her slowly faded and was saddened by the fact that my angel was gone. 

My angel would remain forever in my heart, where she belonged. Her final resting place is right there where she ended her time here on earth, marked by three mounds of rocks. She will remain forever, keeping watch over the town she so adored.

Jessie shivered as she read the words he had written. She hoped for Michelle’s sake, that death had taken her quickly. Michael almost seemed reluctant to end her life, yet he did so without regret.

Perhaps if she had died as a result of a disease, her death could be accepted, but to die like this, at the hands of monster, for no apparent reason, it all made it unbearable. And Michael was a monster, Jessie recognized that much from his own words. She had to do something. She had to see for herself where Michelle was buried. Glancing at her watch, she noted that it was too late to go to Whiskey Bend this afternoon. It was a three-hour trip over there and it would be dark by that time. She wanted to see the place in the daytime. She would need all the light she could get to find the exact spot where Michelle was buried. She didn’t want to be discovered by anyone either, so she knew she would have to be careful.
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It was barely seven a.m. when she left her room at the B&B. Although Michael’s words had been written as far back as ten years ago, she hoped they were still valid. She had read his words again this morning and had drawn out a rough sort of map. 

She’d spoken to the owner of the River Bend Bed and Breakfast where she was staying the night before. She asked about the land at the top of the bluff behind the town. Mrs. Sayer told her to stay clear of there. She said there was a motorcycle gang living up there and they didn’t like the people trespassing on their land. They probably wouldn’t hurt her but the whole town stayed away from them for a reason. They looked rough and some rumor had it that they booby-trapped at least part of their property.

She didn’t know if all that was true or not but she wasn’t looking for trouble, she only wanted to verify Michael’s own words. She didn’t know why this was so important to her but she had to know if Michelle Wymen was buried in her favorite spot, under a rock formation.

The day before she had stopped in at the diner Michelle worked at. The sign said Darrel’s Diner and like the rest of the place, the sign was faded from days past. The outside of the diner was old and needed a fresh coat of paint but someone had taken the time to fix it up the best they could. Judging by the number of cars in the parking lot, the patrons didn’t mind the conditions. Each space was full and Jessie had to wait a few minutes to be able to park her car.

Stepping out of her vehicle, she had another good look around. Turning back toward the town, she saw the wooded area above it and the hill Michele and Michael must have climbed. Shading her eyes against the sun’s glare, Jessie wondered if she would find Michele’s final resting place, up on that hill.

She went inside the restaurant. As soon as she entered, she could smell the aroma of fresh baked bread. Jessie groaned. She loved fresh baked bread, warm from the oven with lots of melting butter, sometimes with peanut butter.

Inhaling deeply, she walked over to the counter and sat down. 

The waitress grinned then without a word, turned and began cutting a loaf of bread. She put a couple of warm slices on a plate and brought them over to Jessie, along with a tub of butter. “Hi, you look like you need a bread fix.” 

“Yes, please.”

The waitress motioned toward the coffee pot. 

Jessie indicated her answer and as she poured the coffee, Jessie noticed her name tag. “Thank you, Margie, but how did you know I needed a slice of bread?”

“I’ve seen that look on other people’s faces. As soon as they come through the door, they seem to transform.”

“It does smell like heaven in here,” Jessie commented.

Margie grinned. “Yes, it does, doesn’t it? Enjoy your bread.” As she moved away, she grabbed the coffee pot and began filling coffee cups all the way down the counter. 

As Jessie ate her bread, she took the time to look around the diner. She caught sight of a poster hanging on the wall just left of the main door. It looked almost like a wanted poster.

She walked over to the poster to get a better look. When she got closer, she could see that it was indeed a wanted poster. On it was the picture of a young woman, named Michelle Wymen. The poster listed her height, her weight, last known address, and the clothes she was last known to be wearing. The last thing it listed was the date she was seen last. The date Jessie knew by heart. It was October the twenty-first, almost ten years ago to the day.  

She just stared at the picture of Michele for a long time. The longer she stared the more Jessie felt a bond grow between them, as she was probably one of two people who would ever know what happened to Michele. 

Just then, Margie the waitress came over to where she stood and nodded her head at the poster. “I’d forgotten about that poster.” She grimaced. 

Jessie looked at the poster, noticing a strong resemblance to Margie. “Did you know her?” 

Margie just stared at the photo on the poster. “She was my younger sister.” 

“Do you have any idea what happened to her?” 

Margie turned slowly and looked at Jessie. “The rumor is, she ran off with some guy, but I know that isn’t true. I think she’s dead.” 

Jessie cocked her head. “What makes you say that?” 

Margie turned and looked at the poster again. “I knew Michele. She would never worry her family if she were alive. Even if she had run off all those years ago, she would have called us to let us know she was all right. She never called.” Margie paused glancing out the window. “She’s dead and it’s my fault.” 

Jessie heard the softly spoken words and couldn’t believe what she was hearing. “How do you figure that? You certainly didn’t kill her, did you?” 

Margie turned to look at Jessie. “Of course not, but the day she disappeared, she was covering for me. I was sick that day and Michele came into work for me. The last time anyone saw her was when she left the restaurant. If she hadn’t been here, she wouldn’t have disappeared. “ 

Jessie could see the guilt and pain in Margie’s eyes. 

They say that a person’s eyes are the windows to their soul, and if that were true, Margie’s soul was in a lot of pain. 

Jessie knew there was nothing she could do or say at this time. She couldn’t bring Michele back from the dead, but she could bring her back to her family. She could ease the pain in Margie’s eyes and maybe in time erase the guilt.

She turned and walked back to the counter where her purse laid. She began rummaging through it for the cash to pay for her bread and coffee. Margie walked up behind her and laid a hand over hers. 

Jessie could see the tears in her eyes but Margie wouldn’t let them fall. 

Jessie couldn’t stand to see her in this kind of pain and pulled her into a hug. She didn’t know why except that sometimes it just felt good to know there was someone out there that understood, even if you didn’t. 

Margie returned the hug briefly and then backed away, she wouldn’t look her in the eyes, but did pause long enough to whisper the words, “Thank you,” to her before she hurried down the length of the counter with the coffee pot. 

Thank you was all she said but those two little words touched Jessie’s heart in a way nothing else had. She picked up her purse and walked to the door. Pausing a moment to look back at Margie, she found her looking straight into her eyes. 

Margie’s eyes were full of questions that Jessie had no answers for at the moment, but she hoped to have them soon. As she exited the diner, her eyes were drawn to the hillside across the highway. The longer she stared at the hill, the more she knew the answers were there if she had the courage to go and find them. 

She glanced back at the diner as if to ask for Margie’s permission, but she couldn’t see through the tinted glass. Had she been able to she would have seen a very puzzled Margie looking back at her, trying to guess what she was doing.
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A day later, she followed their footsteps of ten years ago. Michael had given extreme details in his diary and for that, Jessie was grateful. When she came to a three string, barb wire fence, she ducked under it and made her way through the wooded area. 

At first, she didn’t know what she was looking at when she finally reached the bench made of stone. It was a natural setting, yet it stood out in the woods. Three large boulders sat in a triangle pattern and on top of them was a flat stone. Had someone at some time in the history of the town put the stone there or had nature intended it to be there the whole time? She couldn’t tell for sure and wouldn’t hazard to guess. Slowly, she stepped toward it, her mind so fixed on Michael’s writings. 

She didn’t know there was a man dressed in jeans and a t shirt along with a leather vest right behind her until it was too late to stop what happened next. She didn’t even have time to scream as the huge muscled arm wrapped around her throat and squeezed tightly around her neck. She struggled against her assault but couldn’t break free of his hold. She couldn’t breathe or draw air into her lungs and before long, she saw black spots as her body shut down. She felt the panic one always feels when they are about to lose their life and for a moment she fought against it, then she stopped struggling and slid into oblivion and he let her slide to the ground in a heap.
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Jinx wanted to leave her where she lay but he knew he couldn’t do that. He glared at the intruder and cursed, then he picked her up, threw her over his shoulder, and carried her off to his all-terrain vehicle. 

Throwing her into the second seat, he got behind the wheel and took off toward the clubhouse. Lucifer would be mad, but the townsfolks usually left them alone. He looked over at her and frowned. He knew he hadn’t seen her before today and that only led him to wonder what the hell she was doing in their woods. Surely, the town had warned her about them. Most everyone knew the club owned this land and most of the time the townspeople stayed away. They left well enough alone when it came to the Hell’s Guardian Warriors.

A few minutes later, the clubhouse came into view and Jinx turned his four-wheeler toward the front door.
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CHAPTER THREE
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Nick Leroy otherwise known as Lucifer was sitting down at a table in the main room of his clubhouse sipping a cup of hot coffee when he heard the sound of Jinx’s four-wheeler pull up outside. He was a tad hung over this morning and not really feeling up to Jinx’s bullshit. He was feeling each and every one of his thirty seven years this morning. He knew he desperately needed a shower and coffee though. 

He was enjoying one of the two when the front door opened and a shaft of light penetrated his sight. Lucifer winced and shielded his eyes as the man himself walked in. He frowned at Jinx when he walked over to where Lucifer was sitting and dumped something that hit the floor with a thud at his feet. Lucifer looked down and his frowned deepened. “What the fuck did you do?” he asked when he saw the woman on the floor. He ran his fingers through his thick black hair and stared at the other man wearily.

“I found a trespasser.” Jinx growled as he slammed a backpack down on the table in front of Lucifer. He was a man that didn’t like other people. They claimed PTSD did that to a man, but he hadn’t changed that much with or without PTSD. He was happiest being left alone and didn’t mind who knew it. The only people he could tolerate were the brothers he lived with here at the compound. His brothers were aware of his displeasure and treated him accordingly. But this was a new one, even for him.

“I can see that.” Lucifer nodded. “Why did you bring her here though? Why didn’t you just dump her on the other side of the fence line?” He paused then added, “Where did you find her anyway?”

“She was all the way by the old bench marker.” 

The bench marker was well within the property, a long way from the fence line. Not many people knew it was even there.

Lucifer frowned and looked down at the woman lying on the floor. Her long auburn hair was spread out on the wood. Her eyes were closed, and he wondered if her eyes were green or blue. He shook the odd thought away. Who cared?

Then he wondered what she had been doing so far inside their property? Looking over at Jinx, he smoothed his short beard and asked, “What was she doing there?”

Jinx shrugged. “I don’t know but she had a funny look on her face. Like she was dreading being there but there was no one with her, she was just staring at the damn bunch of rocks. I mean what the hell is that about? Far as I know, it’s just some stupid rocks. Ain’t nothin’ special about it.”

Lucifer thought on that for a moment then looked down at the woman again. Just what the hell he was going to do with her he wasn’t sure. Jinx should have taken her back down to the property line and dumped her over it and left her be. She would have come to on her own and gotten the hell out of there. 

He got to his feet and stretched to his usual height of six and a half feet. His massive arms reached for the ceiling as he eased out the kinks in his body. He’d had a rough night filled with bad dreams and nightmares as per usual and he felt tired this morning. He just didn’t want to have to deal with this shit. He glared at Jinx. “How long has she been out?”

Jinx shrugged. “About ten minutes or so. She may not come around for about another twenty minutes.” His choke holds usually put people out about half an hour, forty five minutes at the most. But that was on men, he didn’t usually put women out with them. “You want me to just leave her there or carry her somewhere else?”

Lucifer thought for a second. “Take her down the hall and put her in my room. I want to talk to her before I decide anything and I need a shower.” 

Jinx raised an eyebrow at his suggestion but he bent over to pick her up off the floor then carried her down the hall to the President’s bedroom. 

Twenty minutes would give him enough time to shower the stench of his nightmares off and get rid the booze haze from last night.

Jinx laid her on the bed and turned to leave the room.

Lucifer went over to the dresser to search for some clothes. Before he headed in for the shower, he locked the bedroom door, slipping the key above the door for safekeeping. He didn’t want her escaping before he had a chance to talk to her in case she recovered from Jinx’s head lock before he was done.

He wanted to get a shower in before he had to deal with her. Stepping into a steamy hot shower Lucifer let the water flow over his achy body. His whole body hurt this morning. He stepped under the spray and closing his eyes, he let it hit him in the face and run down his neck and chest. The hot water soaked his long hair and he shook his head to make sure his hair was wet. He groaned as he felt the warmth hitting his throbbing head.

Each drop of hot water soothed his aches and loosened his muscles. He turned and allowed the water to flow down his back, ass and legs. After a few minutes, he started feeling better. Grabbing the soap, he washed. His hands running over each inch of his hard body including his beard. His actions were automatic while his mind was on his visitor. What the fuck was he going to do with her?

The town’s people left the club alone and that was the way he liked it. Most of the men here were vets who for some reason the government had turned their backs on. Once they had served their time, they were booted out of the military and the men were lost as to what they were supposed to do next. They hadn’t blended back into civilian life very well at all. The horrors of war hadn’t allowed that.

Lucifer had brought them all together and had given them a purpose again. They were living on the land he’d inherited from his grandfather before he even went in the Marines.

Here they worked the land, grew a little weed and had begun brewing their own whiskey. The whiskey was an old family trade secret, one that had been passed down from father to son for the last several generations but would most likely die with him, as he was the last in his family line. The fact that they didn’t have a permit to brew the hooch was the reason they didn’t want to town’s people coming around, well that and the men were better left alone. They hadn’t been here that long only about three years or so, but they were learning to adjust.

He sighed deep and shut the water off. Stepping out of the shower, he looked into his room and found her still passed out on his bed. Lucifer eyed her from head to toe and felt his body harden with desire. This fact surprised the hell out of him. He hadn’t felt desire for any woman in so long, he thought that feeling had been destroyed along with the rest of his body in that little village in the mountains of Iraq. 

Pulling on a pair of jeans without boxers, Lucifer smiled as he imagined her naked and writhing beneath him. It’d been literally years since he’d had a woman and up until now, that fact hadn’t bothered him too much, but it was bothering him now and for good reason. Before he let his imagination run away with him, he finished dressing. When he looked back over at the bed, he found a pair of green eyes looking back at him. 

He took a step closer and she was watching him the whole way. She had a look of fear and uncertainty in her eyes. He stopped at the edge of the bed and they stared at each other for a moment. 

She looked away first. “Who are you and where am I?” she whispered. Her throat was sore and she had no real volume in her request. She raised her hand to her sore neck.

“They call me Lucifer and you’re in my bed at the clubhouse.” He smirked at her. He thought he might just keep her. It was crazy but he couldn’t seem to push the notion away. The fire in those green eyes did things to his mind and his body. He actually felt something that wasn’t hate and misery for the first time in years.
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Jessie looked up and swallowed the lump in her throat. Tears threatened to fill her eyes. When she awoke Sydney’s necklace was gone, but she had more important things to worry about than a necklace, even if it meant the world to her.

“What do they call you sweetheart?”

She pulled her head back at the sweetheart. She didn’t want to tell him her name. She didn’t want to be here. She didn’t want any of this. She should have just turned the damn journals over to the police and let them deal with it but it was too late now. She wet her dry lips with her tongue. “How did I get here?”

Lucifer followed the movement of her tongue to her lips then shook his head. “One of my men brought you here.”

“Was that the same man who tried to strangle me?”

He nodded. “Yeah, you were technically trespassing, so he had every right to stop you by fair means or foul.”

“What?” She shook her head. “He could’ve just said get off my land.” She scoffed. “I wasn’t hurting anything. I was just there to look at the rock formation.”

Lucifer looked amused as he cocked his head to one side. “But why? Why were you there to begin with? I know you were warned by the townspeople. They would have told you about this place. About who owned it and why they don’t come here.”

Jessie nodded. “They did.”

“Then why did you still come here?”

Jessie shrugged. “I just did, that’s all.” She swallowed hard as she thought about the reason she didn’t want to share her information with this man. Her hand went again to her throat but when she remembered her necklace wasn’t there anymore, she stopped and let her hand drop to the bed.

Lucifer leaned over the bed and caged her in with one hand on either side of her head. He didn’t touch her but he came as close to her as he could. His head lowered until they were inches apart. “I really need some answers. Who are you and what were you doing on our land?”

Jessie dropped her gaze down to his lips and wondered how they would feel if she moved just a little bit? Then she mentally shook that crazy thought away. “I was just taking a walk and found the rock formation. That’s all.”

“But how did you know it was even there? Not many of the locals even know it’s there?” He wondered out loud. “Who did you hear about the rock bench from?”

Jessie closed her eyes and didn’t say anything. 

Grasping either side of her face, he brought her closer. “Tell me what I want to know,” he demanded roughly. He frowned again and looked to where his hands were.  He then seemed to pale a bit and his hands shook.

Jesse now felt a bit of fear. Though this man didn’t scare her like he probably would others. Something about him just seemed so sad and at the same time fierce. “I have nothing to say,” she whispered as she watched him.
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Lucifer could hear the fear in her voice and he could see the fear in her eyes. He didn’t know her story, but he was sure she had one and it wasn’t only him she was afraid of. He felt sure of this. But if it wasn’t him, who or what was it that had her running scared?

He noticed the bead of sweat running down the side of her face. He watched as the droplet of water made its way down her fair skin all the way down to her jaw. He was so intent on watching it he almost missed her softly asked question.

“What are you going to do with me? I can’t stay here.”

“Aww sorry babe, I can’t let you go until I know why you came in the first place.” Lucifer chuckled softly. He wasn’t sure he could let her go anywhere anyway. 

Wetting her lips with the tip of her tongue, she watched his eyes dilate at her movement. Surprise lit her eyes as his eyes snapped up to hers. She gasped softly and that was all it took. 

Lucifer leaned closer and his lips crushed down on hers. A bolt of electricity sparked between them and he groaned as his hands took control and wrapped around her head pulling her close to him.

She wrapped her own arms around his neck and brought him closer. It wasn’t until he ground his pelvis down on hers and she could feel his erection that she seemed to react. 

She pushed him away from her, but Lucifer wasn’t letting her go. Not after that kiss. He broke away just enough to see her glare. Shrugging again, he pressed his lips back on hers and lost himself for a moment in all that was her...her scent, her flavor, it was heady. He was in disbelief of his own reaction. This just couldn’t be...but it was.

He jerked his aroused body off her softer one and stood up but only stepped so far away. 

She raised her eyes to watch his face rather than the hard cock in his pants. Her cheeks were flushed, and she looked stunned by what had just happened.

But if she was stunned he was more than unsettled. 

She frowned as she stared at him.

He held himself stiffly and took another step back away from her. His hands were clenching and unclenching and he was breathing heavily. 

“Are you okay?” she asked in a whisper.

Lucifer surveyed her and smiled slightly as he tried to get himself under control. He couldn’t believe he’d just done that. “I can’t let you leave here until I get some answers sweetheart. If you want to talk. I’ll be down the hall in the main room.”

Lucifer paused for a moment just outside the door to his bedroom. Taking a deep breath, he wondered what the hell had just happened. Before he could wonder too long, he walked down the hall and joined his men in the main room. Grabbing a fresh cup of coffee, he sat down at the table where Jinx and Demon were sitting. One of them had opened the back-pack Jinx brought back when he brought the girl in.

Lucifer took a sip of his coffee and asked, “Well. what did you find?” he tried to keep his hands steady and keep his expression blank, even though he had just been jolted by a live wire. Yes, a live wire was as close a description as he could get. That kiss had affected him deeply and not just sexually either.

Demon flipped out a driver’s license and he glanced at it. It belonged to the girl in his bedroom and claimed her name was Jessie Nicole Grant. He read her date of birth and she was twenty-three years old. She lived in Austin, Minnesota. The town was maybe three hours away from Whiskey Bend.

“You might want to have a look at this too.” Jinx tossed him a slip of paper. Lucifer picked it up and frowned. 

On the paper were landmarks and x’s. The more he studied the paper the more convinced he became that he was studying a map. A map of the farm land he had inherited from his grandfather over twenty years ago, just before he joined the Marines. His granddad died over ten years ago and the farm until they moved back here had laid empty since his death.

Lucifer stared at the two men from under his frown. “What the fuck?”

“What the hell is going on here Prez?” Demon asked looking perplexed too.

“I don’t know but I intend to find out.” Lucifer pushed away from the table and stomped his way back down the hall. 

A few minutes later, he returned pushing the girl they now knew as Jessie Grant in front of him. He moved her over to the table where Jinx and Demon waited and slammed her down in a chair. Sitting down next to her, he put her driver’s license in her face. “Ok, Ms. Jessie Grant, you got some questions to answer.” He growled.

Jesse reached out with shaky hands and grabbed her license. Folding her fingers over the plastic card, she refused to look up at the men sitting there.

Lucifer flipped the slip of paper toward her that Jinx had found in her backpack. “What the fuck is this?”

Jessie paled but didn’t reach for the paper. The silence grew and the tension in the room went up a few notches but still she didn’t say anything. Keeping her eyes down, she held her tongue.

“I don’t hear any words coming out of your mouth Jessie.” Lucifer snarled. “How and why do you have a map of my farm and what are all those x’s about?”

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER FOUR


[image: ]


When she still didn’t break the silence, Lucifer slammed his hand down on the table. 

Jessie jumped and ducked as if someone was going to hit her, covering her head with her arms.

Lucifer glanced over at Demon and Jinx then back to her. “I ain’t gonna hurt you girl, just need some answers.” 

“Maybe we’ll get some answers if we go get her stuff?” Jinx held out her key to the room she had at the boarding house. “I’m sure Maudie would let us in her room.”

Jessie snapped her head up and glared at them. “You wouldn’t dare.” She looked shocked.

Lucifer nodded. “Oh, but I would.” He turned to Jinx and nodded. 

Jinx got to his feet and began walking toward the door.

Jesse hung her head and didn’t say anything for a moment. Then she raised her head and with tears rolling down her cheeks she whispered, “The x’s could be, maybe...burial places.”

The whole room went silent. 

Even Jinx stopped in his tracks. Then very slowly, he turned to face the table again.  

Lucifer reached down and hauled her up from the chair by grabbing her by the upper arms. Holding her level to him, he glared at her. “What the fuck did you say?”

Jessie winched as his fingers bit into her skin. “I said the x’s could be burial places for nine women.” 

Her words were little more than a whisper but every man
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