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        The Bleeding Mayhem MC… where blood, violence, and being an alpha reign supreme.

      

      

      Mayhem had always been used to getting what he wanted. But when the one woman he craved like no other wouldn’t give him the time of day, he was bastard enough to use her troubles to his advantage. 

      Butters couldn’t be bought, or so she thought.

      When her brother got himself in trouble with the mafia, it seemed her only way to help him was to take the twisted offer Mayhem offered. 

      Mayhem never said he was a good guy. And if Butters wanted his help, it would come with a price.

      All she had to do was to be his for a week in any way he saw fit, and he’d make her current problem disappear.

      It started off as only sex and turned into him falling hard for her. Butters belonged with him and he wouldn’t let her go.

      If that meant going up against the mafia to ensure she was his in all ways, he had no issue bringing out his violent beast.
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      “I can’t keep bailing you out, Nathan,” Butters said, but she knew that was a lie. She’d always be there for her brother.

      “Renee, you know I wouldn’t ask if it wasn’t really important,” Nathan said with worry in his voice so thick she felt it through the phone.

      Butters was only ever called by her given name by her younger brother Nathan, and he only called her that when he was desperate. So even if she didn’t hear the strain in his voice, the clear fear, she would have known it was serious.

      Breathing out slowly, she leaned back in the bed and closed her eyes. “How much do you need this time, Nate?” She rubbed her eyes with her hand, hating that her little brother had his problems, ones that he pulled her into. It was just the two of them, though, and she couldn’t leave him stranded, not when turning her back on him would mean Nathan would be out in the cold, so to speak.

      There was silence for a long while, and she knew whatever Nathan was going to tell her would be heavy.

      “Ten grand.”

      She nearly choked at that figure. “I don’t have that kind of money.” She could have cried for the shit her brother continuously got into. “You have a problem. A big problem.”

      He exhaled. “I know, but if I don’t pay them, they’ll kill me, Renee. These guys are dangerous. They don’t fuck around.”

      “Who is it? Who do you owe money to?” He was silent for another second. “Another corrupt group, a loan shark?” There had been many times Nate got into shit, and she’d had to bail him out, but he had never been this deep in the hole.

      More silence. She heard Nate shuffling around, even heard him sniffling.

      “Are you crying?” God, what the hell has he gotten into? This has to be bad.

      “I’m in with the Cardona Family.”

      Her lungs seized, her heart stopped, and she sat up in bed. “Nate,” she gasped out his name. She’d heard about the Cardonas. They were a newer group of men who had only been around for about five years. They had the reputation of beating someone just for looking at them the wrong way. They might not be the most dangerous or even the biggest group out there, but for her and Nate, they were pretty fucking bad.

      If her brother was in with them and they didn’t come up with the money, he wouldn’t just be beaten and have his legs broken. They’d torture him before making him dig his own grave and then shoot him between the eyes.

      She could have cried. The other times her brother had been in trouble had been with small, petty groups. But the Cardona’s didn’t fuck around.

      “I know, Renee.”

      She wiped away her tears. “Nate, you realize that if we don’t come up with that money they’ll…” She couldn’t even say the word, couldn’t even think about Nate getting killed. “You’re so fucking stupid,” she said, crying now because she had no idea where in the hell she’d get the money. She also didn’t want her brother dead or hurt. He fucked up, had always had money problems, gambled, and even had a drug addiction before he’d gotten help for it in high school. But he was still her only family, and she loved him.

      Pushing her emotions back, she knew she needed to be strong, if not for him then for herself. Butters needed to figure out how in the fuck to handle this, and she knew if they were dealing with the Cardona Family, they didn’t have a whole lot of time.
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      Mayhem sat at the poker table and stared at the cards in his hands. He tossed them down, showing the other patches he had a flush. “Fuck you, assholes,” he said and grabbed the pot of money in the center of the table.

      Fury, the club’s president, Shorty, their sergeant at arms, who also looked like his big fucking frame would crush the chair he sat in, and Dirty all sat around glaring at Mayhem. Mayhem grinned as he collected his winnings.

      “You’re a cheating bastard,” Fury said. He pulled a joint out of a pocket in his cut, lit the end, and inhaled deeply. Within a few minutes, the rest of the guys were getting high, the thick, sweet smelling smoke surrounding them.

      The club was mostly quiet aside from the low hum of music and Dealer getting a lap dance from one of the club whores.

      “You’re just pissed 'cause you fucking suck at poker, yet you still play and lose.”

      The rest of the guys started laughing. Ash, Woods, and Stone were out doing a little club business, and a prospect had gone with them. There were another two prospects that were on bitch duty, cleaning up the bathrooms, shining up the Harleys, and earning their keep.

      One of the sweet-butts, Baby Girl, came up to Shorty, leaned down, and started giggling at whatever she’d said. Shorty groaned, looked over at Baby Girl, and then faced them again.

      “Got to take care of business.”

      And by that, Shorty meant he needed to go fuck.

      Baby Girl didn’t fuck anyone else, even if she had the title of sweet-butt. Whatever went down with Shorty and the woman was on a level Mayhem wasn’t into.

      Mayhem just knew whatever the hell they did behind closed doors had been loud enough on several occasions to have him hearing her shouting out “Daddy” and a lot of other age-play related shit. To each his own and all that, but it’s not something Mayhem had ever wanted to experiment with.

      TA, another club whore, walked by, and Dirty grabbed her around the waist. Tits and Ass, or TA as the club called her, had been with every patch, him included. Not the best sex he’d ever had but she was good to warm a bed for a few hours because she knew exactly what the guys liked. Dirty got up and took TA with him down the hall, and then it was just Mayhem and Fury.

      “You look like shit,” Mayhem said, grabbed his beer, and downed the rest. He lifted the empty bottle, and within a few moments, a sweet-butt set two new ones in front of them.

      “Thanks, motherfucker.”

      Mayhem grinned. “Saying it like it is, prez.”

      They both drank at the same time, and when they set the bottles on the table, the silence stretched out.

      “You want to go with me to a bar close to Claire’s place?”

      Even with his twin recently coming to the club and staying here for protection because of one punk ass ex, Mayhem still went to the bar that was a few miles from where her apartment was.

      He could have said it was mainly because he was keeping an eye on his sister and what was going on with her, but that was a fucking lie.

      He grabbed his beer and finished it off.

      “Kind of a drive to get lit. You going there just because of that bastard, or is there some ass you want down there?” Fury asked, leaning back in the chair and kicking his leg out. He took on a relaxed position, but Mayhem could see the president was drunk and high.

      “Both,” Mayhem said, not bothering to lie.

      Fury cocked a dark eyebrow. “So, you either want more or she ain’t putting out.” Fury started laughing, and Mayhem glared.

      “Fuck you.”

      Fury laughed harder. “Okay, so she ain’t putting out.” He shook his head. “If she hasn’t spread for you by now, I doubt she will, man. Not every bitch is as easy to fuck as the club whores.”

      “She’ll put out, because if she knew me at all, she’d realize I don’t give up on what I want.”

      Fury tipped his beer bottle toward Mayhem. “Well, good luck toward that. Sounds like you’ll need it.”
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      Mayhem pulled his Harley into the gravel parking lot, cut the engine, and stared at the neon sign on the bar door that read “Open”.

      Dismounting and removing his skullcap helmet, he looked around at the few drunken guys groping women up against the side of the building. This bar was in a shitty part of town, and the smell of alcohol and piss filled his nostrils.

      It had been weeks since Claire had come to the club. They were in the works to take care of Steven, Claire’s piece of shit ex, but here Mayhem was, driving out of his way to try to score a piece of ass from one smart-mouthed, shoots-me-down-every-damn-time bartender.

      He made his way up to the front doors, his cock starting to get hard at the thought Butters was in there. Yeah, he’d found out her background and anything that could be used to his advantage. Mayhem never said he was a good guy.

      The sound of low talking around the corner almost went unnoticed, but he knew that voice, had thought about it enough when he’d jerked off. Walking toward the side of the building, he leaned against the brick, not looking around the corner so he wasn’t seen.

      “Nathan, I’m trying my best to figure this out, but I’ll remind you you’re the one who fucked up, and I’m the one that has to clean it up.”

      Butters sounded strained, a little pissed, too. She exhaled loudly.

      “I love you, okay. You’re my little brother, but you have a problem. I want to help you because even thinking about you hurt breaks my heart, but I need time.”

      Another long moment of silence, as Mayhem assumed, her brother spoke. His voice was distant, and he realized she was on the phone.

      “Ten thousand dollars is not something I have just lying around, Nathan,” she said with a snap in her voice. “I need time, but if you have any suggestions on how to figure this out and get your ass out of the mess you’re in, I’m all ears.”

      More silence filled the air.

      “Listen, we’ll talk later. I’m at work.”

      Mayhem turned away and started walking inside, while grabbing his cell. He needed to have Nathan’s situation checked out so he could use it to his advantage.
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        * * *

      

      Butters was exhausted, and she knew that until she figured out what to do with Nate it would only get worse.

      “Baby, give me a shot of scotch, and make it the good stuff, not that watered down well liquor you play off as real.”

      She grabbed the bottle of scotch, made her way over to the asshole grinning at her, and filled up his glass.

      “I’m not your baby, and you’ll drink whatever the hell we have.”

      Butters didn’t give a shit if she talked back to the customers. In fact, a lot of them came in here because she didn’t put up with their crap. Her life didn’t revolve around them. She worked at a rundown bar to make ends meet.

      With just a high school education and a few credits for the college night classes she’d taken, her options were limited. Moving away was out of the question seeing as she was barely paying her bills as it was, and she also couldn’t leave Nathan.

      She dished out a few more shots, turned her back to the bar, and closed her eyes. She felt this tingling on the back of her neck, felt a tightness on her skin. Looking over her shoulder, she scanned the bar.

      There were only a few empty tables, and since it was a Saturday night, it was getting packed. But as she trailed her gaze over the interior, not seeing anything out of the ordinary at first, she still felt that intensity surround her. Someone was watching her. She’d know that sensation from anywhere.

      And then she stopped, stared at a corner table tucked in the back, the lights not quite reaching it.

      It was lit up enough she could see the man that leaned back, his leg out in a relaxed position under the table, his arm slung over the back of his chair. He was smirking as he stared at her, and she didn’t like the fact he had this air of arrogance that surrounded him.

      But she knew that man, had seen him several times over these last few weeks.

      Mayhem. He’d called himself Mayhem that first time he’d asked her to go home with him.

      He was a biker. She knew that by the Harley he’d always ridden in on and from the patch tattoo she’d seen peeking out from under the collar of his shirt. He might not wear a cut when he came in here, but she knew the type of guy he was.

      He was big and muscular, resembling a lot of the bikers that came in here, but what set him apart was the fact he was quiet, laid back and observant, and the power and danger that came from him was controlled.

      He might be the most dangerous man she’d ever met, and she didn’t even know him that well.

      What this man didn’t do was hide the fact he wanted to fuck her, and his blatant offer to do just that had her resolve firming. She sure as hell didn’t screw anyone because they snapped their fingers, and she could tell just by looking at him that he probably wasn’t denied if he wanted something.

      But he’d made offers to her over the last few weeks. He wanted her in his bed and had the balls to bring it up, to all but demand she put out.

      She didn’t fuck a guy because he seemed scary and she was afraid. Butters might have a strong composure, might wear her courage on the outside, but she got frightened just like anyone else. She just knew how to hide it when the time called for it.

      When she was alone, all bets were off, and she let that wall crumble, let her emotions and the feelings churning inside of her come out in all their ugly, tormented glory. It wasn’t often, but it did occur.

      He stood and walked toward her, and Butters felt her heart start to race, felt her hands shake. She hated that this man who shouldn’t affect her was doing just that. He sat on one of the barstools, staring at her with a hard look on his face.

      His dark hair was short and kind of messy, and his eyes were a vibrant blue. It was a contrast to his dark hair and olive skin tone.

      Whoever this man was and whatever he wanted this time, Butters knew she would have one hell of a time trying to keep her composure.
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      Mayhem never said he was a good guy, a knight that would ride in on a fucking white stallion and rescue some chick in distress. He never claimed to be anything other than what he was, and that was a bastard who had a cold heart.

      Blame it on his upbringing or the fact he had a shitty childhood, but whatever it was, it’s how he was shaped into the man he was today.

      The one person who ever meant anything to him before his club was his twin, Claire. But then he saw Butters, and he wanted her like he’d never wanted another woman before.

      He based it on the fact she was hot as fuck, that she had a smart mouth, and didn’t take shit from anyone. She also had some tattoos showing, and that turned him on like nothing else.

      But he knew his need to have her, to own every fucking part of her body, was also because she didn’t give him the time of day. She wasn’t like the sweet-butts, wasn’t a club whore who spread her legs just because some fucker in leather called her over for some ass.

      And when he’d found out she was in trouble, being the bastard he was, Mayhem didn’t think twice about making her an offer that would solve her problems.

      He wasn’t ashamed he’d overheard her on the phone talking to her brother, telling him everything would be okay because she’d figure something out.

      And he sure as fuck wasn’t ashamed to admit he’d looked her up, found out what kind of trouble her brother was actually in, and found out everything about her.

      Mayhem was a dirty bastard, and he had no shame when it came to getting what he wanted. He was a coldhearted killer, and he got off on it all. He got what he wanted because anyone who denied him knew he'd fuck them up. But then there was Butters … fucking Butters.

      She wouldn't give him the time of day, and the only thing that accomplished was making him want her more. If she wanted a hero, she'd be disappointed in him.

      He wasn't a good guy and wouldn't be one for anyone, not even her. She was why he was making this move in the first place, about to put her in a corner with what he had to offer. And if she wanted someone to take care of the problem she was in, well, Mayhem could be the violent motherfucker she needed. But it came with a price … and that price was her.

      He motioned her over for a shot, and although their eyes connected, she didn’t even bat a lash at him. She could keep her cool that was for damn sure.

      It pissed him off, annoyed him, but most of all, it made his dick so fucking hard. Mayhem was used to getting pussy on demand, used to just giving a bitch a look and she would all but crawl her ass over to him, ready to take his dick. But Butters? No, Butters was locked up tighter than the damn reserve bank.

      She was tense, didn’t even want to look at him, but he could read a person just by their body language and knew this woman wanted him, no matter how much she fought it. He had to give her props for turning him down. For all she knew, he could be one of those bastards who just took what they wanted from a woman.

      Of course, Mayhem was a lot of things, but he wasn’t a rapist.

      “You going to turn me down again?” He got right to the point.

      She lifted her gaze and glared at him, her eyes narrowing.

      He grabbed her wrist before she could turn away.

      “How many times do I have to tell you to fuck off before you understand I’m not interested?”

      He would have laughed at that if Mayhem had been the type of man to find shit funny. “What if I said I can make it worth your while?”

      She pursed her lips and pulled her hand out of his grasp. “You’re clearly not the kind of guy who hears the word no very often, but I’m not a fucking whore and, therefore, not for sale. Go fuck yourself.”

      His cock jerked even harder, his balls drawing up. Damn, this woman would give him a run for his money, would probably fuck his brains out. He had to have her, and he had no shame.

      She turned her back toward him, and he took a moment to appreciate the view. She had a nice, big ass, round and juicy, and had enough meat on it that when he had his cock deep in her cunt he had something to hang on to.

      “Not even for, say, ten grand?”

      He could see her tense, knew he’d gotten under her skin. Mayhem picked up his shot and tossed it back, watching as she turned around slowly to face him.

      “What?” She sounded like she had to force that word out.

      “You heard me.” Despite the loud music, laughter, and talking all around them, he heard her clearly and knew she heard him just fine, as well.

      “Who the hell do you think you are?” she said between her clenched teeth. He spotted her hands tightening into little fists, and he smirked again. She wanted to hit him.

      He’d give her credit for having the strength to want to go up against him, but no one got a hit in on Mayhem. Now, if she wanted a little slap and tickle, he wouldn’t mind leaving some handprints on that pretty skin of hers, but it would be on his terms and his alone.

      “It doesn’t matter who I am because I’m pretty fucking sure I’m the
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