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      They have a moment in time and a second chance at a passion-fueled ride…are you ready?

      Axel

      There isn’t a single memory in my life that doesn’t involve the Hellions Motorcycle Club.

      I’m the son of Drexel “Rex” Crews, and I was raised by Andy “Shooter” Jenkins. Two strong men who taught me to never give in and never give up. What should have torn two brothers apart brought us all together.

      I am Axel “Double” Crews.

      My loyalty runs deep, knows no bounds, and can never be shaken.

      Yesnia

      I don’t remember how to relax.

      I am Yesnia Dominguez-Almanza.

      I was born in chaos to become a mighty storm.

      Their love knows no time or distance. Only loyalty and passion fuel this ride.
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      I’ve lived day in and day out without her. Then the call came. The one that changed me forever.

      I stayed by her side.

      Until she pushed me away.

      I want to go back.

      I want to show her how good we can be.

      If only she could believe in second chances…
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      Dear Reader,

      Bleed for It is the only book in the second-generation Hellions MC that fully crosses over into another set of books.

      While this book is separate from the Almanza Crime Family Duet, this book is best read alongside Cartel Bitch and Cartel Queen.

      For the readers who have read Cartel Bitch and Cartel Queen, you know who Yesnia is and how she factors into Axel’s life. I have tried to recap the books that build into this one as little as possible while still giving enough backstory so new readers understand who Yesnia is. Part One of this book was originally published as the Hellions Ride On Prequel. It makes more sense to be aligned with this actual story, so in 2024, I sat down and restructured the series. The introduction section of this book will cross the span from where Cartel Bitch leaves off to before Bleed for It begins. This section is added to enhance the reading experience of Axel and Yesnia.

      The rest of the Hellions Ride On series only ties back with characters from the original Hellions Ride series and will not spin off in any way to another series. Each book in the Hellions Ride On series is written to be an interconnected stand-alone except Bleed for It due to the crossover with the Almanza Crime Family Duet.

      Writing Cartel Bitch and Cartel Queen is actually what sparked my desire to write the second-generation Hellions MC, so that is why Bleed for It ties to those books.

      I hope you enjoy Axel and Yesnia as much as I do!

      Much Love,

      Chelsea
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            INTRODUCTION

          

          AXEL

        

      

    

    
      
        
        I was born a Hellion, and I’ll perish a Hellion.

        Ride until I fucking die.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            ONE

          

          
            AXEL

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Pancakes mean it’s serious! Axel

      

      

      
        
        
        Life is the road before me, some parts aren’t yet paved out. One thing is for sure, I ride with the Hellions Motorcycle Club. It’s in my blood and they’re at my back.

        The ride for life is love, loyalty, and respect. This is how I ride because I am part of the legacy. Ride until I motherfucking die.

      

      

      

      “What gives?” I ask, drizzling the syrup over the pancakes in front of me.

      Shooter shifts into the seat across from me, while my dad, Rex, turns the other dining room chair around to straddle it, settling in behind his plate. The stark difference between the two men in front of me is always present. Shooter is always clean-cut, put-together, and serious. My dad, Rex, is wild, fearless, and always doing things different, like sitting on the chair turned around.

      This kitchen, this very table, it’s my mother’s every dream. Her touch is felt everywhere in this home. My mother’s dining room table used to be this small four-person circle my mom found at a secondhand store. Now, though, Shooter gave her seven babies, and this bitch is fifteen feet long and seats ten with elbow room. A gift he gave my mom after my youngest sister was born. The more babies they had, the more my mother drove home that she dreamed of the day she had a table big enough for us all. I guess they needed to stop making babies long enough to find the damn thing. Shooter and my mom are so in love, it’s almost sickening.

      Almost.

      The man went through hell and back for her, earning this crazy love they have. Which means if Mama wants a table as long as a school bus, Shooter’s going to give it to her, and we’re all going to smile about it.

      Family is everything to Shooter and my mom. The core of us all is family. My dad, Rex, is also driven to protect family even though he doesn’t have a bunch of little Hellions to chase down.

      My mom wants everyone to have their own space at the table. Hell, she tries to give us all our space throughout the house. Shooter put his foot down, though, because they keep having babies, and the house, while it’s been expanded as the family grows, isn’t something he plans to have mansion-sized. He tells her all the time that he doesn’t want a house he has to hire a team to clean, and he doesn’t want her cleaning it because he’d rather have her under him in their bed or behind him on his bike than scrubbing a floor.

      They have this epic kind of love that withstands time. Honestly, it’s the shit they make fairy tales about.

      Mom always gets what she wants, but she’s okay with compromise too. The house is a prime example. Shooter hates living in a house under construction. As they have had kids, Mom was big on expanding the house, and Shooter and her had to come to a compromise. The bedrooms, she makes the younger kids share, but as each kid gets into the teen years, they get their own room. The house has grown over the years, Mom makes Shooter add on and he does at his own pace. Thankfully, I was seven—almost eight—before they started having the brood. I always had my own room, and at eighteen, Shooter built me an apartment over the garage. Shooter is my stepdad and a man to look up to. He’s always had my back, and we have a close relationship.

      My biological dad, Rex, takes a bite of his pancakes. “Damn, Shooter, you cook, and you keep that wife knocked up, so you obviously got shit going on in bed. If I was a broad, I might wanna marry you too,” Dad jokes with Shooter. An outsider might find the whole thing odd, but it’s us, and it works.

      The two men are brothers in the Hellions Motorcycle Club and are as thick as thieves. During my teen years, I couldn’t get anything past either one of them. It’s funny how things work out in life. Knowing the history between them and how Shooter protected my mom, well, it is amazing to think they overcame everything to be so close. What would destroy most people only brought us closer together. I couldn’t imagine life without either man around.

      “Shut the hell up about my mom being knocked up,” I tell them both. Pancakes don’t seem as appealing when my dad is talking about my stepdad fucking my mom. Everyone fucking knows Shooter makes the best pancakes, to ruin them is a waste of some damn good food. “Shooter, you made pancakes, who’s dying?” I put the real question on the table while continuing to eat.

      Since it’s a straight-up fact that no one makes better pancakes than Andy “Shooter” Jenkins, it would take a lot for me to simply drop the fork and give this up. However, I also know if Shooter is making pancakes for me specifically, there is something going on. This has been our thing for as long as Shooter has been in my life. Him making pancakes isn’t uncommon, but the way he’s going about this is different. Which means I should question it. I’m too old for him to use breakfast to bond with me, and he knows it. Lay shit out, that’s the man I am. Give it to me as it is. Sugarcoating isn’t my thing.

      “Not a boy anymore,” Shooter says, his blond hair still spiky all over like the day my mom met him.

      The man hasn’t aged a bit, even as he pushes close to sixty. He is fit as if he were still a Green Beret in the Army. He has eyes that grow dark when he’s worried or pissed. Other than a change in his eyes, he never gives anything away. Ever.

      Shooter is typically even-keel about everything, but if there is the slightest danger to my mom or any of his kids, including me, well, he becomes one scary motherfucker. His eyes narrow and grow dark. Sinister.

      Today isn’t that look, but it’s different. Having him in my life for so long, I can see the seriousness in his eyes. Something is brewing.

      I see the worry. The concern.

      This doesn’t make sense. I’m not in any kind of trouble.

      “Don’t fuckin’ do this shit, Shooter,” I mutter, dropping my fork as the anxiety rises in my belly and tightens in my chest. Suddenly, my food doesn’t seem so important, and maybe I can’t withstand everything. The look on his face—both of my father figures in front of me—makes my mind race. “Do not make me some damn pancakes and tell me something’s wrong with someone I love.”

      The fear hits me like a punch to the nuts. If he’s got my dad here and made me pancakes, are they preparing to tell me something about my mom? Look, I’m a grown-ass man. I’m scared of not one damn thing…other than losing my mother. Call me a mama’s boy, I don’t give a fuck. She gave me all she had to give my whole fucking life. No one is a better mother than Tessie Jenkins, and there is not one thing I wouldn’t do to protect her. There isn’t a line I won’t cross to help her.

      For him to make me pancakes, he has something on his mind.

      It can’t be about my mom. It just can’t. My siblings are still young. They need their mom, our mom. Shooter needs her. Hell, my dad has a wife, but even he is still close with my mom. No one has a bad thing to say about her, ever. Everyone needs Tessie around, period.

      Shooter may be my stepdad, but he’s been a daily staple in my life since I was six years old. My mom was and is the best mom, and she puts her heart and soul into being a mom to all her kids. Shooter and I instantly bonded when I was a young kid over my mom and her breakfast choices for me. Which is another reason why pancakes are so critical to all the heavy moments in life.

      The oatmeal, the healthy food—well, that shit sucked ass, and Mom was obsessed with feeding me this shit. It was life, though, and Mom was doing her best for me and for her at the time. Then Shooter came into our lives. Shooter would wake up before Mom to make me pancakes or something other than oatmeal. The sticky, warm breakfast is something I can choke down on occasion, but after all those days of it being a main meal, it isn’t my top choice. Saving me from the oatmeal became our thing. I looked forward to it.

      The first girl who dumped me, Shooter made me pancakes. When he sat me down with my dad to have “the talk,” you know, the sex talk—yeah, that shit was over pancakes. When Roundman died, he made fucking pancakes for the whole club. The fluffy way only Shooter makes them too.

      Him making pancakes now…yeah, shit is about to get real. The question is why? Shooter is trying to prepare me and soften the blow with this breakfast, and I want him to cut to the chase. I’m not a little kid anymore.

      My dad stares at me, and our eyes lock. One read on him, and I know. Shit is serious.

      Drexel “Rex” Crews is anything but serious unless it comes to the Hellions or his family. He’s come a long way, though, over the years. We’ve come a long way together as well. The look he’s giving me right now is one of worry, concern.

      What has the two strongest men I know rattled?

      Of course, my dad wasn’t in my life in those early years, so the struggle for my mom to provide for a growing boy was real. My dad didn’t know about me, and if he had, well, everyone tells me so much would have been different. In the end, though, I think my life turned out fucking grand, therefore, no one will hear me complaining. I have had enough years with him now to know his looks, his tells. Something isn’t right.

      With every passing second, I feel more anxious.

      The fact that the two of them sit at a table together regularly surprises most outsiders. We don’t give a shit what anyone thinks, especially a stranger.

      My dad is Drexel “Rex” Crews, Catawba Hellions MC President. After his cousin Talon “Tripp” Crews took over as the Haywood’s Landing President and overall Hellions President, Dad stepped up and he named Andy “Shooter” Jenkins as his VP. There isn’t a man he trusts more than Shooter, not even me. They have this unique bond, and I swear they can communicate without even speaking sometimes. I remember when I was little being confused by some of it. Now, though, no one questions either of them because the loyalty and respect they have for one another knows no bounds.

      Family isn’t always blood, and the Hellions MC are fucking family through and through.

      Shooter has been my mom’s rock since he came into our lives. While Rex had time to sort out his own, Shooter was there for us. I know now the fight that ensued when Rex learned that Shooter was hiding me from him to help my mom. How my dad got over the betrayal of his motorcycle club brother, I don’t know, but they worked shit out for me and my mom. The mismatched family we have is one I wouldn’t trade for the fucking world.

      Now what I need is for the two of them to snap out of this silence and just tell me what the fuck is going on.

      “Ain’t shit wrong with anyone,” Shooter says, taking a bite of his own breakfast.

      I look him in the eye. “If you tell me we got another baby comin’, I might have to stab you with a fork. Seven kids is enough, don’t ya think?”

      Shooter laughs, as does my dad. “No more kids, your mom threatened to cut my cock off if I didn’t get fixed after Acadia.”

      “Thank fuck!” I retort, feeling some of the tension leave the room. “Then why the pancakes?”

      “Been talking,” my dad says. “Need you to take a run to Chicago. You don’t wanna do it, say the word, son., We drop the client.”

      I set my fork down to study the men. Their features give nothing away, so I’m more confused with each passing moment. “I’m twenty-five years old. I went to college like y’all asked before I came back and earned my cut. I prospected a solid fourteen fuckin’ months. I handle Crews Transports regular business just as good as either of you. I’m a grown-ass man. I can take a fuckin’ run.”

      My aggravation isn’t held back. How can they think I would turn away a run? This is what the club does for income. These side runs. This wouldn’t be my first or my last. There isn’t a job I would ever turn away. This club is my life. If the club needs the transport, I’ll step up, no questions asked. The fact that they would think I would hesitate pisses me off. I’m in this shit as deep as they are and that means until death.

      “Not a doubt in our minds about that, Axel,” Shooter explains. “Gotta say it, though, we’re your parents, and it ain’t easy to let go sometimes. This run, you take it alone.”

      “And I needed pancakes for this, why?” I push the plate forward, letting my irritation win. “Last time I checked, my patches were equal to everyone else’s. Last time I checked, I had completed more than one run for this club. Last time I checked, I knew the fuckin’ risks and took them proudly. Last time I checked, there would be no reason to question giving me an order or a reason to give me the information like you’re prepping me for a damn funeral.”

      My dad sighs. “The package isn’t one contained in a crate. It isn’t even a product we can replace,” he tells me in this serious tone I have never heard from him before.

      “It’s a person?” I ask, sorting through what it could be, and that’s the only thing that popped into my mind. Although this isn’t what we normally do. In fact, it’s something that is in this unwritten rule: we don’t deal in people. Need guns moved? Drugs? Sure. People, that is a hard-line negative.

      “It is,” Shooter replies, setting down his fork and taking a drink of water.

      “Male or female and why alone?”

      “It’s a paid run to transport a female,” my dad explains and I can’t stop the laugh.

      “This shit sounds like Tripp and Doll. Don’t tie me down, Pops,” I joke but they don’t take the bait. I want to lighten the mood with a reminder of how Tripp and Doll came to be years ago. Everyone knows the story of their ride. Roundman needed to protect his daughter and sent her on a ride with Tripp until the problem solved itself. I don’t know of any threat to the club where I need to take one of ours on a ride.

      Since neither man in front of me relaxes, I don’t press the issue. No matter the package, I’m taking the run. I don’t give a fuck that it’s a person. Sure, that’s a different responsibility, but I’m not the kind of man to shy away from my responsibilities, ever.

      “You were requested specifically for the job by the client,” Shooter says looking at Rex as they silently communicate something.

      Again, trying to find a nonchalant tone, I joke, “Who wants to play matchmaker?”

      Instead, both men shake their heads and look at me sternly. I don’t know what has them on edge, but the bottom line is I’m taking the job. The devil himself could have called this in, and I won’t shy away.

      “Why me, then?” I ask, since clearly that’s the part of this that has both my fathers rattled.

      “You know the girl, and the requestor thinks she will be soothed in your care,” my dad tells me eerily.

      “I’m a Crews, we aren’t known for being teddy bears. I can hardly see how I would be able to soothe some broad. Again, why me?”

      “The client feels she may offer some resistance, but with you, she will decide to come along. I explained we aren’t in the business of kidnapping. He assures me she will end up coming with you willingly, but given she doesn’t know any Hellions but you, the hope is there will be some comfort in familiarity. Therefore, the request came in. They only want you for the job.”

      My decision is easy. “Then when do I ride?” I can handle this.

      “You leave in twenty minutes.” My dad lets out the words slowly as if this whole thing is weighing on him.

      “This chick is untouchable. The man requesting her transport is not the kind of guy to fuck with, Axel,” Shooter explains with dread in his tone. “We are willing to turn it away, but if we do, he’s gonna push back. We’re willing to go to war, Axel. You don’t have to take this run.”

      Why should the club go to war over one refused run? Who is this man? Better yet, who am I transporting?

      “Who is she?” I wonder why the Hellions MC has even been asked to be involved.

      The air grows thick. Tension is at an all-time high.

      Then my dad speaks, and it all comes crashing down. “Yesnia Dominguez.”
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