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            Chapter One

          

          Cullen AKA Reaper

        

      

    

    
      The moment I hit that puddle-filled pothole while taking a curve, I knew it would be a disaster. I hydroplaned and hit my brakes… the wrong move. I leaned too much into the turn and lost control of my bike. I slid helplessly against the asphalt while my bike careened into a boulder on the side of the road. She bounced off and back across the street, pieces of her scattered everywhere.

      That could have been me.

      I was injured, but not as bad as slamming headfirst into a massive rock; no helmet would protect me from an impact like that. I slid for so long my gear was shredded when I stopped. Fortunately, a passerby coming from the other direction stopped and called 911. I remember losing consciousness as the paramedics tried to talk to me and then woke up in this bed. The attending nurse said my injuries could have been worse. I already knew that; I remember seeing the menacing 20-ton granite reminder staring back at me. Still, I was more concerned about the condition of my bike than knowing my DNA was now a permanent part of Highway 40.

      "Get some rest, Mr. Anderson." The attending tells me after checking my IV and vitals.

      "Call me Reaper."

      He looks at me, checks the chart with his brows knitted, and scoffs, "You're lucky to be called anything, Mr. Anderson. I'll see you in the morning, don't give the night attendants any grief. You also have visitors; 45 minutes, no exceptions." He waves his finger at me. Whatever, the only bastards I know to come are my brothers.

      I pull the thin white blanket up with my good arm to cover some of my injuries, but I can't hide the nasty road rash on the side and back of my bicep that ran up to my shoulder, but the worst of it is on my upper back and ass... to say I'm uncomfortable is a fucking understatement.

      *knock knock*

      "Come in!" I yell, forgetting it’s a hospital.

      The room fills with the laughs, wisecracks, and groans of my brothers, my club.

      We are the Merciless Few: The Devil's Ignited Chapter, located close to Monument Mountain, near the sleepy town of Briarswood, Massachusetts.

      Not a place you would expect a badass motorcycle club to reside, but the Merciless Few are everywhere. Our closest brotherhoods live in Rhode Island, New Hampshire, and Maine. But out of all of them, Maine is notorious. Don't let their isolation fool you; their location is prime for secret ship ports and unmarked roads. They are involved in it all, shipping and selling drugs, illegal gambling, drag races, and UFC-style fights damn near to the death. At least, I think. They were keen on using the seven deadly sins as a to-do list.

      Anyway, my brothers fill the tiny room and give me a once over. I'm sure I look like shit; I feel like it.

      Lucifer slaps my uninjured side. Thank God, but the look on his face told me he was in dad mode. Here we go…

      He added to my pain when he slapped me upside the head, "Are you fucking mad?! Could've gotten yourself killed! How fast were you going? It was raining like crazy." I know he was conflicted at being pissed and concerned.

      "I'm fine. Ass burns from road rash is all. Just need to get back to my bike and start repairing her, take my mind off of everything." I exhale angrily remembering why I was lying here.

      Lucifer shakes his head frustratingly. My brother Wicked replaces him at my bedside. "Aye, maybe we should change your club name to Crash? You going to tell us what happened?"

      I nod; to be real, it was a stupid case of cause and effect. So, I go into the pathetic story:

      I had taken an impromptu ride to the neighboring town of Pleasant Point to see my girl, Daisy. She’d been bitching about not making an effort, claiming the club and my bike were more important than she was.

      I hate to be the bearer of bad news, but I kept telling her to never force her place, to let it happen naturally. She was important to me, so here I was to surprise her and make her day. I wanted her to see that I was trying.

      I made it to her house and she wasn’t answering. When I turned to leave, I heard her voice somewhere around back, so I followed the sound.

      "Yes, Liam, ooh yes! He never eats me out as good as you. He doesn’t at all. I need this! Fuck yes, right there, don’t stop!" I see her squirming and panting on the lounger splayed wide open with her next-door neighbor between her legs.

      I'm sure he's had his sights on Daisy all along, and now he can have her. I let my guard down and cared for her, it may have hurt, but I wasn’t going to show weakness.

      Fuck her.

      I cleared my throat; she went scrambling for her bathing suit leading me to believe she was probably tanning.

      Her little boy toy hopped up fast trying to cover up; from what I saw, little was the perfect description for him. Eating her out may have been his only talent because I was at least twice his size and girth. I consistently pounded against her cervix, and she’d cry about how amazing I felt. I may not be the best at snatch licking, but I filled her well enough she didn’t need pre-game. I didn’t even mind her not swallowing me down her throat; her pussy was enough.

      "Wait! Cullen, I…"

      I hold my hand up, "Save your fucking breath, Daisy Mae. Enjoy that pencil dick loser." He flinched like I was going to hit him, I could. I could relocate his teeth to the back of his throat but he wasn’t worth it and neither was she.

      “Fine! You weren’t the only one anyway! I’ve got a real man to take care of me!”

      I know she wasn’t talking about Mr. Right Next Door, which fueled my anger further. Angrily, I hopped on my bike and peeled out of there, leaving another useless whore in the dust. I let my emotions get to me and my focus wasn't on the road.

      I fucking hate emotions and all that love bullshit. My love is my bike, my original old lady. When I saw her at the dealership, she sealed the deal of living the biker life, with my boots up in the breeze.

      I come back to the present after relaying the story. I half expected to hear them cracking jokes or making fun, but not this time; instead, it was silence.

      It's an awkward silence, so I break it, "It's fine. You told me she was another slut in a tight skirt…" I shift painfully, avoiding their judgments.

      "Aye, then. We'll let you rest easy and sort out the lot, eh?" Wicked punches my good arm lightly as I nod, wondering how badly damaged my bike is.

      Lucifer squeezes my shoulder. "Don't worry, Demon and Fiend will take the truck to pick her up from the pound. You can start working on her when they clear you."

      Lucifer opens the door, and everyone follows him out. I placed my arm behind my head and winced; the stinging burn was excruciating; maybe I deserved to feel pain. I couldn’t help to feel the self-pity.

      I was glad they came alone; I couldn't bear to see Sam's motherly face after revealing the cause of my accident.

      She married Lucifer and adjusted to taking care of her old man and his brothers, too. As the club mom, she and I would have intimate conversations. She told me she knew I was different. She said I felt and loved differently. I didn't screw the club sluts often, if at all, only when I was desperate to get off, and even then, I kept it cold and emotionless. No feelings involved.

      "Cullen, you've got a big heart. Reaper is who you are to them; that macho bravado doesn't fool an old crow like me. My motherly instinct knows who you are. You'll find her someday; keep that big heart open, don't grow cold or worse, be like Asher. He'll never learn, jeez, that boy and those twins; he’s going to lose his balls one day." She shakes her head, laughing.

      Asher, aka Wicked, was the youngest in the club and by far the most reckless. He didn't have one girl; he had two, Priya & Tamla, the Amaree twins. They had no problem sharing everything, including him. You would hear the girls gossiping about how he was wicked in the sack; and that’s how he got his club name. Their relationship was casual; he didn’t claim or give them status; it was young kids having fun.

      I wasn’t much older, but Sam said my spirit was more mature and wiser. I'd be thirty this year and have had my fair share of life. Now my mindset wasn't my next lay, or even next girl. It was me, my bike, and our next adventure. I loved imagining where I would take her next. For a moment, that moment I forgot about my injuries and when I turned over to the wrong side, the stinging pain shot through me, and I hiss.

      "Mother...fuck me!" I swiped the tray clean in response as a nurse walked in, stunned at my outburst.

      She raised her brow to me. "Well, Mr. Anderson, I'm here to treat your road rash just in the nick of time, I see." She looked down at the cup and pitcher on the floor.

      "My bad, I didn't think before turning over." She rolls her eyes as she gathers some paper towels and drops them on the floor. She places the cup and container back on the tray.

      "You don't have to clean up after me."

      She spread the towels as it soaks up the water.

      "Who else is going to do it, huh? You're in no condition; don't make it a habit; I am not your maid." She's on her hands and knees, wiping around to get up as much liquid as possible. Now I was staring at her plump round ass in her teal scrubs. Her clean-up motions caused her top to shift, a lacy black thong peeking out from her pants. She was pretty, petite...and another woman, I relent. I didn’t need that headache right now.

      Suddenly, she clears her throat, and I shift my eyes to see she is watching me leer at her.

      Shit!

      I thought she would hand me my ass on a platter, but she only smiled. "Alright, mister, turn and pull your gown over so I can apply the balm and put on fresh bandages."

      Great, I stare at her ass, now she has to treat the road rash on mine. I groan as I shift to reveal my injured side—even the cool breeze brings a stinging pain.

      "Wow, that's brutal." I hear the snap of the latex gloves. "From shoulder to the middle of your buttock, that must hurt." She held up a bottle I wasn’t paying much attention to.

      "Nothing I can't han….holy fucking shitballs!" I felt the sting of a thousand killer bees. I jumped and landed on the wrong side, causing more expletives to come flying out. "Fuuuuuuck, fuck, fucking son of a bitch! What the hell is that, battery acid on fire?!" I grip the sheets to keep from inadvertently choking her.

      "Calm down; it’s anti-bac spray. You don't want an infection, do you? And keep it down; it’s after hours! I will apply a soothing gel before I bandage you up. It should help calm the irritation down."

      I grit my teeth, "Fine."

      The following day I was released. My very patient nurse, Bina, gave me plenty of ointment and bandages, she refrained from giving me the anti-bac spray and I silently rejoiced until she told me someone needed to replace my bandages every 24-48 hours. Longer than that, I risk infection.

      That's going to go well with the guys, asking someone to cream my ass.

      Wait. Don't say it like that...ever again...

      I will ask Sam to do it; the bunnies will take that opportunity to try and hop on my dick. I'm like a needle in a haystack, and its bragging rights among them if they bagged me.

      I will need to talk to Lucifer about letting Sam care for me. It's all about respect for the boss, asking for his old lady to nurse your wounds.

      "So, what's your aftercare?" He looks over at me while puffing on a nice Robusto cigar as his breakfast.

      I try not to wince at every pothole or bump we hit on the road. "Ahh shit, man! Could you take it easy?" He slows down, and I sigh in relief, "I needed to talk to you about that. The nurse says someone has to clean and bandage me every two days, and I wanted to see if you're okay with Sam doing it. I can't ask the guys to take care of my ass."

      For fuck's sake, that sounds even worse.

      He snorts and chuckles, "That’s fine if it is with her. Somebody's got to take care of your ass, quite literally." Now he's full-on laughing, and I look out my window, ignoring the joke on me.

      "So, how bad does my Betty girl look?"

      Betty girl is my Harley Davidson low rider S with a custom midnight blue paint job. I knew restoring the paint alone would cost me at least two grand, but I've had her for four years, a gift to myself after proudly riding my dad's vintage wheels.

      "She's pretty beat up. To be honest, it may be best to scrap her."

      I shook my head; I wasn't ready to accept that. This would be more than your standard oil change. I've been maintaining her this long, I had to try to save the only girl 100% loyal to me.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

          Avi

        

      

    

    
      "Raven Samara, only a couple of toys! Hurry up, or we'll miss the boat!"

      I am so sick and tired of unnecessarily suffering in this hell hole.

      I'm sure the travel agents sell this location well. Brazil, known for its pristine white-sand beaches, thick Amazonian rainforest filled with lush greenery not seen anywhere else, and entrancing music-filled metropolitans, steadied by endless tourism income. Travel right outside Rio De Janeiro, a whole different world exists. Slums, crime, and violence run rampant in Maua.

      I've seen it all, assaults, robberies, murders, and I've experienced worse. I've been beaten, assaulted, had too many guns pointed at my head, and all for the few centavos (cents) in my pocket.

      No one is safe, and for that sole reason, I am fleeing this nightmare...for my precious girl. She doesn't deserve to live like this, she's already experienced so much trauma in her five years, and I won’t stand another day. Only I can protect her, and I'll do anything to keep her safe.

      My brother promised to send for us when he got settled in the States...that was three years ago. I haven't heard a fucking peep from that mentiroso (liar). I needed money to survive, and I had to beg Maurice, his lackey, to let me run between the lab and den, where they house it before shipment. He unzipped his pants in an unspoken demand. My back was against the wall.

      After I gave him a blow job he had one other condition, I had to sleep and stay with him.

      Before that, we stayed in the remnants of our parents' shack, with no lights and sometimes no running water. It was no place for a child, so I reluctantly agreed. It was one of my worst decisions in hindsight.

      I continued to suffer physical abuse; even though it wasn’t as bad as Raven's father, it was still more than I deserved. Her dad was another junkie dressed in fancy clothes; a monster disguised as a human being. I’m glad he's dead; I hope he's being spit-roasted in Hell.

      I knew I had to get out when Maurice put his hands on Raven—smacking her for changing the channel on the TV. He hit her as if she owed him money. It was so hard she fell back into the wall. She didn't even cry, but the shock was evident in her eyes, and when she looked at me for an answer, I knew I had failed her as a mother.

      That's why we are sailing out on the next shipment. We won't be alone; every shipment contains refugees looking for a better life.

      "Mommy, can I bring my purpie blanket?"

      She knows it's purple, but she giggles when she says purpie. Who am I to take away her little bit of happiness?

      "Yes, sweetie, now hurry, the boat leaves very soon, and we need to be on it." It could be another two weeks until the next boat left the port; time was of the essence.

      "Where are we going, mommy?"

      "We're going to see Uncle Frankie in the States, now come on and give me your bag."

      She hands me her flower backpack, and I shine my flashlight to point out her purple receiving blanket.

      I don't even remember the last time we had working electricity in this shack. I'll be glad when I can provide her with a decent home where she has her own bed with a frame and not a mattress on the floor that we share. Where she cradles me, not for warmth, but for nurture, and mommy doesn't have to sit up to make sure the rats don't attack her.

      The first and only time she was two, I woke up to her screaming something awful and that's when I saw the rat gnawing on her foot. I beat it with a flashlight. I still have nightmares about it, and she has a distinctive bite mark on her toe. I rarely sleep for fear of time repeating itself. She doesn't remember, but I'm traumatized by it.

      But in a week or so, we'll be in the land of opportunity, she deserves the world, and I'm going to give it to her, no matter what.

      I take a final look...good riddance. Deus nos proteja (God protect us).

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

          Reaper

        

      

    

    
      It's been a week since the accident. The guys did a few jobs without me but haven't cut me out of the profit, and I appreciate that because I need every penny to fix Betty girl.

      We’re contracted for armed security jobs, riding alongside private shipments to ensure they’re not robbed on the way to their destination. What are they shipping? Most of the time, it's something illegal, like drugs or guns. One time we even guarded a pallet of gold bars.

      But we draw the line at trafficking. No one should ever be taken or exploited for the sole purpose of making someone money, especially women and children. It is an absolute deal breaker and we always check the load before we’re green to go.

      Our journey usually begins when they offload these ship containers by crane and connect them to an 18-wheeler tractor. We get paid good money to escort these shipments locally, or to the border, then it's handed over to another security detail.

      The refugees who hitch a ride on the boat usually stay in the area to find a way. They end up working for Frankie Cabrera, a notorious drug lord in town. He slithered in a few years ago from South America, and his business exploded after his boss mysteriously disappeared, but Frankie probably killed him. After he assumed power, he ramped up production. We’ve done a few jobs for him, but he rubs me the wrong way, and I know I'm not wrong.

      Since I’ve been home, Sam's been caring for me, although Dixie and Penny have been trying hard to keep her busy enough to offer me their...services. I'm sure it had a guaranteed happy ending, but Sam is sharp and onto their game, kicking them out of the house entirely when it's time to rewrap my wounds.

      I hobble down the hall to see everyone eating breakfast. “Sit down, crash and burn. I’ll fix you a plate.” Fiend tells Demon to move as he sets a loaded plate down before I maneuver myself onto the soft cushion tied to the chair, courtesy of Sam. I see Lucifer eyeing me like a concerned dad would his son, and that's one of the best things I get from him. That fatherly love and support, as rough and rugged as we are, we're a family. A pretty fucked up family, but one, nonetheless.

      He nods at me before Sam plops down in his lap and pulls on his beard while peppering him with kisses. They’re like teenagers in love. Lucifer pats her ass which was her cue, time for club business. He motions his hand, and Fiend closes the shuttered doors as Lucifer calls for church.

      “We got another job tonight, covering a shipment coming through on its way to Maryland. It's a small trailer, so I only need two of you. Wicked and Fiend, you’re with me to make the first part of the trip before we hand it off to the next leg in Connecticut.”

      I lean forward but wince, the wounds are healing, but I’m still sore. “What do you want me to do, boss?”

      “I want you to sit your ass down; you’ll be back soon, don’t rush it. We’ll still cut you in, but for now, rest.”

      I slump back in the chair, defeated. “Who’s the job for?”

      “Our buddy, Frankie.” He chuckles because he knows how I feel about him. Frankie’s cocky and arrogant; he thinks he owns us to use at his will. In some ways he is right, but Frankie’s sloppy. It’s inevitable, he’s going to go down hard. I didn’t want to be burned by a man who wouldn’t even save his family, let alone a group of bikers. I hope we find another contractor to cut ties.

      I huff, “When are we going to stop associating with that bastard?”

      “It’s only business, Reap. I know exactly what he is all about. Don’t worry I got us covered.”

      I’m not feeling confident, “He’s an incompetent fucker who’d turn on us if it saved him from going to jail. He’s a two-bit shyster.”

      “Is it that, or is it about him and Daisy?”

      Oh, you heard him right.

      Daisy is fucking Frankie now. Not sure if it just started or if she had been messing with him while we were together. Her little outburst allows me to assume the latter. It’s probably out of desperation or spite; either way, it was another strike against Frankie.

      Demon saw her with him down at the biker bar, Throttle. I asked if he was sure it was her, to which he produced a photo of her blowing him under the VIP table. That was how quickly she moved on from her carpet-munching neighbor a day or two ago. She probably used him to cum and left him hard and throbbing, jerking off to the fantasy of how close he was to fucking her.

      But Frankie had money, status, and an endless supply to support her once occasional drug habit, which is now probably a full-blown addiction.

      “Fuck her; this isn’t about her and him; it’s about him taking us down. I don’t fucking trust him.”

      “So, you don’t want your share of this job? I thought you wanted to get your girl back to riding condition?”

      I fix her as much as possible before the pain overwhelms me and I need a break, but he’s right; my girl needs a lot of work.

      I retort, “You know I need that money.”

      “Right, and you don’t even have to do anything.” He smiles like he won the argument. “We will complete the job tonight, and tomorrow, we’ll talk about the next steps for the charity ride and bonfire. Dismissed, we meet them at the checkpoint in an hour.”

      Demon stands up and stretches, “Well since I don’t have to go, I’m headed to the bar to find a girl to slap my dick between her tits. Reaper, you coming?”

      They didn't call him Demon for nothing. He didn't have a set of twins sharing him, but he was a cold bastard who liked to try out his BDSM fantasies, tainting those girls for life, especially after he discarded them like his used condoms. I don’t think I’ve seen the same girl more than twice.

      “Nah, I’m good. I’ll be in the garage.”

      I'm sure I'll hear his victim leaving not too long after they finish.

      Unless...he forgets to untie them again.

      Long story short, we found her bound to his bed while he was in the shower. He came out after we banged on his bathroom door because he wore the key around his neck, and from then on out, he promised to at least release them back into the wild before hopping in the shower.

      What the fuck, man…

      I stand up slowly to gain my footing, sighing hard when the wounds feel like they are cracking open with every movement. I groan as I shuffle like an old man outside. I whistle at my baby like she is the most beautiful woman in the world. Even though she was damaged, she was still gorgeous. “My Betty girl, let’s replace those shocks today.” I lift the frame high enough so I can work on it.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Four

          

          Avi

        

      

    

    
      We made it to the docks. They shuffled us into a clean container and left the door open for ventilation. There were about 50 men, women, and children.

      Raven kicked off her sparkly pink tennis shoes and laid across my lap, knocked out in seconds with her purple blanket. I didn’t realize how late it was until I checked; it was 2 a.m. I continue to brush her hair as the distance between our nightmare widens and our new start begins.

      I sighed, relieved to be getting away, but there was one detail I hadn’t quite worked out, how would I even know where to find my brother?

      He abandoned us, his sister, and his niece. How could he forget a familia dele?! (his family) Maybe I’ll start over, but how? As much as I hated to admit it, I needed my brother.

      I had plenty of time to think about possible solutions as we drifted into the depths of the Atlantic on our way to the States. Perhaps by then, I would have a course of action that doesn’t include selling my body. What I gave to Maurice was enough of my soul sacrificed to o proprio diabo. (the devil himself) I wasn’t giving another ounce. There had to be another way, a better way.

      I find myself keeping watch as my little angel sleeps, but eventually, I doze off. I’m only rattled by the low groan of the ship’s foghorn before I fall back asleep. Not only dreaming of a better day but sailing toward it.

      Daylight breaks over the waves, no land in sight. The seas were calm but, at any time, could turn treacherous; I was praying for traveling mercies. Some migrants were sitting outside the containers enjoying the crisp, salty sea air.

      “Mamae?” (mama) I hear my sweet little girl call for me as she walks out of the container; her legs are a little shaky from the ship's movement, but she makes her way and finally falls into my lap, giggling. I open my bag and hand her a rolo de pao (bread roll) with some ham, and a juice box. I take a roll for myself and watch her smile at nothing. “Mamae, how long will it take to get to the States?”

      “It’s going to take a while, sweetie. We’ll have to make do until we get there. At least there are kids on the ship to play with; just stay away from the edge. We have some snacks, and the crew of the ship told me they have plenty of food in their kitchen, and we are welcome to join them at any time. Do you want to see if they have some fruit to go with your sandwich?” She shakes her head, “No, I want to be here with you, mamae.” She leans against me, and I can’t help but smile and kiss her forehead. One day down, several more to go…

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Five

          

          Reaper

        

      

    

    
      I thought I wouldn't have to see Frankie's smug face for a while, but here he is at our clubhouse, ‘celebrating’ another successful handoff of his supply. He never wanted to celebrate before, but suddenly he wanted to.

      He strolled in wearing his overly expensive but poorly fitted suit. The scantily clad girls dispersed from his presence and started flirting with all the guys, including the monkeys he brought with him. I can't be sure, but they're either girls from his strip club or prostitutes, likely both.

      Daisy was all over Frankie, giggling, pretending I didn’t exist, but it was all for show. I knew what they were doing, and he definitely wanted to rub it in that he was banging her.

      Fuck both of them; besides, she wasn’t looking well. The heavy drug use was apparent, her skin looked dull and she looked unhealthily thinner. She was a shell of her former self. I guess that's what happens when you're ugly on the inside.

      Lucifer steps in front of me, "Hey, I didn't know he would bring her. You alright? I can shut this down."

      Am I okay looking at the reason I slammed my precious bike into a boulder in the rain?

      "I’m fine, she belongs to the streets. Shutting it down only proves I’m bothered and I’m not." Lucifer nods hesitantly as my eyes meet Frankie's cocky, arrogant gaze. I sip my beer and head to the bar.

      "Thank you again for ensuring my shipment made it across state lines. To the Merciless Few! The best money can buy, isn't that right, sweetheart?" He holds up his drink; Daisy looks at me, "Sure thing, baby. Can we go? I’m horny."

      She said that to get a reaction, so I did. I stood and watched her eye my 6' 3" frame. I took that moment to adjust my seven inches soft. Her eyes followed, and she licked her lips, probably reliving the times I fucked her unconscious from too many orgasms.

      I sat on the barstool and whistled Lila over; she knew the distinct sharp tone, almost like a mating call. Her eyes met mine in confirmation and I nodded affirmatively. Lila was a club bunny, but she wasn't desperate like the others. A bonus, she fucking hated Daisy.

      Daisy tried to claim queen bee status and demanded we eliminate the club ‘sluts’. That didn't go over well with the fellas or the girls.

      Lila stepped in her face, she was a good five inches shorter than Daisy, but her confidence was ten feet tall. "You may have a slightly higher status than us, honey, but you'll never be an ol' lady...at least not his." She raised her brow while winking at me and turned around to walk away. Daisy shrieked as she lunged at Lila, but Sam caught her by the neck, slamming her against the nearest wall.

      "This is MY house and those are MY boys! You will not disrespect anyone welcome here, do you understand me? Get some sense or get the fuck out! Reaper, handle your bitch, or I'll gladly do it for you." Sam shoved her in my direction with so much anger. It was one of the few times Sam lost her patience and honestly, I was scared for both of us.

      That night, Daisy played victim as she sobbed in my arms in my room and even while I drove her home, her chest heaving against my back. I had to persuade her that she was still my favorite girl. I convinced her five times, leaving her passed out and satisfied. From then on, I met Daisy at her house or in town.

      Now she was in our clubhouse with that dickhead. He always found a way to rile me up and this time was no different as he headed my way. Lila paused her movement to watch it unfold. She waited to strike while the iron was hot.

      “Ahh, Reaper, it's so good to see you."

      Why the fuck is he talking to me?

      He continues to babble on, "Oh, what happened there? Did you crash your little bike and get hurt?” He waves his hand toward my road rash. I looked at Daisy, watching her put two and two together and realized it may have been her fault.

      Let me drive the point home.

      “Yeah, that’s what happens when you let your emotions get the best of you. No worries, it wasn’t even worth it, not in the least bit. Have a good night.”

      I got up slowly, enough for him to retort, “I’m sure we will, isn’t that right, my little Daisy Mae?” I saw her freeze up when I glared at her. I was the only person to call her that; she hated her middle name, but she said it was cute when I said it. It was supposed to be a special bond between us. Guess that was a lie, too. I exhale loudly but don’t say anything as I head to my room.

      I slam the door and groan loudly, missing the sound of my door opening again.

      “Hey, don’t let that skank get to you. She looks terrible and definitely leveled down to be with the likes of him.”

      Lila hops up on the dresser, swinging her legs in her daisy dukes and boots. She looked like a southern belle with her red plaid shirt tied to showcase her ruby belly button ring. She observed me and I could feel her judging me but also trying to comfort me.

      “Forget about her. She’s not meant to be with such a great guy. Leave her in the gutter with him where she belongs.”

      “I thought I loved her, Lil…” I whisper because no matter how tough I try to act, it stings. Still, I didn’t want pity.

      She sighs and sits beside me, taking my hand, “Nobody should have their heart
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