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      I hissed a breath through my teeth as the needle from the tattoo gun moved over my shoulder blade, inking the bleeding black rose into my skin. “Fucking hell, Chris.” I snapped.

      “Chill, girl.” He told me - but I could hear his amusement through his voice. I resisted the urge to punch him in his thigh. “We’re almost done. It looks damn good, girl.” He commented.

      Chris was a local tattoo guy. He owned his own shop, but he came out to the club house to do tattoo work for the Reapers for a bit of extra cash. He was the club’s preferred tattoo artist, and he did the best damn work. I didn’t think a single person in the club had used a different tattoo artist since they had joined.

      I looked up at my older brother as he stepped into the bar room with his best friend - also known as his Vice President - Jayden King. Tahvoe grinned at the pain that flashed on across my face for a moment as Chris continued tattooing. “More ink, sis?” Tahv asked me.

      I grunted in response, cursing as Chris hit a tender spot on my shoulder blade. Jayden smirked at me, and I felt my heartbeat stutter in my chest at the sight of that smirk.

      I had been in love with Jay since the moment he stepped into the clubhouse. He was younger back then - seven years younger to be exact - but he had a harsh ruggedness about him back then that just drew you in. Danger radiated off the man in waves. His temper had been quick and brutal, and I had witnessed him beat a man of the club practically to death.

      Though it had made the sixteen-year-old me slightly afraid of him, I had still been attracted to him. As the years had gone on, I had only fallen more and more for him. He treated every member of the club like family, and I knew he would lay down his life for anyone in this clubhouse if it meant protecting them.

      And sometimes, when he looked at me, his eyes would darken with a sensual promise that left my body tingling from head to toe, but he never acted on it.

      Unfortunately.

      I felt Chris wipe away the excess ink on my shoulder. “Almost done, Amber. I’ve just got a little more shading to do, and it’ll be perfect.” Chris informed me.

      I gritted my teeth, and Jay’s smirk widened. I felt my heart doing flips in my chest at the sight of that panty-dropping smirk. I never saw him make much of any facial expression except when he was pissed, but for some reason - a reason I was still unaware of - he would drop that expressionless mask for me.

      “Didn’t you just have some ink done two days ago?” Jayden asked me, his deep voice sliding across my skin. My nipples hardened at the sound of his voice.

      I rolled my eyes at him, not letting him know the effect he had on me. “A woman can never have enough ink.” I told him, letting my own smirk cross my lips. I cursed again as Chris hit another sensitive spot.

      “Done, girly.” Chris said, wiping away the excess ink and putting an ointment over my new tattoo.

      Once he moved my tank top back into place, I got up from my chair and moved to the mirror on the wall, turning my back to the mirror so I could admire the black, bleeding rose on my left shoulder blade.

      Tahvoe walked over to me. “Now that you’re done getting yourself all inked up, I need to talk to you.” He told me, all humor gone from his voice, his blue eyes as cold and hard as steel.

      I swallowed nervously as I watched him walk away from me, heading down the hall towards his office. Jayden let his eyes meet mine, the hard look in those dark eyes softening slightly as he nodded his head at me once before following my brother.

      They couldn’t know, could they?

      I paid Chris the money I owed him for my new ink. Once he left, I blew out a soft breath, steeling myself against whatever my brother needed to talk to me about. Judging by the look in his eyes when he had spoken to me, it wasn’t anything good. My brother and I normally had a really good relationship - we were super close, and we never kept things from each other.

      Until recently.

      Until I found out Louis Carter was planning to move some of his business into Illinois and wipe the Reapers off the map.

      Please, God, don’t let Tahvoe know.

      When I entered Tahv’s office, Jay shut the door, locking the three of us in my brother’s office. Though my brother was in the room with us, I couldn’t keep myself from discreetly checking out Jay. His ink black hair was messy from riding, and his dark eyes were cold and hard as he took in the room around him before they landed on me, slightly softening again as he took me in.

      Tattoos swirled over his fingers and up his arms, disappearing under his shirt only to reappear on his neck, stopping right below his face. He was wearing his cut and a blue flannel, his black, scuffed up boots on his feet.

      Jay was the definition of an outlaw. He was probably the most dangerous man I knew, and yet, he was one of the men I was most comfortable with.

      “What’s going on?” I asked Tahvoe, dragging my eyes away from Jay as I looked at my brother, forcing myself to act nonchalant and uncaring.

      With a clenched jaw and anger suddenly swirling his features, he pulled something out of his cut, throwing it down onto his desk. I swallowed hard as I looked at the pictures - the pictures of me snorting coke up my nose and smoking blunts with the Blue Bloods. 

      The worst picture of all, me in a car with Quin and Tyrone doing a run.

      Tahvoe knew.

      I swallowed hard, forcing myself to stay calm. This wasn’t supposed to happen. Tahvoe and the Reapers were never supposed to know about my deal with the Carters and the Blue Bloods.

      “Want to explain?” Tahvoe snarled at me. I swallowed hard. “You’re my sister, Amberosa, but I can’t let something like this fucking go unpunished. You know that.”

      I tilted my chin up at him defiantly. I had my reasons for doing what I had been doing. I wasn’t a traitor. I had gotten wind that a family out in California were planning to make their move here into Illinois, and I wanted to know more information. So, I went to Tyrone and Quin. I had originally planned to come to Tahv and Jay with the information, but when Tyrone told me what the plan was, I decided to take things into my own hands.

      So, since I didn’t want Tahv and the Reapers to find out what I knew, I had talked Tyrone and Quin into getting me into a meeting with Louis Carter. Before I had realized what was happening, I was in too deep to get out. Tyrone and Quin had tried to help me get off of Louis’s radar, but it was useless, and in order to prove my loyalty to them - I had to pledge allegiance to the Blue Bloods in front of the Carters.

      Though Tyrone and Quin had told me I could get out whenever, I knew it would bring war on the Blue Bloods, and I couldn’t do that to them.

      Being part of the Blue Bloods had allowed me to make a truce with the Carters - don’t come to Illinois and bother the Reapers, and I would do their runs.

      But when I pledged my allegiance to the Blue Bloods, Louis Carter had other plans in store for me. He wanted to make sure I would never betray him nor run my mouth about the Carter family.

      The only shitty part about that is that I was supposed to break all of my ties to the Reapers. Since Tahvoe and Jayden now knew I was caught up in some shit I wasn’t supposed to be, that meant it wouldn’t be long before Louis knew I had never left my brother’s club.

      “Guess you’ll just have to give me some kind of punishment.” I snapped at Tahvoe. I needed to keep my brother in the dark as long as possible. If it was a choice between my life or his, I would try to save his as long as I could. “I’m not telling you anything.”

      Tahv slammed his hands on the desk, leaning across it to get close to my face. I tilted my chin up defiantly at him, my blue eyes that were the same color as his own glaring right back at him. “Amberosa, don’t make me do this, alright? Just tell me what the fuck I need to know, and I won’t have to.” He snapped at me.

      I shook my head. If I opened my mouth, all of the hell I went through would have been for nothing. My brother had bent over backwards since he was sixteen to provide for me and him. This was the least I could do for him.

      Jay gripped my arm, swinging me around to face him. I swallowed hard at the feeling of his hand on my skin. “Look at me.” He snapped harshly. I instantly snapped my eyes up to his dark ones. “If you don’t tell us what we want to know, Ames,” he said, calling me by the nickname he had given me, “then we’ll be forced to go to Tyrone and Quin, and if we have to go to them, it won’t be fucking pretty.” He warned me, his eyes still holding that gentleness he seemed to only reserve for me, but his tone was harsh, letting me know that this was serious.

      They wanted their answers, and they would stop at nothing to get them.

      I swallowed hard, my resolve beginning to weaken against him, but I knew if I told them why I was forced to work with the Blue Bloods and the Carters, a war would break out.

      I couldn’t bring that on my family - on the club.

      Suddenly, my phone went off in my back pocket, breaking the tense silence in the room. I stepped back from Jay and pulled my phone out of my pocket, swallowing hard as Tyrone’s number popped up on my screen. I sighed as I answered the phone, putting it to my ear, knowing in my gut that his phone call wasn’t going to be anything good.

      “Yeah?” I asked when I answered, not letting my brother and Jay know who I was talking to.

      “They know.” Tyrone told me, anger seeping into his voice. I clenched my jaw. “I don’t know how the fuck they got their hands on pictures, but the Reapers know you’re tied up with the Blue Bloods and the Carters, Amberosa. I just received the pictures, and there was a note with them that informed me and Quin that Tahvoe and Jayden have been informed.”

      I clenched my eyes shut. I felt like my entire world was falling apart, slowly crumbling to the ground around me. “I know.” I muttered. “I’m currently dealing with them at the moment.”

      Tyrone cursed softly. “I know you’re worried about what will happen, but you need to tell Tahvoe the truth, Amberosa. I can’t do anything to protect you now. The Carters will get wind, and it won’t be pretty for you - you know that.” He reminded me. I swallowed past the lump of fear in my throat. I was in deep, and death suddenly felt imminently close. “They think you’ve left the Reapers, Amber.” Tyrone reminded me. “Louis Carter doesn’t take betrayal and lies well.”

      “I’ll deal with it.” I snapped at him, hanging up the phone and stuffing it back into my pocket. I felt like the weight of the world was on my shoulders, and I knew I had fucked up. I hadn’t been careful enough, and someone had betrayed Tyrone and Quin and had leaked my affiliation out to Tahv and Jay.

      It was only a matter of time until that person told Louis that I was still affiliated with the Reapers.

      I was supposed to have pledged my loyalty to the Carters when I pledged my loyalty to the Blue Bloods, leaving the Reapers. My tattoo of our club emblem on my lower back had been burnt off with a welding torch. No matter what I did, I was going to catch heat for this whether my brother knew what I did or not.

      I pushed my fingers through my hair, sighing heavily. I looked up at my brother, swallowing hard as he watched me with cautious eyes - eyes that no longer trusted me and now questioned every move I made. 

      It made me sick to my stomach.

      “Please, just keep an open mind until I finish my story.” I begged him softly, my hands shaking as I realized just how deep in shit I was. “Please - just understand that everything I did was to protect you and the Reapers.”

      He only stared at me, his eyes still cold and hard, not giving anything away.

      Swallowing nervously, I dived into my story. “I had gotten wind that the Carters were going to set up shop here in Illinois, and they were planning on knocking the Reapers off the grid - eliminating everyone.” 

      I noticed Jayden tense out of the corner of my eye, standing up straighter at the sound of the Carters. “Tyrone and Quin confirmed it when I spoke to them.” I admitted as I ran my hands down my face. “The Blue Bloods have an alliance with the Carters, and Tyrone and Quin tried to talk Louis out of the move, but Louis wouldn’t have any of it - said he needed something in exchange for losing some valuable business.”

      Tahv sat down heavily in his chair, his jaw clenched tightly as he continued watching me, his eyes drinking in every nervous move I made. Jay was silent as he leaned against the wall by the door, his eyes staying steady on me. It was nerve wracking to say the least. I had never been on the receiving end of Jay’s or Tahv’s anger like this, and it was definitely unsettling.

      “Tyrone and Quin were willing to run their drugs and guns back and forth for them to keep them out of Illinois, to keep the Reapers protected, but it wasn’t enough for Louis.” I looked up at my brother, desperate for him to understand why I had betrayed him. I had only wanted to protect him and this club. 

      “I was desperate to protect you guys.” I told him, my voice breaking. His eyes softened slightly. “So, I convinced Tyrone and Quin to take me to meet Louis.” A humorless, defeated laugh escaped my lips as I shook my head. “Louis was intrigued by me instantly. I was the sister of the notorious Tahvoe Calloway. The rumors of my ruthlessness and lack of emotions hadn’t escaped his ears.”

      Tahvoe leaned forward in his chair, his fists clenched on top of his desk, obviously knowing where I was about to go with this story. But I knew nothing would ever prepare him for what I was about to tell him. It was so much worse than what he was currently imagining.

      “We all know the Carters only allowed family in their group, but I was what Louis was willing to exchange to keep his group out of Illinois. I thought it would be easy enough - that I would just do some work for him and be done with it - but Louis demanded that I pledge my allegiance to the Blue Bloods - that I leave the Reapers.” I informed the two men in the office.

      “Fucking hell.” Tahv swore, the muscle in his jaw ticking.

      “Tyrone and Quin promised me before I pledged allegiance that I would always be allowed out as soon as I was ready, but Louis had other plans. I pledged my allegiance to the Blue Bloods in front of Louis, and once I did, Louis chained me from some chains hanging from his ceiling, and shackled my ankles to the floor.” I felt vomit rising in my throat at the remembrance of the pain. I swallowed hard, forcing it back down. 

      Jayden moved off the wall, his body practically vibrating with restrained rage. “Tyrone and Quin were held back from helping me when Louis grabbed the welding torch. Louis not only wanted my allegiance to the Blue Bloods, but he wanted my allegiance to him as well.” I said quietly.

      “No.” Tahvoe whispered. My eyes met his. Fear lurked in their depths - fear for his little sister. I looked over at Jay. His jaw was clenched, and fury like no other rested in the depths of his eyes. For once, I was seeing the cool and calm mask Jay always wore shattering - breaking over me.

      “Loyalty meant all the way.” I said quietly, looking down at my lap. “He cut my top off of me, and he burnt the Reaper tattoo off of my back.” I informed them.

      Tahv jumped up from his chair so fast that it clattered backwards onto the floor with a loud bang, making me jump in shock. He slung everything off of his desk with an enraged roar.

      “Damn it all to hell!” Tahv shouted, his breathing labored as he tried to calm himself.

      I wasn’t done, though. “Louis beat the absolute hell out of me, but I kept my mouth shut through all of it.” I told Tahv and Jay. “That was what he wanted. To keep this club safe, I had to show him that no matter what fucking torture I went through, my lips would stay sealed.”

      Tahvoe swung around to face me, his eyes blazing with fury at the entire situation - at me. “This wasn’t your fucking call to make, Amberosa!” Tahv roared at me. I flinched back from him. I could take anyone yelling at me - being angry with me - but him.

      “Lay off of her, Tahv.” Jay spoke up, pushing off of the wall he had leaned back against as he narrowed his eyes at my brother. “Ames did what she thought was right to protect this club.”

      “It wasn’t her fucking decision, Jay. She’s just a woman of the fucking club - not one of us that sits at the damn table.” Tahvoe snarled.

      I felt like I had been slapped, but before I could open my mouth and snap back at my brother, Jay spoke up again, defending me as his dark eyes lit with rage at my brother’s words.

      “Just a fucking woman of the club?” Jay snarled at Tahv. “How many fucking times has Ames done our fucking dirty work for us?” He demanded. “That goddamn tattoo that she had inked on her back wasn’t just for looks, Tahv.” He reminded him. “She’s one of us, and she did what she thought was fucking right to protect this club - to protect you.”

      I got up from my chair, shaking my head at Jay as I rested my hand on his muscular bicep to stop him. He looked down at me, those dark eyes raking over my features as his bicep flexed under my touch, the beautiful depths swirling with anger and something else I couldn’t quite put my finger on. I ripped my eyes from his and glared at my brother, forcing myself to be angry. Being angry was better than allowing myself to be hurt.

      “That’s alright, Tahv.” I sneered. My brother narrowed his eyes at me in warning. “As just a fucking woman of this club, I’ll leave you to figure out what you plan to do for my goddamn punishment for betrayal.” I snarled.

      I stormed out of the room, slamming the office door closed behind me so hard that the walls shook from the force. I stormed out of the club house, leaving the sounds of Tahv and Jay arguing behind me. 

      I had done what I thought was best. Screw everyone who wanted to treat me like shit because I was trying to protect my brother and this club. I knew it hadn’t been my place to make that kind of decision, but at the end of the day, I was the reason this club was still standing and not completely demolished.

      I straddled my bike and put my helmet on my head. I had to get the fuck out of here. Despite how angry I felt at that moment, I couldn’t ignore how hurt I was at my brother’s words.

      I started my bike just as Jay ran out of the clubhouse. My eyes met his as I revved my engine and took off out of the lot, gravel flying behind me.
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      Pain. That was all I could focus on.

      I groaned as I pushed myself up from the ground, blood running down the side of my face, blurring my vision. My arms were skinned, my shirt and jeans were ripped in multiple places from sliding across the road. Every part of my body hurt.

      I rolled onto my hands and knees, gagging as blood slid down my throat. Expensive loafers appeared in my vision, stopping right beneath my face. I looked up at Louis, my blood running cold.

      Fuck me.

      “Was it necessary to have your driver ram into me?” I demanded as I tried to push myself up from the ground, only to collapse back down with a groan of pain.

      Louis kneeled in front of me. “Oh, I’m about to find a lot more things necessary, Little Reaper.” He said softly, his voice holding a thousand promises of pain that had my stomach rolling with nausea.

      He knew.

      Suddenly, gun shots sounded around us, and Louis ducked down beside his car, yanking his gun out of his suit jacket. He managed to get back into his car and drive off, leaving me on the side of the road with whoever decided they wanted to murder him.

      It was a real shitty fucking way to die, I tell you.

      I heard a motorcycle coming closer down the street as I finally collapsed into the grass, forcing back my tears from the pain. I would be damned if I spent my last moments crying like a little bitch.

      “Fuck, Ames!” Jayden barked as he parked his bike, jumping off of it. He rushed over to me, stuffing his gun back into the waistband of his jeans. I blinked up at him, grimacing as I rolled over some to look at him better. His dark eyes were filled with worry and fear - fear for my life.

      Jay unhooked my helmet from my head and set it aside. He gently ran his fingers over my head. “Does it hurt?” He asked me. I shook my head. At that moment, I was pretty sure that the adrenaline running through my body was numbing a lot of my pain. “Can you tell if anything is broken?” Jayden asked me.

      “I don’t think so.” I muttered.

      Shaking his head, Jayden set my helmet back on my head and pulled me into the cradle of his arms, standing up. He strode back over to his bike with me in his arms, not bothering with my own bike since it was just a heap of twisted metal. “Do you think you can manage to hold yourself up long enough for me to get you back to the club house?” He asked me, looking down at me with those worried, dark eyes.

      I nodded. “Pretty sure.” I mumbled, resting my bloodied head on his shoulder.

      Setting me in front of him, Jayden gripped my waist in his hands for a moment, shocking me as he gently pressed his lips to my bloodied temple. My heart practically seized in my chest at his actions. “We’ll be there in a few minutes, alright? Ten at the most.” He assured me. “Just stay awake, Ames. I’m going to make sure you get help.”

      I nodded weakly as Jay’s arms came up beside me, gripping the handlebars of his bike as he took off back in the direction of the club house.
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      I was pretty much swaying with the effort of staying upright when we pulled up to the club house. “I’ve got you.” Jay assured me softly as he placed his hands on my waist. He eased off the bike, keeping a firm grip on me so I wouldn’t fall over.

      “Wrap your arms around my neck, Ames.” Jay instructed. I whined in pain as I tried moving them. He cupped my cheek, his dark eyes boring into my blue ones intensely. “I know it hurts, but I need you to be strong a little bit longer, okay? I need to lift you off the bike.”

      With a whimper of pain, I lifted my arms, linking them around his neck. He eased me off the bike with sheer strength, lifting me up against his chest. Now that the adrenaline had worn off, the pain was much more prominent than it had been before.

      I cried out as his hands pressed into the more tender parts of my body. Jayden brushed his lips over my forehead. “Shh. I know it hurts, Ames. We’re going to get you help.” He assured me softly.

      His jaw was clenched as he strode up to the club house, barking orders at one of the prospects that was crossing the lot from the garage. “Get Lainy.” He barked at the kid angrily, his tone no longer the sweet and soothing one he had used with me.

      The prospect – Joey -  rushed into the club house ahead of us. Jay stormed in after him. I whimpered in pain at the jostling his quick movements made. “Shh. I’m sorry.” He whispered against my bloody, matted hair. “Clear a fucking table!” Jay barked when he lifted his face from my hair. “Someone get me a goddamn pillow for her head!”

      Tahvoe came out of his office, his eyes widening when he saw Jayden holding my bloody, battered body in his arms. “What the fuck happened?!” Tahv roared, striding towards us. “Why is everyone standing around?!” He shouted. “Get on your fucking feet and start fucking moving! Where the fuck is Lainy?!”

      “Right here.” Lainy said, rushing into the bar room slightly out of breath.

      Lainy’s eyes widened in horror as she gasped when she saw me. Jayden gently laid me down on a cleared table, placing the pillow someone brought him under my head. I was clenching my jaw against the pain flaring through every part of my body. He soothed his hand over my hair gently, being careful not to hurt me.

      “What in the hell happened?” Tahv demanded again.

      Jayden stood by my head as Lainy checked the gash on my temple. I flinched when she began disinfecting it, gritting my teeth against the pain. Jay gripped my hand in his, squeezing gently to remind me he was still there - that he hadn’t left my side.

      “I followed Ames out of here when she took off - and for good reason. Louis knows she’s still a fucking Reaper, and he seems pretty determined to shut Ames up.” Jayden informed my brother, his tone hard and cold as he spoke to Tahvoe.

      Tahv’s eyes met mine. “He did this to you?” Tahv asked me, a tiny bit of guilt in his voice.

      I nodded, wincing when Lainy pushed my head to the side so she could sew me up. I squeezed Jay’s hand in my own as Lainy began threading the needle through my skin. Jayden lightly squeezed my hand in return, his dark eyes flickering down to mine for a moment. “You need to call Tyrone and Quin.” Jay told Tahv, his tone booking absolutely no arguments.

      With a nod of his head, Tahvoe pulled his phone out of his pocket, getting ready to call up the leader of the Blue Bloods.
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      I shot Jay a small smile as he handed me a cup of Jack and Coke. He took a seat beside me on the couch in the sitting area of the club house. “How are you feeling?” He asked me, his dark eyes running over my face, softening slightly as he took in the bruises and cuts adorning my skin.

      “Pain meds are helping a bit.” I informed him. I raised the cup a tiny bit. “Alcohol is helping, too.”

      Jayden released a husky laugh before we both turned our attention to the entrance of the club house as the doors opened. Tyrone and Quin sauntered in with Rod, Shaun, and Kalin. One of the club women led them over to where Tahv, Jay, and I were sitting.

      “Fucking hell.” Tyrone swore when he saw my busted up body. I was in so much pain I couldn’t really wear my normal jeans and jacket, so instead I was wearing a loose pair of Jay’s shorts and one of his large t-shirts. “What in the hell happened to you?” He demanded.

      A careless smirk twisted my lips. “Louis happened.” I told him with a shrug, wincing afterwards.

      “Easy.” Jay murmured.

      I looked up at him, my blue eyes clashing with his dark ones. His eyes swirled with something I still couldn’t identify, as well as care and worry for me.

      Quin muttered a curse under his breath, jerking my eyes away from the beautiful, dark depths of Jay’s eyes. Jay rested a hand on my knee, making my breath hitch in my throat at the feeling of his rough, calloused hand on my bare skin. “Ames needs protection.” Jayden spoke up. “She pledged allegiance to you guys, and the Blue Bloods are supposed to protect their own.”

      I snorted. Protection, my ass. There was nothing anyone could do to protect me from Louis. I was pretty sure he already had a burial plot picked out for me somewhere.

      Tyrone sighed. “There’s not much protection we can offer Amberosa.” Tyrone told Jayden. Jayden scowled, his hand tightening on my knee. My breath hitched in my throat again as my heart skipped a beat. “We’re locked in with Louis until Quin and I can figure out a way to get them off our backs. We already know we’re going to catch heat for lying to them about Amber’s loyalty. Trying to offer her protection with my gang is only going to make shit worse for her.”

      Tahvoe sighed, dropping his head into his hands, lightly shaking his head in what almost seemed like defeat. My heart squeezed in my chest for my brother. “My sister has been through enough shit as it is trying to protect this goddamn club.” Tahv snarled quietly. “She needs constant protection. She can’t go anywhere alone. I’m the President, and as much as I want to be the one to protect her, I can’t. I have to be at drops.”

      I didn’t need the club’s protection. In fact, I didn’t need anyone else's protection, either. Anyone that offered to protect me would have crosshairs on the back of their heads, and I couldn’t have that. Not after I had gone to such extreme lengths to not only protect my brother, but to also protect every member of the Reapers.

      “I’ll do it.” Jay spoke up. I turned my wide eyes to his, my mouth slightly dropped open in shock. Had I just heard him right? “I’ll stay with Ames at all times.”

      “Bro, I need you with me at these drops -” Tahvoe started, but Jayden cut him off.

      “Not as much as your sister needs protection.” He reminded my brother. “You know I can protect her, Tahv.”

      With a sigh, Tahv gave in and nodded. He looked at Tyrone and Quin. “I need you guys to find out what you can about Louis’s next moves. And you need to find your traitor. Someone in the Blue Bloods ratted out Am. We need that threat eliminated as soon as possible.”

      Tyrone nodded in agreement. “We’re looking, and we’re being extremely careful with every move we make. Quin and I made sure no one knew we were coming up here except for Scarlett.” Tyrone assured my brother.

      Tahvoe looked at Jay and me. “Am is not to leave these clubhouse grounds unless she is on the verge of dying and needs a hospital, do I make myself clear?” He snapped, looking pointedly at me knowing I had the tendency to never listen to my brother.

      I clenched my jaw. “I can take care of myself out there, Tahv. I’ve been doing it for years now without the protection of the Reapers.”

      Jay squeezed my knee in warning, making my skin flush instantly at the reminder of his hand touching my bare skin. “I agree with Tahv.” Jay said, making me angrier. I swung my furious gaze up to his. Jayden only arched a single, perfect eyebrow at me, daring me to speak against him. “I know you’ve been taking care of yourself, Ames, but now that the Reapers know the shit you’ve had to go through and know the problem at hand, you will get your proper protection.” He told me, his tone daring me to argue with him.

      And I was planning to do just that. He didn’t get to call the fucking shots here. Fuck both him and my brother. I wouldn’t allow them to put their lives on the line for me. The thought of losing either of them was enough to make my chest physically ache.

      I glared at him, tilting my chin up at him defiantly. Jayden’s eyes flared at the challenge I just presented. “Just because I’m Tahv’s sister doesn’t mean that I need twenty-four-seven protection and someone telling me that I can’t leave the club house grounds.” I snapped at him.

      Jay’s eyes flared with anger at my defiance, and he leaned in close to me, ignoring my brother’s warnings for him to back the hell up. I sucked in a sharp breath of air, my senses completely overtaken by Jayden. “Then you’ll get the protection as my girl, Ames. Your choice.” He told me softly, the challenge clear in his eyes.

      Jayden was staking a claim - on me. To hell with all of the consequences and anyone’s thoughts on it - including my own.

      My nipples hardened under the soft fabric of his t-shirt as my breathing quickened, my heart racing in my chest at his words. Wetness pooled between my thighs as I sucked my bottom lip between my teeth. Jayden’s eyes followed the movement, his eyes darkening with a sensual promise of intense pleasure.

      “Your what?” My brother barked, jumping up from his seat angrily. I was just as confused as my brother, but I was hoping like hell that Jayden wasn’t fucking playing with me. I wanted nothing more than to be Jayden’s woman. “Every man in this club knows my little sister is off limits.” Tahvoe snarled at his best friend and VP.

      Jayden looked up at him calmly as I desperately tried to wrap my head around what was going on. Did this really mean Jayden was claiming me as his own?

      “It’s not a secret to any man in this club that I care about Ames as more than a sister, Tahv. Don’t play stupid, brother. I don’t need your consent nor your blessing to be with your sister.” Jayden stated bluntly, his hand sliding up my thigh slightly. I barely bit back a moan. Judging by the smirk threatening to tilt Jayden’s lips, he was very aware of the effect his touch was having on me.

      Tyrone stood up as well, clamping a hand on my brother’s shoulder when he looked ready to punch Jay in the face. “Look, Jay’s got a point, alright? It’s no secret to anyone how ruthless Jay is, and I’m sure when Louis gets wind that Amber is Jay’s old lady,” I snorted at being called an old lady, “he’ll take a moment to evaluate the situation, alright? Jayden’s not afraid of prison, and he’s definitely not scared to drop bodies.”

      “I’m not a fucking old lady.” I muttered under my breath. Jay chuckled beside me, turning his head to look over at me, his dark eyes shining with amusement.

      Tahvoe thrust his fingers through his hair as he thought over Tyrone’s words. With an angry sigh, he jabbed his finger down at Jay as he glared at his VP. “If you fucking hurt my sister, Jay, I’ll put a bullet in your skull myself - brother or not, got it? You better fucking take care of my sister.”

      Jay nodded wordlessly, his eyes calm and collected as they met Tahvoe’s. With a shake of Tahv’s head, he looked down at me. “You stay on these grounds, Am.” He demanded. I scowled up at him. Jay squeezed my thigh again. “I mean it. If you step outside of this building, someone will be with you, you got that?”

      I rolled my eyes at my brother, opening my mouth to protest, but Jay only squeezed my thigh again - a bit more tightly this time - making me jump in shock as I swung my wide eyes to the handsome man sitting at my side. “She’s got it, Tahv. I’ll make sure of it.” Jayden assured him.

      I narrowed my eyes at Jay as he smirked at me. “So, old lady,” he said as my brother stormed off. I narrowed my eyes at him in warning. I hated the term old lady, “want to consummate this relationship by going to bed with me?”

      My heart pounded in my chest. My nipples were so hard they hurt, and I was pretty sure if I ran my hand between my legs, Jayden’s shorts would be soaked from how wet I currently was.

      Fuck me, I wanted Jayden - badly.

      “Are you out of your fucking mind?” I demanded, though I’m sure the pulse at the base of my neck gave way to my real feelings.

      Jay shook his head at me, a sexy, panty-dropping smirk tilting his lips as he gazed down at me, his gaze heated. “I wouldn’t dream of fucking you in the condition you’re in, Ames.” His eyes ran over me, drinking in every inch of me, practically stripping me with his eyes. A shudder ran down my spine as I began to ache in places I hadn’t ever ached in before. I squirmed slightly in my seat, rubbing my thighs together as I bit back a whimper of need. 

      He leaned in close to me, his arms caging me in against the back of the couch, his hot breath fanning my ear and neck. I released a tiny moan as I shut my eyes, reaching up to lightly place my hands against his hard, toned chest. “But you better believe, Ames, that the moment you’re healed, I plan to fuck you every chance I get.” He promised me.

      Holy shit.

      Was it really hot in the club house, or was it just me?
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      Three weeks later, and I was mostly healed, only a few yellow bruises still remaining on my body. Jayden had surprisingly been taking things slow with me, which really wasn’t in his nature. But he had a way of looking at me that was sure to remind me that he had staked a claim on me. I was his woman, and he made sure every man in the club was aware of that.

      I pushed open the door to my brother’s office, stopping him in mid-sentence. He looked up at me, a scowl settling over his features as he realized his little sister was the one who had so rudely interrupted him. I only shot him a smirk as I leaned against the door jamb, crossing my arms over my chest.

      Jay turned in his chair to face me, arching an eyebrow at my intrusion. Amusement rang clear in his eyes, but they quickly darkened to an almost black color as he sensually ran his eyes over me, drinking me in from head to toe.

      I flushed under his intense gaze, my nipples hardening as wetness pooled between my thighs, turning me into a hot, turned on mess.

      Damn him for sticking to waiting until I was completely healed.

      “We’re out of beer.” I stated calmly, not letting my sexual frustration show as I arched an eyebrow at my brother.

      I had made it my life’s mission since I was well enough to move around the club house without help to make my brother’s life hell.

      Honestly, he shouldn’t have expected anything less from me.

      Jay snorted, a slight smile twisting his lips as my brother’s scowl only deepened. “We’re out of all beer, or just Corona?” Tahvoe asked me, his tone giving away how annoyed he was with me for interrupting his conversation over something as petty as beer.

      “Corona.” I stated in all seriousness, making Jayden bark out a laugh.

      My brother narrowed his eyes at me in a warning. I knew he was at his wits end with me, but if I didn’t come causing some kind of trouble with him, he would honestly worry about me. So, even though I knew I was annoying the fuck out of him, I knew he could breathe a little easier knowing I was still safe, alive, and well.

      “Why don’t you just go out into the garage and get a case?” My brother demanded angrily, tapping the pen in his hand against the desk in frustration, a visible effort showing on his face not to shout at me.

      I smirked at him. “Because, dear brother, you stated I couldn’t walk out of this fucking prison without an escort by my side.” I reminded him. He sighed in aggravation as he leaned back in his chair and stared up at the ceiling, almost as if he were asking God for some kind of patience. “Since all of the men are currently still asleep, you two are my only options.”

      Tahv clenched his jaw, looking at his watch on his wrist. “It’s nine o’clock in the fucking morning, Am.” He snapped, calling me by the nickname he had always used for me ever since we were kids. “Why the fuck are you drinking so early anyway?” He demanded, slight worry sparking in his eyes.

      I shrugged carelessly. “I’ve got to have something to do in this god forsaken place if I’m going to be held prisoner.” I snapped at him.

      Jay shook his head, amusement clear in his dark eyes as he stood up from his chair. He pointed a finger at the papers on Tahv’s desk. “We’ll continue this later.” He told Tahvoe. Tahv sighed angrily, shaking his head, muttering something about already being pussy-whipped under his breath, but Jayden just chose to ignore him. Jay turned to me, a slight smirk tilting his lips. “Come on, Ames. I’ll walk you out to the garage so you can put yourself in an early grave.” He said, holding his hand out to me.

      I made a whooping sound as I fist-pumped the air and placed my hand in his, walking back down the hallway, Jayden keeping pace with me. “You’re going to give your brother gray hairs before he’s thirty, Ames.” Jay told me.

      I shrugged. “Honestly, Jay, if I didn’t bug my brother all day, he would come hunt me down and find out what’s wrong with me. I may annoy the shit out of him, but a small, tiny part of him is thankful for it.”

      Jay tugged me to a stop as he backed me against the wall. He pressed his knee between my legs as his hands caged me in. I swallowed nervously as he leaned in close to me.

      “And me?” He asked softly. “What about if I’m worried about you?” He asked me quietly.

      “I know you well enough to know that you keep tabs on me, Jayden.” I reminded him, thankful my voice came out strong while my heart was pounding hard and fast in my chest from his close proximity.

      He leaned down and brushed my lips with his - just barely. I whimpered, reaching up to grip his cut to tug him back towards me. “Shh.” He soothed as he pressed his thigh up against my core. I moaned softly, leaning my head back against the wall as he did it again, leaning down to kiss my neck. “You don’t get to make demands, Ames. I’m the one in control here.” He whispered against my skin.

      I heard a car pull into the lot outside, jerking me from my lust-induced haze. Jayden obviously heard it too as he instantly stood up straight and pulled me in close to him, his body tensed and his hands firm on my back.

      “I don’t recognize the engine.” Jayden whispered. I swallowed nervously. I did recognize the engine, though, and I knew it meant trouble. “It’s too loud. Go back in the office with Tahvoe and tell him we’ve got company.” Jayden instructed.

      I snapped my head up to look at Jayden. His features were hardened, and he looked like the cold-blooded killer everyone rumored him to be. “Jay, I can’t let you go out there and face this by yourself.” I said in a harsh whisper, the sound of car doors slamming reaching my ears.

      He looked down at me with a hard look on his face, only his eyes softening as he looked down at me. “You can, and you will.” He demanded harshly, pushing me in the direction of my brother’s office. “Now go.” He ordered.

      With a scowl on my features, I rushed back down the hall, entering my brother’s office where he was flipping through some papers on his desk. “What now, Am?” He asked me as he looked up, annoyance on his face.

      “Tahvoe, we’ve got company.” I told him bluntly. He jerked up from his chair at my words. “Jay is on his way outside.”

      “Fucking hell.” Tahvoe swore. “Swear to God, I can’t catch a fucking break these days.” He snatched a gun out of one of his desk drawers and thrust it into my hands. “Get behind that desk, and stay silent, do you understand me? If someone comes in here, you fucking shoot.” He ordered.

      I nodded in understanding, but I knew there was no way in hell I was staying in this fucking office while Louis Carter was out there with my brother and the man I was madly in love with.

      My brother had me completely fucked up if he thought that was happening.

      Tahv walked out of the room, closing the door softly behind him. I eased the door back open when I was sure Tahvoe was no longer near the door, pressing my back against the wall as I quieted my breathing, straining my ears to hear whatever the hell was going on.

      “Boys, this will go a lot smoother if you just hand over my Little Reaper. Hand her over, and no one in here has to fucking die.” I heard Louis’s voice snap angrily.

      “Over my goddamn dead body will you get your fucking hands on my woman.” Jay barked back at him, fury lacing each word that came out of my mouth.

      Fucking hell, Jayden.

      I clenched my jaw. I knew Jayden well enough to know that if he cared about me enough to stake a claim on me, he would put his life on the line before someone got their hands on me.

      But I knew Louis well enough to know that he would hurt Jay and Tahv - possibly even kill them - without a second thought or a bit of remorse. 

      Taking a deep breath, I moved out from behind the desk and walked out of the office. I rounded the corner, a smirk twisting my lips as I steeled myself to be the cold-blooded killer I had trained myself to become.

      I couldn’t let Louis see the fear pounding through my veins right then.

      Stand strong.

      “I didn’t know I was so valuable to you, Louis.” I crooned, making my appearance in the room known. Jayden’s rugged features twisted into an annoyed snarl as he glanced at me over his shoulder before putting his attention back on Louis and his men. “You sure do know how to make a woman feel wanted and special.” I said, my voice coming out cocky, the smirk on my face widening as Louis’s features twisted with rage.

      Honestly, Louis Carter was normally a lot more composed, but I had a way of bringing out the worst in him. It was the one thing Louis had both admired and hated the most about me.

      “Get your ass back in that office, Ames.” Jay barked at me, keeping his eyes trained on Louis.

      Ignoring Jayden’s order, I walked up right beside him. He quickly wrapped a muscular arm around my waist protectively, tugging me tightly against his side. I looked up at Louis, my own cold eyes meeting his as I kept them empty and void of all emotion. 

      “That’s what you want me to do, though, isn’t it, Louis?” I asked him, watching as he scowled at me. I
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