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When I was a child, I wished for childlike things.

That line had always stuck with me.

It stuck with me when I’d hoped to be left alone.

When I’d wished to be overlooked.

When I’d hoped for peace.


That was also when I thought I wanted love. Love from a friend, love of family, love of any kind.


Since then, I’d learned a valuable lesson. Love is the greatest lie of life.

It’s a childhood fantasy.


Love should never leave you feeling hopeless and abandoned. It should cradle and console you. Not desert and leave you to devise your own end.


It’s a dream for those that needed to be wanted. Above all, it was for those that had hope.

I’d had no hope left.

I’d had no wishes left. Wishes were wasted.

Love is fleeting and fickle.

Love isn’t kind, powerful, or all-encompassing.

Love is a crock of shit.


Desperation and defeat called me to give in. To concede to the dark desires and whims of others. I didn’t want that anymore. I wanted to be the person who won.


So, I played my part.

I played their game.

To be free, I had to play it well.

Now everything has changed.

My survival isn’t the only thing I wish for.

My hope once gone and forgotten has risen.

I hope for more out of life.

I wish for undying love.

His Love.

Codero

Sleep. 

Rest. 

Drugged and resting more. 

That has been my wakeful hours since returning to the clubhouse a week ago. A week of feeling every inch of my body aching, of every tear and stretch of the torn skin attempting to repair itself. A fever. The only constant is the warm body beside me. 

Piper. 

Feeling her close, my mind relaxes with the knowledge that our nightmare is over. We’re back in the U.S. This is our new reality. 

She’s safe. 

We’re safe.

Or, at least, as safe as we can be. 

For now.

Codero

Sitting in my office, flipping through and inspecting the pages of the Queen’s leather-bound book for further details, I continue to mark the pages with tabs. It’s full of brightly selected flippers already, each marking particular pieces of information: addresses of her allies/paid friendships, banking codes, safe houses, and drop buildings for her product worldwide. There was so much intel that I had to pull out a notepad. 

My older brother—until recently, estranged—had been taken by the Queen and handed to the Huesos Blanqueados, the Bleached Bones Cartel of Columbia. I don’t know if she owed them something, or if this was just another move in her game of games. Either way, it doesn’t matter. I’m going to fuck up their shit too. 

Leaving the compound of the Queen and her late husband—my fucked-up father—in a blaze of bullets, the last thing I want to do is go south of the border so soon. What I really need is time to recuperate. My back aches. My skin tears with the slightest movement, and I’m swallowing pills just to stay upright. I want a blanket, a comfortable bed, and a carton of painkillers without the option of raising my head for a month. 

Hell, more than that, I want to spend my time exploring every inch of Piper’s soft, yet damaged skin, giving her more pleasure than she’s ever imagined. But what I want I can’t have, at least not while Lucius is in the hands of the cartel. I’m the reason that he’s not here now, because he came for me.

The Queen played us both. 

Pulling out the note, all wrinkled and dog-eared, I read it again, hoping for a clue to the Queen’s madness. 

Near and far. 

Close and away. 

The King was played, but I’m destined to win.  

The Knight’s made their move, hoping to trap me in my game.

I feast on the King’s men—their Rooks, their Pawns. 

If you wish to win, play until the end. 

The Queen takes Knight. 

10/44/98

Queen takes Knight? That must be Lucius. She had me, so there’s no other to be mentioned as such. 

Rooks? A pair, if we’re sticking with the chess analogy. I don’t know of anyone else is missing. 

So, does that mean I was considered the pawn? 

Well, she doesn’t have me anymore. She has no one but the dead bodies I left strewn around the property for the carrions and dogs to keep her company. 

A knock at the door interrupts my thoughts. “Yeah?” 

Opening the door, Joker pokes his head inside. “We need to talk.” 

Pouring over the pages, not lifting my head to acknowledge him, I growl, “Not now, Jordan. I’m busy.” 

“Dude, you don’t get a choice.” Slamming the door hard, stepping in with his arms crossed, he leans against it. “What the fuck do you think you’re doing?” 

“Fuck off, Jordan. I don’t have time for this. Go grab a bit of pussy while we wait for everyone to arrive.” We’re waiting on the other clubs to join us for church—one and done. 

That means I don’t have the patience to babysit his ego, or to soothe his fears. Fuck. As it is, the drugs I took earlier are wearing off. 

Walking heavily across the space, approaching my desk, he slams his hand down on the book’s open pages. “Codero, stop going all lone sniper. We’re a team, always have been. We’re stronger when you let me in.” 

Relenting, I look up at him, pissed that he’s broken my concentration. “Jordan, this is bigger than you and I. Fuck, this is bigger than Rap, Lucius, the clubs—all of us. This shit is out of control, and I need to—”

“This isn’t yours to fix, man. Don’t you get that?” 

“It is. She took us to make a point, to show that she could. Taking Lucius to the Columbians just shows how badly were unprotected.” Sitting back in the chair slowly, my back screeches in pain. 

When I wince, Jordan picks up the bottle of painkillers, giving it a shake. “How many of these have you taken?” Popping the top, he looks inside. “Goddamn it, Codero. You need to slow the fuck down. These are fucking addictive.” He grips the container in his hand. “I’m not giving these back. You need to sleep off the pain. I’m not watching you fall down that rabbit hole.” 

“Not your choice to make. Give them back, or I’ll just find another source.” With a hand out, I wiggle my fingers for him to give them up. “I promise to get a good night’s sleep after  church. This isn’t a point I’ll argue.” 

Seeing the determination in my eyes, he pops the top. Setting two white pills on the desktop, he huffs, “These are for tonight, man. Got it?” 

Not looking to argue, I pick them up. Swilling them down with a mouthful of whiskey, Jordan scowls at my unwillingness to listen and pockets the bottle. Fucker.

Not wishing to get into a pissing match with him, because I know I’ll lose, I ask, “Did you get in touch with everyone?”

“Yeah. Death and his boys will be over shortly. Miss and his boys from the Bows are on their way too. Some are here already. Once I explained to Miss why their pres tore out of the yard on Christmas without returning, he was extremely interested in getting more details.” He snickers and rises from his chair. “I’m amazed that Miss hasn’t broken down our door already. Anyway, you need rest. I only want what’s best for you.”

“I know.” 

‘Then look after yourself. I can’t bury another friend.” 

Motioning for him to take a seat once more, I run down the past few weeks. I hadn’t been in a state to talk earlier. Handing him a glass, he pours himself a few fingerfuls of the whiskey, downing it nearly as quickly. The damage he’d seen is too hard to ignore, and I understand his fears on me overdoing it. 

As Jordan and I drink, I give him the CliffsNotes version on Quintus, Yeti, and Lisette, the shy, super pregnant woman we brought back with us, and explain that Quintus was a Broken Bow. 

Finally speaking up after he’s devoured the information, he concludes, “So, you end up in the compound of your father and his twisted bitch of a wife, and saved by a Broken Bows member? That’s odd.” 

“Yeah, I know.” 

“And Yeti? He doesn’t know his family’s here and alive? Man, this just gets better and better.” Laughing, he refills his glass for the third time. “What about the other girl? Piper, right? She’s gorgeous, in a ‘I need to eat’ runway model way.” 

Flaring my nostrils, I see him smile. He’s egging me on. Taking a deep breath, I inform him, “She’s off limits, Jordan.” 

“Well, we can readdress that later. Loving that sweet sugar ass, though.” He continues to poke at me, joking that he’ll make a move on her. I’d like to see him try.  

Thumbing through pages of the book, I try to ignore him. “Get your mind off the woman,” I grind out as I swill down the whiskey.

“Fine. But remember, you’ve left her out there, not wearing a patch and sitting where other clubs are about to arrive. That little thing doesn’t look like she can take on a roomful of grabby guys.” He has no idea how strong that little woman is.

He’s right, though. 

“Help me work out the rest of this note from the Queen so we don’t leave her alone too much longer.” I run it down, giving him the details, showing him her sick sense of humor. He listens. 

“You want to go back to Mexico? The place you just escaped?”

“I don’t want to go back to Mexico,” I state emphatically. “The last thing I want to do is travel. What I want isn’t what I’m going to get, Jordan. I have to, plain and simple.” 

With a rap on the door, Hulk sticks his mangled and scarred head in. “Hey, boss, the other clubs are here now. Those two you had us pick up at the hotel are too.”

Closing the book, I rise from the chair slower than I’d like. I shouldn’t have sat that long, because now my body is seizing up. “We’ll be out in a sec.” 

Before turning away, Hulk asks, “You want everyone in?” 

“Yeah. The girls too.” 

“Girls?” he questions. 

“Piper and Lisette. They’re a part of this too.” 

“Your club, man. I’ll follow your lead,” he states, closing the door behind him.

Jordan stands to leave.

“Jordan.” 

“Yeah?” 

“Thanks.” 

With that sideways smirk of his, he replies, “Anytime. You know that.” 

Yeah, I do.
Codero

I play it over in my head as I walk down the hall, thinking of the best way to attack this. Stepping inside the room, I find it packed with Bows, Army, and SoCal Soulless’s members. 

Arriving at the gavel, I look around at all the faces. Most importantly, my brother’s in arms, with their expressions questioning our unusual congregation at having women in attendance. 

Taking a seat at the head of the table, I try to convey strength instead of weakness. I know the last thing I should do is show my belly like a kicked dog. 

“This is going to be a quick rundown with a lot of info, and more questions than answers. For those of you who don’t know the backstory, I’ll give it to you in short form. My brother Lucius has been taken by the Columbian Cartel on the directive of the Queen, my father’s now deceased wife. I was a “guest” at their compound up until recently, and the people you see here helped to free me.” I wave my hand in their direction. “Don’t let them fool you. They’re stronger than they look.”

As eyes turn toward the strangers in the room, I introduce them. “Feliz is only here until we can help him locate his family. On the left is Piper.” Thinking about the right way to introduce her, I go with a diplomatic, yet slightly deceitful tactic. “She was a hostage of the Queen for years.” I think she deserves our protection for a while longer, so I won’t give away her lineage in this forum.

“Quintus was the right-hand man of my father’s cartel. Once known as Target to the older members of the Bows, he was long thought dead. Obviously, he’s not, and I don’t intend on any of you changing that in the near future. Follow me?” Looking at the seething stares, I know there’s a good chance my church could erupt into an all-out war if I don’t get shit under control. 

“I believe his brother Judas is still back at the compound. Is that right, Miss?” Turning, I look for confirmation. 

“Yeah. Judas’s nephew Quiver too.” 

“Good. Let’s not go announcing it. We have bigger issues to contend with first. After we settle this other shit, you can blow each other’s brains out.” 

When the room settles, I continue. 

“Lisette,”—pointing to the mousy woman—“is Yeti’s twin sister. Quintus is their father. That’s a story we don’t have time for, so let’s get to the dirty part. I know that Yeti sold me out to the Queen. Though I don’t condone it, and I’m not pleased with it, I do get it.” 

Hugging his sister closer, Yeti interjects, “It was all about saving my sister. When that Queen cunt sent me a picture of her being violated, I didn’t care who or what was in my path. I was going to save my sister, no matter what I had to do.” 

Acknowledging his reasoning, I continue. “Joker and I have devised a plan. It’s a simple one, but a plan that will start with a return to Mexico. It’ll mean a short stay. After that, we’ll just blow shit up as we go.” 

Looking to Jordan, I find him sitting calmly. Like Rap, we each had our strengths in battle. This quiet man, watching and contemplating our next move, is devising our safest offensive. That’s what I need right now, someone to remind me not to be rash. 

The members in the room converse amongst themselves, considering the plan, their tones start to increase in volume. There are heated comments, further seething stares, and the odd ‘cunt’ comment thrown around for good measure. It’s exhausting. 

We don’t have time for this shit. 

Smacking my hand on the table to grab their attention, the room stills. Venturing a gaze to the Pres of Hade’s Army, his arms crossed over his chest, carrying a solemn stare, I ask, “Death, care to add your input?” 

“We’re in. Oubliette is family. I’d like to tell her what’s going on, but at the same time, if we don’t come back with your brother, I don’t want to get her hopes up if we fail. I’m not sure she can handle another go round.” 

“Yeah, I get that. I suggest we keep this to ourselves.” 

Taking questions for the next while, working out the minute details of our plan, Hulk takes notes. When everyone in the room agrees that keeping this to ourselves is best, and that we’ve got a pretty good plan of action, the room breaks up with each club going their own way. 

As guys file out, Hulk asks me, “You sure you’re good to ride?” 

“I’m not leaving my brother to be a bitch to a cartel. He can take a ton of shit, but even I broke.” And I broke hard. Giving him the most convincing grin I can muster, I leave it with, “See you for the ride out?” 

“I’ll gather the ammo we’ll need. Want me to bring any special toys?” Smirking, the scars on the right side of his face pinch. He’s a fucking wiz on roadside adornments. Someone is going to get a heavy welcome. 

“Yeah. Someone’s gonna be wearing guts for garters when we’re done.”
Codero

Stepping out of church, I don’t hear gunfire. I consider that a win. 

The rumble of bikes as close to fifty guys file out of our gates shakes the walls. Nothing revitalizes a soul more than a sound you thought you’d never hear again. 

Slowly and painfully making my way back to my office, I unlock the safe. Setting the Queen’s book within and shutting the door tight, I’m so distracted that I don’t hear the door close behind me. “Codero?” 

Placing a hand on the desk, I smile as I turn around to face her. She does that to me. No one has ever pulled a smile from me so willingly, but she does it simply with my name on her lips. 

“How are you?” I ask. 

With a simple shrug, she replies with a lie. “I’m good.” 

“Me too,” I lie in return. No use in the truth, ’cause we both know its bullshit. We’re in pain. 

“Are you really up for this?” 

“Yeah. I won’t see Lucius subjected to what we went through—what you went through, for years. Not if I can help it.” 

Stepping across the room, standing before me, she raises a hand up to stroke my face. The growth drives me nuts, even as I love the feel of her touch. “I need a shower and a good night’s sleep. And I need a fucking shave.” 

“I don’t know, I kinda like it.” Rubbing her hand along the rough stubble, her cheeks turn a bright shade of pink. 

“You’re thinking about my mouth on that sweet pussy of yours, aren’t you?” 

She bites her bottom lip, like she’s trying to stop herself from saying that she’d really like that again. 

I take matters into my own hands. 

Running a hand down the length of her body, brushing the soft skin of her thigh, I grab hold of the hem of her skirt, happily surprised to find she’s not wearing panties. “Fuck,” I growl, pulling the material up until it rests just above her hip bones. “Stay, Piper. Don’t fucking move.”

Carefully lowering myself, trying not to tear the delicate stitches she worked so hard on on my back, I’m excited to taste her sweet cunt again. Running my hands up her inner thighs, she gasps when I reach her pink lips, pulling them apart to showcase her sweet, glistening arousal. Swiping my tongue along it, sucking in her bud, Piper moans out in pleasure.

With one hand resting on the desk behind her, she uses the other to fist my hair. I’ve always wanted sex to be soundless, as I found it more arousing to know you wish to cry out but can’t, like I had with Maggie and Rap. But with Piper, I love hearing her voice her pleasure. 

I glide my tongue against her clit, wanting to punish and worship it all at once. Pushing her to sit on the edge of the desk, parting her legs to rest over my shoulders, I caress the skin around her entrance, teasing her. My scruffy face punishes her skin, arousing her further, all while she cries out my name over and over. 

“Codero.” 

Piper pushes me to give her everything, to give her pleasure and contentment. I want nothing more than to remove every bad memory she has from the compound, replacing it with soul-sucking orgasms that blow her mind. 

She raises her hips to meet my mouth, thrusting forward. Stroking a finger down the edge, I feel the moment her body is closing in on her orgasm. I don’t want her to come yet. I want to feel her bursting around my cock, squeezing the life out of me. 

Lifting myself off the floor, rising up and pressing her to stay against my desk, I undo my jeans, letting them pool to the floor, and sink my cock deep inside her tight little pussy. “Don’t come yet. Give me more, Piper.” 

“Please, Codero,” she begs breathlessly. 

“Hold on.” Folding myself along her body, I pump my hips. Taking her mouth hostage, our breathing is set to a time of our own making, chasing the release we both desperately need. Talking isn’t an option as our tongues wrestle, our bodies jerking and spasming toward our fast approaching releases. 

As she squeezes my cock through her own orgasm, I don’t care that papers are strewn everywhere. I don’t care that she’s yelled my name so loud that the whole compound has probably heard. I don’t care that my back is more than likely bleeding. 

Fuck it. 

Tattoos be damned. I’d rip them open daily if I could live inside this woman. Her body feels better than the most potent hit of ecstasy. 

I’m addicted. 

There’s no cure. 

My body is hers, and my soul—that I thought could never repair after Rap—is on the mend.
Codero

Straightening down her outfit, looking sultry, stunning, and composed, I’m in awe. In so many ways, Piper is the vision of strength. You’d never know this woman was a broken soul in the household she’d been rescued from. 

You’d never know that it was only a short while ago that her body had taken the same evil punishment as mine. I’m an asshole when I don’t remind myself of that fact. 

Taking a look at the clock on the wall, I ask, “Do you mind if we stay here again? I’m exhausted.” 

“Of course. I mean, even if you want me to stay at the hotel with Quintus and Feliz, I would.” 

“The last place I want you is out of my sight, Piper.” Standing above her, I look into her sweet face. “Understood?” 

“I don’t think you’re giving me a choice, are you?” Taunting me, she slides her fingers down my chest to stroke the skin on my stomach. 

“You keep that up, we won’t get any rest.” Grasping her hand, I bring it up to my lips and kiss it. “Lady in public, dangerous deviant to those who don’t know.”

Smirking, she starts for the door. Pulling it open and heading down the hall to the common area, I hear raised voices. 

“Cap told you! There’s no room for you to make a choice on this!” Jordan is pissed. 

Stepping within, Jordan, Yeti, Lizard, and Weber are squaring off against two guys from the Bows. I don’t think I’ve met them before today. 

“I don’t give a shit. That man”—he points to Yeti—“needs to pay for the damage he’s done to our club.” His rocker shows his name is Quiver. This is Piper’s brother. 

Releasing Piper’s hand and stepping toward the warring men, I jump between them. “Honest to fucking God! I leave you for twenty minutes! Twenty! Fucking! Minutes!” Stepping up to Yeti, I grasp him by his cut. “What the fuck is this about?”

“Calvin, why am I so pissed? Let everyone in on it,” Quiver snarls, nearly jumping over Jordan and Weber who are holding trying to hold him back. The room is a powder keg. 

Squaring off against him, I growl, “I don’t know you, and your attitude in my club isn’t going to help your case, whatever that is. I’m still the president of this club, and you’d do best to remember that.” Turning to Yeti, I snap, “You wanna tell me what the fuck is going on?” 

Blowing out a haughty breath, Yeti informs me, “This is my cousin, Montel.” Turning his sights on Piper, his tone softens. “Her brother.” 

“I said to keep this shit quiet, didn’t I? Who the fuck opened their mouth? Christ! I swear, it should be easier to look after a room full of drunk kindergarteners.”  

Watching the quiet interaction between Piper and her brother, holding back my own need to protect her, I’m imagining the thoughts running through her head. There’s a lot to take in. 

Quiver addresses her. “Pipes? Is that really you?” 

I look him over. He’s stalky and thicker than his companions. He has an air of strength, though I don’t sense he’s a starter, he’s a finisher. This is a guy who would end a fight.

Piper is wary. As he steps forward, I see his excitement and her trepidation. 

“Piper, it’s me. Montel.” Inching slowly toward her, I can’t help but feel for him. I worry for her. 

Reaching a hand back, giving her a lifeline, she takes mine in hers. I feel the slight shake, the nervous sweat of her palm. It says more than words. 

“This is why I said to keep it from you and your family. She needs time to process this, just as much as you need a resolution.” I wrap my arm around her. “Think of everything she’s been through. This isn’t just about you and what you want.” 

“I know this isn’t about me or what I want.” Backing up a step, Montel takes a seat, placing his head in his hands. Rubbing his eyes, he focuses again on Piper. “We’ve missed so much of each other’s lives. I’ve missed you so much, and I...I just had to see if it was true.”

Stepping away from me, Piper moves toward her brother and places her hand on his shoulder. “I get it, Monty, I do. But you’ll have to be patient. This is a lot right now.” 

When he takes that as an invitation, he reaches up to touch the hand on his shoulder, but she quickly removes it and steps away. His expression shows the pain he’s feeling, while her whole being radiates exhaustion and despair. She needs to escape this ambush. 

“Monty, we’ll talk soon, I promise. Just not tonight.” She turns to me and asks, “Can we go?” 

“Yeah.” 

As we turn to leave, Quiver implores, “Piper, please, don’t go. Can’t we just talk? Hang out? I’ve missed you so much, and we have so much to catch up on. Please.” 

I say to him as calmly as possible, “I get it, you miss her. You want to catch up. But you have no idea the shit life she’s lived. Give her a bit of time.” 

Turning heel and heading down the hall, away from everyone and toward the office, Piper runs off. When her brother attempts to follow, I decide I’ve had enough. “You have no idea what she’s been through and probably never will. If you want to talk later, fine, but not today.” 

Turning on me, ready to take on anyone, Quiver pushes past my guys, coming face-to-face with me. “Who the fuck do you think—"

“I think I’m someone who’s seen what she’s endured. She’s taken far more than you can imagine.” Pushing back against him, I grind out, “Don’t piss me off, Bow. I don’t have the patience to deal with some cock who can’t listen.” 

“Oh, I listen, and I heard everything, but now you hear me. To have no idea for nearly twenty years if she was alive or dead,” he sneers. “To wonder if she was being tortured or raped every day. That’s what you’re keeping from her family by
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