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DESCRIPTION

 

I thought I was free. But you don’t get to run away from the Wolves.

 

All my family’s been a part of the Black Wolves Motorcycle Club for as long as I can remember.

 

But after my parents died, I wanted nothing more to do with the bikers. 

 

Nothing to do with Ash, who kissed me, and broke up with me shortly afterward. 

 

Nothing to do with Nico, who loved me, and left me the next morning without so much as an explanation. 

 

With my brother lost to the club, I wanted to leave it all behind. I didn’t want to be a part of that world.

 

Unfortunately, that world isn't yet done with me.

 

Ash and Nico turn up at my apartment one day. Uninvited, I might add. They say my future’s with them as an ol’ lady.

 

I’ll be damned if they think I’m willing to go with them.
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CHAPTER 1

 

Nico

 

Daylight swarms my eyes. I clasp my bike helmet on, and open up one of the garages, revealing my pride and joy. My Harley-Davison Softail, with a slimmer rear end. The make gives it a hot-rod design that was popular in the 50’s. Far more attractive than the Fatboys in my opinion, but if you asked Ash, he’d swear himself blue in the face that his vintage monster was superior.

Well, we all have our own choices when it comes to bikes. The one thing we share in common is how much we love them. Some of us like the sports ones, some of us prefer the cruisers. It’s all down to lifestyle.

My Harley has the name of Sheila, which is the “feel” I get from her shape. Can’t imagine her with any other name. I inspect Sheila from top to bottom, check the oil level, then climb onto her. She’s comfortable, and a sense of power rings through my arms and body as I set up, rid the kickstand, flip the kill switch down, turn on the ignition, and let the engine warm. I focus on Sheila, the ritual of starting and waiting. I give Sheila a quick caress before rolling her out onto the street. I click the garage to start closing behind me, and as much as I’d love to lose myself to the road, I can’t.

I’ve been called for a meeting at the Black Wolves headquarters. All meetings we have to attend without question unless we have a damn good reason not to go. Club rules. This one leaves an uneasy sensation in my stomach.

What the fuck did you do this time, Brooks?

He’s not usually a shit-stirrer. There’s trouble that comes with the territory, but we have a code. A code he must have fucked up. When I got the call from Chaos, he was curt, cold. When I asked him why we were having the meeting, all I got in return was “Brooks fucked up. Need the senior patches here.” Pretty serious if Chaos is contacting the high rankers. Without the knowledge of what Brooks exactly screwed up, though, it leaves my mind crawling with possibilities.

Ash rolls out from the other garage on his Fatboy, zipping up his black leather jacket, flexing himself for the road ahead. He gives me a nod, and we settle our bikes next to one another, before twisting the throttle and accelerating.

The road’s not as much of a comfort as it usually is. Dirt kicks up behind as I turn to the wilder parts of town, and the sun beats down on my back. Ash drives by my side, careful to maintain a similar pace. There’s strength in numbers, strength in the brotherhood between us, and on a normal day, I’d be flinging jibes at him or looking for the long way around so we can race. We make it to our headquarters in about fifteen minutes.

There are metal railings for our bikes to position between, and walking through the Black Wolves entrance feels like walking into a temple. It’s sacred. It’s our land. Our bar, our community, which belongs to all the brothers here.

Ash heads straight to the bar, paying for the last drink. The black wolf patch displays proudly on the back of his jacket. The image is the silhouetted figure of a wolf howling at a red moon. He slams a shot in his mouth, almost tosses the glass back at the bartender. “Another.”

“No more,” Marvin snaps at Ash. “Bar’s closed.”

“Fuck, man. I’ll buy one for you.”

“Ash,” I say. “Don’t get yourself pissed before the meeting, buddy.”

Ash spins around. “My old man’s gathering us like sheep to a pen again. We’re gonna form judgment on Brooks. Rather get myself pissed up before I have to do something like that to a friend.”

Marvin takes the opportunity to scurry from behind the bar, where there’s an overarching, motorcycle mural covering the background, and disappears into the side room. Ash looks as if he’s contemplating reaching across to pump some alcohol out.

“C’mon, man,” I say, clapping him on the shoulder. His hair is spiky today, matching the spiked earrings he has. He’s been growing out his beard and mustache recently, which coincidentally is the opposite of what his old man’s doing.

Inside the office, five of the highest-ranked members of the Black Wolves are in there, along with Chaos, the president, and Marvin, who seats himself down with the others. Brooks stands alone as if banished to the corner, and everyone else will be sitting down, facing him. I sit next to Ash. We both try to catch Brooks’ attention, but his gaze is firmly fixed on the ground. His long blond hair obscures his forehead and eyes. He always used to do that when he wanted to mentally check out of a situation. Lean forward, use his hair as a shroud.

“One more person…” Chaos nods when the last missing senior member of the Black Wolves pushes in. “Finally.”

The room falls completely silent, and we all watch Chaos suck in a breath. The president’s a big, beefy man, balding and clean-shaven. His dark eyes are piercing, almost feral. “Thanks for coming along to the emergency church. We got ourselves a situation, boys. More of a disaster, if I’m being honest. This idiot over here,” he says, jerking his thumb at Brooks, who lifts up his head in slight defiance, “Decided to break into the Saints and Sinners headquarters.”

Ash slumps back in his chair, and I cover my mouth. Brooks…

“The Sinners are yet to be aware of it, thank fuck. But if they do find out – you all know what that means. It’ll be the end of our armistice.”

A hard-earned armistice, at that. I remember exactly what kind of bloodshed transpired between our two outlaw clubs. What was lost. The thought that it might kickstart all over again sends a fresh coating of rage and anxiety. Pain throbs through my knuckles, and I lift up my left hand. The knuckles are a shiny red from where I’ve been needling them into the seat.

“Now Brooks deserves a hearing with our senior patches, but I can’t let the word spread out beyond this.” Chaos pauses for a moment and takes in Brooks. “You know how important the armistice is. You know who we’ve lost over the years, how hard it was to reach a compromise with those bastards. Five years ago – pretty sure you were alive then – remember that? The bloodbath? We lost good people that day.” Chaos looks at me, and I know exactly what he’s thinking.

My parents. My brother.

If Brooks broke into the enemy headquarters, all our efforts to maintain peace will be wasted. I can’t fucking believe Brooks would risk it all. He knows what the damn cost is.

“Let’s hear your story. Tell us exactly why you felt risking everything we’ve worked for was worth it.” Chaos stares down Brooks. In response, Brooks straightens up as if there’s a hook tugging his spine upwards, and puffs out his chest.

“I have a very good reason for doing what I did. My parents.”

Chaos arches his eyebrows, and Ash exchanges an exasperated glance with me. I don’t understand where Brooks is heading with this.

“Continue,” Chaos says.

“My parents weren’t killed in a road accident. I’m certain of it. The Sinners are behind it. Had a clue I needed to verify. That’s why I broke in.”

“A clue?” Chaos says this slowly. “Is that so, boy? Do you have evidence of this? Did you find any proof?”

Brooks falls into a sullen silence for a moment. “No. I didn’t find any.”

Chaos pinches the bridge of his nose, and I see Ash doing the same. “Boy, I know you’ve been upset about your parents for a long time. You also know more than anyone here that I pulled every string I have in this world to try figure out if it was a hit by the Sinners. We’ve been on this ride before. It’s not. It was an unfortunate road accident. You need to let go of this ridiculous theory before it fucks up everything we’ve worked for and gets you killed.”

Brooks knows enough not to snap back at Chaos. No one argues back with Chaos during church, unless they have a death wish. The president claps his hands. “Let us discuss Brooks’ punishment.”

Now the room’s been opened up to a conversation, we consider.

“He fucked up so badly,” Ash hisses to me. “A normal person will be killed for this.”

Killed. Yes, that would be the punishment for a biker who refused to respect and adhere to something as important as a peace treaty. Marvin proposes it instantly and gains instant traction with Barry, who tends to side on the extreme when it comes to punishments. Bobby, Jake, and Zeke discuss among themselves, while the last senior member, Nathaniel, approaches Brooks to talk to him quietly.

“He shouldn’t go unpunished,” Zeke eventually says. “But I don’t think we should kill him. We’re not certain if his actions will be discovered, right?”

“Doesn’t matter,” Barry snaps. “He disobeyed something important. Brother or not, you don’t fuck around with that shit. Our laws are laws for a reason.”

“He shouldn’t die for this,” Ash pipes up. Chaos examines his son with mild interest. “He was an idiot, sure, but we know how fucked up Brooks has been since the accident.”

“I’m with him,” I say. “In any other circumstance, sure. Disobedience will lose you your life. But I can sympathize with this.” I keep calm like it’s just logical to think through these thoughts, rather than revealing the true intention – that I really, really don’t want one of my best friends to be killed. We’ve been friends for so long. He’s a good man, and he doesn’t deserve this. Even with what he did.

We’re more than friends. We’re brothers.

“Of course you’ll say that. You’re thick as thieves,” Marvin spits. “Maximum punishment.”

The vice president, Bobby, gives Marvin a slitted glare. “You’re often too eager for blood, Marvin. This is a brother of ours, and death should not come lightly. Especially considering the blood he comes from.”

Nathaniel and Road Captain Jake err on the side of compassion as well, and I breathe a small sigh of relief. Not a majority call for Brooks’ death among the seniors.

“I hear you all,” Chaos says quietly. Brooks remains silent in the face of his judgment. “And I will say now that Ricky was close to me. He was one of my most faithful friends. I lost a good man that day. I won’t betray his memory. I understand the need to find something meaningful in death.” He pauses for drama, letting the tension build up before he metes out his personal judgment. His eyes are cold and dark, like black holes. “Brooks will be exiled instead.”

I grit my teeth. Exile. A horrible fate when your entire existence has been shaped around this way of life. I know as well as anyone how much the club means to Brooks. We’ve both lost our parents. Our existence is tangled up in this community. Our family and brothers. There’s nothing more wonderful than to be included in such a brotherhood, and nothing so terrible as to be thrown out into the mud.

Brooks’ eyes widen, and horror forms in his expression.

“You will be exiled. You can no longer contact any club member after this meeting. And you are banned from now on in investigating your parents’ death.” Chaos smiles thinly. It reminds me of the way an eagle examines its prey, just before striking.

“And how exactly are you going to stop me?” Brooks says, risking disrespect by speaking back. “If I want to keep looking into this?”

“Simple.” Chaos snaps his fingers. “We will have Dakota return to us as collateral. I plan to have her become Ash and Nico’s ol’ lady.”

“What?” Brooks stares at Chaos. “Leave her out of this. She doesn’t want any part in the lifestyle.”

“Thanks to what you’ve done, that’s not an option anymore. I need collateral to ensure your good behavior outside of the club. If I find out you’ve broken these conditions, you can be sure Dakota will bite the dust. I’m sure you’ll be much more respectful of my rules when you realize someone else will suffer because of you.”

Dakota.

“Wait, you want us to have her as our ol’ lady?” Ash says. “Not me, or Nico alone, but both of us?”

“Did I stutter?” Chaos shuts down his son. The few eyebrows that were raised among the other senior members disappear. “Those are my terms and conditions. Barry, Zeke, escort Brooks out of the club. Take his patch. He is no longer one of us.”

With the meeting adjoined, Ash drags me to the bar, not wanting to see our friend turfed out. Marvin crawls behind it, and Ash immediately orders two shots for us.

“What the fuck, man,” Ash says, elbows hard on the bar counter. “What the hell is my father thinking?”

“He’s right,” I say, though I’m every bit as surprised. “There has to be collateral. Otherwise, he could go sell our secrets to the enemy.”

“He wouldn’t do that. He hates the Sinners.”

“They’re not the only gang out there.” I accept my whisky shot, throw it down. “But man. Dakota’s gonna hate this.”

“I know. It’s fucked up. It’s not fair to her at all.”

“Brooks fucked up first.” It’s the unfortunate truth. I picture Dakota in my mind. Blonde, like her brother. Clouded blue eyes, a killing smile, a body men would weep over. Additionally, burning hatred for all things bike. She moved to another city to be away from the Black Wolves. Cut all contact with us, no matter what we used to be in her life.

Now it seems we’re going to force her to be our ol’ lady. Can’t exactly disobey Chaos’ ruling on the matter. What he says is the law. And you don’t get to refuse without troubleshooting you in the face.

 


 

CHAPTER 2

 

 

Ash

 

I’m stuck in the prison of a car with Nico, rather than enjoying the freedom of my bike. My last message to Brooks was to tell him to keep the rubber side down, to let him know we’d take good care of his sister, before blocking him on all avenues. If he was to reply back to us and Chaos caught it, then that’s the end of it. You don’t break my father’s rules.

It’s because of his rules and his iron-fisted domination over the Black Wolves, that we’re a respected motorcycle club in Wyoming. We base ourselves around and in Laramie, though it’s not uncommon to go riding off to other cities or the bountiful countryside. Chaos took our one-percenter club from his grandpappy and turned it into a real enterprise, gunning down rivals, getting a chokehold in the local police precincts, wiping out two smaller chapters of bigger clubs in the area.

He boasted about it enough when he dragged me along to his shit. Let me watch him kill a man when I was ten. Brutal is the best way to describe my father. Brutal is why the other clubs don’t give us much trouble. Except for the Saints and Sinners. But that was meant to be resolved five years ago. We signed the peace treaty. Uneasy as it exists, no one wants a repeat of the bloodbath half a decade ago. No one with remaining



























