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      Award-winning author E.M. Shue delivers an explosive dark MC romance with President’s Poison, the first book in the Drago Defiance MC Alaska series. Get ready for a tough heroine, an intense alpha male, age-gap tension, and tortured soul vibes that E.M. fans crave.

      I should have died that night.

      Kidnapped. Raped. Drugged for months. I escaped the hell they kept me in. But going home could mean death for my family and club.

      Then Titan appears. The man I saw once in a blur of blood and chaos. He claims to be President of the Drago Defiance MC Alaska. Says he wants to protect me. Take me home.

      I give him one night. Then I run.

      But Titan doesn’t quit.

      Now he’s chasing me down… and I might let him catch me. Because he could be my only chance to protect the people I love.

      He wants to save me from my past.

      I’m terrified it will destroy us both.

      My name is Poison, and I’ve never needed anyone—until now.

      

      Sign up for E.M.'s Consent for Suspense for a free story as well as first chance at cover reveals, releases, contests and more.

    

  


  
    
      For Rachel,

      a real-life tough girl.
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      I move through the quiet yacht, replaying every part of the plan in my head. It’s been a week since I saw the news report with my brother, father, and sisters begging people to help find me. Every hour since, I’ve mapped out my escape, meticulous in every detail. I want to live through it. But if I don’t, at least I’ll know I gave it everything I had. Either way, freedom will be mine, even in death.

      Andrus has left me unmedicated for the first time in six months. For the past week, I’ve proven I can listen, that I’ll be a good girl and do as he says. From the moment River and I were kidnapped back in August, the drugs never stopped. My body aches for them. I crave the numbness, anything to escape the reality that I’m still here. Stuck with this man and his twisted idea that women are his to do whatever he wants. That he owns us. That we are beneath him. Now his guards lie unconscious on the floor, the same men who abused me every chance they had.

      No one is coming for me. No one even knows where I am. Because of the news coverage, Andrus won’t risk taking me out in public. I’m trapped on this yacht, miles from the coast. That leaves me with only a few options, and death is one of them.

      I’m not suicidal, so I’ll do everything I can to survive. For months, even while craving the drugs, I knew I had to get off them. I’ve been stockpiling the pills, hiding them in my room, in a place where the guards never search. I don’t swallow them. I barely eat, because I know the food is laced too. They stopped using needles after the bruises became too obvious, which led to the pills I now use against them. My only defense is to be smarter. Stronger.

      We’ve been moored in Elliott Bay outside Seattle for over a week. I know where I am now, and I know I can get away from him here. I can blend in, disappear, travel anywhere I have to. But I can never go home to Alaska. Not while Andrus is alive. He’s threatened to kill my family and friends, and I won’t be the reason they die. When he threatened to take my niece, sweet little Skyler, I knew I had to run.

      Tonight, when Andrus took his jet boat into Seattle to have dinner with friends, I knew it was time. I pulled out my stash of pills and drugged the skeleton crew left behind to watch me. The kitchen and cleaning staff are all gone, taking time off, same with the mechanical crew. Only the first mate and a guy filling in for the engineer remain. I’ve taken care of them all.

      I hate having to hurt them, but they’ve all hurt me in some way. Some by touching me when they thought they could get away with it. Andrus doesn’t share me, but that doesn’t stop them from trying. They do everything they can without full penetration. I’m tired of being their plaything. The others have hurt me with their silence, their indifference. They don’t care that I’m being kept here against my will. For that, they will die too.

      In the six months since I was captured and sold to Andrus, the old me has been dying a little each day. My family used to say I was stubborn and defiant. It’s why my mother and I have zero contact. That, and what she did to my brother, Thad, and the love of his life, Scout. How she told Scout to abort my niece. How she even paid her to do it. Scout didn’t, thank goodness, but my mother’s manipulation destroyed them.

      Now here I am, ready to defy my owner. I was born and raised in Alaska. I’m an independent woman, and I will save myself.

      I keep moving through the yacht, making sure I don’t forget anything. I had to drug the guards hard. They might have overdosed. I don’t care. I stripped them both and pried off their Kevlar vests. In the engine room, I find fire-resistant jumpers and gloves but no shoes or socks that will protect me from burns.

      Standing on the back deck, I look over the stash I’ve gathered in the last fifteen minutes. I don’t know how much time I have left, so I need to hurry. The Seattle skyline glows in the distance, the Space Needle shining above it all. An island sits about a good mile from where the yacht is anchored. We aren’t in the main traffic lane for the big barges, but we’re far enough out that no one else will be hurt by what I’m about to do.

      The oven gas is already seeping into the kitchen. I’ve started a leak on the pressurized diesel in the maintenance section and bilge. I only have a short time before my ignition source sparks and everything goes boom.

      I secure one Kevlar vest over the jumper and wrap the second around my legs, then move carefully to the dive platform at the stern. This is the part I couldn’t plan. I feel confined, but the gear should help protect me from burns and soften the impact when I hit the water. I pull a hat over my hair that is no longer deep purple. It has faded and is growing out, my natural medium blond creeping back at the roots.

      The only light out here is the red beacon flashing to warn others we’re here. The interior lights don’t reach this far, and if they did, I turned them off so no one would see me. My hope is to swim to the island if I survive the explosion. Andrus will think I’m dead, and I like that idea. I worry that after all the beatings I’ve taken these past few months, my body won’t handle the swim. The lack of food hasn’t helped either. The thought that I might not make it to the island scares me, but I’ll try. I’ll do whatever it takes to escape this living hell I’ve been trapped in.

      I know I don’t have much more time. The cigarettes I left burning should hit the matches any second. I stretch my arms out, preparing to jump. The weight of the vests will initially drag me under, but they should protect me from the impact.

      “Goodbye, Thad, Daddy, Ryder, Skyler, Scout, and River. I love you all.” I say their names like a prayer, hoping I’ll see them again someday. I jump as two things happen at once. I hear another boat approaching in the darkness and the yacht explodes behind me.

      The blast throws me into the air. Searing heat scorches my back, legs, and arms. My feet burn, and I scream. The hair I didn’t stuff into the hat singes. My wrists blister as the gloves slip off, and I feel the flesh bubbling. The blinding light and heat sting my eyes, making them water. My throat aches with every scream, full of raw, searing pain.

      When I finally hit the water, it’s nothing like I expected. I thought it would be like hitting the pavement. The passing boat caused a wake, saving me from the massive number of broken bones I could have had. But my face slams into the water, and it’s like running into a brick wall or someone’s fist. Bones snap. My scream, already garbled, becomes a silent cry in my head until the pain and shock of the cold water shut my mind off.

      I lose consciousness as I sink into the depths. I’m going to die… trying to save myself.
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        * * *

      

      Pain radiates through my whole body, followed by awareness of sounds and smells. I hear the beeping of machines. Even as I try to control my breathing until I know where I am, my body betrays me. My heart races. Beeps surround me. Then the sharp smell of antiseptic and cleaning chemicals hits my nose, mingling with the dry air from the tubing.

      I’m in a hospital. I survived, but the amount of pain I’m in begs to differ. Everything aches—from the tips of my toes to the hair on my head. I can’t stop the motion of moistening my lips, and that’s when I hear a chair rustle next to me. I want to turn my head and look, but I can’t move. Every muscle is locked in place by heavy medication.

      “Don’t worry. You’re safe now. I got you.” A soft female voice comes from next to my ear. “It’s a good thing I was on my way to check out the yacht when it exploded, or you’d have been killed,” the woman says. “I’m Maisy. I help rescue women like you. You’re listed as a Jane Doe, and I said I found you, not that you came from the yacht.”

      It takes a herculean effort, but I try to shake my head, only to find it trapped in something surrounding it. My voice croaks, barely more than a whisper. “Never safe from him.”

      “I’ll help you. I told them you were conscious when I found you, but you couldn’t remember who you were. Keep it that way.”

      “Well, looks like our girl is finally awake,” another woman says from across the room.

      I try to open my eyes, but all I see is darkness. I think I lift a hand, but it flops back onto the bed.

      “Don’t force movement. It’s going to take some time. You’ve been in a coma for three weeks. The doctors started reducing your meds a few days ago.” I hear the second woman approach, her shoes squeaking against the floor. Every other sense seems to take over for my lack of sight. “I’m your nurse, Pamela. I’m going to put a straw to your lips. Sip. It will help so you can talk.” As she speaks, I feel the movements around me, then the plastic against my dry lips.

      I open my mouth and take a deep pull, but she pulls the straw away before I get enough.

      “I want more,” I beg her.

      “A little at a time. Can you tell me your name?”

      “I don’t know,” I say, following Maisy’s advice. “Where am I?” My voice is so scratchy I cough. The movement makes my chest burn, and then a sharp pain takes my breath away.

      “You’re in the hospital.”

      Something lands on my shoulder, and I can’t help cringing. I remember being touched when I didn’t want it so many times. As my body shifts, stabs of pain shoot through me, and I bite my tongue to keep from crying out.

      “Calm down, Jane. You’re going to be okay. You’ve sustained multiple broken bones and several second- and third-degree burns. Do you know what happened to you?” Pamela asks as she tries to calm me.

      “I don’t know. I can’t see.”

      “The doctors should be making rounds soon. I’ll have them check your eyes. Are you feeling any pain?”

      I want to tell her everything hurts, but I don’t want any more drugs. I’m afraid of addiction.

      “I’ll be here with you, Jane,” Maisy says from my other side. “Go ahead and take the medication.”

      I hear a beep, and a blissful fogginess washes over me. I lose the battle to stay awake.
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        * * *

      

      The next time I wake, I hear more voices around me.

      “Hello, Jane,” a deep, masculine voice says, and I do everything I can to keep from lashing out. “I’m Dr. Piner. I’m the ophthalmologist your surgeon and physician brought in to examine your eyes. You’ve been asleep for a couple of days. Your body is still trying to heal from what you went through.”

      “Okay,” I answer, and my voice cracks. A straw is pressed to my lips. I take a couple of deep swallows before it’s pulled away.

      “My light is going to be bright, but can you open your eyes, please?”

      I do as he directs, and a harsh brightness cuts into my vision. I squeeze my eyes shut, but I can’t block the light. My eyes burn and ache.

      “Hmm. Open them again if you can, Jane.”

      I open my eyes, and this time I keep them open until they water.

      “Your corneas are fine, but your retinas have detached in both eyes. If I didn’t know any better, I’d say you survived a sudden impact or explosion.” He pauses and turns away.

      “I can see your outline a little,” I tell him, and he turns back to me.

      “I’d like to schedule you for surgery to repair the damage. Until then, I’m going to cover your eyes to give them a chance to rest, but the surgery will happen within the next day or so.”

      “Okay.” I pause, worried about what this means for me.

      He talks to the other medical staff in the room, and I avoid listening. I’m cataloging my body in my head. One arm and one leg are braced. My feet feel wrapped up too. Gauze covers most of my face. Pain radiates through my hip, lower back, wrists, and hands.

      “Tell me what’s wrong with me,” I say to the room. “My eyes are damaged. What else?”

      “Your right leg is broken at the tibia and fibula. Both of your feet suffered second-degree burns. Your left hip and lower back had third-degree burns, and you needed skin grafts there. Your wrists and part of your forearms were second-degree.” Maisy pauses, then continues. “Your face sustained multiple fractures, and surgery was required to repair it. You’ve lost a lot of hair from the burns, and your neck was burned too. I found you in a park on Bainbridge Island. The police believe you were brutally attacked, beaten, and left for dead. If I hadn’t come along, you probably wouldn’t have made it.” She gently slips her hand into mine. It hurts, but I squeeze hers as best as I can.

      “Hello, Jane. I’m Dr. Krusher, your surgeon. I know, it’s just like the Star Trek name but spelled differently.” A woman in scrubs steps forward. She looks like a blob of green and blue. She leans over the bed so I can see her kind eyes, and her voice is soft and soothing. I like her joke and smile. My brother loved Star Trek: The Next Generation reruns when we were kids.

      “Hello,” I whisper, and Maisy reaches for the water. I take several gulps, and it soothes my throat as it goes down.

      Looking at Maisy, I notice she’s a dark and pale blur. I can’t wait until I can see properly so I can put faces to names. Maisy exudes gentleness, and it calms me.

      “Your throat will be tender for a while. You sustained some minor burns there. I’ve had you loaded with several antibiotics to prevent infection from the burns on your body. I put a partial skin graft on your hip and lower back.” She takes a deep breath and rests her hand on the bed rail. “I’m sorry to say you’re not only going to have the optical surgery to repair your eyes, but we’ll also have to go in and put pins in your leg and arm. I’ve asked a good friend of mine, an excellent plastic surgeon, to help with your face. Now that the swelling has gone down, we can see where more needs to be done. I’m really sorry for whatever happened to you, but we’ll be here to help you through this long recovery. Can you tell me anything that might help me?” Her head tips slightly, as if hoping I can come up with something. I want to tell her everything, but I can’t. There are more important people to save here than myself.

      “I don’t know.” I try to shake my head, my movement limited by the brace. “I can’t remember anything before I opened my eyes.” I pause and close my eyes, acting like I’m concentrating. “I can only feel fear and pain.” It’s the truth. The surgeon nods her head when I reopen my eyes. I look over her shoulder toward where I think the ophthalmologist is. “I can see blobs where you all are. I can just barely make out Dr. Krusher’s eyes when she leans close to me.” I turn toward Maisy. “I can tell that Maisy has black hair when she leans in to give me water.”

      “That’s very good. I’ll prep the OR for a procedure tomorrow to repair the damage. You may need to wear glasses for the rest of your life,” Dr. Piner says.

      I take a deep sigh, and pain ratchets through my body. I moan and try to wrap my arms across myself, but they’re restrained to the bed. “Can I be unrestrained?” I ask.

      “Of course. That was for your protection. The nurses noticed you were moving around as you came out of the coma, and they didn’t want you to injure yourself further,” Dr. Krusher says.

      Through my narrow vision, I watch as a nurse immediately appears to remove the soft
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