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I’d like to dedicate this story to my mama, who is a three-time cancer survivor and is currently battling stage 4 lung cancer, and to all the men and women who have battled with cancer and their families. Cancer is the 2nd leading cause of death in the United States. The number of deaths per year are as follows: 598,038 making the total deaths 21.7 percent.

There’s also an underlying story mixed into this that hits home with me. Suicide, no matter what age, is something I wouldn’t wish on anyone, yet it affects so many of us, my family included.

Each day, in the United States alone, there’s an average of over 3,041 suicide attempts made by young people in grades 9–12. The number of Americans who die by suicide is 44,965 each year. There are 13.8 deaths by suicide per 100,000 persons each year. Almost 500,000 people are treated in emergency rooms each year for self-inflected injuries. These are staggering statistics that I hope can be prevented. Suicide is the tenth leading cause of death in the US, accounting for more than 1% of all deaths with it being the second leading cause of death among people ages 15-24. Eight out of ten people considering suicide give some sign of their intentions.

We can all help to prevent suicide. The Lifeline is one way, providing twenty-four hours, seven days a week free and confidential support for people in distress. It provides prevention and crisis resources for you or your loved ones, and best practices for professionals.

The number for Lifeline is; tel:1-800-273-8255

No suicide attempt should be dismissed or treated lightly!

No matter the race or age of the person or how rich or poor they are, most people who die by suicide have a mental or emotional disorder. The most common underlying disorder is depression. Suicide victims suffer from major depression or bipolar (manic-depressive) disorder. That total is a staggering number at 30% to 70%. If you or someone you know is contemplating suicide, call 1-800-SUICIDE (1-800-784-2433) or 1-800-273-TALK (1-800-273-8255).

https://suicidepreventionlifeline.org/ 

This will connect you with a crisis center in your area.
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Love y’all so hard,

Elle
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TO AVOID SPOILERS THIS LIST ONLY INCLUDES THE CHARACTERS MENTIONED

IN THE PREVIOUS BOOKS

ROYAL MC Members:

King Royal – President – King Royal Jr (Son of King Sr), brother to Duke VP (Royally Tempted book 3)

Duke Royal – Vice President – Son of King Royal Sr, brother to King (Royally Treasured book 4)

Traeger – Sgt at Arms (Royally Taken book 2)

Keys – Enforcer (Royally Broken book 5)

Hollywood aka Scott Haven – Enforcer (Royally Chosen Christmas book 7)

Digger – Road Captain – Owns Royal Towing

Cosmo – Enforcer and money man (Royally F**ked changed to Royally Saved book 6)

Tymber – Tattoo Artist (Royally Twisted book 1)

Ayesha – King’s ole’ lady

Ivy – Tymber’s ole’ lady, former best friend of Luke Royal

Luke Royal – Twin to Duke Royal / Luke committed suicide in Royally Twisted.

Kailani – Traeger’s ole’ lady – Mob boss’s daughter (Father and Brother both killed in previous books)

Lennox – Duke’s ole’ lady – Doc’s daughter – Doctor and old timer

Palmer – Keys’ ole’ lady (Royally Broken book 5)

DaiTai – Cosmo’s ole’ lady (Royally Saved book 6)

Talena – Hollywood’s ole’ lady (Royally Chosen Christmas book 7)

Archer – Formerly known as prospect Frog – Real name is Mick Richardson (Royally Targeted book 9)

Tiana – Sister to Ayesha, King’s ole’ lady (Royally Targeted book 9)

Groot – Pete former prospect, killed in Royally Tempted by Ayesha/King

Former Originals: None have books or have been mentioned except King Sr... yet “wink”

King Royal Sr – President – Deceased

Ryno Marx – VP - Deceased

Argo Peters – Sgt at Arms – Deceased

Crazy Jax – Treasurer – Deceased

Torpedo (Tinny) – Deceased
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Prologue
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Ivy’s heart hammered against her chest. Her blood ran cold through her veins at the desperation in Luke’s tone as she beat against the bathroom door, praying he’d open up. “Dammit, let me in. Let’s talk about this,” she begged. Over her shoulder, she glared at the blond man who ruined their carefully constructed world. He shrugged one broad shoulder, seemingly unaffected by what was happening.

A whimper came through, giving her a renewed sense of purpose, giving her hope. How the fuck had things gone from perfectly fine when she’d left home that morning to this...a complete shitshow, she wasn’t sure.

“Everything’s fucked. I can’t face them, Ivy.” Luke’s voice sounded desperate.

She pressed her palm to the door, leaning her forehead against the hard wood. “Luke, baby, we’ve gotten through tougher shit, we can get through this.”

The man behind her growled, but she waved her free hand frantically, needing him to shut the hell up. Luke tended to be a drama king, only something told her this was different.

“Not this time, love. Not this time. King knows. He knows something. I love you, Ivy. Remember I’ve always loved you.”

She jerked backward at his words, her palms sweating. “Luke, open this fucking door. Stop talking like an idiot, and let’s sit down and figure this out.”

Time seemed to suspend at the sound she’d heard many times when she’d been at the rifle range, the sound of a shell being inserted and then the barrel being locked in place. Panic had her reaching above her head for the key kept over the frame to unlock the door, fearing she’d be too late, worried she’d piss Luke off. Fear won out as she pushed the key in.

Ivy burst through the door at the same time as the shotgun boomed through the small space. Most people would’ve been screaming, and maybe she did. Her body jerked as if it too felt the impact of the bullet, her hand going over her mouth. In slow motion, her feet took her the short distance where Luke lay, his eyes staring up at the ceiling, his body in a pool of blood. “Oh god, Luke, what did you do?” she sobbed, shaking, slipping on Luke’s blood.

“Holy shit. I’m calling 911.”

She heard someone say as if from far away, but she just wanted another moment with Luke before he was gone, but he was already gone, his eyes, those beautiful chocolate eyes, were vacant. “You promised you’d never leave me alone. You lied, damn you.” How many times she’d laid on his chest and cried her eyes out, she couldn’t remember, but none of them had ever been filled with only her heart beating. “We were going to raise our kids together one day, remember?” Another sob escaped followed by another. Her body felt heavy, the blood was cooling. Shouldn’t it stay warm longer? He was her best friend. They’d met in grade school when he’d punched a boy for pulling her pigtails. They’d become best friends when she’d punched a girl for breaking up with him in junior high. They became the it couple in high school when he became her...everything. Now, he was lying in a pool of thick, cooling blood.

Ivy stayed there on the bathroom floor with the tangy scent of copper filling every fiber of her being, covering every inch of her body. She was sure she’d never be clean again, but not wanting to leave Luke alone, needing to make sure he had someone with him. Fuck, his brothers were going to kill her was her last thought before she shut down and just floated.
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Tymber shook Alan’s hand at the end of the meeting. “Thanks for coming and talking tonight,” Alan said.

“No thanks needed, man. You and I both know I owe you and this place my sanity. If I can give even a small amount back, I’ll do it.” He grinned at the raised brow his friend gave him. Sure, back when he’d first began coming to the meetings, he’d only done it to make his sisters happy. Of course, he’d found it an easy way to pick up women, then he’d actually found a little peace in the place. A win win for a man who hadn’t had much to look forward to back then. Coming up on his five year cancer free date, he felt a little bit of everything. One of them being the need to celebrate.

He saw a slim form pass by the open door, her dark hair shone in the hallway catching his attention. He was sure he’d seen her walk past a couple times before. He made his excuses and went to see if he could find the beauty, coming to a hard stop outside the door. His brows pulled down into a frown as he watched her stand on her tip toes outside one of the meeting rooms. Although he’d used the meetings in the beginning as his personal pickup place, ‘cause seriously, he was a guy who had issues five years ago. Cancer being the biggest one, losing his hair not really much of an issue, but undergoing a mastectomy seriously fucked with his head. He kinda became a dick and used the meetings as his personal playground. Hell, women there had been easy pickings, and he’d been just the dickhead to take advantage. Now though, he didn’t like the idea of anyone coming around to spy.

“Think she’s lost?” Alan murmured.

“No clue but I’m about to find out.” The woman in question had on black combat boots, giving her a couple inches in height, but he could see she was a petite little thing. However, the window was still too high for her to see through without jumping. Tymber didn’t think she’d be the type of woman to do such a thing, but he’d been surprised before.

“Isn’t that the suicide meeting?”

He glanced back at Alan, giving him a look that said shut the hell up, just as their friend Aubrey strolled out of the back room. “Hey, who’re we spying on?” she whispered.

Tymber tipped his head up toward the ceiling and stepped back into the room. She was one of the only ladies he considered a friend and wasn’t one with benefits. Again, he was that guy before his diagnosis. Of course, she’d been pregnant when they’d first met five years ago and bent on keeping her child even if it had meant her life. Today, she’s a mother to a four year old. She upped her crazy by naming Tymber as one of the kids godfathers. Like him she was in remission and thriving. He’d told her she had to live, or he’d have her kid tatted up by fifteen. “Aubs, you need a filter.”

“So says the manwhore. Go see if she needs help getting into the meeting, Tymber,” Aubrey gave him a shove.

“Fuck, Aubrey, you can’t make someone go to a meeting if they don’t want to. Why don’t you two go home, and I’ll go have a chat. Maybe she’s just lost.” He winked at the two people who were the complete opposite of him, yet were two of his closest friends, next to Ember and Lincoln at Twisted Ink, the tattoo shop they owned together. “I’ll see if I can’t help her.”

“She doesn’t need your D to convince her to not end her life, Tymber,” she whispered.

Tymber rolled his eyes. “Did I say she did? What, do you need the D, Aubs? Not mine since that is off the table and all, what with you being like my sister and everything.” He grinned at the dirty look she shot him while flipping him the bird.

“Just don’t be an ass, Tymber Black,” she warned.

It was his turn to flip her the bird as he waited for Alan and Aubrey to leave. He was glad to see the two of them together and happy. Aubrey’s fiancé had left her as soon as he’d heard she was pregnant, then after the baby was born, he signed his rights away. If any man was a dick, it was that guy and guys like him.

Walking out the door, he made his way toward the mystery woman, wondering what would make a stunner like her want to kill herself. Her outfit screamed zero fucks given but clearly cost a lot of money. He was the only boy of four and knew enough to spot name brands. Harley Davidson clothes were sexy as fuck but weren’t cheap. Paired with the leather mini skirt, and the dollar signs were adding up. The slim, sexy legs he could imagine wrapped around his waist or neck...he truly was an equal opportunity guy, looked as though she worked out.

“You going to stand there all night and eye fuck me, or move on?”

Tymber brought his gaze up, startled to see bright green eyes glaring back at him. Black hair, green eyes, and porcelain skin. Black Irish his mama would’ve call her. Damn, he bet she had the fiery temper too. “Sorry, I was trying to get the nerve up to speak to you,” he lied.

She fell back onto her feet, no longer standing on the tips of the boots she wore, the leather making a creaking noise in the silence of the hall. “Uh huh, and you thought my ass had all the answers?”

A grin split his lips. “Sugar, many a fine ladies’ asses have left me speechless, yet none have given me answers. Does your ass talk?”

It was her turn to grin. “Well, I’m told when I walk away men’s tongues tend to wag. Does that count?”

He stepped closer, keeping his hands in his pockets, not wanting to appear threatening. Damn, she smelled fucking amazing. “I’d ask for a demonstration, but I find myself not wanting you to leave.”

She snorted. “Good line, lumberjack.”

Tymber startled at the name. “What?”

“The flannel and work boots. Hence lumberjack. Although I do have to say California is a far cry from the woods.” As she spoke, her hand went up and down, outlining his frame, indicating his attire.

He thought about her words, then nodded. “So, going by clothing choice, you’d be goth girl. Oh, we are a pair. The lumberjack and goth girl. Surely those are superhero names or should be.”

She laughed, then bit her lip. “I...this is odd.”

He moved across the hallway, giving her space when he sensed she needed it. He leaned against the wall, raising one leg up and resting his foot on the wall and then crossed his arms. “Nah, not odd. Ant Man was odd,” he said when the silence stretched too long.

Finally, she nodded. “You’re right; that could work. Our superhero names,” she agreed. “What would be our superpower?” she
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