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Chapter One


Rhino


What the hell...
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“How?” 

Everyone looked around the table.

“Fucking how?” Quinn thundered.

“We don’t know,” Dyno replied. “Someone is always here.”

“Then it must be someone sitting at this table, then.” Quinn slowly glared at each of us. “If someone was always here, then there is a traitor sitting with us.”

“They had to have snuck in when we were working or something,” I reasoned. “The back of the clubhouse isn’t secure yet.” 

Hell, we were still building goddamn walls. The front of the clubhouse was secure, but I could think of at least four areas where someone could make entry without much effort at all.

Quinn turned to Dyno. “You’re in charge of the construction. Wanna tell me why the hell the back of the clubhouse isn’t secure.”

Dyno leaned forward and rested his elbows on the table. “Shit is padlocked and secured the best it can be. I won’t sleep until we get to this place like Fort Knox.”

“That doesn’t really help us now, seeing as someone already got in,” Quinn gritted out between clenched teeth.

Dyno sat back in his chair and sighed. “I can’t go back in time, Quinn. It won’t happen again.”

If it did happen again, I was sure we would all get our asses kicked by Quinn.

“It has to be the Devil’s Rebels,” Quinn grunted. He turned his gaze on me. “You’re the one who has been watching Petra. What has been going on with her?”

I shrugged. “Not a damn thing. She goes to work and then comes right back here. Hell, don’t even think she talks to anyone at work.” 

“Where does she work?” Sledge asked.

“Docu Shred,” I replied.

“There’s a fucking place that shreds documents?” Point laughed.

I nodded. “I thought it was fucking crazy, too, but they shred government documents and shit. It’s a very high-security place.”

“We need to start there. Figure out if anything is going on. I’m assuming whoever did this is somehow keeping tabs on us and figured out Petra was one of the girls promised to them.” Quinn shook his head and rubbed the back of his neck.

“How many people know Petra is staying here?” Sledge asked. “I mean, she doesn’t seem to have many friends, and I doubt she told her employer where she’s living.”

“We’re basically the only ones who know she’s here.” I ran my fingers through my hair and sighed. “Unless someone is watching the clubhouse.”

“Yeah, it’s not like we’re being secretive with anything we’re doing here. Anyone driving by can get a good look at the improvements.” Zephyr pulled out a cigarette and stuck it in the side of his mouth. “Maybe we need to somehow tighten shit up around here.”

Quinn pointed at Dyno. “Get the walls secured.” He nodded to me. “Stick your nose around Petra’s work. That’s the only logical place I can think of to start.” Quinn stood and looked down at all of us. “The rest of you help Dyno and Rhino as much as you can. I’m going to get back in touch with Jet and see if they have any more information they can give us about the Rebels. Whoever they sent to come into our clubhouse and do this is going to fucking pay.”

*
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Petra
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I clutched my pillow to my stomach and willed the sobbing to stop.

Kimber and Fancy were busy cleaning up the closet, but I couldn’t move my butt off the bed. 

After my blood-curdling scream, all hell broke loose. I didn’t think it was possible, but every member of the Kings of Vengeance fit in my room, along with Kimber and Fancy. It was a whirlwind of people talking at once and Quinn thundering over everyone to get the cat down and then head to church.

Another sob escaped my lips, and I closed my eyes.

Oliver was gone.

My sweet, loving kitten I had for close to nine years was brutally killed. 

Gone forever.

“Jesus. I don’t know what’s going to take this stain out,” Kimber said quietly.

Fancy replied, but she wasn’t as quiet as Kimber had been. “Cold water is supposed to take blood out, but how do we do that with carpet? Can’t really soak it in the sink.”

I rolled over to face the closet and was thankful that when I opened my mouth, a sob didn’t come out. “Just leave it.”

Kimber and Fancy’s eyes snapped to me. I hadn’t been very helpful the past hour or so, and I could tell they were both surprised I actually spoke a coherent word.

“You’re...not crying,” Kimber whispered. 

“Kimber,” Fancy scolded.

I wasn’t crying right now, but who knew how long I had before another jag of tears hit me. 

Kimber pulled a phone out of her pocket. “Here’s your phone. You left it on the floor.”

I wrinkled my brow and shook my head. “That’s not mine.” 

“Yes, it is,” Kimber insisted. 

I reached into my back pocket and pulled out my phone. “No, this is my phone.”

Kimber looked at the phone in her hand. “Then whose phone is this?” she mumbled. She pressed the screen and swiped to the left. “Maybe it is one of the guys’?” 

Fancy snatched the phone from her. “Then maybe you shouldn’t be snooping through it.”

Kimber rolled her eyes. “I’m not snooping. I’m just trying to figure out who the phone belongs to.”

A light knock sounded on the door, and we all turned toward it.

Dyno and Rhino stood there sheepishly.

“Need any more help?” Dyno asked.

Fancy held up the phone. “One of you guys lost your phone?”

“From the 80s,” Kimber grumbled. “I can’t remember the last time I saw a flip phone.”

Dyno held out his hand.

Fancy forked it over. “It was in the closet where...” She trailed off and motioned in the general direction of the thing I didn’t want to think about. “It was in the closet.”

Dyno flipped open the phone, and Rhino watched him over his shoulder.

“Whoa, shit,” Rhino gasped.

Dyno shoved it in his pocket and nodded to us. “Thanks.”

The guys spun around and disappeared.

“What the hell was that?” I asked.

Fancy propped her hands on her hips and sighed. “Not a clue.”

Kimber tsked. “I bet there were some raunchy nudes of one of the guys with a flamingo or something.”

Fancy pursed her lips. “A flamingo, huh?”

“Or something like that,” Kimber replied flippantly. “Guys are weird.”

Fancy shook her head, and even I wondered what the hell Kimber was talking about. 

“I’ll send one of the guys to take the carpet out of the closet. I’m sure Dyno has some laying around he can put in there. God knows they’ll forever be remodeling this place.” Fancy grabbed a garbage bag and slung it over her shoulder.

“And we’ll figure out what was up with the phone we found.” Kimber pointed at me. “Is there anything we can get you right now?”

I shook my head. The only thing I wanted was Oscar, and that wasn’t possible. “I think I’m just going to lay down for a while.”

“Okay. Just call if you need anything.” 

Kimber and Fancy walked out and shut the door behind them.

I reached under the bed and pulled out Oscar’s toy he always left under there when he wasn’t playing with it. I squished the little gray mouse to my cheek and laid back down.

How had that four-legged fur ball snuck in and stolen my heart then taken a piece of me with him when he died? I was a blubbering mess, and I didn’t know how I was ever going to feel whole again.

*
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Rhino
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This is only the beginning.

“What in the fuck is that supposed to mean?” Dyno asked, frustrated.

Quinn tossed the phone at Sledge. “See if you can find anything more.”

Sledge grabbed the phone. “Looks like a fucking burner. Doubt I’ll be able to get anything off of it, but I’ll see what I can do.” 

“Devil’s Rebels?” I asked. They were the only ones we had beef with.

Quinn shrugged. “I let a couple of the prospects go, but those guys had nothing invested in the Rolling Devils. I was the only one that felt a connection to the club. It has to be the Devil’s Rebels. We knew they were gunning for us.”

“Before the Rolling Devils dropped your ass in a ditch for dead,” Point mumbled.

“I don’t need a fucking reminder of what happened,” Quinn grumbled.

Point held up his hands. “Sorry, boss.”

“But why would they go after Petra’s cat?” I wondered.

“It was a message. It was a definite message that more is coming.” Quinn stood quickly, and his chair skidded back into the wall. He ran his fingers through his hair and paced back and forth.

“So we have more now, but we still have no clue what the hell is going on.” Dyno slammed his hand down on the table. “Fucking hell.”

Quinn stopped pacing and dropped his hands to his sides. “We stick to the plan we already have. We at least know now this isn't all. There is, unfortunately, going to be more shit going on until we figure how to stop them.” Quinn pointed his finger at me. “Stick to Petra and find out everything you can about her. This doesn’t have anything to do with her personally, but I don’t want to leave any rock unturned.”

I nodded. “You got it, boss.”

“Is that what you assholes are going to call me now?” Quinn asked.

A chorus of grunts went up.

Quinn grumbled under his breath and stormed out of church.

“Shit just got real fucking interesting,” Sledge mumbled.

That was the fucking truth. I thought with all the shit simmering down with the Rolling Devils bullshit I would be able to just ride my bike and live the MC life.

Looked like having my knees in the breeze and relaxing wasn’t in the cards for me just yet.

*
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Chapter Two


Petra


Back to normal? Hardly.
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“I can feel you staring at me.”

“Your eyes aren’t even open.”

I cracked open my right eye. “I could feel it, and I was right.” 

Rhino stood over my bed with his arms folded over his chest. No one should be able to look that attractive this early in the morning. Denying Rhino’s good looks was impossible.

“You going to work today?”

I pulled the covers over my head, but I could still feel him staring at me. “Yes.” Did I want to? Not at all.

“Really?” 

“Yes, really, Rhino.” I tossed the blanket back and glared at him. Still handsome. Damn man.

“You could call in. You’re kind of in mourning.” He shrugged his shoulder. 

“Pretty sure my supervisor wouldn’t care that my cat was murdered. Bereavement pay doesn’t cover pets.” Though it freaking should. Oscar was the most important thing in my life, and he was gone. I was going to need a lifetime to get over losing him.

He eyed me closely. “You up for working?”

Did he not hear a word I had just said? Even though I didn’t feel like working, it didn’t matter. I needed to get paid, so I needed a job, and my employer wasn’t going to pay me if I didn’t show up and do my work.

Cycle of life.

It sucked, but there it was.

“I’ll be fine.” I could always sneak into the bathroom or wait ‘til my breaks to cry like a baby. I glanced over at the clock on my bedside table. “Did you really have to wake me up before my alarm went off?” 

I could have slept for another half an hour, but now, I was wide awake.

Rhino shrugged. “I thought you were going to tell me you were calling in and then we both could have gone back to sleep.”

I rolled my eyes and swung my legs out from under the covers. My feet touched the cold floor, and I sat up. I piled my hair on top of my head and grabbed a hair tie from the nightstand. “No such luck, Rhino. You’re gonna have to take me to work and then you can come back and take a nap.” I tied my hair into a sloppy bun and glared at him.

He shook his head. “No such luck,” he mimicked. “You go to work; I do, too.”

I tipped my head to the side. “Come again?” Rhino had been dropping me off at work for a few weeks and while he always picked me up, I knew he wasn’t sitting out in the car waiting for me. Now, suddenly, he was going to wait outside all day? “Sitting in a car for eight hours can’t be how you want to spend your day.”

Rhino shook his head. “It’s not, and that’s not how I’m going to spend my day.”

“Uh, so you got a job?” What else could he mean when he said if I go to work so does he?

“Don’t worry about it. Just get ready to go.” 

He turned to the door, but I grabbed his hand before he took a step.

“You’re making no sense, Rhino. What is going on?”

He shook off my hand and glanced over his shoulder at me. “You think Oscar managed to climb up in the closet and hang himself?”

His words were harsh and struck me right in the heart. For a second, I had forgotten that Oscar was gone. I had slipped into thinking that I hadn’t seen his body hanging in my closet yesterday. “I mean, well...of course not.”

“Then we need to figure out who it was, Petra, and until we do that, you aren’t going to be alone.”

I tipped my head back and looked him in the eye. “You think whoever hurt Oscar is going to hurt me next?” 

The idea seemed crazy to me. I didn’t know anyone who would want to hurt me.

“We don’t know why they hurt your cat, Petra, so we’re not going to assume anything. Everything is a fucking mystery right now.”

Not only did I have to deal with Oscar being gone, now I had to worry that maybe whoever killed him was going to hurt me. I had spent all last night lying in bed sleeping and crying on and off. “Surely this has to be a fluke or a one-off, Rhino.” 

He shook his head. “Just get ready for work, Petra, and I’ll meet you out front.” 

Rhino walked out the door, and I was left alone just wondering what was going on.

Yesterday, everything was turned on its head, and I was still trying to figure out which way was up. I was too wound up in my own feelings to realize this could be something bigger than Oscar.

But...it was crazy to think that someone out there wanted to hurt me.

I was no one. 

I had zero friends, and I only talked to a handful of people at work. 

Absolutely no one had a reason to hurt me.

I slowly got ready for work.

Choosing my clothes was a no-brainer because I wore basically the same thing every day.

After showering, I grabbed my usual khaki pants and white or blue company-issued button down shirts. My clunky-looking steel toes completed the look, and I was ready within minutes.

“You good?” Rhino asked.

I walked into the kitchen area and grabbed a coffee cup from the cabinet. “As soon as I drink two cups of coffee.”

Rhino held up his glass of orange juice. “Maybe you should give up the coffee for one of these instead.”

Zephyr filled my coffee cup halfway. “The only way I like my orange juice is with a splash of vodka in it.” 

“More like a splash of orange juice with your vodka,” Rhino chuckled.

Zephyr grinned wide. “Even better.”

I grabbed the creamer out of the fridge and poured in a healthy glug.

“I don’t even know why you put coffee in your cup. You obviously like creamer, not coffee.”

I glared at Rhino and grabbed a spoon from the drawer. I wouldn’t actually tell him to shut up, but I hoped the look I was giving him sent the message. Talking back wasn’t something I had actually worked up to. Especially when it came to Rhino. I had given him some sass when I had woken up, but that was because my brain wasn’t fully awake to tell me to shut up.

“What are you up to today?” Zephyr asked Rhino.

Rhino finished his juice and dropped his cup into the sink. “Learning about shredding papers and shit.”

He was wrong if he thought he was actually going to be able to come into work and follow me around all day. I needed my job. He wasn’t going to be able to keep an eye on me while I worked.

I sipped on my coffee, tucked in the corner of the kitchen while Rhino and Zephyr talked. I zoned out after I refilled my cup and stared at the floor thinking about Oscar. Normally, he would either be lying at my feet or winding in and out of my legs, rubbing his body against me.

Now, there was nothing.

A tear streaked down my cheek, and I quickly swiped it away. Rhino and Zephyr were busy talking, and I hoped they weren’t paying attention to me. I had to hold it together, at least until I got off work and could fall apart in my room.

I quickly finished my coffee and moved to the sink where Rhino was leaning. 

“You good?” he asked again, but this time there was more behind his words.

I dropped my cup into the sink and tipped my head back to look at him. His eyes studied me closely, and it felt like he was noticing more than I wanted anyone to see. 

“I’m fine.”

He squinted and reached out. His hand landed on my waist, and I froze. Rhino had never touched me before. At least, not like this. 

Like he cared.

Like he wanted to know more.

I was just collateral from the whole kidnapping crap with the Rolling Devils. I knew eventually I would be forgotten and go back to my life.

Rhino touching me made me wonder if I could do that. Could I go back to my small house with no one there? No one to fill my coffee cup for me. No one to ask me if I was good.

“You don’t have to go to work today, Petra.” His voice was low, and it felt like his words were only meant for me. Like he had never spoken to me before, and I treasured every one of his words.

What in the heck was happening? 

“I do, Rhino.” I stepped back from his touch. “I can’t sit around crying all day.” As much as I wanted to, I knew it wasn’t going to bring Oscar back. “I’ll grab my bag and meet you by the car.” 

I turned on my heel and fled down the hallway back to my room. Back to where Rhino wasn’t looking at me like I was something more than an imposition and I was just a girl and her cat.

Well, now I was just a girl with no cat and a broken heart.

*
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Rhino
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I was so fucking bored.

Four hours of being in the breakroom was more than I could take. I had watched all of the employees come in, eye me up, and cautiously take their break. They had no idea who I was, but they all figured if I had made it in the front door and was sitting in the breakroom that I was supposed to be there.

It hadn’t been the easiest feat for me to get here, but a few smooth words and copies of my ID and social security card had been the trick. 

Though I was only allowed in the breakroom, front office, and bathroom. There was a long window in the breakroom that overlooked the large factory, and if I craned my neck enough, I could get a glimpse of Petra every now and then.

Large bins were lined up around the vast area, and they slowly made their way to the large shredding machine over by Petra. Paper shredding was a big business that I had no freaking clue about.

“Susan is going to make you scrub all of your nose prints off the glass if you’re not careful.”

I twisted away from the glass, surprised to see Petra. Four hours of watching bins slowly rotate over to the shredder had bored the hell out of me, and I must have zoned out. Not good if I was supposed to be keeping an eye on Petra. “Doubtful.”

Petra moved to the vending machines. “I’m going to assume you haven’t met Susan yet.”

I walked the few steps over to Petra and leaned against the vending machine. “How do you not fall asleep while you’re working?”

Her eyes darted to me then back to the machine. “Because it’s pretty loud out there, and if I fall asleep, I’ll become shredded Petra.”

I pursed my lips and nodded. “Point taken.”

“Have you really been in here the whole time watching out the window?” She inserted her money into the machine and punched a few buttons. 

“Trust me, I tried to get clearance to go anywhere else but the office and here, but I was denied.”

Petra’s light laughter drifted around me, and she crouched down to grab her snack from the machine. “Did you want anything?” Her bright green eyes shined up at me. 

I was noticing things about Petra that I never had before. Things I shouldn’t have been noticing. While she wasn’t wearing the most flattering clothes, I couldn’t help but see the curve of her ass and her cinched waist.  With her hair piled on top of her head, the graceful curve of her neck begged for my lips to kiss her behind her ear. “Uh, nah, I’m good.”
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