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Chapter One


Wake the fuck up...


Queenie
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“What are you doing?”

I shielded my eyes from the blinding sun and focused on the woman sitting in front of me. Duchess? I looked around frantically. “Am I dead?”

“You better not be,” Duchess snapped.

I pulled out the chair at the table where Duchess sat and plopped down. “Well, I gotta wonder if I am because you are dead, Duchess.” I was sitting at a table, talking to my very dead sister. 

“You’re not dead. I am. Let’s move on.”

Just like Duchess to jump straight to the point even though there were tons of other things going on. “And where will we be moving on to?” I asked. “The pearly gates?”

Duchess rolled her eyes.

I reached out to touch her, but she snapped back and glared at me. “No touching. I’m dead, Queenie.”

Then why in the hell was I talking to her? What was going on?

The earth shook around us, and I grasped the table.

“We don’t have much time.” Duchess leaned toward me. “You need to find him. I’m not there to take care of him, but I know that you’ll do everything you can.”

“Who? What?” The blinding sun turned up its intensity, and I lifted my arm to shield my eyes. “What is going on, Duchess?” 

“Just find him, Queenie. He’s lost without you.”

What? What was happening? I frantically scanned around, but the bright light blocked out everything around us. 

I looked back to Duchess. She leaned into me until her nose was almost touching mine and screamed, “Wake the fuck up, Queenie!” 

“Welcome back, sweetie. You gave us a bit of a scare there for a second.”

I stared up into the face of a woman I didn’t know and blinked rapidly. “Gunner,” I croaked. My throat was scratchy and I could barely get the words out.

She laid her hand on my shoulder. “Shh, honey. You can’t be moving around too much just yet.”

The only thing I could move was my eyeballs. If I could have jumped off the table, I would have. “Please, Gunner,” I pleaded.

Someone fiddled on my side while others moved behind me. There had to be at least ten people in the room who were all hustling around.

“We gotta get you calmed down right now. Once we do that we can talk, okay?” the nurse replied.

Calmed down? There wasn’t any time to calm down. “Where is he?”

“Shh, sweetie. You don’t need to worry about anything right now. We just gave you a little something and you’ll be feeling better in just a little bit.”

I searched the room frantically, hoping to find someone who would listen to me and get me out of this bed.

Everyone buzzed around, poking and prodding me. The word surgery was bounced around along with others that were too big for me to understand.

My mind raced trying to figure out how to get out of here and find Gunner. I asked every nurse who came close to me about him, but they either ignored me or just gave me a sympathetic glance. My eyes grew heavy from whatever shit they had pumped into me. “Just please,” I whispered, “tell me where Gunner is.” My lids drifted closed, and I sighed, defeated.

Now was not the time to fall asleep, but I didn’t have any other choice. I drifted into the darkness behind my eyelids, desperate to find Gunner but unable to do anything but let the drugs drag me under.
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Chapter Two


Bubble wrap her...


Sledge
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“She’s coming home tomorrow.”

“Already?”

I wedged the phone between my ear and shoulder. The vending machine sucked in the dollar I held up to the slot and then spit it back out at me. “Son of a bitch,” I grumbled. I had been fighting with this damn thing for the past two minutes, and I was ready to punch my fist through the machine to get a cup of fucking coffee. 

“Sledge,” Quinn called, “what the hell are you doing?”

Trying to get some fucking coffee so my brain could get out of the sleepless fog I was caught in. “Nothing.”

“You sure you’re good?” 

I could tell Quinn was worried about me. Hell, I was fucking worried about myself. I was torn up and a fucking mess over a chick I barely knew. Don’t even get me started on the fact that Gunner, a kid I also barely knew, was missing. Women and kids. Two things you never fucked with.

“I’m fine. She’s coming home because her insurance sucks ass and the doctor says she just needs to be on bed rest for the next week or so. They need that scar tissue around the bullet to start forming.” I wouldn’t mention the fact the doctor wasn’t too keen on her being discharged, but the fact Queenie’s insurance was non-existent put the nail in the coffin—she was being discharged as soon as possible.

“Bro,” Quinn stressed, “she was shot in the damn back and they’re sending her home already? That seems fucking risky.”

I thought the same thing, but I had to trust what the docs were saying. What I knew about doctoring could maybe fill two paragraphs. I wasn’t exactly in the right to tell them that Queenie shouldn’t come home yet. “She’s been stable for three days and all that’s left for her to do is heal.” 

And I guess she could do that at home. It would make me feel a whole lot better if she stayed in the hospital until all the holes were healed up, but that wasn’t the plan.

“Petra was asking about what room she was going to stay in. You want her in yours?”

Of course, that’s what I wanted, but Queenie was beyond insistent that she was going back to her apartment. “No.”

“No?”

I sighed heavily. “She’s going to her place.”

“Sledge. What the hell, brother? Someone just tried to kill her. You think her going back to her place is the best idea?”

I did not think it was the best idea, but when it came to Queenie, she didn’t give a flying fuck about what I thought. She was insistent she was going home and then going to find Gunner. She had been talking to the police for the past three days, telling them everything she knew about where Gunner could be and who could have tried to kill her.

That was, of course, after she coded and almost died. 

She had put that completely out of her mind and was acting like she was good as new to get back to normal. Queenie was far from being back to normal and I didn’t think she would ever have the same normal she had before the incident. She was going to have to be careful every day for the rest of her damn life. If she were to ever be in a car accident or have major trauma to her back, it could dislodge the bullet and kill her. The more scar tissue that formed around the bullet, the more protection she was going to have to prevent the bullet from moving.

“Have you ever really had a conversation with Queenie? This chick has a mind of her own and she doesn’t give one shit about what I have to say.”

“Brother, you know she needs to be at the clubhouse. It’s the safest place for her,” Quinn reasoned.

He was preaching to the damn choir. I wasn’t the one who needed the convincing. “She’s not exactly in any condition for me to drag her to the clubhouse kicking and screaming.”

“So you’re just gonna drop her off at her place and leave?”

“That’s what she thinks I’m going to do,” I drawled.

“So just what are you going to do then?”

“Wrap her in fucking bubble wrap and not let her out of my sight.”

*
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Chapter Three


You can go...


Queenie
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“I’m fine.”

“I see that.”

“So you can go.”

Sledge dropped the plastic bag filled with my few things from the hospital a few steps inside my apartment. “I think I’ll have a drink.”

I rolled my eyes and held open the front door. “I didn’t offer you a drink.”

Sledge winked. “I know, but I’m taking in the fact that you were shot and you forgot your manners temporarily.”

Rude. I was being rude as hell, but that was the only thing that could scare this biker dude away. He hadn’t left my side since I opened my eyes in the hospital for the second time and I was hard-pressed for him to skedaddle on his way. He was suffocating me. I wasn’t used to having someone with me constantly. Gunner and Duchess were the only people I had ever wanted around me for longer than a couple of hours.

Someone caring about me? I didn’t need it. Friends and acquittances were good, but at the end of the day, it was just me. Well, me and Gunner.

“Yes, I was shot, but I haven’t forgotten my manners. Thank you for bringing me home. You can leave now.” There; that was nice. I thanked him for his time and the ride home. Polite as fuck, if you ask me. I motioned out the front door. He could go stand in the hallway of my apartment building but I didn’t want him in my place. “I’ll hold the door so it doesn’t hit ya where the good Lord split ya.”

“What?” Sledge laughed.

I rolled my eyes. “Please don’t tell me you’ve never heard that before.”

“I’ve heard it, sugar, but normally it’s from someone a hell of a lot older than you are.” He turned his back to me and headed into my apartment.

“The door is right here,” I called.

He waved me off over his shoulder. “I know. I just walked through it.”

Well, it sure would be nice if he walked back out of it. “I’m kind of tired. You think you can skedaddle?”

“No,” he muffled from somewhere in my apartment. “Go take a nap.”

I pushed shut the door and gingerly followed in his footsteps. “I will as soon as you leave,” I grunted. Walking wasn’t exactly the most comfortable thing, so chasing Sledge around my apartment wasn’t ideal. “Where are you?” I walked through the living room thinking he would be sitting on the couch or something, but he wasn’t there.

“Bedroom,” he called.

“Bedroom?” I scoffed. “What in the hell are you doing in my bedroom?” I demanded. I turned down the hallway and he peeked his head out of my room.

“You got a twin bed?”

What the hell did it matter to him? “You wanna get out of my room?”

“I’m not sure you could call this a room. It’s more like a large closet.” He stepped out into the hallway and looked back. “I’m pretty sure I could stand in the middle of your room and touch both sides of the wall.”

He probably could. Hell, I probably could and I was a good six inches shorter than him. “I just need a place to lay my head and a couple of hooks to hang up my clothes.”

“Is this place a one-bedroom?” he asked.

I popped out my hip and rested my hand on it. “I’m pretty sure I didn’t say I would give you a tour of my apartment or anything.”

He turned his back to me again and continued down the hallway. He pointed to a closed door. “Bathroom?”

I didn’t answer. I wasn’t going to entertain this craziness by giving him a tour of my place.

He glanced back at me. “You’re gonna make me open the door?” he laughed. He pushed open the door to the bathroom and flipped on the light. “I think the bathroom might be bigger than your room,” he chuckled. “Got enough shit on the counter?”

“Can you please leave?” I growled. I didn’t know what the hell he was doing, but he needed to do it outside of my apartment. 

He turned off the light and continued down the hallway. “In due time.”

Well, the time was due now. Whatever alpha shit Sledge was doing, I was not a fan. “That’s Gunner’s room. You don’t need to go in there.”

Again, Sledge ignored me. “I’m just looking.”

Why? What in the hell was going on? Why did he need to be looking at all? “Sledge,” I called. 

He froze in his tracks and glanced over his shoulder. “Yeah?”

“Can you please just stop?” My voice cracked, and a wave of exhaustion rolled over me. According to the doctor, I was supposed to be on bed rest, not arguing in my hallway with Sledge.

Sledge turned fully toward me. “Just let me look in his room and then I’ll help you to bed.”

I wanted to scream. Why? Why did he need to look? “Whatever,” I grumbled. “Do what floats your boat.” I waved him forward. 

The quicker he looked in the damn room, the quicker he would leave.

He opened the door and walked into Gunner’s room. “Is this the master?” he called.

I felt like I was on a shitty episode of House Hunters or something. Did I need to explain my apartment to him? “It’s a bedroom,” I grumbled.

Sledge walked out and left the door slightly open. “How does the baby have a bigger room than you?”

Gunner’s room used to be mine, but once he moved in, I vowed to give him the best I could. The master bedroom was the best I had. It was his. “He’ll grow into it with all his toys and stuff. It made more sense to just set him up in there right away.”

Sledge eyed me closely. “I don’t think half the parents I know would do the same.”

“Then you know some shitty people.”

He tipped his head to the side. “Fact. You don’t even know the half of it.”

As exciting and riveting giving Sledge a tour might be, I needed to sit my ass down before I fell flat on it. “Can we continue this at a different time?” I mumbled. 

My eyelids were heavy and I stumbled into the wall.

Sledge lunged forward and grabbed my arm. “Whoa, let’s get you to bed, sugar.”

I didn’t even have it in me to tell him to not call me sugar. He could have called me Beck Bangs-a-lot if he wanted, as long as he helped me make it to bed.

He pulled me to his side with one arm draped over my shoulder and the other wrapped around my waist. “Why didn’t you tell me you weren’t feeling good?”

“I figured telling you to leave was a sign.” 

Sledge half carried, half led me back down the hallway and into my room. He gingerly helped me lie on the bed and he pulled the blanket over me. “You need anything?” 

My head sunk into my pillow and I closed my eyes. I just needed to rest for a couple of hours and then I would be fine. I couldn’t lie around in bed when I needed to be finding Gunner. “Just let me sleep.” If I didn’t get some sleep, I was going to be useless for anything else. “Just lock the door behind you,” I whispered.

I felt Sledge’s fingertips brush my hair from my forehead. “Sleep, Queenie.”

No need to tell me twice.

I was passed out before his fingers even left my face.

*
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Sledge
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The couch was shit.

Her apartment was tiny.

We still had no fucking clue where Gunner was.

I kicked my feet up on the rickety coffee table and sighed. Even her TV was puny. Probably not even thirty-two inches and it was fucking old as shit. I grabbed the remote and pointed it at the TV. “Is it even color?” I grumbled. 

The TV flickered on and I flipped through the channels that were at least not in black and white. 

There were five of them.

Five channels on the busted ass TV.

I settled on some random daytime shit show and rested my head on the back of the couch. This was going to be my bed for the foreseeable future. I had been half-hoping Queenie had a spare bedroom or a big bed she wouldn’t mind sharing with me when I had seen the couch. All hope was crushed when I opened her bedroom door and saw the coffin sized bed. How the hell she managed to sleep well in that thing was beyond me. Roll over one time and your ass would be on the floor.

At least she was small enough that I wasn’t too worried about her falling out of bed. She was also passed the fuck out and sleeping like a damn rock. She wasn’t moving for the rest of the day or night. 

On the ride to her apartment she didn’t talk much other than to make it clear we needed to find Gunner.

Ten-four. 

We were trying to do everything we could, but we were coming up empty. Part of the problem was we didn’t know where to start. We knew absolutely nothing about Queenie and Gunner. She swore up and down that she didn’t know who or why someone would want to kill her and take Gunner.

Was it random? Did some sicko see Queenie and decide they wanted Gunner?

It was possible.

And if that was what happened, it was going to make finding Gunner even more impossible.

Whatever it was, I knew Queenie was a tornado ready to destroy anyone or thing in the way of getting Gunner back.

I sighed heavily and stared at the TV.

I just prayed to God when we did find him, he was still alive.

You don’t mess with women or kids.

If you did, the Kings of Vengeance were coming for you. Queenie, too.

*
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Chapter Four


XOXO...


Queenie
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I scratched my signature and two x’s and o’s on the paper then set it on the table next to Sledge. He was gonna be so mad when he woke up and I wasn’t in the apartment.

I didn’t care, though. Gunner was somewhere out there and I wasn’t going to find him lying in bed.

Five hours of sleep was enough for me. My eyelids were heavy when I opened them, but that didn’t last long. Once I came out of the foggy haze, I remembered I was home and I could leave whenever I wanted. I wasn’t hooked up to a bunch of machines with a grumpy biker scowling at me. 

The grumpy biker was now passed out on my couch...thankfully.

Sledge wouldn’t let me leave if he knew I was awake. Thank God he wasn’t going to find out I left until I was out the door and hopefully far enough out of his reach to bring me back home.

It was half-past seven and there was still about an hour left of daylight. I pulled my shoes on and tiptoed to the door. I glanced back over my shoulder to make sure Sledge was still sleeping.

I was going to have to deal with his wrath later, but I didn’t care. I opened the front door and pulled it closed gently behind me.

I had to find Gunner.

*

[image: image]




	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


Sledge


[image: image]




I smacked the phone to my ear and answered the phone. “‘ello?”

“Answer the door,” Quinn called.

A loud knock sounded on the door. “That you?”

“No, it’s the fucking milkman,” Quinn growled. “Yes, it’s me.”

I dropped the phone on the couch and stood groggily. 

Quinn pounded on the door again. 

“I’m fucking coming,” I called. I didn’t need him waking up Queenie with slamming his fist on the fucking door. I dragged open the door and rubbed the sleep out of my eyes. “What the hell do you want?”

Kimber popped out from behind Quinn. “We brought pizza.” She held up three pizza boxes and smiled. “Pizza, pizza.”

“Is she drunk?” I asked.

Quinn planted a hand on my shoulder and pushed me to the side. “No, she’s just fucking perky.”

“Hey,” Kimber laughed, “you liked my perky a couple of hours ago.”

Ugh. “I just woke up. You think you two can keep this lovey shit to yourselves?” I rolled my shoulders and cracked my neck. I was right about the couch being shit. 

“Where is she?” Kimber asked.

I pointed down the hallway. “She’s sleeping. She was shot three times, Kimber.”

Kimber rolled her eyes and headed to the kitchen table. “I see you were sleeping, Sledge, but I think you might need a couple of more hours. You’re a grumpy butt nugget.”

“Butt nugget?” Quinn laughed.

Kimber smiled. “Yup.”

I glanced at the clock on the stove. It was almost eight o’clock. Queenie and I had been sleeping for almost seven hours. “I’ll check and see if she’s hungry.” I doubt I was going to be able to get her to budge, but she was going to have to at least try to eat something. Plus, she was overdue for her pain meds.

“I’ll make her a plate.”

I wasn’t too sure how fond Queenie would be of Kimber making herself at home, but she would have to take that up with Kimber, not me.

I knocked lightly on the door, waited five seconds, and slowly pushed it open. “Queenie?” I called softly. I didn’t want to scare the shit out of her or something. I flicked on the light and stared at an empty bed with a rumbled blanket on top.

“Sledge!” Quinn shouted.

“What the fuck?” I growled. Maybe she was in the bathroom and I didn’t hear her moving around. That had to be.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





