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Chapter One
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Hawkeye stared at the TV screen, the colors and pictures flashing lights across his face not registering any more than the voices and sound effects loud enough to keep him from hearing whatever was going on in the rest of the clubhouse. He’d turned it on for background noise and to keep every sound on the other side of the walls of his space from distracting him. He’d quickly lost track of what was going on as he reviewed the last of the information he had found. 

Now, hours later, Andy was safe with Dagger, but Hawkeye couldn’t forget what else he’d found out while looking for his treasurer’s woman. The Royal Crows were running hookers. That alone wasn’t enough to stir his interest, nor the rest of the club. It was how they were getting the women they were pimping out that would get the rest of the Fallen Angels to back Hawkeye when he told his brothers the Royal Crows needed to be taken down. But he wasn’t through with his hunt. He needed as much information as he could find so there would be no doubt when he filled in the rest of the club it had to be done. 

The Crows were taking women, unwilling women, some sold by their families, some stolen off the streets, others who owed them money, and forcing them into prostitution. If the women were consenting adults, Hawkeye, along with the rest of the Angels would leave them be. But after what Taylynn had been through, Hawkeye knew if she heard about it, and that they’d let it continue, then she wouldn’t just make Raven, the Fallen Angels’ president, miserable. She would make sure the whole club knew how disappointed in them she was. 

Taylynn wouldn’t have to yell or say anything nasty to anyone. All she would do was look slowly around the room, catching each man’s eye before shaking her head and telling them they’d disappointed her. She had come so far since they had found her on the side of the highway, every brother in the club was proud of her, and they all loved her. Mostly like a sister, a few like a mother figure, and none of them wanted to be on her bad side, ever. 

After printing off what he needed, he stood, arching his back and lifting his arms over his head. He grunted as his back popped and cracked, then straightened and rolled his neck from side to side. He should have moved around more, but he’d lost himself in finding everything he could and lost track of just how long he’d been at it. But his muscles and joints didn’t hesitate to remind him. 

He grabbed the stack of paper with all the things he’d printed and headed out to the main room of the clubhouse. It was time to let everyone else in on what he’d found. 
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Chapter Two
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Delilah finished cooking the evening meal, served all the men, then cleaned up. She had been there for several months, cooking and cleaning after a bunch of men. She knew it could be worse, but one of these men—strangers her husband had sold her to—said he’d encountered a woman from Jericho before. Viper, according to the patch on his vest. When she’d been dragged into the large building, Warren had kept a tight grip on her arm until he’d shoved her to the floor in front of him, giving her to these men. Viper hadn’t said anything until after Warren was gone. Then he’d stepped forward and spoken in a quiet but firm voice, said he’d encountered women from Jericho before. He’d said we were cold fish and would be worthless on the streets, but he had the perfect thing for her. He’d sent her to the kitchen and told her she’d better do a good job or she would regret it. 

She’d taken one look around the large room where Warren dumped her when she’d arrived, and had been glad to spend all her time in the kitchens, even if she had to do it all alone. There had been more that happened when she’d arrived, not to her but to the other women in the room, but she didn’t want to think about that. She’d rather do all the cooking, physical labor included, as long as she didn’t have to participate in what she could hear going on in the other room even now, at almost 11:00 PM. The rhythmic slap of flesh smacking against flesh over and over made her wish she had some way to block it out. It wasn’t just the sounds. She’d seen enough to know there were people having sex in the open, all over the room. Not wanting to get cornered and added to the orgy, she shuffled into the large pantry where she stored the pair of blankets and pillow one of the men had carelessly tossed in her direction shortly after she’d arrived, and laid down on the floor. 

Delilah had started sleeping in the pantry that first night, after seeing what was going on in the main room. She hadn’t wanted to cross the room and chance catching anyone’s attention. No one had complained. She wasn’t even sure they’d noticed. Either way, it let her get a few hours of uninterrupted sleep before she had to get up and start breakfast. 

It only took her a moment or two to arrange the blankets, then she lay with her back to the shelves, facing the door so that if anything came through, she’d see it coming. She had no clue what she would do if it happened, only that she wanted to see whatever was coming her way. She closed her eyes and forced herself to breathe slowly. She only had a few hours, and she needed to get as much sleep as she could. 
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Chapter Three
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“They’re buying and stealing women and putting them on the streets.” Hawkeye scanned the faces around the room, everyone watched him. He saw the same rage he’d felt when he’d discovered what the Royal Crows called business reflected on every face in the room.

“Shit.” Came from the back of the room, Hawkeye didn’t see who said it and it didn’t matter.

“Who started that shit?” Raven asked through clenched teeth. 

Hawkeye shook his head. “No way to know. Or at least I haven’t found that yet. I can only say I know it’s happening.” He looked down at the stack of papers he’d brought with him. “From what I can find they’ve got about a dozen women they’re pimping out. Possibly more that they’re keeping for themselves, ‘training’ I found one reference of, before they start selling them.” He picked up the top sheet and passed it to Raven. 

“Tell me what I’m looking at,” the Fallen Angels president said, his eyes on the page. 

“That’s the name, position of their officer, and address of every Royal Crow I can find.” He picked up another page and passed it to the president as the other man passed the page to the vice president as he took the new sheet. 

“This is every property they own, broken down by club first then each officer, down to the members. At the bottom are the local businesses in Eagle’s Rest that they have at least a hand in.” 

“This is a lot,” Raven scanned the list. “What more do you know?” 

Hawkeye spent the next thirty minutes outlining everything he’d found on the Royal Crows, almost down to their shoe sizes, social security numbers, and latest blood work results. He wanted to eliminate them or at least put an end to what they were doing to these women. 

“What can we do?” Shotgun asked. He was standing in as the Sergeant at Arms since Panther had been killed a couple of weeks earlier. He would likely be given the officer’s seat soon, but they needed to sit down, just the officers, and discuss it before it was announced. 

“First thing is to freeze their accounts and funnel the money elsewhere. I’m thinking shelters for abused women and children would be a good place. But I’m not sure how much good that will do right away. I don’t know how they handle things, but if they’re anything like us, I would bet that they have a significant stash of cash on hand, so my monkeying with their accounts will only stir up the hive.” Hawkeye glanced around the room again. “That’s part of why I haven’t done it yet. We need a multi-prong approach. Hit them on several fronts.” He lifted his shoulders and let them fall. “You all don’t want this in our back yard any more than I do. We need to figure out how to get those women to safety, and shut them down, permanently.” He listened as they talked and chattered among themselves. He heard several voices agreeing that they didn’t want this so close to them and their families. There was no one saying they should let the Crows be. 

“You’re right. We need to take care of them. Sit down and let’s figure out how we’re going to do this,” Raven said. They spent the next hour talking to every brother, then each of the prospects, gathering every bit of intel they could. When Hawkeye and Raven had spoken with everyone and set Pike digging to see if he could find more on them than Hawkeye had, Hawkeye and the other officers retreated to church and locked the door. None of them wanted to be interrupted or overheard with what they were planning. 

With only eight in the room, it was easier to make plans. Experience had taught them making plans with everyone, the twenty to thirty voices, opinions, and their random interjections, made things take exponentially longer. 

Two hours later, they emerged. Raven called in the people they would need. Not everyone, but several brothers. They were due to arrive within the hour, at least those that weren’t already there. Hawkeye went to the bar and nodded at Dax, one of the prospects, who was working behind the bar. 

“What can I get you?” 

“Give me a beer. I don’t care what.” Hawkeye needed a drink, not that he was going to get shit faced ... no, that would be after they finished this mission. His hands shook slightly as he picked up the bottle and tipped it back. If anyone had noticed, he didn’t think they would blame him. He was used to staying off the front line. Most of the time they wanted him on overlook, hacking into cameras and giving those going in for whatever they were doing a heads-up of anything coming their way or any changes to the situation. 

This time, however, he’d insisted he be among the men to go in. He needed to be there, to see firsthand what was going on.  

The Fallen Angels weren’t good guys. Far from it. But they had a code, even if it didn’t exactly line up with the law. In their book, anything that harmed innocents was wrong. And they would put an end to it, permanently, and as soon as they could manage. 

For the Royal Crows, that would be today. Hawkeye was determined to see the damage these fuckers had done firsthand. He’d been given the option to wait nearby in the van, doing what he could from there with a laptop while he waited with Freud. Freud could defend himself, but he didn’t like to hurt people if he didn’t have to. Because of his EMT training, they wanted the club medic nearby, just in case. They had no clue what kind of shape any of these women might be in. Hawkeye had considered it, but instinct told him he needed to be there. He didn’t know why, only that it was important. 

It only took a few pulls, and he’d drained the bottle. He set it on the counter with a thump then stared down at where his hands lay on the bar, wondering how he’d gotten here and if he’d have been better off if he’d never started playing where he shouldn’t be on computers just because it was easy. 

“Another?” Dax’s voice made him look up. The prospect watched him, one brow lifted. 

Hawkeye shook his head. They’d be pulling out before too long and while he had a pretty good tolerance for alcohol, he didn’t want to be buzzed or even slow his reactions when he was about to get on the road. And eventually into a fire fight. Hawkeye had no doubt that was what it would be. A fire fight with an unknown number of casualties. He hoped no Angels would die, but they all knew it was a risk. It was a risk they were all willing to take. 

“I’ll take a water, though.” He waited while the prospect pulled a water bottle from the cooler then took it and turned on his stool. With his back to the bar, he tipped the water back, as he let his gaze scan the room, taking note of who was there and who they were still waiting on. 

Each of his brothers had their own way of preparing for a mission. Shotgun and Bear would be checking weapons, Freud would be going through his kits adding last minute supplies, “just in case,” he would say. 

Hawkeye didn’t know how many times Freud’s ‘just in case’ had saved someone’s ass, but it was more times than he could count on one hand. Raven and Dagger would be spending time with their women. Usually, while all this happened, Hawkeye was holed up in his little room, trying to make sure things went as smoothly as possible for his brothers. Now, he had to rely on Pike for that. It wasn’t sitting well, but not enough to make him stay behind.  
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Chapter Four
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A thundering crash and the shelves shaking against her back woke Delilah. She opened her eyes and found it still dark in her hideout. She lay still, barely breathing, as she waited to see what would happen next. 

After several seconds, she wondered if maybe she hadn’t dreamed it. Everything was so still and quiet. Deciding she must have imagined it, she closed her eyes and tried to go back to sleep. She’d almost managed it when the pantry door flew open. It banged against the shelf behind her and started to swing shut again but something stopped it. 

Delilah cringed away from the bright light streaming into the room and making her eyes burn. 

“You the only one in here?” a rough voice asked.

Delilah blinked, trying to get her eyes to stop watering and focus. 

“Are you alone?” The words changed but asked the same thing. 

Her brain still foggy from sleep, all she could do was nod. 

“Come on.” A hand came from the light, held out toward her. It was how she’d always imagined it had looked when Christ had made his return. 

After everything that had happened to her in the months, Delilah wasn’t sure she should believe everything she’d been taught. She’d done what she’d been told. She’d been a good and obedient wife, and still, here she was. She hesitated to take the hand. What if he was going to make her go out there and do what all the other women here were doing? 

It wasn’t like she hadn’t had sex before, but she didn’t want to do that. It always hurt, and she hated the idea of baring herself to everyone in the room. The other women hadn’t seemed to mind, but then, the men hadn’t cared if they minded or not.  

“Come on, little dove, let me take you to safety.” The fingers on the hand coming from the light curled to beckon her closer. 

Delilah stared at him a moment longer, wondering if she was jumping from the frying pan into the fire, took the risk. Slowly, she extended one hand and laid it into his. She didn’t recognize the voice, which meant he wasn’t part of this group. She had been here several months and was still shocked she hadn’t been forced out into the main room with the rest of the women. She also suspected that would happen eventually. She was willing to do almost anything to keep it from happening. Even go with a stranger who might be worse than the men she wanted to avoid.

The warm hand closed around hers and tugged her to her feet. 

“Stay on my six. I’ll get you out of here,” he said, turning his back to her and drawing her hand to his belt somewhere behind his back. She took hold of the belt and let him lead her through the darkness, his light dancing in front of him but she couldn’t see much with it. 

“I’ve got one. I’m headed back to the rendezvous point,” the voice that had called her from the pantry said. It was clear he wasn’t talking to her, so she stayed quiet, focusing on not tripping as she made her way behind him. Her stomach churned, her fingers and toes tingled, but Delilah had felt it before. She did what she always did, pushed it out of her mind and kept going. Someday she might have to deal with it, she knew, but that wasn’t today. Today she was going to survive. 

She refused to worry if surviving was the wrong choice. 
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Chapter Five
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Hawkeye made his way back through the main room and down the hallway to where Smokey had set a charge on a rear door and blown a hole in the wall big enough to drive a pickup through. They hadn’t needed anything that big, but it made for an impressive show of force. The tug around his waist let him know that the tiny woman he’d found curled on the floor of the pantry was still with him. 

It had been too dark to get a good look at her, but she didn’t look as beaten down as he had expected. Were the Crows better to their club mamas than he’d assumed they would be? Something felt off, but now wasn’t the time to worry about that. He needed to make sure they’d taken care of all of the Crows and gotten all the women out, or at least any who were being held against their will. He hadn’t found any records that there were any old ladies among the Royal Crows, but it could be that none of them had made it legal. It wouldn’t surprise him considering how much contempt these men had for the law. 

“I cleared my rooms,” he said to Shotgun, after joining him at the rear of the box truck with generic delivery service stickers on the side. They’d used it to transport the weapons and explosives into Eagle’s Rest. The motorcycles had been parked a couple of blocks away, so they wouldn’t be heard approaching. 

Now, there were several blankets spread out and his brothers were settling the women they’d found inside the clubhouse in the rear of the truck. Pike had found several battered women’s shelters in nearby towns. Towns far enough away that the Crows wouldn’t have any influence on them, or at least that was the hope. 

“Find anything?”

“One woman. She was sleeping in the pantry.” Hawkeye reached behind him to take her hand, but reached and reached and couldn’t find her hand. The pressure around his waist was still there, she had to have deliberately moved out of his reach.

Scowling, he turned to face her. The woman’s pale blue eyes went wide then she dropped her gaze so she looked down at the floor instead of at him. 

“You’re safe. Climb in. We’ll get you somewhere you don’t have to worry about these men again.” He watched her but she didn’t move. She didn’t look up, just stood frozen, her fist still clenched around his belt. 

“She’s not one of us,” one of the women in the back of the truck said, her voice filled with venom. 

“What do you mean?” Hawkeye asked, turning to look at the woman who’d spoken. Her skin was sallow, eyes sunken and dead looking and her hair hung in dark, greasy looking clumps. He couldn’t help but wonder when she’d bathed last. 

“She was special. She showed up and they never took turns with her. They never did to her what they did to all of us.” The anger and hatred in the dirty woman’s eyes made him want to step between her and the woman still holding on to his belt. He turned and looked at the woman standing beside him, clinging to him. 

She didn’t seem as dirty, though he wouldn’t have said she was clean. She wore a long-sleeved dress. It was shapeless and hung to her ankles. It was a stark contrast to the nothing or nearly nothing the rest of the women wore. Her hair looked cleaner, what little he could see of it because she had it pulled back into a bun low on her head that reminded him of the old woman in the cartoons about a cat and bird he’d watched as a kid. 

As her face lifted, he saw the yellows, greens and purples of bruising at different stages of healing. Clearly someone had slapped her around. He looked back at the women in the back of the truck. There were half a dozen of them now, as his brothers returned with one or two at a time, loading them into the back with the one who’d spoken up before. 

None of the women were unharmed but it was clear that there was something different about the one next to him and the rest of them. She clearly didn’t want to get in with them. He had to wonder what was going on. But they didn’t have time to get to the bottom of it, not here and now. 

“Take her and get to your bike. We’ll take care of them and meet you at the meet up point,” Shotgun said, tilting his head toward where they’d stashed the bikes. 

Hawkeye looked at her again, wondering what she was thinking, and if she would ever say anything. 

“Those are your choices, in with them, or come with me. We can talk a little more once we’re away from here.” 

“You.” Her voice was so soft he barely heard her, but it was enough. 

“Okay, hold on. I need both hands in case we run into trouble.” 

She didn’t say anything but nodded. He took it as a good sign and turned around. He needed to be focused and aware of where they were and who was around. 
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Chapter Six
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Delilah followed behind the man who’d woken her. She’d worried that he would hurt her or force her into the truck with the other women, but he hadn’t. She couldn’t help but be glad to be away from that place, and though it felt like they’d been walking for ages, she’d keep going as long as she didn’t have to go back to Warren. She didn’t know what would happen if she turned up back in Jericho. But since Warren had gotten rid of her so he could have a different wife, one who wasn’t barren, she knew it wouldn’t be good. 

She stumbled over something in the dark, then stepped on something sharp drawing her attention back to the here and now. She bit her lip to keep from crying out and decided she would do much better to focus on what was going on now than what might happen or might not. First she had to get out of there, figure out where she was, who these men were, if they were planning to keep her and what they wanted. It was a tall order, but one she hoped she could manage.  

When the man she held on to stopped, Delilah almost ran into his back, face first. She managed to stop with millimeters to spare. Close enough she caught the scents of leather, soap and something faint. It took a moment to register it was the scent of cherries. 

“Have you ever ridden?” His voice was soft and the low, gentle tones did something to soothe her frazzled nerves. 

She frowned and looked past him to see they’d stopped beside a motorcycle. She’d never been this close to one, much less ridden one. She shook her head but remained silent. 

He took a deep breath and blew it out slowly before speaking.

“I hadn’t planned on taking anyone back with me, so I’m not prepared.” He opened one of the cases that hung on either side of the rear wheel and pulled out a helmet. “You wear this. It will help keep you safe.” He helped her slide her head into the covering and tighten the strap that went under the chin. It was a little big and flopped around on her head, but she guessed it would be better than nothing. 

“All right, I’m going to get on, then you climb on behind me. You can use me for balance if you need to. Once you’re on, make sure your feet are on the pegs but not touching anything back here. The pipes get hot and will burn the shit out of you.” He pointed to some long silver tubes. 

Delilah nodded, the helmet flopping around. He turned and looked at her, his eyes skimming down her entire body before coming back to her face. 

“I’m not sure about that skirt. I don’t want it getting tangled in the chain or wheel. Can you tie it up somehow or can we shorten it?” He pulled a knife from somewhere she didn’t see. 

Delilah lifted one hand before speaking. “Can I try to tie it up before you cut it? I would hate to ruin something still useful.”

He nodded once, then took a step back. “Quickly. We need to get out of here yesterday.” 

Delilah bent and with the practiced move it had become from her days working in the garden, she grabbed the rear hem, pulled it up between her legs then pulled the tail up far enough she could use her apron strings to tie it securely at her waist, folding the hem over and making a second knot in the strings. She knew from experience that the cloth would tear before her knot came undone. Uncertain if it was enough, she looked up at the man who had pulled her from the building she hadn’t left in longer than she cared to think about. 

“Is that good?” She didn’t meet his eyes. She’d learned that lesson long ago. Warren had made sure of it. 

“That will do. I’d feel better about it if once you’re on, you will tuck any loose bits underneath you.”

He got on the bike then twisted around and pointed to the foot peg. “Put your left foot there and swing your right over the bike like I just did.” 

She stared at the peg for a moment, not seeing how she could do what he said without touching him. But he’d said she could. Still, her stomach fluttered and she hesitated just a moment before doing as he said. 
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