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CHAPTER ONE
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Jessie Grant stood at the window of the River Bend Bed and Breakfast she was staying at and watched the sun rise over the eastern peak of the bluffs near the city of Whiskey Bend, Wisconsin. Her heart was pounding in her chest a little harder than normal and nothing she did would calm her fears of being here in the first place. This was her new normal ever since she found those damn books. She didn’t know why she was here but she had to come. The last few months had been hard for her. She was twenty three years old and while her life hadn’t been easy growing up, the last few months had been horrible.

First, she lost her mom to cancer two and a half months ago. It’d been a short battle, they had found out she had the horrible disease too late to try any treatment but she’d been with her mom every day since that damn doctor’s appointment. Every day she watched her mother slip further away but this wasn’t the first time in her young life she really had to think of her mortality. 

Jessie knew the weakness of the human body. One moment you could be breathing the air so vital to life and the next, you could simply be gone. Her father had died that quickly. Eleven years ago, they’d been on a family outing, going out to celebrate her bringing in a straight A report card.

They were laughing and talking about her future in either medical or law school when BAM—their car was hit by a drunk driver. They never saw the other car barreling toward them before it slammed into their car on the driver’s side.

Her father died on impact, her mother had been trapped within the metal surrounding her, her left leg smashed beyond any medical treatment available. Her terrifying scream abruptly cut off when she lost consciousness, just seconds after impact.

Her younger brother Boone had almost been beheaded by flying debris and died just moments after their father. She herself had been flung around the backseat when her seatbelt broke from the impact. When she woke up from her coma nine days later, the doctors told her she was lucky to even wake up at all.

The driver of the other car had walked away without a scratch. He was more upset that his truck was wrecked than the accident that took two lives. He spent three months in jail and her world was changed forever.

Now her mother was gone and she thought she was alone in the world. Not even a week after she buried her mother, she received a letter from an attorney. Not knowing what to expect she opened the letter and found that she had inherited a small farm from her mother’s parents.

Confused, she had called the attorney only to find out a strange tale of something that happened before she was born. Her grandparents had disowned her mother when she ran off with Jesse’s father at a young age. They told her to never return if she chose him over them. It was all in the will, the attorney had said. Which eventually, led her to being here in Whiskey Bend, Wisconsin. 

So, she’d gone to visit her grandparent’s farm and was surprised to find a nice, but uncared for farm. It was three hours away from Whiskey Bend near another small town called Colten Edge. It was 150 acres of prime farm land but over the last decade, since her grandfather passed away, it had fallen into disrepair. The original farmhouse was huge and had been divided into several individual apartments in recent years.

The attorney had told her that her grandfather died over a decade ago and her grandmother, Emma Bennish had rented out her home and land in order to continue to live there. She’d been told the last of the renters had moved out three years ago.

Jessie had found there was a buyer for the land but she wanted to see the place her mother had grown up in before she sold the farm. As she walked through her grandmother’s home, she could almost hear the laughter and tears from her mother’s childhood.

While she was staying there, she began going through each of the rooms, digging into corners and finding all kinds of hidey holes. In one of the back bedrooms, she found something she never expected. It was a set of journals. Intrigued, she hoped it would be something historical, maybe even her grandmother’s words from years ago. She wanted to know what kind of people she’d come from.

What she found was totally different. At first, she didn’t know what she was reading then the horror seeped through her brain and she recoiled from it. She would never forget his words...

“I came to her like a lover, at least that’s what she thought. Me, I knew what I had to do. 

Before this night was over, her life would end and mine would go on much like before except for one thing. I would relish her memory like a fine wine.

Her memory would be full and robust, pleasing to the palette, bursting with energy as it slides down the throat. Her body reminds me of alabaster marble, carved lovingly into a work of art. The perfect model of womanhood. Her face frozen in death, her blood cooling in her veins. Seeing her like that was better than making love to her in the heat of passion. As I could feel myself reaching the point of no return, I reached for the knife to slit her throat. I knew I would climax again when I saw her, as she would be later, cold in death.

Jessie’s eyes widened in horror as she took in the words from the journal. Slowly, she closed the book as the meaning of the passage sank in. She shivered violently, as the words seared into her brain then pushed the book away from her. She looked at the book on the bed in dreaded amazement for a few moments, then leaned forward to retrieve it.

With her hands shaking, she once more opened the book and read the words, this time hoping her mind had played tricks on her earlier and she had simply misread the words. 

A few minutes later, she knew she hadn’t. Very carefully, she closed the book and sat on her bed wondering what to do. She found the journals quite by accident. 

When she first found the books, she had opened the journal thinking it was the ramblings of a young woman of years gone by. Instead, she found herself reading the words of a killer.

As much as the words terrified her, she couldn’t stop herself from reading them. The journal belonged to a man named Michael. No last name, just the name Michael. His thoughts, his words, his actions were written in vivid detail. What was written here weren’t words to live by or to ponder life’s mysteries, but they described how someone had died a violent death by his own hand.

Jessie’s hands shook and her heart beat a little faster as she finally understood what was written in the book. He told in sickening detail how it felt to take a life but the way he told it, it almost seemed to bring him pleasure. As if somehow, it was the most natural thing in the world. He told how it felt to watch the life drain from their bodies, not just one, but as she read the journal, she counted nine in all. It wasn’t so much the killing he craved, but the feelings he inspired in his victims just before they died that he relished, almost as if he needed it, like he would a sexual release.

As frightened as she was, she felt compelled to finish reading the journal. After the first few pages, Jessie paused long enough to check her windows and doors to make sure they were locked and secure. As illogical as this seemed at the time, she couldn’t stop herself from doing it.

On her way back to the bedroom, she grabbed a blanket. Wrapping it around herself, she got comfortable as she picked up the book and began reading again.

The entries started about ten years ago. There were nine separate entries in the book. Each one of them told their own story. Each entry told of a young woman’s life as he met her, then as he killed her. The fear and the terror he wrote about in each entry was a tribute to his victim.

She caught her breath as she read the entry from just over four years ago. Her body shivered despite the blanket. It was the most painful for her. The woman Michael wrote about was one she knew very well. She hadn’t thought about it until now but four years ago, her best friend had disappeared. Like her father and brother, one moment she was there and the next she was just gone. No one knew what happened to her. Her friend had been excited about going on vacation but it was one she never returned from. The police had no answers and after so long, her family stopped asking questions. So, it was too hard to believe but Jessie had found the real reason for her friend’s disappearance, here on a farm she know owned.

It was unbelievable.

Jessie’s heart broke as she relived her friends last moments. She had to close the book as tears ran down her face at the horror Michael described putting her friend through. The others were bad enough, but this one really brought home to her how these women suffered. For a moment, she hated him, like she’d never hated any other human being in her life.

After that entry, she had to force herself to finish reading the books. She read the words he’d written, but her heart was closed to any more pain. She’d become numb and she also wanted justice.

By the time Jessie had finished reading the journals, the sun was coming up in the eastern sky. She glanced out the window expecting to see the darkness of the night but instead was greeted by the sun shining in her window. Her world had changed overnight but the real world hadn’t. The darkness of night had passed into the light of a new day and now, she needed to face a whole new reality.

She hadn’t been able to put the journals down all night. She should have been tired, but adrenaline coursed through her veins. She should have felt drained, but instead she felt like running. She wanted to run away from the fear growing inside her.

She quickly changed her clothes and went running. When she hit the dirt road and started jogging, her mind returned to the words Michael had written. His words were almost poetic, his touch almost caressing, that is until it turned murderous. His acts of violence were, in his mind, acts of love.

As she ran the along the dirt path, she wondered what kind of man Michael was. He did what few others ever dreamed about. He dared what most would never think about. He scared her more than any other person ever had, or would. His words were never meant to be shared with anyone else; they were his and his alone. She knew that, but curiosity compelled her to read them, and she knew deep down in her heart, he would see this as a betrayal. His mind was warped beyond anything Jesse had ever thought of.

While she’d worked with vets who’d come back from tours of duty injured, she’d seen some that were pretty messed up, emotionally and mentally. But she’d never encountered anyone who was so full of twisted hate and filled with the lust to kill like this Michael.

While she worked as a physical therapist, her true love was understanding the human psyche. She’d read hundreds of case files, each detailing a different type of personality. Every file detailed an abnormal twist in the human brain and was unique in its own right and each was interesting.

After about a half an hour, Jessie felt her strength fading, so she turned around and headed back. By the time she got home, she could barely get up the steps. Her foot was throbbing, she hadn’t been watching where she was running then while on uneven ground, she’d turned her ankle about the half way point in her run and she knew she needed to rest it. As she opened the door to the house, the adrenaline high she was on before left her feeling completely washed out. Her body cried out for sleep, and she felt compelled to obey.

Just before she flopped down on her bed, she couldn’t help stop thinking about what Michael had written. Not exactly words to fall asleep to, but she was so tired nothing would keep her awake now. As she lay in her bed, she couldn’t help but wonder about Michael. It was almost as if she understood him. He wasn’t an uneducated man. In fact, if she were to do a profile on him, she would have to say he was a highly intelligent person.

His words were so eloquent, his meaning almost poetic, yet what his words represented was so abhorrent, their implication made her shiver in horror. When sleep finally overtook her, it wasn’t the restful sleep of regeneration; it was a fitful, nightmarish sleep, full of bogeymen and unknown shadows.

When she woke up several hours later, her eyes felt like sandpaper, her head felt fuzzy, worse than a hangover, and her stomach threatened to revolt. She sat up in bed only to groan and flop back down.

She reached up to shade her aching eyes. She wanted to close her eyes and go back to sleep for several hours, but sleep wouldn’t come. She’d tossed and turned as her mind raced with thoughts of death and dying. She felt truly ill from being immersed in such hate and cold from the words in those journals. It made her feel like she herself had been diseased in some way while reading his innermost thoughts.

Finally, Jessie gave up and forced herself to get out of bed. Stumbling to the bathroom, she went through the ritual of starting her day. She felt the need to shower and try to wash away this feeling. It was like her skin was crawling and she felt jittery and weak. 

As she made her way to the kitchen to make coffee, her eyes caught sight of the journal. She tried to ignore it, but it didn’t work. Taking her drink into the living room, she sat down on the sofa and sipped the hot beverage. All the while, her eyes never left the book. She wasn’t quite sure what she would do about it yet, but she couldn’t just turn it over to the police.

Today, in the cold light of day, she read the words again. They hadn’t changed overnight. Even though they had made her feel ill the day before. She just couldn’t believe it was real. She paused. Sydney was real. She had died at the hands of this monster. 

Jessie then wondered how long the journal had been hidden inside the floor.

The first entry in the book was nine years ago. The last entry was about a year and a half ago, but her grandmother’s attorney told her no one lived in the house for the last three years. He must have been wrong. Michael had been living here a year and a half ago. The books told her of a place he put his women in. He always went back to the same place, an abandoned farm on the top of a bluff near Whiskey Bend. He spoke about it being near where he lived and as no one was living there at the time, he knew the women would never be found. They would be forever safe and he could visit them whenever he wanted.

The fact he went back to them disturbed her greatly. Then she wondered what Michael would do if the bodies he’d hidden for so many years began turning up. She knew these women deserved to be found.

Suddenly, she remembered something. She got up and went back into the bedroom. Reaching down on the bed, she picked up the small box she had overlooked before. She found herself hesitating. She felt she was violating someone’s privacy.

Carefully, she opened the little box and looked inside. Seeing what was inside almost made her cry. There were several pieces of jewelry, rings and a couple pair of earrings and even a little girl’s barrette. At the very bottom of the box was a little brass key. It didn’t look as if it belonged with the rest of the items. She stared hard at the jewelry then noticed a necklace. It wasn’t worth a whole lot, but as she picked it up, she felt tears running down her face. This necklace belonged to her friend Sydney. As the gemstone caught the sunlight, it sparkled. Jessie closed her eyes against the pain. It matched the one Jessie owned. She’d gotten the pair of them as a token of her friendship with Sydney.

She carefully placed it back and set the container on the coffee table. Going back to her place on the sofa, she sat and stared at the box for a few minutes. Jessie knew she should just turn the journal and the box over to the police, but for some reason she couldn’t. She almost felt sorry for Michael. Maybe that was wrong, but she couldn’t help herself. She could relate to the loneliness in his words and the bleakness of his soul.

His feelings, his emotions, were all laid out in the journal. The words and emotions he wrote about were never meant to be read by anyone else. He wrote so freely because of that ideal. There was an underlying pain in his words, something unspoken yet she could feel it. At some point in his life something very bad had happened, something he couldn’t live with. She didn’t know what it meant, but it was there all the same.

It was also strange that she should feel a link with his victims. These women had families and husbands, possibly children. They didn’t deserve to be dumped anonymously into the ground where no one but the killer knew where the bodies were buried.

They didn’t deserve to go unmourned. These women deserved to be found and their killer brought to justice. Michael had left clues to the places where he had buried his victims.

Somehow, someway, she had to let the proper authorities know where these women were, so they could be given a decent burial and their families would know what happened to them.

Jessie weighed the pros and cons of what she knew she had to do. She should just call the police and give them the information. She also knew Michael would see that as a betrayal of the worse kind. She didn’t want him coming after her.

She had to come up with a way to discover his victims by chance. She could go scout the places on the abandoned farm described in the journal to see if they existed. If they did, then she would decide what to do.

Jessie picked up the journal and reread the first passages again. If she were going to do this, she would need to find the right places and know enough about where the bodies were buried to let someone know where to look.

Michael wrote in vivid detail the exact location of his conquests. He even wrote a little about each woman he encountered. The first woman in the journal was named Michelle Wymen.

Michael wrote that Michelle had been his first victim in a long time. He wrote that it had been awhile since he took a life. He went on to say that he met her in a diner in the town of Whiskey Bend, Wisconsin.
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CHAPTER TWO
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She got here the day before and had taken the time to familiarize herself with the town and hopefully, find some kind of reference point to start her search. She’s made a copy of the journals and then hid the original books. She didn’t put them back where Michael left them, instead she put them where only she knew they were. She felt that was her safeguard and if the evidence was ever needed, only she would know where it was.

Michael claimed she was a waitress at a diner where he had stopped to get out of the cold. Michelle was her name, but he said she looked more like an angel. Her hair fanned out like angel wings. Her natural womanly scent was heavenly, her smile made her face glow, and he’d fallen in love with her in an instant. In his own words, she read:

With her first words, I fell under her spell. She warmed the cold October wind blowing right through to my bones. The cup of coffee she set in front of me tasted like nectar.

I was waiting for a ride home when she asked me where I was going. When I told her, she said she knew my hometown. She lived here in Whiskey Bend, and I asked her to show me her town. We crossed the road and went up a hill. We went into the woods above the city. The air was cool and crisp, yet when I was with her, I didn’t feel the cold. She laughed and joked as she led the way. She promised to point out her favorite spot. She said she would come here often and keep watch over her town and its people.

Yes indeed, this spot would do very well. Deep inside a wooded glen, I made my move. Her laughter turned to scorn almost immediately. Her cruel laughter grated my shattered nerves. Where the knife came from, I don’t remember. All I do remember is her blood spilling over my hands.

How warm it was, how it stained her clothes and mine. how surprised her eyes appeared, as she looked into mine. I watched as the light inside her slowly faded and was saddened by the fact that my angel was gone. 

My angel would remain forever in my heart, where she belonged. Her final resting place is right there where she ended her time here on earth, marked by three mounds of rocks. She will remain forever, keeping watch over the town she so adored.

Jessie shivered as she read the words he had written. She hoped for Michelle’s sake, that death had taken her quickly. Michael almost seemed reluctant to end her life, yet he did so without regret.

Perhaps if she had died as a result of a disease, her death could be accepted, but to die like this, at the hands of monster, for no apparent reason, it all made it unbearable. And Michael was a monster, Jessie recognized that much from his own words. She had to do something. She had to see for herself where Michelle was buried. Glancing at her watch, she noted that it was too late to go to Whiskey Bend this afternoon. It was a three-hour trip over there and it would be dark by that time. She wanted to see the place in the daytime. She would need all the light she could get to find the exact spot where Michelle was buried. She didn’t want to be discovered by anyone either, so she knew she would have to be careful.
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It was barely seven a.m. when she left her room at the B&B. Although Michael’s words had been written as far back as ten years ago, she hoped they were still valid. She had read his words again this morning and had drawn out a rough sort of map. 

She’d spoken to the owner of the River Bend Bed and Breakfast where she was staying the night before. She asked about the land at the top of the bluff behind the town. Mrs. Sayer told her to stay clear of there. She said there was a motorcycle gang living up there and they didn’t like the people trespassing on their land. They probably wouldn’t hurt her but the whole town stayed away from them for a reason. They looked rough and some rumor had it that they booby-trapped at least part of their property.

She didn’t know if all that was true or not but she wasn’t looking for trouble, she only wanted to verify Michael’s own words. She didn’t know why this was so important to her but she had to know if Michelle Wymen was buried in her favorite spot, under a rock formation.

The day before she had stopped in at the diner Michelle worked at. The sign said Darrel’s Diner and like the rest of the place, the sign was faded from days past. The outside of the diner was old and needed a fresh coat of paint but someone had taken the time to fix it up the best they could. Judging by the number of cars in the parking lot, the patrons didn’t mind the conditions. Each space was full and Jessie had to wait a few minutes to be able to park her car.

Stepping out of her vehicle, she had another good look around. Turning back toward the town, she saw the wooded area above it and the hill Michele and Michael must have climbed. Shading her eyes against the sun’s glare, Jessie wondered if she would find Michele’s final resting place, up on that hill.

She went inside the restaurant. As soon as she entered, she could smell the aroma of fresh baked bread. Jessie groaned. She loved fresh baked bread, warm from the oven with lots of melting butter, sometimes with peanut butter.

Inhaling deeply, she walked over to the counter and sat down. 

The waitress grinned then without a word, turned and began cutting a loaf of bread. She put a couple of warm slices on a plate and brought them over to Jessie, along with a tub of butter. “Hi, you look like you need a bread fix.” 

“Yes, please.”

The waitress motioned toward the coffee pot. 

Jessie indicated her answer and as she poured the coffee, Jessie noticed her name tag. “Thank you, Margie, but how did you know I needed a slice of bread?”

“I’ve seen that look on other people’s faces. As soon as they come through the door, they seem to transform.”

“It does smell like heaven in here,” Jessie commented.

Margie grinned. “Yes, it does, doesn’t it? Enjoy your bread.” As she moved away, she grabbed the coffee pot and began filling coffee cups all the way down the counter. 

As Jessie ate her bread, she took the time to look around the diner. She caught sight of a poster hanging on the wall just left of the main door. It looked almost like a wanted poster.

She walked over to the poster to get a better look. When she got closer, she could see that it was indeed a wanted poster. On it was the picture of a young woman, named Michelle Wymen. The poster listed her height, her weight, last known address, and the clothes she was last known to be wearing. The last thing it listed was the date she was seen last. The date Jessie knew by heart. It was October the twenty-first, almost ten years ago to the day.  

She just stared at the picture of Michele for a long time. The longer she stared the more Jessie felt a bond grow between them, as she was probably one of two people who would ever know what happened to Michele. 

Just then, Margie the waitress came over to where she stood and nodded her head at the poster. “I’d forgotten about that poster.” She grimaced. 

Jessie looked at the poster, noticing a strong resemblance to Margie. “Did you know her?” 

Margie just stared at the photo on the poster. “She was my younger sister.” 

“Do you have any idea what happened to her?” 

Margie turned slowly and looked at Jessie. “The rumor is, she ran off with some guy, but I know that isn’t true. I think she’s dead.” 

Jessie cocked her head. “What makes you say that?” 

Margie turned and looked at the poster again. “I knew Michele. She would never worry her family if she were alive. Even if she had run off all those years ago, she would have called us to let us know she was all right. She never called.” Margie paused glancing out the window. “She’s dead and it’s my fault.” 

Jessie heard the softly spoken words and couldn’t believe what she was hearing. “How do you figure that? You certainly didn’t kill her, did you?” 

Margie turned to look at Jessie. “Of course not, but the day she disappeared, she was covering for me. I was sick that day and Michele came into work for me. The last time anyone saw her was when she left the restaurant. If she hadn’t been here, she wouldn’t have disappeared. “ 

Jessie could see the guilt and pain in Margie’s eyes. 

They say that a person’s eyes are the windows to their soul, and if that were true, Margie’s soul was in a lot of pain. 

Jessie knew there was nothing she could do or say at this time. She couldn’t bring Michele back from the dead, but she could bring her back to her family. She could ease the pain in Margie’s eyes and maybe in time erase the guilt.

She turned and walked back to the counter where her purse laid. She began rummaging through it for the cash to pay for her bread and coffee. Margie walked up behind her and laid a hand over hers. 

Jessie could see the tears in her eyes but Margie wouldn’t let them fall. 

Jessie couldn’t stand to see her in this kind of pain and pulled her into a hug. She didn’t know why except that sometimes it just felt good to know there was someone out there that understood, even if you didn’t. 

Margie returned the hug briefly and then backed away, she wouldn’t look her in the eyes, but did pause long enough to whisper the words, “Thank you,” to her before she hurried down the length of the counter with the coffee pot. 

Thank you was all she said but those two little words touched Jessie’s heart in a way nothing else had. She picked up her purse and walked to the door. Pausing a moment to look back at Margie, she found her looking straight into her eyes. 

Margie’s eyes were full of questions that Jessie had no answers for at the moment, but she hoped to have them soon. As she exited the diner, her eyes were drawn to the hillside across the highway. The longer she stared at the hill, the more she knew the answers were there if she had the courage to go and find them. 

She glanced back at the diner as if to ask for Margie’s permission, but she couldn’t see through the tinted glass. Had she been able to she would have seen a very puzzled Margie looking back at her, trying to guess what she was doing.
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A day later, she followed their footsteps of ten years ago. Michael had given extreme details in his diary and for that, Jessie was grateful. When she came to a three string, barb wire fence, she ducked under it and made her way through the wooded area. 

At first, she didn’t know what she was looking at when she finally reached the bench made of stone. It was a natural setting, yet it stood out in the woods. Three large boulders sat in a triangle pattern and on top of them was a flat stone. Had someone at some time in the history of the town put the stone there or had nature intended it to be there the whole time? She couldn’t tell for sure and wouldn’t hazard to guess. Slowly, she stepped toward it, her mind so fixed on Michael’s writings. 

She didn’t know there was a man dressed in jeans and a t shirt along with a leather vest right behind her until it was too late to stop what happened next. She didn’t even have time to scream as the huge muscled arm wrapped around her throat and squeezed tightly around her neck. She struggled against her assault but couldn’t break free of his hold. She couldn’t breathe or draw air into her lungs and before long, she saw black spots as her body shut down. She felt the panic one always feels when they are about to lose their life and for a moment she fought against it, then she stopped struggling and slid into oblivion and he let her slide to the ground in a heap.
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Jinx wanted to leave her where she lay but he knew he couldn’t do that. He glared at the intruder and cursed, then he picked her up, threw her over his shoulder, and carried her off to his all-terrain vehicle. 

Throwing her into the second seat, he got behind the wheel and took off toward the clubhouse. Lucifer would be mad, but the townsfolks usually left them alone. He looked over at her and frowned. He knew he hadn’t seen her before today and that only led him to wonder what the hell she was doing in their woods. Surely, the town had warned her about them. Most everyone knew the club owned this land and most of the time the townspeople stayed away. They left well enough alone when it came to the Hell’s Guardian Warriors.

A few minutes later, the clubhouse came into view and Jinx turned his four-wheeler toward the front door.
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CHAPTER THREE
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Nick Leroy otherwise known as Lucifer was sitting down at a table in the main room of his clubhouse sipping a cup of hot coffee when he heard the sound of Jinx’s four-wheeler pull up outside. He was a tad hung over this morning and not really feeling up to Jinx’s bullshit. He was feeling each and every one of his thirty seven years this morning. He knew he desperately needed a shower and coffee though. 

He was enjoying one of the two when the front door opened and a shaft of light penetrated his sight. Lucifer winced and shielded his eyes as the man himself walked in. He frowned at Jinx when he walked over to where Lucifer was sitting and dumped something that hit the floor with a thud at his feet. Lucifer looked down and his frowned deepened. “What the fuck did you do?” he asked when he saw the woman on the floor. He ran his fingers through his thick black hair and stared at the other man wearily.

“I found a trespasser.” Jinx growled as he slammed a backpack down on the table in front of Lucifer. He was a man that didn’t like other people. They claimed PTSD did that to a man, but he hadn’t changed that much with or without PTSD. He was happiest being left alone and didn’t mind who knew it. The only people he could tolerate were the brothers he lived with here at the compound. His brothers were aware of his displeasure and treated him accordingly. But this was a new one, even for him.

“I can see that.” Lucifer nodded. “Why did you bring her here though? Why didn’t you just dump her on the other side of the fence line?” He paused then added, “Where did you find her anyway?”

“She was all the way by the old bench marker.” 

The bench marker was well within the property, a long way from the fence line. Not many people knew it was even there.

Lucifer frowned and looked down at the woman lying on the floor. Her long auburn hair was spread out on the wood. Her eyes were closed, and he wondered if her eyes were green or blue. He shook the odd thought away. Who cared?

Then he wondered what she had been doing so far inside their property? Looking over at Jinx, he smoothed his short beard and asked, “What was she doing there?”

Jinx shrugged. “I don’t know but she had a funny look on her face. Like she was dreading being there but there was no one with her, she was just staring at the damn bunch of rocks. I mean what the hell is that about? Far as I know, it’s just some stupid rocks. Ain’t nothin’ special about it.”

Lucifer thought on that for a moment then looked down at the woman again. Just what the hell he was going to do with her he wasn’t sure. Jinx should have taken her back down to the property line and dumped her over it and left her be. She would have come to on her own and gotten the hell out of there. 

He got to his feet and stretched to his usual height of six and a half feet. His massive arms reached for the ceiling as he eased out the kinks in his body. He’d had a rough night filled with bad dreams and nightmares as per usual and he felt tired this morning. He just didn’t want to have to deal with this shit. He glared at Jinx. “How long has she been out?”

Jinx shrugged. “About ten minutes or so. She may not come around for about another twenty minutes.” His choke holds usually put people out about half an hour, forty five minutes at the most. But that was on men, he didn’t usually put women out with them. “You want me to just leave her there or carry her somewhere else?”

Lucifer thought for a second. “Take her down the hall and put her in my room. I want to talk to her before I decide anything and I need a shower.” 

Jinx raised an eyebrow at his suggestion but he bent over to pick her up off the floor then carried her down the hall to the President’s bedroom. 

Twenty minutes would give him enough time to shower the stench of his nightmares off and get rid the booze haze from last night.

Jinx laid her on the bed and turned to leave the room.

Lucifer went over to the dresser to search for some clothes. Before he headed in for the shower, he locked the bedroom door, slipping the key above the door for safekeeping. He didn’t want her escaping before he had a chance to talk to her in case she recovered from Jinx’s head lock before he was done.

He wanted to get a shower in before he had to deal with her. Stepping into a steamy hot shower Lucifer let the water flow over his achy body. His whole body hurt this morning. He stepped under the spray and closing his eyes, he let it hit him in the face and run down his neck and chest. The hot water soaked his long hair and he shook his head to make sure his hair was wet. He groaned as he felt the warmth hitting his throbbing head.

Each drop of hot water soothed his aches and loosened his muscles. He turned and allowed the water to flow down his back, ass and legs. After a few minutes, he started feeling better. Grabbing the soap, he washed. His hands running over each inch of his hard body including his beard. His actions were automatic while his mind was on his visitor. What the fuck was he going to do with her?

The town’s people left the club alone and that was the way he liked it. Most of the men here were vets who for some reason the government had turned their backs on. Once they had served their time, they were booted out of the military and the men were lost as to what they were supposed to do next. They hadn’t blended back into civilian life very well at all. The horrors of war hadn’t allowed that.

Lucifer had brought them all together and had given them a purpose again. They were living on the land he’d inherited from his grandfather before he even went in the Marines.

Here they worked the land, grew a little weed and had begun brewing their own whiskey. The whiskey was an old family trade secret, one that had been passed down from father to son for the last several generations but would most likely die with him, as he was the last in his family line. The fact that they didn’t have a permit to brew the hooch was the reason they didn’t want to town’s people coming around, well that and the men were better left alone. They hadn’t been here that long only about three years or so, but they were learning to adjust.

He sighed deep and shut the water off. Stepping out of the shower, he looked into his room and found her still passed out on his bed. Lucifer eyed her from head to toe and felt his body harden with desire. This fact surprised the hell out of him. He hadn’t felt desire for any woman in so long, he thought that feeling had been destroyed along with the rest of his body in that little village in the mountains of Iraq. 

Pulling on a pair of jeans without boxers, Lucifer smiled as he imagined her naked and writhing beneath him. It’d been literally years since he’d had a woman and up until now, that fact hadn’t bothered him too much, but it was bothering him now and for good reason. Before he let his imagination run away with him, he finished dressing. When he looked back over at the bed, he found a pair of green eyes looking back at him. 

He took a step closer and she was watching him the whole way. She had a look of fear and uncertainty in her eyes. He stopped at the edge of the bed and they stared at each other for a moment. 

She looked away first. “Who are you and where am I?” she whispered. Her throat was sore and she had no real volume in her request. She raised her hand to her sore neck.

“They call me Lucifer and you’re in my bed at the clubhouse.” He smirked at her. He thought he might just keep her. It was crazy but he couldn’t seem to push the notion away. The fire in those green eyes did things to his mind and his body. He actually felt something that wasn’t hate and misery for the first time in years.
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Jessie looked up and swallowed the lump in her throat. Tears threatened to fill her eyes. When she awoke Sydney’s necklace was gone, but she had more important things to worry about than a necklace, even if it meant the world to her.

“What do they call you sweetheart?”

She pulled her head back at the sweetheart. She didn’t want to tell him her name. She didn’t want to be here. She didn’t want any of this. She should have just turned the damn journals over to the police and let them deal with it but it was too late now. She wet her dry lips with her tongue. “How did I get here?”

Lucifer followed the movement of her tongue to her lips then shook his head. “One of my men brought you here.”

“Was that the same man who tried to strangle me?”

He nodded. “Yeah, you were technically trespassing, so he had every right to stop you by fair means or foul.”

“What?” She shook her head. “He could’ve just said get off my land.” She scoffed. “I wasn’t hurting anything. I was just there to look at the rock formation.”

Lucifer looked amused as he cocked his head to one side. “But why? Why were you there to begin with? I know you were warned by the townspeople. They would have told you about this place. About who owned it and why they don’t come here.”

Jessie nodded. “They did.”

“Then why did you still come here?”

Jessie shrugged. “I just did, that’s all.” She swallowed hard as she thought about the reason she didn’t want to share her information with this man. Her hand went again to her throat but when she remembered her necklace wasn’t there anymore, she stopped and let her hand drop to the bed.

Lucifer leaned over the bed and caged her in with one hand on either side of her head. He didn’t touch her but he came as close to her as he could. His head lowered until they were inches apart. “I really need some answers. Who are you and what were you doing on our land?”

Jessie dropped her gaze down to his lips and wondered how they would feel if she moved just a little bit? Then she mentally shook that crazy thought away. “I was just taking a walk and found the rock formation. That’s all.”

“But how did you know it was even there? Not many of the locals even know it’s there?” He wondered out loud. “Who did you hear about the rock bench from?”

Jessie closed her eyes and didn’t say anything. 

Grasping either side of her face, he brought her closer. “Tell me what I want to know,” he demanded roughly. He frowned again and looked to where his hands were.  He then seemed to pale a bit and his hands shook.

Jesse now felt a bit of fear. Though this man didn’t scare her like he probably would others. Something about him just seemed so sad and at the same time fierce. “I have nothing to say,” she whispered as she watched him.
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Lucifer could hear the fear in her voice and he could see the fear in her eyes. He didn’t know her story, but he was sure she had one and it wasn’t only him she was afraid of. He felt sure of this. But if it wasn’t him, who or what was it that had her running scared?

He noticed the bead of sweat running down the side of her face. He watched as the droplet of water made its way down her fair skin all the way down to her jaw. He was so intent on watching it he almost missed her softly asked question.

“What are you going to do with me? I can’t stay here.”

“Aww sorry babe, I can’t let you go until I know why you came in the first place.” Lucifer chuckled softly. He wasn’t sure he could let her go anywhere anyway. 

Wetting her lips with the tip of her tongue, she watched his eyes dilate at her movement. Surprise lit her eyes as his eyes snapped up to hers. She gasped softly and that was all it took. 

Lucifer leaned closer and his lips crushed down on hers. A bolt of electricity sparked between them and he groaned as his hands took control and wrapped around her head pulling her close to him.

She wrapped her own arms around his neck and brought him closer. It wasn’t until he ground his pelvis down on hers and she could feel his erection that she seemed to react. 

She pushed him away from her, but Lucifer wasn’t letting her go. Not after that kiss. He broke away just enough to see her glare. Shrugging again, he pressed his lips back on hers and lost himself for a moment in all that was her...her scent, her flavor, it was heady. He was in disbelief of his own reaction. This just couldn’t be...but it was.

He jerked his aroused body off her softer one and stood up but only stepped so far away. 

She raised her eyes to watch his face rather than the hard cock in his pants. Her cheeks were flushed, and she looked stunned by what had just happened.

But if she was stunned he was more than unsettled. 

She frowned as she stared at him.

He held himself stiffly and took another step back away from her. His hands were clenching and unclenching and he was breathing heavily. 

“Are you okay?” she asked in a whisper.

Lucifer surveyed her and smiled slightly as he tried to get himself under control. He couldn’t believe he’d just done that. “I can’t let you leave here until I get some answers sweetheart. If you want to talk. I’ll be down the hall in the main room.”

Lucifer paused for a moment just outside the door to his bedroom. Taking a deep breath, he wondered what the hell had just happened. Before he could wonder too long, he walked down the hall and joined his men in the main room. Grabbing a fresh cup of coffee, he sat down at the table where Jinx and Demon were sitting. One of them had opened the back-pack Jinx brought back when he brought the girl in.

Lucifer took a sip of his coffee and asked, “Well. what did you find?” he tried to keep his hands steady and keep his expression blank, even though he had just been jolted by a live wire. Yes, a live wire was as close a description as he could get. That kiss had affected him deeply and not just sexually either.

Demon flipped out a driver’s license and he glanced at it. It belonged to the girl in his bedroom and claimed her name was Jessie Nicole Grant. He read her date of birth and she was twenty-three years old. She lived in Austin, Minnesota. The town was maybe three hours away from Whiskey Bend.

“You might want to have a look at this too.” Jinx tossed him a slip of paper. Lucifer picked it up and frowned. 

On the paper were landmarks and x’s. The more he studied the paper the more convinced he became that he was studying a map. A map of the farm land he had inherited from his grandfather over twenty years ago, just before he joined the Marines. His granddad died over ten years ago and the farm until they moved back here had laid empty since his death.

Lucifer stared at the two men from under his frown. “What the fuck?”

“What the hell is going on here Prez?” Demon asked looking perplexed too.

“I don’t know but I intend to find out.” Lucifer pushed away from the table and stomped his way back down the hall. 

A few minutes later, he returned pushing the girl they now knew as Jessie Grant in front of him. He moved her over to the table where Jinx and Demon waited and slammed her down in a chair. Sitting down next to her, he put her driver’s license in her face. “Ok, Ms. Jessie Grant, you got some questions to answer.” He growled.

Jesse reached out with shaky hands and grabbed her license. Folding her fingers over the plastic card, she refused to look up at the men sitting there.

Lucifer flipped the slip of paper toward her that Jinx had found in her backpack. “What the fuck is this?”

Jessie paled but didn’t reach for the paper. The silence grew and the tension in the room went up a few notches but still she didn’t say anything. Keeping her eyes down, she held her tongue.

“I don’t hear any words coming out of your mouth Jessie.” Lucifer snarled. “How and why do you have a map of my farm and what are all those x’s about?”
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CHAPTER FOUR
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When she still didn’t break the silence, Lucifer slammed his hand down on the table. 

Jessie jumped and ducked as if someone was going to hit her, covering her head with her arms.

Lucifer glanced over at Demon and Jinx then back to her. “I ain’t gonna hurt you girl, just need some answers.” 

“Maybe we’ll get some answers if we go get her stuff?” Jinx held out her key to the room she had at the boarding house. “I’m sure Maudie would let us in her room.”

Jessie snapped her head up and glared at them. “You wouldn’t dare.” She looked shocked.

Lucifer nodded. “Oh, but I would.” He turned to Jinx and nodded. 

Jinx got to his feet and began walking toward the door.

Jesse hung her head and didn’t say anything for a moment. Then she raised her head and with tears rolling down her cheeks she whispered, “The x’s could be, maybe...burial places.”

The whole room went silent. 

Even Jinx stopped in his tracks. Then very slowly, he turned to face the table again.  

Lucifer reached down and hauled her up from the chair by grabbing her by the upper arms. Holding her level to him, he glared at her. “What the fuck did you say?”

Jessie winched as his fingers bit into her skin. “I said the x’s could be burial places for nine women.” 

Her words were little more than a whisper but every man in the room heard her.

She cried out as Lucifer’s hands tightened their hold and as soon as he heard her cry, he released her. 

The men all began gathering near the table and she wiped tears away from her eyes.

“I think you’d better explain yourself woman.” Lucifer crossed his massive arms over his chest.

“I don’t think I want to,” she replied as she looked from man to man.

“Talk woman!” Lucifer yelled.

Jessie jumped to her feet and began backing away from the group of men gathering behind Lucifer. “No. I don’t know if it’s true or not. That’s why I didn’t want to say anything in the first place.”

“If what’s true?” Demon asked as his fingers curled into fists at his side. “That’s a hell of thing to say if you’re only guessing.”

Jessie wanted to run, she really did. This couldn’t end but one way and she wasn’t ready for that yet. She even eyed the path to the front door but knew she’d never make it.

“I think you need to explain yourself. Start at the beginning and don’t spare any of the details,” Lucifer demanded. “I assure you we’re all waiting with bated breath.”

Jessie slumped back down in her seat for a moment. Then brushing her hair away from her face, she began her story, “I recently lost my mom to cancer, then I found out I also lost my grandmother, a grandmother I didn’t know I even had. She left me a small farm near here, so I came to check it out. When I was searching the house, I realized that my grandmother had renovated her house into small apartments and rented out to people who needed a place to stay. In one of the bedrooms I found set of journals. At first, I didn’t know what they were, then I began to read them” She paused a moment to wipe away her tears.

“What were they?” Lucifer asked with a frown as he stared at her. He almost seemed confused as if he didn’t know what to make of her.

Jessie lifted her head and caught his eyes. “It was a handwritten account of the deaths of nine women, written by their killer.”

The whole room went silent after she dropped her bombshell. No one hardly dared to breathe as they absorbed her words.

After a few minutes or so Lucifer asked, “What made you come here?”

“Here as in Whiskey Bend or here, as in your farm?” She moistened her dry lips with her tongue again. 

Lucifer caught and followed the motion but before he could get distracted again, his eyes snapped back to hers. “Both,” he barked.

“This is where the journals told me to come.” 

“Fucking hell,” Demon muttered as he looked around the group of men standing there. His face held the same expression as theirs. Shock and awe. “Jesus H. Christ.”

“I don’t believe this bitch’s bullshit.” Jinx stomped back over to the table. “If someone was out here burying bodies we would have found them out by now, don’t you think? We’ve been here for over three years and some of us, almost four and we haven’t run across anybody burying a body yet.”

“He buried the first body ten years ago,” Jesse informed them quietly. “Her name was Michelle and he buried her at the place where you found me. That rock bench. He put her there because it was her favorite place to watch life. That place meant something to her. She met him that morning and brought him there to show him her special spot. She told him from there, ‘you could see the town below along with the river and the scenery was so peaceful that sometimes when you sat there the woodland animals would walk right past you.’ ”

Lucifer watched her for a moment then lifted his eyes to his men. They were all stunned at her words. How many times had they done the same thing? Just sat on those very rocks and looked over toward the river? How many times had they seen what she just talked about? Deer, squirrels, and wild turkeys, even the occasional wolf packs often roamed the woods around the farm.

“Did these journals say how he killed her?” Demon asked.

Jesse hung her head. “He stabbed her. He watched and described in vivid detail everything that happened as the life in her eyes drained slowly and when it was gone, he buried her under the stone bench. He thought that would stand as her grave marker. That way, he would always know where she was when he wanted to come back to visit her grave. He said he would be the only one to know what the rocks really meant...” 

Her words died out at the end but every man there heard them.

“How do you know all this?” Demon asked.

“He wrote it down in his journal.”

“Do you have these so called journals?” Jinx wanted to know.

“I have them but not here. I didn’t want to bring them with me in case I actually found them to be true. I didn’t want to paint a target on my back in case he was still in the area. I didn’t want him to know that I found them until I knew for sure the bodies were actually, where he said they would be.

“What else do you know about this man?” Lucifer sat down at the table and glared at her.

Jessie shrugged. “More than I ever wanted to, I can tell you that much.”

“We need more info girl,” Demon stated. “If we got bodies buried here, we need to know before the cops bust us for this mess.”

Jessie shrugged. “I wish I could tell you more but I can’t. Other than knowing he’s a sick individual and his first name, I don’t know any more than that. I do know how he felt when he murdered those women and where he supposedly buried them but that’s all the journals told me.”

“Wait a minute, back up,” Lucifer said. “You said you knew his first name?”

Jessie nodded. “He claimed his name was Michael but that may or may not be true.”

Jinx snorted. “Your Michael is one sick sonofabitch.”

Jessie shivered in revulsion. “He’s not my anything. I want nothing to do with him. In fact, I wish I’d never heard of this monster.”

“So where are these journals you talked about?” Lucifer asked.

“I have them hidden in case I need to turn them over to the police.”

“If we find the bodies, you can’t turn them over to the cops,” Lucifer stated grimly.

Jessie glared at the man. “I can and I will.”

“No you won’t,” Lucifer stated stonily. 

“I have to. Those women and their families need closure. Don’t you understand?” Jessie cried out softly.

“Yeah, I get that part but what you don’t seem to understand is the fact the cops will blame us for their murders. They’ll drag our asses to jail, throw us in a cell, throw away the key and forget about us.”

Jessie looked around the room. All the men standing there glared back at her. Looking back at Lucifer, she asked, “But why? You didn’t kill them. You don’t go to jail if you’ve done nothing wrong.”

Demon snorted. “You don’t know the law very well, do you lady?”

“I know you’re innocent until proven guilty,” she stated.

Lucifer shook his head. “Are you really that naïve? More than one man has gone to jail for a crime he didn’t commit and more than one person has been railroaded by the law into confessing to something he didn’t do. Besides wearing an MC patch, most of us aren’t exactly model citizens. We all served in the military, but when we could no longer do what they wanted us to do, we were discharged without the benefits they promised us. This place is all most of us got left and I’m not giving it up without a fight. I’ll be damned if I’m gonna let you fuck this up for all of us. The cops come here and find bodies buried on this land and they will take what is ours and throw the book at us before they even got the full story.” He leaned closer to her and pointed his finger at her. “I will not let that happen. My men have lost enough. I won’t let them lose their freedom for something they didn’t do, even for a day.”

“Now you know why I didn’t want to tell you,” she insisted stubbornly.

“We had a right to fucking know what was coming.” Jinx snarled.

Lucifer watched her closely. He could tell she was telling the truth as far as she knew it. But she was hiding something else. How could there be bodies here on his farm? It was impossible. But if it were true, their way of life might just disappear if the authorities came out here. His vow to protect his men and keep them sane could be broken. Simply because of this woman who claimed his land was a burial ground for a serial killer.
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Jessie wanted to pull her hair out but that would get her nowhere. She needed to get free of this place and these men. 

She pushed herself up and turned to Lucifer. “Thank you for your hospitality and now it’s time for me to return. I’ll just collect my things and go home.”

Lucifer chuckled. “I don’t think so. You aren’t going anywhere.”

“You can’t keep me here,” she protested.

“Wanna bet?” Lucifer smirked. “I want to read those journals before I make up my mind about letting you go.”

“But they aren’t even here.” 

“Then tell me where they are and I’ll send someone to collect them but you aren’t going anywhere.” Lucifer shook his head. “At least not until we know what we’re dealing with. And who. This Michael bastard is still out there somewhere. We have to at least try and find him.”

“And if he doesn’t want to be found?” Jessie asked him softly.

“Well then, that’s just too fucking bad, for him ain’t it?” Lucifer held her eyes.

Jessie searched his posture and found nothing soft anywhere on his body. Looking around, she saw each and every man was set like stone in their commitment.

As she sat herself back down on the chair, she remembered the conversation she had the day before when she stopped at the diner Michelle disappeared from. Was that only yesterday? 

It was that little interchange with Margie at the diner that had made up her mind to go forward with searching the stone bench area and dammed if this guy and his big thugs were gonna derail her. 

Jinx came back over to the table and asked, “Prez, do you want I should go get her things from Maudie’s place?”

Lucifer stared at Jessie for a moment then nodded. “Yeah, maybe we should. That way when she doesn’t come back, no one will question where she went in the first place. We sure don’t need all kinds of people searching for her, cluttering up the landscape.”

“If I don’t come back? You guys are threatening to what? Bury me here too?”

The man they called Lucifer stared at her for a moment then he laughed. “We don’t kill women.” He leaned close to her. “But you won’t be going back there anytime soon.” His eyes met hers.

Jessie just glared at him while Jinx stomped over to the door and disappeared.
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CHAPTER FIVE


[image: ]




When Jordan Tate walked into to Darrel’s Diner, it felt like coming home. His tan uniform fit him well and he looked every bit the professional he was supposed to be. His short blond hair was slicked back and gelled down. He was clean shaven and his eyes were hidden behind a pair of dark tinted aviator sunshades.

When he sat down at the counter, his back was straight and unbending. Without moving his head, he took note of every patron in the place. He knew if he moved his head slightly to the left, he would see the info wanted poster Michelle’s family put up ten years ago. He saw it every time he came to this town. For the longest time, he’d been the only living person who knew what really happened to her. He didn’t know if he could say that anymore. He hated that feeling. He was one that liked to be in control and if the girl knew his secret that wasn’t a good thing.

He watched as Margie the waitress came over to him. “Well, hi there sugar, haven’t seen you in a while.” She smiled at him.

Jordan smiled slightly. “Haven’t been here in a while.”

“Well, you’re here now. If I remember correctly, you like your coffee strong and black.”

“You remember correctly.” He nodded.

“And you like your bread with butter and honey. Got a bit of a sweet tooth.” Margie’s smile widened.

Jordan nodded, then moved his head around slowly to take note of everyone else in the diner. Not one of them stood out to him but then maybe none of them would. All he knew was the girl he was looking for was Emma Bennish’s granddaughter. He had heard old lady Bennish was dead a week or so ago. He knew then he had to return and take his journals back. He didn’t want them to fall into the hands of the police. They wouldn’t understand what he had written over the last ten years. No one would. He’d left the books a few years ago thinking they would be safe for the time being. He’d gone to the farmhouse and tore the floorboards up. His journals were missing. He needed to find this woman and soon.

He didn’t even know her name. In all the time he’d stayed with Emma, he had never seen any photos of her granddaughter, and Emma never mentioned her by name. She’d only ever mentioned her grown daughter one time.

She kept pictures of her daughter growing up all over the house but they were cut off when she was about seventeen. He didn’t know her story but he had never cared before. Now of course, he wished he’d cared enough to ask. But that was a whole other story.

Now he had to find a stranger in a town full of tourists and summer people. Find her and stop her from turning his journals over to the police.

He glanced down at the tan uniform he was wearing and smiled. The whole world knew him as Jordan Tate, but only a very select few really knew the real him and for that, he was thankful. For now anyway. Of course, all that knew him by a different name were all dead but that was neither here nor there at this point.

“Hey Margie, have there been many tourists in town this year?” he asked as he sipped his coffee.

Margie smiled and brought his bread over to him. “It’s been steady all season.” She chuckled. “But then you know people, they smell the bread and they just got to get them some of that. You know Darrel can bake the bread. I gain ten pounds from just breathing the air in here.”

He smiled but inside he was cursing this woman to hell and back. He didn’t give a flying fuck about the bread, he needed to move quickly and find this girl. Before she had time to share his story with anyone.

His eyes finally moved to the old poster on the wall. 

Margie stopped what she was doing and stared at the poster for a moment as well. “I have to wonder if we’ll ever know what happened to her?” she said quietly.

Jordan shrugged as he turned to face the counter. “You know if the police don’t find the victim within a reasonable amount of time, say a month or so their chances of finding them years later, unless they are found by accident, are very slim.”

When Margie gave him a funny look he shrugged, motioning down at his uniform. “I’m a cop I know the drill. I go from department to department to further cops’ education on the different techniques for profiling abusers and serial killers. That’s what I do.”

Margie’s eyes grew in her face. “Oh my god, I didn’t know that. I mean I saw the uniform but I just thought you were a cop, maybe picking up prisoners or something. Had no clue you were a profiler.”

Jordan shrugged. “I don’t usually tell people what I do. I prefer to watch people, learn their habits, and look for any signs I can relate to an ongoing investigation. I can’t do that if they know what I’m watching them for. I study how people react to certain situations and project to the police if I think they could be guilty of a certain crime or not. I can pick up on a lot of things they often miss and lead them to make or break a suspect.”

“I didn’t know you could do that.” Margie commented. “Huh, guess it is true that you learn something new every day. Just never thought about it before.”

“Not everyone can but I can,” Jordan boasted. He got to his feet. “Well, I’d better get checked in. I’ll be here for the next week or so.”

Margie just nodded and watched as he left the diner. 
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Jessie sat at the table in the main room. She hadn’t moved from when Lucifer dragged her out here earlier a couple of hours ago. She was still refusing to tell them where the journals were hidden. But she wasn’t sure how much longer she could hold them off. When Jinx got back here with her tablet, she knew they would find the copy of the journals Michael had written and then she knew the gig would be up.

Lucifer was sitting off at another table and glaring at her the whole time. The other men came and went and she had no idea what they were doing, but Lucifer hadn’t left her alone for a moment. She did feel a kind of tingle from just his gaze on her and she tried to ignore it. Those eyes were just so penetrating though, like he could see into her soul or something.

Just then, the front door opened. Jinx walked in with her suitcases and things from the Bed and Breakfast. 

Jessie glared at the man as he carried her things over to Lucifer and dumped them at his table. She huffed as she stood up. She couldn’t watch him go through her things so she got up and went back to the bedroom she’d been in earlier. 

One of the men in the room followed her and stopped at the door when she slammed it in his face.

She walked over to the window and looked outside. She watched detached as men came and went from the compound. There was a lot of traffic as the men did their jobs all afternoon. They hauled barrels and went into a huge building at the edge of the property. Whiskey? She spotted the oak barrels with that on the label. How odd. An MC that made whiskey? She thought these types dealt drugs and robbed places or something. Apparently, these bikers worked for a living. Still, it didn’t give them the right to hold her hostage.

As the afternoon grew later, Jessie became tired. Her nerves were shot too. Being on edge as they decided what to do with her. Instead of going over to the bed, she slid down the wall and laid her head back against it. Closing her eyes, she brought her knees to her chest and hugged them.

Tears rolled down her cheeks almost silently. She came here looking for a killer and failed in her quest on the first day. She not only failed but was taken prisoner by an MC. The sad part of her quest was that the man who called himself Michael would get away with his crimes. 

She couldn’t fail Sydney. She owed justice to her friend. Really, she’d been the only friend Jesse ever had. Determined to find out if this killer had been here, she would just bide her time.
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Lucifer walked into his room. He looked toward the bed and frowned when he found it empty. Staring at the window, he saw the evening was well upon them. The creeping darkness was like a gap between daylight and the darkness. He knew it was well past midnight and nothing was stirring outside. Where could she be? She’d better not have snuck out somehow. Stumbling around in the dark would be a bad idea.

Turning to leave the room in search of the girl, he caught sight of her curled up in the corner. He paused and looked her over carefully. Her head laid on her knees with her legs tucked to her chest. He could see her tear tracks and the sight slightly softened his heart. He ran his hands over his chin in contemplation of what he was going to do about her. He hadn’t quite made up his mind yet, but he knew he couldn’t let her go. Not yet, depending on what there was out there for them to find. His future and that of his men might just depend on this girl and those damn journals.

He didn’t even think about it, he bent over and picked her up from the floor. Carrying her over to the bed, he laid her down on the mattress. Her head lolled back and he had to brush the hair away from her face.

As he stared at her face he noticed her skin, so soft and pale, the fine line of her cheeks and eyes blended so well with the shape and contours of her head. And the soft fullness of her hair and neck just made her beautiful in his eyes but he had no right to bring her into his life. And he knew by that kiss that she was attracted to him as well. He knew he should just let her go, yet there was something about her he just couldn’t bear to never be around again.

He didn’t know why but he had a feeling they’d been destined to meet. When they had kissed earlier, he didn’t feel the rage he usually felt when someone else touched him. For some unknown reason, he could tolerate her touch, maybe even desire it? When he found himself grabbing her up and kissing her nothing could have shocked him more. He had reached for her! It was astonishing to him. He wasn’t sure what he felt or thought at this point, all he knew was he couldn’t let her go. He also knew if he didn’t, she would end up hating him. Instead of dwelling on it, he quickly undressed her and slipped a t shirt over her bra and panties.

His eyes lingered for a moment on her bare skin before he allowed the t shirt to cover her and then he brought the covers up to her chest. Before he could crawl into the bed and ruin her, he quickly turned and left the room.

Grabbing a bottle of Jack off the bar, he moved over to a corner table and sat down. 

Demon walked over and sat down beside him. Neither man said a word for a moment then Demon reached for the bottle. Taking a good healthy sip of the hooch, he set the bottle back down in front of Lucifer and asked, “So what are you going to do with her?”

Lucifer stared at the bottle between them rather than at the other man. “Not quite sure yet. But we can’t let her go. Not yet. Not without finding out if what she said is true or not.”

Demon cocked his head and stared at the other man for a moment. “Do you really think there are nine bodies buried on this farm?”

Lucifer shrugged and lifted his head to stare at him. “What if there are? We can’t have the cops looking around. I won’t go to jail for something I didn’t do and I won’t let the others go either. They’ve been through enough. I barely made it through the first time, and I vowed if I ever got out of that hellhole, I would never be locked up again.”
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Demon nodded as he stared at his friend. He was as familiar with suffering as any of them. He and Lucifer especially knew what it was like. Lucifer even more maybe. 

Then he’d seen Lucifer grab her up in the main room this afternoon. It had shocked him and he saw it’d shocked Jinx as well. The man never touched anyone. He watched his president. He didn’t think Lucifer had even been aware of doing it. He just grabbed her when he was upset about the bodies and this wild story of hers. Still, it was a shock after all these years to see the man touching another person. He paused. A woman? A woman for Lucifer? Nah...that’s crazy. He had to push the thought away. It just couldn’t be.

The damage done to Lucifer was permanent. Demon remembered back when the squad they were part of had been caught in an ambush by the rebels they had been fighting. There had only been four of them left alive when the fighting had stopped. Eight of the men in their squad had been killed in the battle before the rebels ran over the top of them. It had been a slaughter, twelve men against a hundred. Lucifer had been wounded the worst but he and the other three men hadn’t gotten off lightly. All four of them had been dragged out of the desert that day. They’d been held for four very long and painful months before they were rescued. 

The troops that rescued them had pulled the four missing men out of that hellhole during a battle in which all four of them had expected a bullet to the head before it was done. They came back alive but not whole. While they all had endured torture and pain, Lucifer’s had been worse than the others. Demon knew that much, even if Lucifer had never spoken about it. He knew. He had been the one listening to the other man’s screams, he was the one who had seen the awful scars left by the torturers. And that was before Lucifer covered his scars with tats. 

The rebels had tried to break Lucifer but they couldn’t. They figured, as he was their Captain, he would know more military information and troop movements than the rest of them did. He endured whatever they threw at him but they never broke him. Lucifer hadn’t betrayed his men or his government. That gave Demon and the others the strength to handle the pain as well. They all had gone into hell and came back out, bent but not broken. The rebels themselves had given him the name Lucifer, the devil himself and through it all the name had stuck, now he wore it proudly to remember the hell he’d lived with and would remain somewhere inside his memories.

Lucifer glanced over at Demon and broke the long silence, “If she has the journals we need to find them. We need to read them. Then if what she said is true we need to find the bodies and return them to their families in a way that doesn’t bring the cops down on us.”

“My uncle Charlie can help with that,” Demon assured him.

“I hope so.” Lucifer nodded. “But first, we have to read the fucking journals and find out what’s going on.”

Demon got up and walked over to where Jinx had placed her things. Reaching into one of her bags, he brought out a tablet and brought it back to Lucifer’s table. Handing it over to the other man, he nodded at the devise. “I think you might find that interesting.”

Lucifer glanced at the tablet then at Demon. “Did you find the journals on here?”

“Only a small part of them, I think,” Demon replied with a shrug. “I have a feeling that’s only part of the nightmare these women went through.”

Lucifer fired up the tablet.

“You might want another drink before you start to read that shit,” Demon suggested.

Lucifer stared at the other man for a moment then reached for the bottle. Demon got up and walked away before he even set the bottle down. Opening the file marked Journal Lucifer began to read.

An hour later, he sat there in the dark curling his fingers into fists. Blood oozed from one of the many cuts on his hands and he owed Jessie a new tablet. Her old tablet had been smashed by his fist in a fit of rage when he read the pages of Michael’s journals. He knew Demon had been right. This was only part of the hell in the journals. But this had been all he could stomach. This Michael was a true madman.

His only saving grace was the small SD card sitting on the table beside the half empty bottle of Jack. Lucifer surged to his feet and walked quietly down the hall to his bedroom. He hesitated then pushed the door open. 

She was still sleeping and he knew he should just leave her alone but he couldn’t. Shutting the door behind him, he went over to the other side of the bed. Stripping down to his boxers, he slid into bed with her. He didn’t know if he could do this or not but he was going to find out.

Wrapping his arms around her warm body, he pulled her to him. Somehow, the panic he was expecting wasn’t there. He didn’t know if it was the bottle of Jack or something else but he didn’t feel his skin fighting the connection he usually felt when he got this close to someone else. When she began fighting him he whispered, “Hush woman, I’m not going to hurt you.” He pulled her into his arms and added, “Just need to hold you.”
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Jessie’s eyes opened wide as she felt him wrap his arms around her. She settled her head on his chest and soon caught the sound of the beating of his heart. The echoes of his heartbeat soothed her frazzled nerves and when his breathing evened out indicating he’d fallen asleep, she fell back to sleep.

Hours later just before dawn, Lucifer began to moan and thrash in his sleep.

Jessie woke up startled and listened for a moment before she realized he was caught in a nightmare. She caught the sound of tortured breathing and knew instinctively what was going on. Instead of moving away, she used the method her mother often used on her when she was a kid. She carefully stroked his skin and whispered- hummed the same silly song her mother used when the nightmares she lived with got to be too much for her. There was just something about the soothing rhythm that chased the night terrors away.  

She continued to stroke his chest and hum the tune for a long few minutes and it wasn’t until he completely relaxed that she settled down again. She couldn’t fall asleep again so instead, she kept stroking his chest. As the early morning light filtered into the room, she found herself looking at his chest. She could see every inch of his skin and she had to frown at the sheer number of tattoos he bore. Almost every inch of his chest and arms were covered with ink.

His chest was covered in dark hair and tats but the longer she stroked the more she felt his skin underneath it all. She frowned as she began to feel the scars he bore. Some were barely felt but some were deep and still rugged.

She carefully lifted her hand and tried to move away but Lucifer wouldn’t let her go. He reached up, pulled her hand back and turned to curl around her body closer. He nuzzled into the back of her head and fell asleep again.

Jessie was afraid to move. She wanted to move away from him but the man kept hauling her back into place. Finally, she just gave up and closed her eyes again. 

A few hours later, she woke up again to feel hands wandering around her body. Before she could protest, Lucifer pulled her onto her back and his lips crashed down on hers, swallowing any sound, she could make. She wanted to push him away but found she couldn’t. His touch just felt so right, like she’d been waiting for it all her life. Then she didn’t want him to not touch her.

Then she felt him hover on top of her settling his much bigger body in the cradle of her hips. For some odd reason, it felt as if he fit. She closed her eyes and groaned as he ground his pelvis into hers. She could feel his huge, hard cock rubbing her lady parts. She groaned again and couldn’t help it. This one man had done something no one else had been able to do. She melted into his touch.

Jessie felt a strong lust surging through her as his hands roamed along her body. His hand slipped under the t shirt and touched her skin. Jessie felt the heat from his hands and she groaned again, opening her mouth. His tongue slipped in and he began fucking her mouth, his tongue mimicking the motion of his hips. Jessie was completely lost in the sensations he created just by being this close to her.

Then he opened her legs wider and hurriedly pushed her damp panties aside. Then she felt him surge deep inside her. Jessie gasped as he tore through her thin barrier. The pain was sharp and doused her pleasure briefly. 

He gasped in surprise and glared down at her. 

Lucifer went to pull out but she wouldn’t let him. She wrapped her legs around his waist and held him to her. “Please don’t leave me, not now,” she whispered brokenly. “I want this. I want you.”

Raising her hips, she took him in deeper and that action broke through Lucifer’s rage. He slammed inside her over and over again.

Jessie was lost in the sensations he brought to her and soon her body tensed then she flew over the edge into the abyss and her fingers curled around his shoulders her fingernails biting into his skin. That was enough to push him over the edge. 

When he tried to move off of her, Jessie wrapped her arms around his neck and wouldn’t let him go anywhere.

Flipping over on his back, he pulled her on top of him.

Jessie buried her face in his chest but Lucifer hooked her chin and brought her eyes up to his. “Why?” he asked her hoarsely as he searched her eyes.

Jessie knew what he wanted to know but she didn’t have an answer to give him. “Does it matter?” she whispered back at him dropping her eyes to the pulse beating on his neck.

“Look at me,” he demanded.

Slowly raising her eyes to meet his, she could see the question in his eyes. 

“It matters.” 

“For the first time in my life I wanted something more than I had before.” She shrugged. It was all she could say. She didn’t understand why she let him have her either. 

Before he could say any more someone thumped on his door. “Prez, we got visitors.”

“Fuckin A.” Lucifer growled and moved her off to his side. “You stay in the bedroom until I know what’s going on. Visitors usually mean trouble and that’s something I don’t want. Not right now.” He got up and pulled on his clothes. When he opened his door, he found Jessie’s bags at the door. He pulled them inside and closed the door when he left.

Jessie rushed to her suitcases and began looking for her tablet. When she found it, she turned it over and found the screen smashed. Pieces of broken glass fell out of the device. 

The broken glass could only mean one thing. Someone had found the files of Michael’s journal. They knew now that what she said was true. Would they let her go finally? Jesse paused. Did she even want to leave now? This man was something else. He made her feel alive and she’d felt almost nothing for a long time. Then again, a biker wasn’t the happily ever after type of man. He would get tired of her and then what?

Jesse laid her head down. Throw me away that’s what. But she had to admit, she would never regret what just happened. She’d never felt anything like that before in her life. It was electrical. It was wow! She had no words. She wanted more though. She had to be honest with herself. Yes, she wanted more. 

She got up to shower. She still couldn’t believe that she just had sex with someone! And it was the most exciting thing she’d ever done in her life. She grabbed a towel send went into the bathroom.
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CHAPTER SIX
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When Lucifer walked out to the main room he saw Demon’s Uncle Charlie standing there waiting on him. 

His men stood there as well.

Demon nodded at his uncle when Lucifer came into the room.

Lucifer came around the table and stood there glaring at Charlie. Finally, after a moment or two he nodded at the other man. “What can I do for you Sheriff Boone?”

“Just being sociable,” Charlie told him. 

“Why now?” Lucifer wanted to know.

Charlie turned his head to look at Jinx for a moment then said, “Well, one of your men came into the B&B yesterday and removed the items from one of the guests Maudie had staying with her. She was concerned about the girls’ safety and asked me to check on the girl. Guess I’m just here to make sure there’s no trouble.” He paused then asked, “Is the girl here?”

Lucifer nodded. “She is.”

“Can I speak to her? I just need to know she’s here of her own free will.”

Lucifer rolled his eyes. “You think we’re keeping her here against her will?”

Charlie shook his head. “No, I don’t, but I still need to verify it.”

Lucifer turned to Demon and motioned down the hall. 

Demon disappeared down the hall. They all waited for quite some time. 
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Jessie had been shocked when there was pounding on the bathroom door and some man telling her she was needed out in the main room. She hurried up and got out to dry off.” Just a dang minute!”

“Pres wants you out here now!”

“Hold on!” she yelled back “I took a damn shower okay?”

Silence.

She knew he was still there though, as she didn’t hear footsteps moving away.

She tugged her jeans on and a t-shirt.

When she opened the door, the man they called Demon took her by the arm.

“Hey .... No manhandling!” she snapped as she tugged her arm away from his huge hand.

He chuckled but nudged her to get her moving. 

When she got to the main room, she looked around and noted the men’s faces. They were blank as they stared back at her. She wondered why they all looked like that.

Then she turned to the additional man. 

He wore a tan uniform and had a badge pinned on his shirt. “Are you Jessie Grant?” 

Jessie nodded. “I am. Can I help you, um... Sheriff?”

“I’m just doing a wellness check. Maudie Sayer checked with me this morning. You were staying in her Bed and Breakfast and had rented a room for a week. Yesterday, one of these guys took your things from your room and she was worried about you.”

Jessie paused but she didn’t look at Lucifer or his mean as she answered, “I’m fine Sheriff.” She added a smile to the statement.

“And you’re not being held against your will?”

“No sir, I’m not.” She wouldn’t look at anyone but the Sheriff. She was afraid if she did, she would break down. She didn’t want to start something no one would win. Maybe she was wrong, but she felt a sense of safety here with these men. She might not know them at all, but Lucifer made her feel safe. She wasn’t sure why at the moment, but he did.

Charlie Boone paused and looked around the room. 

No one said or did anything. They all just stared blankly back at him. Even Demon looked him with no expression in his eyes.

Charlie finally nodded. “Well, if she’s here of her own free will, then my job is done. You all have to understand that I had to ask.”

“I appreciate that Sheriff,” Jessie told him warmly. She stepped close and laid her hand on his arm. “Thank you but I’m fine.”

When Lucifer growled behind her Jessie turned her head in surprise and took a step back. 

Lucifer glared at the other man and Charlie also seemed surprised by his action.

He pulled Jessie behind him and stared at the other man. 

Charlie took a slow step back and nodded at Lucifer. “Well then, I guess I’ll be on my way.”

“You know your own way home.” Lucifer stared hard at him. 

Everyone in the room watched as Charlie turned and left. 

Jessie turned to leave the room, but she didn’t get far.

Lucifer grabbed her arm and led her over to a table in the center of the room. “We need to talk,” he announced. Looking up, he nodded at his men. 

They all gathered around at the tables. Demon, Hades, Aries and Jinx sat down at the table he was at. Everyone looked at Jessie.

Lucifer sat down next to her and turned to his men. “I found out why she came here, and she has a legit concern. It’s true... there could be nine bodies buried somewhere on this land.”

“Prez?” Jinx frowned. “What the fuck are you saying here?”

“I’m sorry Jessie,” Demon told her. “But I found your iPad and read the journal pages. Then I gave it to Lucifer.” Holding up his hands he added, “I know I had no right to do that, but this is my home, my home and everybody else’s in this room. We have to protect what’s ours.”

Jessie nodded. “I understand I guess. After all, you live here and without evidence, I’m not sure I would have believed me either.”

“Lucifer,” Hades asked running his hands over his hair nervously. “Are you saying her claim is real?”

Lucifer nodded. “We have yet to confirm the bodies are actually buried where he says they are, but if you’d read what Demon and I did, you’d have to wonder too.”

“Fucking hell, this isn’t going to end well is it? Not for us.” Jinx growled. “The cops are gonna take one look at us and think we killed those women.”

“Not if we have the evidence of the actual journals to show them,” Demon said as he turned to Jessie. “You do have the original journals, don’t you?”

Jessie nodded. She looked around the room before she said anything, “Yes I have them.” She paused then felt she had to explain something here before they went any further, “I work as a physical therapist, both in a hospital and in private practice, but my real passion is how the human mind works. I’ve been taking classes and studied unusual cases.”

“That’s great and all but what does that have to do with this? You sucked us into a shitstorm and there’s no way out,” Jinx demanded angrily.

Jessie looked over at him then back to Lucifer and Demon. “Nothing. It has nothing to do with this at all, but I did notice something the longer I read his journals. Something that didn’t make sense at first but the longer I read, the more it became clear to me.”

“And just what was that?” Demon wanted to know.

Jessie wet her lips with the tip of her tongue and snared an errant strand of hair behind her ear. “What if Michael isn’t real? What if Michael isn’t this killer’s real name? He could be anybody. He might live right here in town and he could be out there right now, watching and waiting to add to his numbers.”

“Fuck me,” Jinx swore as he shoved his chair back and got to his feet in a panic. 

Everyone at the table froze. They knew from past experience Jinx was a dangerous man when he got spooked and right now, he was well on his way to beyond the point of no return.

Jessie turned her head slowly to stare into the man’s eyes. 

He glared at her and his eyes began to glaze over as he began to get lost in his own thoughts. 

“Jinx,” she spoke in a soft voice. Again, she called out his name. It took a third time before she got his attention. When his eyes finally snapped to hers she didn’t reach out and try to touch him, instead she held his gaze. “Breathe, just take a deep breath and exhale.” Jessie was using every trick in the book dealing with him. She’d worked with a few soldiers coming back from the war on terror and as she worked on them, they spoke about the horror they had endured and some of the techniques that worked for them when the past got too close. One of the men told her touching someone at the breaking point was the worst thing you could do. That action just tripped the PTSD and would make it even worse.

“Breathe Jinx.” Over and over, she issued her gentle command.

Finally, after about ten minutes Jinx got hold of his panic. He began taking deep breaths and exhaling loudly. After several more minutes, he relaxed enough to snap out of his episode. Finally, he picked up his chair and sat down. 

No one in the room said anything about what just happened. However, they stared at her and then at Jinx looking very confused as to what just happened.

Demon turned to Jessie and said, “I never thought about that... About who this guy might be. Like someone in town here even...Shit.” He looked around the room and saw the same expression on everyone’s face.

Lucifer leaned closer to Jesse. “What exactly are you saying here?”

“If we start locating bodies he knows he put in the ground he’s going to come back to the area. What’s to stop him from killing again?” She looked at the men in the room. “To keep his secret, he could come after anyone he thinks has read the journals. Anyone who’s killed all those women over a decade and who’s never been caught is smart enough to kill anyone who might tell the world what he doesn’t want out. He does have something to protect as well, his freedom and his very life. Don’t you think?”

Hades nodded slowly. “She’s got a point Prez.”

“So, what do you think we should do about this?” Lucifer shook his head. “Let the bastard get away with it? Let the families of those women keep wondering what happened to their daughters and sisters?”

“No of course not, but if Michael is out there somewhere and he’s watching this farm, he’s going to know we found the journals and he’s going to come after us.” She looked over at Lucifer with tears in her eyes. “He’s going to come after me. He’s going to know I found his journals and he’s going to have to kill me to keep his secret, maybe even all of you as well. He isn’t going to want anyone knowing what he did or who he is. Not if he’s managed to keep his secret this long.”

“How did you find his journals anyway?” Hades asked curiously.

Jessie tucked her hair behind her ear again and explained, “I inherited my grandmother’s farm. It’s about three hours away from here. The attorney had told me my grandmother rented out rooms in her house to make the rent. He said it gave her someone to talk to after my grandfather passed away over ten years ago. It was while I was going through the rooms I found the journals. They were hidden in one of the back bedrooms. I was also told the last tenant left three years ago but that was a lie. According to Michael’s journals, his last kill had been only a year and a half ago. How would that information have gotten into the journals if he wasn’t around at some point recently?”

“Where was your grandmother’s farm?” Jinx asked with a frown.

“Over by Colten’s Edge.”

Jinx stared at her for a moment. Then he looked over at Lucifer and back to Jessie. “You’re Emma Bennish’s granddaughter?”

Jessie nodded slowly. “How did you know that?”

Jinx shook his head. “Hell woman, everyone in the county knows Emma and her late husband George. Colten’s Edge may be three hours away, but everyone knew them. George raised a fine line of horses and traded them all over the country. He was a savant with his horses. After he died, Emma had to sell off the horses because whatever he did, died with him. She couldn’t take care of them and while they were gentle with George, they wouldn’t allow anyone else to touch them. No one has ever been able to figure out his secret with the animals he raised.”

Jessie seemed to slump in her chair. She sucked in a deep breath and lowered her head.

“What’s wrong?” Lucifer asked. 

“If everyone knows my grandparents, then he might know my grandmother is dead. He’s probably already come back for his journals and when he found them gone, he knows he has to find me.” She looked panic then gazed around at the room as if to find a way out. “I have to get the hell away from here. I can’t stay here.”

“You aren’t going anywhere.” Lucifer growled pulling her into his arms. “I won’t let him get you, but you aren’t going anywhere.”

Jessie glanced up into his face. Raising her hand, she cupped his chin. “You can’t stop him from coming after me. You can’t stop him. You don’t even know who he is. How can you find a ghost?”

The rest of the room was silent and soon the quiet was too loud. 

Jessie then noticed the utter silence and she gazed around at the bikers. She found the look of shock on more than one of the faces around them.

Finally, Demon asked what they all wondered, “Prez, are you okay?”

Lucifer turned his head to stare at his VP. “I’m fine, why?”

Demon looked from him to Jessie and then back to him again. “No problem, just wondering.” All the men knew he didn’t like to be touched, yet they seen this with their own eyes.

Lucifer glared at each and every man in the room. 

Their gazes went from confused to surprise, but they met his look head on. 

“What do you want us to do?’ Aries asked his leader, not touching on the “touching” subject.

“I want you to find out if the bodies are indeed buried on this land,” Lucifer instructed. “Even if we only find one of them, it would prove he was here. If you find one, the rest of them are probably buried here too.” Lucifer snuggled into Jessie’s neck. 

One of the men gasped at this action. 

Lucifer chose to ignore their reactions. “This farm has been in my family for over a hundred years. My granddad, great granddad, and dad worked this land for all those years. It’s been passed down from father to son and now it belongs to me. When we were discharged from the service, this place was waiting for me, for all of us. We found a good life here, a safe haven from the rest of the world and I’ll be damned if some low life bastard is going to take that away from us. We lost everything that ever meant anything to us. I won’t lose this place too.” He moved Jessie back to her own chair and reached inside his shirt pocket then laid a small SD card on the table. “There are files on this card that you guys need to read, and you’ll need them to find the bodies if they’re still here. Her iPad didn’t make it, so you’ll have to find some way to read it but it’s all there.”

Then he got to his feet and pulled Jessie to hers. Wordlessly, he led her down the hall.
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A stunned moment later, the men all heard his bedroom door close.

“What the everlovin fuck was that?” Jinx swore out loud.

Demon shook his head. “No fucking clue.” But he now knew. Lucifer had a woman. One he touched and cared for apparently. It was a shock, but it seemed natural to Lucifer.

Everyone looked a little shell shocked. Lucifer had come back from the war on terror almost a broken man. Those four months he and his men had been taken hostage were rough for everyone but especially rough for Captain Nick Leroy, a.k.a. Lucifer. A man could only take so much and then they break, the rebels wanted to break him, but they couldn’t. They took him to hell over and over again but still they never broke the man, but lord knows they came very close.

After they were rescued, Lucifer wouldn’t let anyone else touch him not even medical personnel. They had to literally hold him down to give him medical care when they first got him back. The following months were pure hell for Lucifer until the top brass decided to release the men due to severe PTSD.

Lucifer, Demon, Jinx and Juno, another man in their group were sent home. The three of them came here while Juno went home. He thought he could make it on his own but within months, he came knocking on their door.

That was three and a half years ago and Lucifer still couldn’t bear to have anyone touch him. Until today. This was the first time in four years Lucifer had allowed anyone to touch him and it’d astonished his fellow teammates. The fact that he had touched her was also shocking. 

Demon smiled as he realized this might be a good thing. Astonishing but good.

Jinx looked a bit upset but even he made no comment.

“What’s on that little disk Demon?” Hades asked as he avoided the subject of Lucifer’s change in behavior.

“The thoughts and words of one very sick motherfucker,” Demon told the man.

“Well then, let’s find a way to read them. I wanna meet this bastard and send him to hell.” Hades rapped his knuckles on the table.

The men all paused at his play on words. Hades wanting to send someone to hell. It was so appropriate, yet inevitable that they do so.

Jinx snickered.

Demon gave a slight smile as he shook his head.
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Jordan Tate stood in the shadows and watched the wood line. He remembered these woods and his memories usually gave him a feeling of coming home but not today. Today, he felt uncertain and that was something new for him. 

This place was only one of many all over the states he used but this place was special to him. He’d grown up in a place like this and while that should be nothing more than hateful reminder of the hell he’d endured as a kid he didn’t remember it that way. The only woman he loved had tried to make his hell bearable, right up until the day she was taken from him. That had been the day Michael had come to him.

He couldn’t control the impulses inside him and when he took Michelle’s life Michael had become stronger than ever in his psyche. Michael had come to him a long time ago when he couldn’t take the beatings anymore. The boy he’d been then had always known he shared his soul with another but until the day his mother died, he hadn’t known about Michael.

It had been Michael who showed him the way, Michael who’d whispered in his ear when the pain wanted him to check out. 

Michael had been getting stronger over the years between then and now and it was Michael standing here in the shadows searching for anything that might have changed over the last little while.

Michael screamed inside his head that they needed to find her. They needed to find Emma Bennish’s granddaughter and stop her from telling the world what Michael had done. First though, Michael needed to know if his secrets had been revealed already.

Walking quietly through the woods, he made his way to the rock bench he’d visited for the first time so many years ago. The closer he got to the bench the more he began to notice signs that the ground had been disturbed. 

He came to a stop about fifteen feet shy of the stone bench. From where he stood, he could see signs of a struggle closer to the bench and a feeling of dread washed over him. The tracks he’d followed all the way here stopped. He knew in this moment; his secret was no longer a secret.

Clenching his hands, he knew now, he had to find this missing girl who knew his darkest secrets. He had to shut her mouth for good. He was about to turn away and retrace his steps when a stray beam of sunlight penetrating the tree tops flashed on something near the bench.

He stepped closer and knelt to pick up the item. It was a small metal charm on a long chain. Searching the area even closer he could see more signs of a struggle. His training had taught him to recognize certain signs and he could make out a foot digging into the leaves to gain a hold. He could see two distinctive sets of footprints, one smaller and one much bigger. Whoever was here was standing back to front as both sets of footprints were facing the same direction. The charm and chain had probably been torn off her neck as she struggled with someone.

He turned the charm over in his hand and noted three initials etched in the soft metal, JNG. Whoever had been standing there had the initials JNG. Closing his hand over the charm, he turned and went back the way he’d come.

With his job, Jorden Tate had the means and the power to get the knowledge he needed to find her and now he had a place to start. 
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CHAPTER SEVEN
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Lucifer shut the door behind then and pulled her into his embrace. Pressing his mouth down over hers, he kissed her hard and deep. He needed to know if he could tolerate her touch yet again. As soon as his mouth touched hers, he felt like he was coming home.

He didn’t understand it but he felt his blood rushing to a certain part of his body and he didn’t want to think beyond that feeling. Turning her against the door, his fingers rushed to her jeans. He ripped the button loose and pulled down her zipper. Pushing his hand deep in her panties, he touched her core and felt her warm moist haven.

Lucifer groaned as his fingers thrust deep inside her once, twice and suddenly he couldn’t wait. He pushed her pants down to her feet and ripped his own jeans down past his ass. As much as he wanted to give her time, he knew he couldn’t. He broke off the kiss they were sharing and whispered, “I can’t wait.”

“Who’s asking you to?” she whispered back. 

Lucifer groaned and turned her to face to wooden panel. Then he thrust his hard cock deep inside her willing body. Her warm wet pussy welcomed him and Lucifer once again felt like he was home. He snapped his hips and dove deeper with each thrust. He knew he wouldn’t last long. Reaching around, he thumbed her clit and she began pushing back into him. “I can’t hold out much longer.” 

“Me either,” she cried out and then he felt her tighten as she climaxed.

“Fuuck.” He exploded within her. His mind went blank and he lost it for a moment. He pushed her into the door to hold her in place.

Panting, her body shuddered against him,

A moment later, they both moved away reluctantly. Lucifer carried her over to the bed without breaking his hold. He laid her down face down on the bed then covered her with his own body not willing to pull out of her yet.

His cock was still semi hard, and he didn’t want to lose that feeling. She felt so good and he loved being deep inside her. He was beginning to crave her touch. 

Finally, he pulled away from her but he didn’t let her go completely. He kicked off his own jeans and hers then pulled her into his arms. He just held her. Neither of them said a word for now and the silence they shared wasn’t uncomfortable.

Jessie’s fingertip made circles on his forearm for a moment before she asked, “Your men seemed a little freaked out for a moment out there. Any idea why?”

Lucifer sighed deeply. He knew he had to explain to her the reason why but he didn’t want to. He didn’t want her to see his weakness. “Probably because you’re the first person I’ve been able to touch in over four years.”

Jessie leaned up on her elbow to stare at him in concern. She just searched his face for a moment. “Really?”

Lucifer nodded. “Really.”

She laid back down. With her head on his chest, she sought out his heartbeat. When she found it, she closed her eyes and let the sound calm her for a moment. “And the reason for that?”

Lucifer huffed at her calm question. He couldn’t believe this wasn’t freaking her out. “PTSD.”

“Oh,” she whispered softly.

When she didn’t say anything else he had to ask, “Don’t you want to know the reason?”

“Only if you want to tell me,” she answered with a shrug. “Otherwise, it’s not my business.”

“Why?” He was perplexed. The woman didn’t have any questions? No way.

She looked up into his eyes. “Because I’ve felt and seen the scars on your body and I know that you went through some bad stuff. Someone hurt you enough that you’ll never be able to forget what they did to you. Those kinds of nightmares I’ve never had and never want to have them. All in the service of your country, I’m guessing. I’m not going to judge you or any of the others for what happened in the past. I can’t do that. But one thing I will do is listen if you want to tell me about it. I don’t know the horrors of war but I do know the inhumanity men can do to one another. Seeing it every day is not something I understand but I have a feeling you and your men do.”

Lucifer listened to her but didn’t know if he could believe her. All of the head doctors he’d seen wanted him to get over what happened. ‘Be a man,’ they told him. ‘You lived and now you have to forget what they did to you.’ 

How the hell do you forget? He asked himself every day since his release from the service. He remembered it every fucking night he closed his eyes.

“I usually have the nightmare every night. I can’t believe I didn’t last night.”

“You did,” Jessie informed him. 

Lucifer froze and slowly turned his head to stare at her. “I did?”

She nodded. “Yes, you did.”

“I don’t remember. Did I do or say anything to scare you?”

Jessie shook her head. “No, I was able to bring you out of it before it got bad.”

He frowned and felt stunned. “You brought me out of my nightmare? How the hell did you do that?”

Jessie ducked her head but he wouldn’t let her do it. Hooking her chin, he brought her face up to his. “What did you do?”

“When I was eleven, my family was in a bad car accident with a drunk driver. My father and younger brother were killed outright, my mother was trapped by the wreck, and I ended up in a coma for days. My seatbelt broke and I was thrown around the car and had a severe head injury. When I came back from the coma, I had nightmares. I would live the accident over and over again. My mother was there for me and we both learned how to cope. She would rub my chest and it was her touch along with a little song she used to hum that helped me get over the terrors my dream would give me. Last night when I heard you caught up in the nightmare, I used what she did to try to reach you. It worked.”

Lucifer frowned. He hadn’t remembered anything from last night. He wasn’t sure if it was she or the amount of Jack he’d drank that worked but he wasn’t going to count anything out yet. “How did you know what to do when Jinx freaked out?”

“I’ve worked with other vets. While they went through their PT, I learned to listen to what they were telling me. Most of it was their own horror stories but some of them just needed to talk about it. They didn’t need anything but just someone to talk to. Someone who wouldn’t judge them or make them feel like they were brushing what they went through under the rug. Most of them told me the little tricks they used to keep the boogey man away. Breathing helped for most of them. It focused their bodies and brought them away from the panic they were feeling.”

“And you used that to help my brother?”

Jessie shrugged. “I just remembered what those other guys told me. I didn’t know if it would work or not.”

“Well, it did. Usually, when he gets that way we know enough to just let him be. He usually goes off on his own for a few days and when he comes back, he’s ok.” He ran his hands down his face and sighed. He still had trouble believing this slip of a woman could calm the beast inside him or his men. Apparently, she could. “I suppose we’d better get up and check out if the journals are right about the bodies being here.”

Jessie groaned and turned her face into the pillow. “I’m not sure I want to know. If there are bodies buried here, Michael is going to know his secret is out and he’ll come after me.”

Lucifer sat up on the side of the bed. Turning to look over his shoulder he assured her, “He’ll have to come through me to get near you and that’s just ain’t gonna happen. You belong to me now and I don’t give up on what belongs to me.”

Jessie sat up and scowled at him. “Excuse me?”

Lucifer frowned at her attitude.

“I do not belong to you.” She crossed her arms over breasts.

“The fuck you say.” He turned to fully glare at her. “You do belong to me now, get used to it. I’ll be damned if any other man will get close to you.”

“Just because we slept together?” She looked astounded. “Do you guys claim every woman you sleep with?”

“That’s only part of it, so no they don’t,” he grumbled. “You gave me more than just a fuck, you gave me something special. Something a woman can only give once. That gives me certain rights to you and I’m claiming you.”

Jessie just stared at him and shook her head “You’re for real with this?”

Lucifer ignored her question and reached down for his pants, then tugged them up his legs. “My men and I will protect you from this psycho and get those women back to their families.”

“And afterward? What happens after that?” she wanted to know.

Lucifer didn’t answer her question...instead, he left the room.
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Michael was growing impatient. It’d been two days since he’d come here and in those two days he hadn’t found anything out of the ordinary. Since Whiskey Bend was a small town, he expected a lot more gossip. But he’d forgotten Whiskey Bend was a tourist town, so people came and went on a daily basis. That contributed to the fact he couldn’t find out any information on someone new in town. He spent a lot of time in the local police station but there was no information to be gained there either.

He’d known Charlie Boone a very long time and if he knew anything about something as big as finding a missing body, he was sure he would have heard about it by now. He was sure Charlie would have called in the state police by this time if a body had turned up. Either no body had been recovered yet or Charlie was better than he thought. That could only mean one of two things‒ either the girl never found his journals ‒or she was being very careful.

All he did know for sure was the fact someone found his journals. He forced himself to stay away from the farm. He didn’t want to bring any attention to himself even though the effort was driving him crazy. He so wanted to find out what was going on out there.

He watched from the shadows as night blanketed the city. By this time of night most of the town was already shut down. Surprisingly, the main street was still full of cars however but that could have been due to the fact there was four bars located at various points along main street.

He went back to the B&B where he had a room and laid down on his bed for a while. Maudie Sayer had told him she had an unexpected vacancy as a girl who was supposed to stay a week had only stayed here for only a day or so. In fact, she gave him the same room as the girl, Jessie Grant had. 

When he asked why the girl only stayed a day, Maudie couldn’t say why. Michael didn’t say anything but he thought he knew why. Was this Jessie the girl he was looking for? If she was, where had she gone? Was it her locket he found beside the stone bench? The initials were the same. 

He couldn’t just sit here waiting damnit...he had to do something. He stared at the ceiling for a long time before he made up his mind. Suddenly, he got up and went over to the dresser where his bag was. He dug into the bag and brought out some of his things. He holstered his weapon even though he wasn’t in uniform. He changed his shirt into a long sleeve dark shirt.

He grabbed his flashlight and his phone. He also added a small hand trowel he bought yesterday. He didn’t know if he’d need it or not but he grabbed it anyway.

Leaving the room, he quietly made his way down the hall and out the back door. He didn’t want anyone to know he was leaving. Keeping to the shadows, he made his way down the street and finally up the hill behind the town.

The moon was almost full in the sky as he made his way up the hillside to the barbed wire fence separating the farm from the rest of the town. Lifting his leg over the wires, he made his way to the stone bench.

He stood there in the darkness but didn’t see anything amiss. He moved in closer without making a sound. Kneeling down, he aimed his flashlight at the base of the bench.

Brushing away the top layer of leaves, he looked carefully at the ground. Then he swore.

He saw signs the ground had been disturbed. What should have been hard parked ground wasn’t. The ground under the bench had been dug up. It had been carefully replaced but it was disturbed.

Taking the trowel, he began lifting layer after layer of the disturbed dirt. He dug down deep enough to know Michelle was no longer there. If she wasn’t here, had his other ladies been disturbed after all this time?

He carefully patted the dirt back and covered the disturbance with a layer of leaves and other debris. Getting to his feet, he scowled at the rock bench. Now he had to step up his game and find this girl, Jessie Grant. When he found her, he would take his time and she would tell him what he wanted to know, where his journals were and then he would make her part of his collection and this time, no one would find her body...ever.
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CHAPTER EIGHT
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It was the middle of the night when Charlie was awoken by a phone call. His eyes snapped open. He turned over on his side groaning as he moved. Picking up the receiver he growled, “Yeah,” into the mouthpiece.

“Uncle Charlie, we need to see you. We got something you need to see,” Aaron’s voice rumbled in his ear.

“Can’t this wait until morning, when I’m actually awake?” Charlie grunted.

“No, this can’t wait nor can we afford to have someone see you come out here. You need to come now. This won’t wait.”

Charlie peeked over at the clock and noted the time. He groaned. “Aaron, it’s two in the morning.”

“I know Charlie and I wouldn’t call you in if it wasn’t important.” 

Charlie sighed. “Ok kid I’ll be there as soon as I can.”

“Charlie, you can’t tell anyone where you’re going or who you’re coming to see. It has to be just you for now,” Aaron warned his uncle.

Charlie paused and frowned. “What the hell is going on out there Aaron?”

“Just get here as fast as you can and come alone.” 

Then Charlie heard buzzing on the line as Aaron had hung up. Slowly, he sat up and pushed the covers off his legs. 

“What is it? Where are you going at this time of night?” His wife Tina asked as she turned his way.

“Just go back to sleep honey. Gotta make a run. I’ll tell you about it when I get back.”

Tina sat up. Reaching out she touched his bare back. “Is everything ok hun?”

“I don’t know yet,” Charlie told her as he reached for his pants. “All Aaron would tell me is he wanted to see me and I couldn’t tell anyone where I was going.”

“Lord, I hope that boy isn’t in trouble again,” Tina muttered under her breath.

“I don’t think he is.” Charlie sighed heavily. He pushed up from the bed and finished pulling his pants up around his waist. Tightening his belt, he slipped his shirt on and grabbed his boots.

Before he left, he leaned over the bed and brushed his lisp over his wife’s forehead. “I’ll see you later baby.”

“Be careful out there, Charlie. You never know what you’re walking into with that group,” Tina whispered.

Charlie smiled. “They aren’t bad guys you know. They’re vets.”

Tina snorted. “They may be vets but their still men and most of them have that PTSD stuff. That can get bad.”

“I’ll be careful,” Charlie assured her.

Twenty minutes later, he arrived at the farmhouse. He noted all the outside lights were on and some of the guys that lived there were standing around. Charlie noticed them as he walked up the steps to the front door.

He knocked once before the door was wretched open and he saw his nephew standing on the other side. 

Aaron, otherwise known as Demon to this group stepped back and Charlie came inside. 

The rest of the men were standing around the room in groups of one or two. The main table held the man they called Lucifer along with the girl he visited earlier for the wellness check, Jessie Grant.

As he stepped inside, he noted the room was relatively quiet but the men seemed on edge. Charlie wondered what the reason for the tension was but he figured he’d find out in a few minutes. Demon walked at his side over to the main table.

When they stopped at the table, Charlie looked from Lucifer to Demon and back to Lucifer again. He did look over to Jessie briefly but his eyes were on Lucifer when he asked, “What’s all this about?”

Lucifer nodded to a chair and told the other man to have a seat. “We need to tell you a story.” He pushed a pile of papers toward the other man. “These are part of a journal Jessie found at her grandmother’s farm. But only a small part of the journals.”

Charlie looked back at Jessie then at the pages in front of him. “And your grandmother would be?”

“Emma Bennish,” Jessie told him.

“And this has to do with what exactly?” Charlie asked feeling confused.

“With what we found earlier today,” Lucifer told him.

“And what would that be?” 

“I think you need to read those pages first.” Lucifer nodded toward the pages.

Charlie looked at the pages and shook his head. “You got me out of bed for this? Just tell me why all the secrecy? And why I can’t tell anyone I came out here?”

“Sheriff,” Jessie began. “Three days ago, I went out to my grandmother’s farm for the first time. I never knew her when she was alive but she left the farm to me and when I was walking around the house, I found some hidden journals. They were written by a man who called himself Michael.” She paused and wet her dry lips. “Michael claimed to have murdered nine women and he claims he buried their bodies on this farm. I came here to find out if his claim was real or not.” Jessie looked at him with tears in her eyes. “They were true. That’s what those pages are all about. Those are the words he wrote about the murders.”

Charlie frowned. “Are you saying this guy is for real? That he buried bodies here on this farm?”

“Yes Sheriff, that’s what they’re saying.” Jessie nodded.

Charlie snapped his head around to glare at his nephew. “And did you find one of the bodies?”

“Yeah Uncle Charlie, we found one of the bodies and you know her.” He nodded.

“Who?” Charlie whispered as dread creeped into his voice.

“Michelle Wymen.” 

Charlie closed his eyes slowly. “Are you sure it’s Michelle?”

“All we found was her bones, but she was where this Michael said she would be buried,” Demon assured him.

“Damn.” Charlie shook his head then glanced at the pages on the table in front of him. Then he looked over at Jessie. “Do you still have the original journals?”

“Yes, I still have them. I hid them before I came here. I couldn’t leave them where I found them in case Michael came back to get them. But I didn’t want to let anyone know his secrets until I could verify if what Michael said was true. These men had nothing to do with the murders, but they said the police would blame them anyway.”

“We might have another problem Charlie.” Demon sat down next to his uncle. Nodding at Jessie he added, “Jessie thinks Michael may not be this killer’s real name. If that’s the case, we have no idea who he is, he could be anybody. She also thinks he knows the journals are gone and that he’s coming after her to protect his secret. If he finds out she’s here, she thinks he won’t stop killing until he gets his hands on everyone that knows his secret.”

Charlie thought about what Demon said for a moment then he nodded. “She has a point. He would have to keep what he did a secret and if he knows she’s in the area, he won’t stop until he silences her.” Charlie looked around the room. “And yes, everyone who knows what he’s done.”

Just then, one of the men rushed from the room. Going down the hall, he slammed the door shut and no one else moved for a moment.

Then Charlie looked over at Demon. “Did you find more than one body?”

Demon shook his head. “We weren’t really even looking to find that one but Lucifer wanted us to verify the pages.”

“If there was one body,” Lucifer stated. “There could be more. Michael wrote he buried nine bodies on this farm. I imagine he thought this place was abandoned. No one had lived here for a long time before we came here almost four years ago.” He sat forward in his chair and placed his hands on top of the table. “I tried to give these men a home of their own after the military kicked us out for being too damaged to serve our country anymore. Most of us have no other family and no place else to go where we can feel safe. We have that here.” He gazed into Charlies eyes. “I’m not willing to risk that. I don’t want to be accused of these murders or bring the police or reporters here, but I don’t have a choice. These women deserve to be found and their murders accounted for. But we need to catch this Michael to do that.”

“I agree with you there.” Charlie nodded. “What do you want me to do?”

“Work with us, not against us.” Lucifer stared at him. “That’s all I ask. Just give us the benefit of the doubt.”

Demon spoke now, “When word gets out about what’s been buried here all this time, people are going to talk. They’re going to point fingers and speculate about what kind of men we are. And until we catch this Michael we don’t want anyone to know what’s going on out here. We don’t need everybody and his brother walking in the woods looking for something they’ll never find or taking pot shots at us, thinking we’re dangerous killers.”

Charlie nodded in agreement. “Yeah, that would not be a good thing.” He sat there for a moment lost in thought. “There is a man in town at the moment, he’s a specialist who’s been coming around every once in a while. He’s a police profiler. He works with the FBI and the State police on criminal cases of this kind. He might be able to give us some insight on what behavior to look for.”

Demon frowned and looked over at Lucifer. “What’s this guy’s name?”

“Jordan Tate.”

Jessie frowned and shifted in her chair. 

“Jessie,” Lucifer called out. “What’s wrong? Do you know this guy or what?”

She looked over at him and shrugged. “I don’t know but that name is familiar to me. It’s like I read it somewhere or something. But if I’d met him, I would have remembered his name.”

Just then, the man that ran out earlier returned and he came over to Lucifer and whispered something in his ear. Lucifer growled and got to his feet. “You all better come with me.” He reached out to Jessie and took her hand. Leading them all down the hall, he went into one of the bedrooms. 

“Stinger found something on one of the cameras in the woods,” Lucifer announced.

They all watched the monitor as the woods surrounding the property came into focus. The screen looked weird as it was bathed in a green light. The guys all watched carefully as the camera picked up movement. 

It was a man walking in the shadows. The darkness hid his face, but they wall watched as he made his way to the rock bench. Still watching they saw him kneel and begin digging in the dirt at the base of the bench.

Then they saw the man react to what was no longer there. His rage was visible when he realized Michelle’s body was no longer where he’d placed it years ago. That was the only conclusion they could come to, as that was the spot they dug her up at.

Lucifer glanced at Demon and the rest of his men standing there. Then he looked at Charlie Boone. “That man is your killer. He knew exactly where to go to find Michelle. Only Michelle isn’t there anymore. We moved her earlier today. He just realized his secret isn’t a secret anymore.”

Jessie trembled and gasped. Looking up at Lucifer she whispered, “He’ll come after me now. As well as all of you.”

Lucifer hauled her into his arms and held her close for a moment before he whispered, “I’ll see him dead before he hurts you the way he hurt those other women.”

Stinger tapped the screen, “This is all I can see well enough to identify this guy.” He hit a key and the screen paused. All they could see was the man’s hand as he turned away from the low pointing camera. The man’s hand was dirty from digging in the dirt but he was wearing a ring on his finger. You could barely see the shape of the stone but nothing else as dirty and debris covered the rest of his hand. It was the shape of the stone itself that was unique, it was kidney shape but that was all you could see of it.

It wasn’t much but it was all they had. It told them what they needed to know. Michael was here and he’d been in the woods just a little while ago. He also knew that the body he buried was gone and that someone else knew his deepest darkest secrets.

“Well, I guess there’s no hiding it now,” Charlie told them. “At least one person knows what you found.”

“Question is what’s he going to do with that knowledge? Is he going to get out of town as fast as he can or is he going to stop his secret from being revealed but trying to kill all of us?” Lucifer stated what they were all thinking.
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CHAPTER NINE


[image: ]




Charlie followed the others back out to the main room. He was watching Lucifer and Jessie carefully. He hadn’t known they were an item until just now. He remembered what Aaron had told him about the man he called his friend. One of the bigger things he said was that Lucifer didn’t like to be touched or touch anyone else. Charlie guessed he’d gotten over that hang up.

“So, what do you want me to do?” Charlie finally asked as they all gathered at the table again.

“There isn’t anything we can do now,” Lucifer replied with a glare. “Until we find out who this man is we can’t bring in anyone else. If Michael isn’t this guy’s real name, we don’t know who Michael really is.”

“Why don’t you let me call a friend of mine from the FBI. He can work away from here to try and find out who this Michael really is. I’ll keep track of what’s going on in town and you guys can watch your backs until we know more,” Charlie suggested.

“Do you think if Michael has worked this area he’s worked others as well?” Demon asked his uncle. “We know he’s buried nine bodies here, but could there be other places he’s killed and buried more bodies?”

Charlie swore. “Damn it, you had to bring that possibility, up didn’t you?” Charlie ran his fingers through his hair while he contemplated Demon’s question. Nodding he remarked, “Yeah, I suppose he could have other areas he’s worked. Maybe that’s why up to this date, he’s never been caught. He might move around enough that he doesn’t kill more than once, then he moves on to another place and kills there as well.” He turned to Jessie. “Did you read the entire journal he left?”

Jessie turned and nodded. “Actually, he left three journals. I only read the one and believe me that was enough. My grandmother’s farm is over by Colten’s Edge. I came here to find out if what I read was true or not. I was praying it wasn’t but now, those prayers are gone. I haven’t gotten around to reading the other journals yet and now, I’m not sure I want to.”

“Will you turn them over to us so the police can read them?”

Jessie stared at him for a moment then turned her face to Lucifer. When he wouldn’t tell her what to do, she looked at the other faces in the room. They were all blank as well. She turned back to Charlie. “I’ll tell you what Sheriff, I’ll bring the journals here and I’ll let you have a copy of the pages but I’m keeping the original journals until these men can no longer be put in danger from what’s written in them. They had nothing to do with Michael or these murders and I won’t put their lives on the line for something they didn’t do. I just won’t do that.”

“I’m not looking to put anyone here in any danger,” Charlie protested.

“I realize that, but other law enforcement could put these men in jail and I won’t let that happen. As long as I have the original books it won’t happen,” Jessie insisted.

“And what happens if the FBI seizes them anyway?” Charlie asked.

“They can’t take what isn’t here to take, now can they?” Jessie asked. “I’ll hand over a copy, but I’ll keep the actual books. I’ll bury them if I have to, but all anyone is getting will be a copy until Michael or whoever this guy really is, is in custody.” Shrugging she added, “Take it, or leave it.”

“They could and might arrest you to get the books anyway.” Charlie tried to reason with her.

“Then they would get nothing. I’ll take my story to the media and blow this wide open pointing out the fact that these men might live here but that they had nothing to do with these murders,” Jessie informed him coldly. “I will not give up or give in to bullies. I never have nor will I ever.”

“Charlie,” Demon warned his uncle.

Charlie held up his hands in surrender. “I’m not trying anything here. I’ll work from copies. I’m just saying the feds might want the originals to work from.” He scooped up the stack of pages from the table and began walking toward the door. Half way there, he turned and looked directly at Jessie. “If you remember anything else, you call me ok? When you have the rest of the pages ready, give me a heads up. I’ll wait to call in my friend until I have the whole thing. In the meantime, I can look up some things and see what else I can find out about this guy.”

“You won’t care if we do the same will you?” Lucifer asked as he folded his massive arms across his chest.

Charlie just glared at the other man. “Not at all, but if you find something, please let me know. Right now, we’re gonna need all the info we can get our hands on.”

“As long as we’re working together on this thing and not against each other, we’ll cooperate,” Lucifer assured him. “The moment I think otherwise, is the moment we will cease to get along.”

Charlie heard the other man’s warning loud and clear. He nodded in acknowledgement. 
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When the door shut after Charlie, no one said a word for a long few minutes.

Then Demon remarked to no one in particular, “Well that was a whole lot of fun.”

“Didn’t know you were looking for fun out of this mess.” Lucifer growled. He was beginning to get testy about this whole affair, it was like the walls were closing in on him again, and he didn’t like that feeling.

Jessie reached out and laid her hand on his arm. She didn’t have to say anything just her touch brought down his stress level. Lucifer exhaled then looked over at his second in command. “Sorry, this whole situation has me on edge.”

Demon shrugged and glanced at Jessie’s hand on his arm. “No worries Captain, it has us all on edge.” Raising his eyes to Jessie he asked, “Why did you say what you did when my uncle asked about turning over the original journals?”

Jessie looked him in the eye. “I won’t put any of you in jail for something you didn’t do. Not even to save my own hide. When I was just a kid, my father told me that you have to stand up for yourself because no one else will. If I turn over those journals, the FBI can use them against you or they can easily disappear and the blame will stop when you all are arrested and put in jail for something you didn’t do. That wouldn’t be right and I won’t have any part of it.”

“But you don’t even know us.” Jinx scorned. “Why would you care so much about a group of guys you don’t even know?”

Jessie turned to him and the others. “I may not know you but that doesn’t matter, if I don’t stand up for what I know is right then I fail. I fail my dad and I fail myself and that’s something I will never do.” With that said, she turned and walked down the hall to the bedroom she shared with Lucifer and shut the door quietly behind her. 

Lucifer looked at him men and the corner of his mouth quirked upward. “She’s got conviction, I’ll give her that much.”

Jinx snorted. “Yeah, she’s got spunk. We’ll just have to wait and see how well she carries it through. Been disappointed before by people who talk the talk but don’t walk the walk.”

Lucifer stared at him for a moment and there was a look in his eyes they’d never seen before. “Ok, we got a place to start, now we have to dig up whatever info we can find on the players,” Lucifer told his men. Looking over at Stinger he said, “You dig up whatever you can find on this Michael. If he’s real, he’s got to be out there somewhere. I know it’s not enough information to start with but it’s all we got right now. Read through the pages of the journals we got and see if there’s something in there you can use to dig up information with.” He paused then added another request, “See what you can find on the name Jordan Tate as well. Hell, I don’t know just find us something.” He glanced down the hallway at the door to his bedroom.

“But Lucifer, Jordan Tate is a cop,” Demon reminded him.

“I know that, but Jessie knew that name from somewhere. He wasn’t a patient of hers or she would have remembered. I’d like to know more about the man. Put some of the men on watch tonight for what’s left of the night anyway. The rest of you get some sleep. There will be guard duty until this over. If that bastard comes back, I want to know it. I don’t want any more surprises or to wake up tomorrow morning with my throat slit.”

“I can activate all the cameras on the property,” Stinger told them. “They’re motion activated so if someone is out there, we’ll catch him on camera.” 

Lucifer nodded, then turned and walked down the hall to join Jessie.

Demon turned the rest of the guys standing there. Shaking his head, he said, “You heard the man, four men on roving patrol while the rest of us get some sleep. We’ll switch out every four hours.”

The men broke up and went their own way. 

[image: image]

A couple of hours later, Jessie sat straight up in bed. She gasped loudly and woke up Lucifer. 

He woke up instantly with a growl. “What the fuck is wrong now?”

Jessie turned to him and whispered, “I know where I saw the name Jordan Tate.”

Lucifer sat up. “Where?’

“He rented a room at my grandmother’s house,” she whispered in dread. “I saw his name in a ledger she kept of the people who rented from her.”

“Fucking hell.” Lucifer swore. Running his hands through his long hair, he stared at her. “Are you sure that’s where you know the name from?”

Jessie nodded without making a sound.

Lucifer glared at her for a moment then got out of bed. Dressed in just his boxers, he wrenched open his door slamming it against the wall. Disappearing down the hall, he pounded on another door. 

Jessie could hear a muted conversation then the other door closed, and Lucifer came back to his own room. She watched him carefully as he closed the door and came back to bed.

Crawling in beside her, he wrapped his arms around her and hugged her close. Laying down, she found her head on his chest and the sound of his heartbeat echoing in her ear. Her hand began stroking the hair on his chest and after a few minutes, her own heart slowed from the pounding rhythm of fear she was experiencing. Her fear was fading quickly in his arms. Breathing heavily, she took in his scent and more of her fear faded. In its place was something else, something much more basic.

Lucifer’s finger traced circles on her shoulders and slipped down her back. Jessie arched her back a bit making his hand slip even lower. It came to rest on the curve of her ass. 

Lucifer froze and held his breath. “You’re playing with fire woman,” he whispered in her ear.
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