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Raine Carpenter

My world has been taken from me. For so long, it's been just my sister and me. Now, she's gone. No one will help me find her. So, I take off on my own to bring her home. It may not be the smartest decision, but I'll do what I have to. One meeting is all it takes to change my entire life once again. Satan turns my world upside down. Can I trust a man like him? Am I cut out for his lifestyle?

Kyle 'Satan' Jones

My life is simple and revolves around the club. I'm the President of the Blazing Outlaws MC. We walk, and live, on the wrong side of the law. The one thing we don't tolerate is violence of any kind toward women and children. After rescuing a group of women and children, I meet the woman that's going to be mine. Whether she knows it or not, I'm claiming Raine as my ol' lady.
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Officers:

President: Kyle ‘Satan’ Jones

V. President: Andy ‘Capone’ Richards

Treasurer: Colby ‘Tags’ Johnson

Secretary: Noah ‘Torch’ Steele

Enforcer: Jesse ‘Grinder’ Williams

Sergeant At Arms: Danny ‘Gunner’ Jones

Road Captain: James ‘Pyro’ Steele

Members:

Drago

Taker

Wrath

Treyton ‘Venom’ Adams

Prospects:

Axel Jones

Tony Colburne

Kyler Nichols

Steve Jacobs

Shane Court

Ol’ Ladies:

Raine Carpenter

House Bunnies:

NeNe

Rose

Carly

Lynn

Silk

Toni

Kelly

Businesses:

Gun Running

Drugs – weed

Tattoo Parlor – Blazing Ink

Bar – Outlaw Den

Strip Club – Blazing Babes



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


Dedication

[image: image]




I would like to dedicate Raine’s Fall to my PA, Melissa. You have become a part of my team, a great friend, and someone who works you butt off for your authors. The time you dedicate to us is amazing and you’re constantly trying to add to what you know so you can help everyone out even more. Thank you will never be enough to say for what you’ve done. This one’s for you!
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Satan

FROM THE TIME I was born, I’ve been in and out of the clubhouse of the Blazing Outlaws MC. My dad, Angel, was the President up until a few years ago when he was killed during a war with a rival MC. Angel is short for Angel of Death. Club life is the only way of life I know and one I’ve been groomed to be involved in.

My earliest memories are of riding with my dad on his bike, much to my mom’s protests. She never wanted me to follow in my dad’s footsteps. There’s always a smile on my face bigger than any other boy I’ve ever seen when I’m on the bike. I got the sense of freedom from an early age and I’ve been hooked ever since.

By the time I was five years old, my mom decided she had enough and left my dad. They never got divorced and she was never considered someone that was out bad. My dad made sure of that. No, they just went their separate ways and I got left with my dad. Mom was never cut out for being an ol’ lady to a biker. Not just any biker, but the President of a club. It takes a special kind of woman to be a President’s ol’ lady.

Once my mom left, I was constantly at the clubhouse with my dad and uncles. The Blazing Outlaws clubhouse is a warehouse they converted into their sanctuary. As soon as you walk in the door, my dad’s office was to the right. A few pool tables take up the front left corner of the room. Between the pool tables and chapel, sits the bar with its scarred bar top and more than enough stools to fit the guys. Tables are scattered through the remaining area of the front of the clubhouse. Right next to the office sits a living area with a TV mounted to the wall and two couches with a loveseat sitting between them. We have a huge kitchen, the chapel, and a unisex bathroom at the back of the building before the door leading to the back yard. Upstairs are the member’s rooms and a laundry room.

The only women at the clubhouse for the most part are the bunnies. They’re women here specifically to fulfill the needs of the men in the club. They clean, cook, and go from brother to brother. The endgame for them is to become an ol’ lady. It will never happen, but it’s what they want, nonetheless.

In fact, the first time I had sex when I was fifteen was with one of the bunnies. She taught me everything I needed to know about pleasing a woman and I haven’t looked back since. Growing up around men that had sex out in the open whenever the need arose, I learned more than any other kid my age.

There weren’t many other kids in the MC when I was growing up. The only other kid really was my cousin Gunner and his younger brother Axel. His dad, Ghost, was the Sergeant At Arms. We raised hell growing up and were in more trouble than our dads knew what to do with. Especially once we learned what sex was all about.

The only difference is both boys took their mom’s last name. Ghost was in a lot of shit in those days and they didn’t want the boys to have his last name. Nothing to tie them to the man who helped create them. So, the three of us share the last name of Jones. Not that my dad was in any better position to let his enemies know he had a kid. But, we never argued or questioned their logic.

Our club is into gun-running and certain drugs. Mainly weed. We grow, sell, and occasionally partake in the green. There’s a bar called the Outlaw Den, Blazing Ink, and Blazing Babes our strip club. Blazing Babes is a good money maker. Especially when the girls choose to make a little on the side. It’s a controlled environment where they know they’re protected and can decide how far they’re willing to go.

There’s a bylaw about drugs too. When my father was President, he didn’t care what the members did. They were into drugs and everything else. Hell, they used more than they distributed. When I took over, I added to the bylaws that no drug use of anything harder than weed and alcohol will be tolerated. People get greedy, sloppy, and they don’t care about the club anymore. They only worry about what they can use to get their next fix. We lost some brothers because of this.

Now, a new generation has taken over the Blazing Outlaws. I’m currently the President with Gunner as my Sergeant At Arms. Ghost is still around, but he tends to stay at the bottom of a bottle and only comes out when something major is going on. He’s been that way ever since we lost my dad.

The two men were inseparable when they were younger. Hell, they even shared a woman or two in their time. They met when my mom met my dad. Her brother is Ghost and the two men soon became closer than brothers. Ghost is lost without his best friend and confidant. I don’t know where I’d be if something ever happened to Gunner.
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Satan

FOR THE LAST two weeks we’ve been trying to find a bunch of women and girls that have been being kidnapped. Our intel tells us the cartel has them. We’ve been up against the Cartel before and we’ll be up against them again.

We’ve been pouring over all the information we’ve gathered, gotten satellite images so we know what we’re walking into, and turned in more than one marker to help these individuals. I’ve been making sure every single lead we get is tracked down by one of the guys in the club and we make new friends and allies as often as possible. Our end goal is to bring them home to their families with the least amount of damage done to them.

Unfortunately, when you’re in the hands of the cartel, that’s never the case. They’re more of the shoot first and ask questions later type. In fact, they’re the ones that took my father from us and I’ve held a grudge ever since. The only reason I haven’t taken my revenge is because I don’t have a death wish for the men of the club.

We know there’s going to be backlash. It’s going to be bad when they realize we’ve taken their money from them as we rescue the girls. Thankfully, other than those living in the clubhouse, we don’t have to worry about too many outsiders. No one in the club has an ol’ lady right now. Our businesses will survive anything they do to them. It’s not like we haven’t rebuilt them before. The only concern I have is making sure everyone under my protection remains whole and safe.

Right now, I’m in the zone. No one can get to me when I go to the dark place deep inside my soul. It takes a lot to pull me out of it. It’s a place I go to when club business is being handled or I hear about someone being abused. Because let’s be honest, women can abuse men too.

One of the bunnies, NeNe, comes up to me since I’m the only guy left in the clubhouse. She wants to play and now is not the time. Not for me anyway. After we get back is another story entirely. I’ll need to blow off steam. The same with the rest of the guys.

“Come on baby, let’s have a quickie before you leave. Just to take the edge off,” she says, batting her eyes and pouting her lips in an attempt to be sexy.

“Not now,” I growl out.

My tone leaves no room for argument. NeNe quickly backs off. She takes her ass off to do something else as I make sure I have everything I’ll need. My favorite Glock is tucked into the back waist of my jeans. I’ve got a knife tucked into each boot. Finally, there’s one more gun in the saddlebags on my bike.

Making my way out of the clubhouse, I see the guys on their bikes waiting for me. Straddling the only woman in my life, I start the engine before I put my helmet and glasses on. Raising my hand in the air, my pointer finger straight out, I make a circular motion to let the guys know it’s time to ride.

We pull out of the clubhouse with Capone, my Vice President, beside me, and the rest of the guys in formation behind us. It’s going to take us about an hour to get to the location we’re pulling over. Instead of feeling free riding the road, I feel the weight of finding these girls resting on my shoulders.

To find out women and children were being abused, tortured, raped, and then eventually sold to another demonic person riles us up. Each and every single man among me doesn’t hesitate to jump in and volunteer to rescue them. In fact, it’s part of the club’s bylaws. So, here we go.

Finally pulling up to our spot, we pull our bikes into a bunch of trees so no one passing by can see them. From there we have a two-mile hike to get to the warehouse where the women and girls are being kept. I’m leading one team while Capone is leading the second one. Capone and I are never on the same team.

Gunner and I are rarely on the same team because we’re blood cousins. Torch and Pyro aren’t on the same team either. They work amazing together, but they’re blood brothers. That’s another part of our bylaws too. No blood members may be on the same team, and no members related by marriage may be on the same team either. We want to make sure there’s one member guaranteed to return home to their loved ones.

My team consists of Torch, Tag, Grinder, Drago, and Venom. Capone has Gunner, Pyro, Taker, and Wrath with him. I’ll take the front while Capone goes to the back. We’ve all got comms in our ears so we can communicate with the other team in case of an ambush or some other disaster.

“On my count,” I whisper into the comms when I know Capone’s team is in place. “Three, two, one.”

Torch kicks the door in and ducks back in line. I can hear murmured curses coming from inside and I know we’re about to walk into a shit show. I round the door and see ten guys sitting around. They’re drinking and I can see the remnants of drugs and paraphernalia littering the tables and floor surrounding them.

Off to the left of the tables the men are sitting at, cages line the remaining space. Inside the cages are multiple women and girls. The sight greeting me sickens and dread fills my stomach. We have to be careful when we take out the guys and approach the cages once everything is clear.

“Satan, duck,” Torch yells, pushing me to the ground as a bullet flies by me.

I hear his grunt as the bullet catches him in the shoulder. Rage fills me knowing one of my men was hit trying to protect me. Pulling my Glock from the waistband of my jeans, I start firing at any motherfucker that isn’t one of my guys. I only hope none of the girls are hit while we exchange fire.

It’s finally down to one lone man on their side. Gunner and Venom grab the man so we can find out the information we need to go after the man at the top. That’s our end game and we’ll get to him eventually. It’s just a matter of persistence and following up on every lead.

The rest of us carefully approach the cages holding the women and girls. We keep our voices as soft as we can while assuring them we’re here to rescue them. It takes longer than I’d like, but we eventually get them out of the cages with the help of one of the women here.

“Call the Prospects and have them bring the vans over. Some of them are in bad shape and won’t be able to make the walk through the woods. Drago and Taker, you're with the girls,” I say, still keeping the rough edge to my voice out so as not to scare the girls.

The men nod and we stand by the door with the girls that can stand on their own. As the Prospects pull up in the van, we begin to carefully pick up the ones that are in too bad of shape to make it to the doorway on their own. It takes a while, but we finally get all the girls loaded up. Taker gets in one van while Drago gets in the other.

I watch as Capone keeps his eyes locked onto one of the vans. Taking a chance, I open the back door and tell Taker to switch places with my Vice President. Capone gives me a look before climbing in the back and shutting the door behind him. One of these women has captured his attention and I’m not going to have him crashing his bike because of it.

“Torch and Pyro, it’s time for you to do your thing. I don’t want a fuckin’ thing left of this buildin’ or the men we’re leavin’ in it,” I say, turning to the two men we leave in charge of blowing things up and making them catch fire.

While Torch and Pyro are busy doing their thing, The rest of the guys and I load the two bikes up in the trailer we have behind one of the vans. We knew we’d need to transport at least one bike back because of the girls, so we came prepared. I’m glad we did with the girls we’re rescuing and now having to transport two bikes back.

Once we make the hour-long trip back to the clubhouse, we send Drago to the hospital with the van of girls needing a doctor. He assessed them on the trip back and told me it’s not something we can avoid this time. Thankfully, most of the cops know what we do and how we step in to help when their hands are tied. There’s only one cop, Thorton, that will cause a fuss about us and he’s not on duty right now. He stepped over the line one too many times.

Gunner follows me into the clubhouse where all the women and girls are grouped together. They’re not sure what to do or if they can truly trust us. So, I wait until all the commotion dies down and the men have a drink in hand before speaking.

“We’re not here to hurt you or keep you locked in cages of any type. You’ll have the freedom to roam about. If you have any questions, don’t hesitate to ask us. Now, we’re not females and we have no clue about what you’re goin’ to need or want. That’s where the bunnies come in,” I pause as the girls come in the room and spread out before us. “This is NeNe, Rose, Carly, Lynn, and Silk. They’ll help out with anythin’ you need.”

The girls all walk over to the ones we just brought in. As they all get to know one another and assure the girls they can take a shower, get food, and something to drink I make my way to my office. I don’t want to be all up in their faces and intimidate them right now. They’ll need some time to fully trust us and know we’re not going to hurt them or sell them to some sick fuck.

“You good?” Capone asks me as he and Gunner follow me into the office.

“Yep. That was rough. I didn’t expect to have to send so many of them to the hospital though,” I answer pulling out a bottle of Jack Daniels from the drawer of my desk.

“They’ll be okay. It’s goin’ to take a while, but we’ll make sure they get whatever help they need,” Gunner says, his optimism one of the rare traits among us.

“I put one of the girls in my room,” Capone says, looking between us.

This news doesn’t come as a surprise to me. Not after seeing the look on his face and him giving up the chance to ride his bike to ride with her. None of us will take riding in a cage over our bikes if it can be helped at all. If Capone is willing to do that for a girl we just rescued then it says a lot.

“I’m ready to go find a piece of ass and release this pent-up energy. My room’s empty, but I’ll make sure whichever girl I take isn’t busy helpin’ out. I’ll be around if you need me,” Gunner says, standing up and making his way out of my office.

Capone and I wait until the door’s shut before we start laughing. Gunner is never one to be shy about what he’s doing. He’ll tell you to enter his room when he’s fucking some bitch. It’s awkward as fuck but he doesn’t care so we don’t either.

For a few minutes, neither one of us says a word. We’re both lost in our thoughts. That’s the thing about us, we don’t need to talk whenever we’re in the same room together. I know I’m ready for a drink and to find someone to get lost in right now though.

Pouring us each a shot, Capone and I swallow it down. I relish the burning feeling as it slides down my throat and settles in my stomach. Now that I’ve had a drink, I guess it’s time to go find some pussy.

Capone follows me out of the office and I watch as he searches the room for whichever girl he’s got his eye on. When he sees she’s not there, he takes off for the stairs and his room. I know we won’t see him until he’s sure the girl is okay and doesn’t need him.

Searching the room myself, I see Silk. She’s alone and straitening up the room. Walking up behind her, I pull her into my body. My cock immediately springs to attention. Turning her, I throw her over my shoulder and make my way up to my room. We don’t pass anyone in the hallway thankfully.

I unlock the door and make my way in, slamming it shut behind me. Silk slides down my body and my cock jumps as her body comes into contact with it. She drops down to her knees in front of me as I lean back against the door. I watch as she unbuckles my belt before undoing my jeans.

Silk takes my cock out of my jeans since I’m not wearing any underwear. I never wear them. Immediately, my cock’s in her mouth. She knows what I like and wastes no time in making sure I get it.

Running her tongue down the length of me, she makes sure to pull a little on the bars running the length of my cock. Pleasure shoots up my spine as she moves her mouth back to the head of me and laps up the precum leaking out already. Within seconds, she’s taking me to the back of her throat and holding me there.

Before I can blow down her throat, I pull her off of me. She strips on the way to the bed and lays down in the center. As I strip out of my clothes, she runs her hand down her body and to her pussy. I watch as her fingers slide in and out while she watches me strip my cut off. Setting it on the dresser just inside my door, I pull my shirt over my head and throw it to the floor. Toeing my boots off, I kick out of my jeans and make my way to the bed.

Silk knows what’s up. This is about fucking, plain and simple. I’ll make sure she gets off but I’m more worried about me. Grabbing her ankles, I pull her to the end of the bed. Her legs go up on my shoulders and I slide the condom I grabbed from my pocket earlier. Sliding it on my length, I quickly make sure she’s wet for me before sliding in her pussy.

“Fast and hard tonight, baby,” she purrs.

I don’t even want to hear her voice right now. All I want is to get off. But, I’m not that much of an asshole. So, I keep my mouth shut, close my eyes, and pump my hips. Before long, I can feel that tell-tale sign I’m getting close. Opening my eyes, I reach forward and circle her clit with my thumb.

“Satan!” Silk screams out.

She’s so loud, I feel like my eardrums are about to burst. Fake as shit. The bunnies are here to do a job and they think the louder they are, the more we’ll be into this shit. That’s not the case for me.

I quickly follow her over the edge and cum into the condom. As soon as I’m done, I pull out making sure to hold the end of the condom in place. I’m not having this bitch trap me. She’d love nothing more than to be my ol’ lady. I have yet to find a bitch I want to make mine in every way possible. Including being on the back of my bike.

“Out,” I tell her as I make my way to the bathroom to clean up.

“You sure you don’t want me to stay?” she asks, angling for a reason to stay in my room.

“I said out. If I feel the need to have another fuck, I’ll get someone else,” I say, closing the bathroom door behind me.

Yes, it seems harsh. But, I’ve learned if you’re not harsh with the bunnies, they think you’re kidding around. I’m not. I use them for one thing and when I’m done, they’re out. No one stays in my room overnight. I don’t cuddle or hold them close to me for a few minutes when we’re done. Once I’m done, they’re out and can find someone else to occupy them or clean something.
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Raine

FOR THE LAST ten years, almost to the day, my family has consisted of my sister Hollie and myself. Our parents were killed in a drive-by shooting one night. They were out on a date night and went through the bad part of town on their way home. I have no clue what my dad was thinking. Anyway, they were slowing down for a stop sign and were gunned down by rival gangs. At least that’s what the cops told me.

I was a week shy of my eighteenth birthday when this happened. So, they were going to call in Child Protection Services to take Hollie and I away. I would’ve been in a home for a week while my sister Hollie would have been in a foster home for almost three years. I was terrified of that happening.

My grandmother, Silvia, ended up coming to live with us. She’s our favorite grandmother because she was always around. For almost a year, she lived with us and made sure we did what had to be done. I got a job while going to school and started paying bills because I didn’t want to run through the money we inherited from our parents. Our grandma was basically just there as an adult.

While I was at work in the afternoons and on the weekends, Hollie would take care of the house and make sure our grandma was okay. She got sick shortly after moving in with us. The three of us made a great team and we worked well together.

Almost one year after moving in with us, we lost our grandmother. She passed away in her sleep and I’m the one that found her. I’m grateful it wasn’t Hollie. After sending Hollie to school, I called nine-one-one and they came to take her away.

We had to deal with Child Protection Services again because Hollie wasn’t quite eighteen. But, this time, I didn’t have to quite worry about her being taken from me. They just continued to make home visits, checked to make sure I was paying the bills and Hollie was going to school, and we had plenty of food in the house. We got used to them pretty quickly.

Our grandma left us another large sum of money. Hollie and I split the money and I put it into our accounts. Neither one of us touches the money in those accounts because we want it as a healthy nest egg later on down the road.

I’m still working at the grocery store and the local bar to make ends meet so Hollie can go to college. I’ve put my college dreams on hold for the time being. It’s more important for my sister to go. I’ll go eventually and make my grandma proud.

This all leads me to today. One night after classes, Hollie was walking out to her car and she disappeared. No one has a clue of where she’s at or who could’ve taken her. I’ve been searching for her nonstop since I got the news.

The cops didn’t do anything at first. In fact, they just told me she probably ran off with her boyfriend or something like that. Things all kids her age seem to do. I know my sister and that’s not something Hollie will ever do. Not after everything we’ve already lost in our lives.

So, I meet with people living on the wrong side of the tracks, shady individuals, and other people I would never associate with otherwise. I don’t care what I have to do or who I have to talk to bring my sister home. Where she belongs.

Today, I’m heading out of town. I’ve taken some time off both my jobs and I’m packing some clothes to head out. I’m going to a small town called Willow Creek. There’s a bar there I have to go to because I’ve heard the motorcycle club that owns the bar has information on my sister. They may know exactly where she’s at. So, a four-hour trip for me will begin in a matter of minutes.

As soon as I have my bag packed, I run out of the house and make my way to the car. I’ve got an older model car and I’m praying it makes it for the trip. Getting in, I turn the engine over and pull out of the driveway. As soon as I get on the road, I roll my windows down and turn the radio up. I’ve got my playlist playing and I’m currently listening to Simple Man by Shinedown.

An hour into my drive, I pull off the highway and stop for gas and something to eat. I have no clue what my trip will entail and I want to get a few things to hold me over in case something happens on the road. Or I can’t find a hotel when I get to Willow Creek.

As soon as the car is gassed up, I head back out on the road. I jam out to the music in my playlist and let my mind wander to other things. Except for anything involving my sister. There’s no way in hell I’m going to think of anything bad happening to her or this club no knowing where she is.
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I’m finally in Willow Creek. It’s a small town with little shops on Main Street, a diner that looks as if it’s seen better days from the outside, and houses dotting the area. As I drive through the town and out the other side to get Outlaw Den, I take in everything I can while keeping my eyes on the road.

Pulling up to the bar, my nerves begin to kick in and I’m ready to turn around and head back home. I’ve never been around a motorcycle club before and I don’t know what to expect. From the stories I’ve heard back home, there not a group of people to fuck with.

Finally, I pull up my big girl panties and get out of my car. I lock the doors behind me and start walking toward the front of the bar. The outside looks worn and weathered. But, well taken care of at the same time. You can tell this bar has been here for a long time and the owners really care about it.

Outside on the front deck, a few people are milling about. It’s just after nine o’clock at night and the place is already packed. The parking lot is full of cars, trucks, and motorcycles. A long row of them takes up parking right in front of the building. No one’s parked behind them either.

One of the men smoking on the deck out front, looks me over from head to toe. I get a creepy feeling as he looks at me and I want to turn around and head home. But, my sister’s life could depend on me walking in the Outlaw Den and asking about my sister. I ignore the man and pull the door open.

I stop just inside the door and take a minute for my eyes to adjust to the dimness and smoke filling the bar. To the right of me is a room of some sort. Just behind that is a bar and dance floor. Off to the right and center of the floor are tables, already filled to capacity with patrons of the bar. Freebird by Lynyrd Skynyrd is blaring from the band playing on the stage. Behind the table sits the bathrooms.

Walking up to the bar directly in front of me, I scoot around the tables and pull up an empty barstool so I can wait for the bartender. He walks from one of the bar to the other, effectively ignoring me. I’ve never been one to put myself out there so I’m not sure what’s it gonna take to get his attention.

After what seems like hours have passed, even though I’m sure it’s only a few minutes, he stops in front of me. I lean forward so he can hear me over the loud music still playing by the band.

He scares the hell out of me honestly. The man is over six-foot-tall with a scar running from his hairline to the edge of his jaw. That’s not what scares me though. It’s the way he’s looking at me along with the way he keeps looking over my shoulder at something. Like I’m not important enough for him to pay attention to.

“I’m lookin’ to talk to someone in the Blazing Outlaw MC,” I say.

“What’s your business with us?” he asks, showing me his vest.

“Um, I was told you just rescued a group of women and I think one of them may be my sister,” I say hesitantly.

The bartender looks over my shoulder at someone and it’s not long before I’m getting a tap on my shoulder. Turning my attention, I see the most amazing man in my life. He’s got long dirty blond hair down to his shoulders with eyes the color of a clear, summer sky. His ear is pierced, along with his lip. There’s a scowl on his handsome face as I move my gaze lower.

This man is wearing a black tee-shirt under his vest showcasing the muscles in his arms. He reminds me of Hulk with the way the shirt stretches across his chest, outlining every ridge and muscle in his chest and abdomen. I can see tattoos going down both of his arms and there’s one on the side of his neck too. The man’s wearing a dark pair of jeans that fit him like a glove. Boots that are well-worn finish off his outfit.

“What can I help you with?” he asks, his deep voice sending a thrill through my body.

“Um, well, I’m looking for my sister. She was taken and I heard from someone back home you guys just rescued a bunch of girls. I just want to bring her home,” I say.

“Come with me,” he says, turning his back to me.

This man exudes power and he just expects everyone to do his bidding. Like turning his back on me without making sure I’m following him. Reluctantly, I stand from the bar and follow the man toward the front of the bar. He stops just outside the door of the room as soon as you come in the front door.

He waits for me to enter the room before him. As soon as I’m through the door, he follows me and closes the door behind him. I look around to see we’re in an office. There’s a two-way mirror on my left with a desk in front of the room taking up most of the space. A couch takes up space on the wall behind me and a filing cabinet sits behind the desk.

I take a seat in front of the huge desk and wait for the man to sit across from me. He takes his time getting comfortable before he looks at me again. Damn, this man is sex on legs. And he’s so tall. He’s got to be over six-feet-tall and I’m only a little over five foot.

“Now, what’s this about your sister?” he asks, propping his ankles up on the edge of his desk and crossing his ankles.

“She was taken from college one night on her way out to her car. I’ve been searching for her for almost six months. The cops haven’t done a damn thing to help me find her. So, I took things in my own hands and I’ve been asking around to find her. That’s what I’m doing here now. I was told your club might have rescued a bunch of girls and I’d just like to know if she’s here,” I say, spewing the words out rapidly.

“What does she look like?” he asks, sitting up straight in his chair and putting his feet on the floor.

“She’s about my height with long dark hair that hangs to her waist. She doesn’t weigh all that much and I’m sure she weighs even less now. We look a lot alike honestly. The only difference is our hair color,” I tell him.

The man sits back in his chair and regards me for a few minutes. He doesn’t say a word as I sit there and squirm under his attention on me. How does he unnerve me so much?

“Listen, if you don’t have my sister, just tell me so I can get the hell out of here. I don’t need you wasting my time when I could be out following other leads,” I say, leaning toward his desk.

Still, the man doesn’t say a fucking word. I’m over this game and I’m not going to have him play games with me when I can be out looking. Fuck this shit.

Looking at the man one more time, I take in the patches on the front of his vest. There’s one that says President and the one under that says Satan. I don’t know what the other patches mean; I don’t care what they mean because I won’t be here long enough to care about him. Even if he makes my panties damp with just a look.

“Fuck this. I’m out of here,” I say, standing up and walking out of the office and the Outlaw Den.
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Chapter Three
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Satan

I CLOCKED THE woman as soon as she enters the bar. She’s got long, blonde hair down to her ass. She’s got a tight pair of jeans on that hug her ass in the most delicious way with a shirt showing the barest hint of skin.

She walks over to the bar and waits for Taker to stop at her. They exchange some words before he looks over in my direction again and nods his head. It’s our communication whenever someone’s asking about the club. I stand up from the table with Gunner, Capone, and Grinder and make my way over to the bar.

As I step up behind the mysterious woman, I get a smell of something floral. This woman is so tiny and I have the sudden urge to protect her and keep her away from everyone around me. When she turns toward me, I can’t seem to catch my breath. Her eyes seem to take up most of her delicate face and I can see my reflection in them they’re so blue and sparkling.

There’s not a stitch of make-up on her face. She’s not like the women I’m usually surrounded by at the clubhouse or here. This woman is completely natural and real. It turns me on more than I’d think.

“What can I help you with?” I ask.

“Um, well, I’m looking for my sister. She was taken and I heard from someone back home you guys just rescued a bunch of girls. I just want to bring her home,” she says after looking at me from the top of my head to my boots.

“Come with me,” I say, turning my back on the beautiful creature before me.

Without waiting for her to follow me, I walk toward the office in the front corner of the bar. The club owns Outlaw Den and I have an office here for paperwork and when I see a bitch I want to fuck in here. Stopping in the door to the office, I wait for her to catch up to me.

After watching her take a seat in front of my desk, I walk around while she takes in the room. I take my seat and prop my feet up on my desk looking relaxed and unaffected by the woman sitting before me. In reality, I want to make this woman mine.

“Now, what’s this about your sister?” I ask.

“She was taken from college one night on her way out to her car. I’ve been searching for her for almost six months. The cops haven’t done a damn thing to help me find her. So, I took things in my own hands and I’ve been asking around to find her. That’s what I’m doing here now. I was told your club might have rescued a bunch of girls and I’d just like to know if she’s here,” she says, barely taking a breath while she talks.

“What does she look like?” I ask, sitting up straight in my chair because there’s a good chance she’s one of the girls we rescued.

“She’s about my height with long dark hair that hangs to her waist. She doesn’t weigh all that much and I’m sure she weighs even less now. We look a lot alike honestly. The only difference is our hair color,” she answers.

I sit back in my chair and regard her. She’s nervous as hell and I know I’m getting to her by not talking or saying a word to her. Honestly, I’m trying to figure out where the thought of her being mine is coming from. I’ve never wanted a woman as my ol’ lady and I swore I’d never take one. One look at this tiny slip of a woman and my entire thought process is changing. I don’t even know her fucking name.

“Listen, if you don’t have my sister, just tell me so I can get the hell out of here. I don’t need you wasting my time when I could be out following other leads,” she says, making my cock jump in my jeans.

Still, I don’t say a fucking word. She’s getting pissed as hell, I can tell by the look on her face and the fire shooting from her eyes. I want to see how feisty she gets when she’s riled up.

She looks at me again and this time she’s taking in the patches on my cut. Confusion laces her face and I know she’s never had any interaction with a club before. She’s completely clueless and I don’t know what’s gonna come out of her mouth this time. I’m anticipating it more than I’ve ever wanted to see anything in my life.

“Fuck this. I’m out of here,” she says, standing up and leaving my office.

I give her a minute before standing up and following her out of the bar. She’s walking toward the road and I know she’s parked along the side of the road. We’re packed tonight and there’s barely any parking. Slowing her pace, I drag my eyes from her ass. An ass I want to leave covered in my handprints. She’s digging around in her purse and not paying attention to her surroundings.

“What’s your name?” I ask her.

She stops dead in her tracks after jumping slightly. I wait as she turns toward me and glares at me. Every second in her presence is causing my cock to get harder to the point of pain. And, it makes me want to put her on the back of my bike and in my bed. Permanently.

“It’s Raine. Not that it should matter to you,” she tells me.

“I’m Satan. And it does matter. Now, I want to show you somethin’. Come back into the bar and have a drink with me,” I tell her.

“I’m not going anywhere with you. You clearly don’t have my sister, and I have to be on my way home. It’s a long drive,” she says, becoming deflated.

“Raine, please, come back in with me and let me show you what I have,” I say, almost pleading with her.

I never plead with a woman. They do what I want, or I walk away. This is all new territory for me. Something about her makes me want to do anything it takes to keep her around here. I have no clue what it is. This is about more than just fucking a piece of strange.

Raine relents and walks up to me. She barely comes up to my shoulder as I wait for her to make her final decision. Finally, she walks past me and heads back toward the front of the bar. Once again, I get to watch her mouthwatering ass.

Her hips sway back and forth as she walks in front of me. It’s not intentional on her part, it’s just her natural way. As soon as we hit the office, I once again close the door behind us. She takes the seat she vacated a few minutes ago while I walk around my desk and open the top drawer. I pull out a stack of photos and flip through them until I find the one resembling the girl she described earlier. I hand it over to her and watch her closely for her reaction.

Raine gasps and covers her mouth. Tears are filling her eyes as she looks back at me. I know without her saying a word this girl is her sister. It’s written all over her face.

“This is her,” she cries out.

I stand up and walk around the desk. Raine stands up and wraps her arms around me. This woman needs comfort and it’s going to be me that offers her all the comfort she needs.

“Thank you! Thank you so much,” she murmurs, never taking her head away from my side.

“Sweetheart, you’re welcome. Now, let’s work out a plan for you to meet your sister,” I say, walking her over to the couch so I can keep her close to me.

“What do you mean? Why can’t I see her now?” she asks, looking up at me.

“She’s been through a lot and has been restin’ more than anythin’ else. It’s late and I don’t want to wake her up if we don’t have to. Where are you stayin’?” I ask her, letting the floral perfume she’s wearing surround me.

“I don’t know. Probably my car. I didn’t see a hotel when I came through town,” she says, sitting up and wiping her tears away.

“There’s one just up the road. Why don’t you go get checked in? Put your number in my phone and I’ll call you first thing in the mornin’ with directions to the clubhouse. That’s where she’s been stayin’,” I say, pulling my phone out and handing it over to the beauty beside me.

Raine quickly puts her number in my phone and I send her a message so she has my number. I don’t want her to think I’m fucking her over or anything like that. She needs to trust me so I can make her mine.

“I’ll call you first thing in the mornin’. If I don’t, you have my number in your phone now too,” I tell her, walking her to the door of the bar and outside.

We walk to Raine’s car and I notice it’s seen better days. I’m surprised she made it here from wherever she came from. I may not know now, but it’s just a matter of time before I know every single thing about her.

Raine opens her door and I help her inside the car before shutting the door. She turns the car on and pulls away from the bar. I stay rooted to the spot until I can’t see her taillights in the dark. Then, I make my way back inside and to the bar. Taker gets me a beer and I look around for a barfly to fuck. After seeing Raine, I need to take the edge off.

Across the bar, I see the woman I’m going to take to the office for a quick fuck. She’s got blonde hair and if I fuck her from behind, I can almost pretend it’s my sweet Raine. Making my way over to her, I don’t say a word, I simply lead her to my office and slam the door shut behind us.

The girl tries to kiss me and I turn her around roughly while bending her over the arm of the couch.

“No talkin’. We’re here to fuck one time and that’s it,” I tell her, reaching in my pocket for a condom.

“But,” she begins to say.

“No talkin’. If you can’t do that, you can leave now and I’ll find someone else. I won’t say it again,” I tell her, stepping away from her for a second.

She bends back over the couch and I slide the zipper of my jeans down. After pulling my hard cock out and making sure the condom’s in place, I slide her panties to the side and make sure she’s wet. I slide into her in one motion and don’t stop.

The woman under me is writhing and twisting as I piston my hips in and out of her. Tonight is one of the few times I could give a fuck if she gets off. My thoughts are on Raine and the way she makes me feel. I’ve never been as hard as she makes me from one look at her.

As I continue to chase my release, picturing Raine’s body under my own, I don’t look at the bitch under me. She’s trying hard not to moan as I feel her beginning to tighten around me. I take one hand and wrap her hair around it, pretending it’s Raine’s silky hair around my fist. Pulling her head back, I move even faster my release so close.

“Fuck!” I growl out. “Raine!”

As soon as my balls are empty, I grab the end of the condom and hold it in place while I pull out of her. She turns to face me and I can already tell she’s going to be a problem. She’s a clinger. There will be no holding her and no repeat performances.

“You can go now,” I tell her, tucking my cock away and walking toward my desk.

“Don’t you want to get a drink or something? I mean you don’t even know my name,” she pouts, thinking she’s hot shit instead of a hot mess.

“I don’t want a drink with you and I don’t need to know your fuckin’ name. Like I said, this isn’t goin’ to happen again. If you’re gonna be a problem, you can leave the Den and not come back again. Your choice,” I tell her, already thinking of a hundred different things besides the bitch standing before me.

I look out the two-way window and watch the people dancing; purposely ignoring her. She finally huffs out of the office and I take a deep breath. The only thing I can smell is sex and the strong as hell perfume the bitch I just had is wearing. I can’t smell the floral scent of Raine anymore. I want that smell back.

Instead of hanging around the bar any longer, I walk out to my bike and head back toward the clubhouse. The only thing I want to do is fall into bed and go to sleep so I can see Raine first thing in the morning. That’s exactly what I do.
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Chapter Four
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Raine

I BARELY SLEPT last night. Knowing my sister is so close to me has my nerves a mess and my excitement level raised to an all-time high. There’s also the worry of the hell she’s been in and how it’s going to affect her long-term. Hollie is going to be a changed person and we’re going to have to learn to live with that. She’ll have to learn how to live with the hell she’s been through and come out the other side stronger. Tossing and turning is what I spent my night doing.

Then there’s Satan. I don’t know what I should feel about the man that captured my attention in a way no one else has ever done before. He’s sexy, captivating, an asshole, and someone I want to fuck in the worst way. But, I know his type. Satan’s the man who fucks whoever he wants and thinks women are going to fall at his feet to get the chance to fuck him. I don’t want, or need, that in my life.

Plus, I don’t know if I can trust him. I’m waiting for him to get ahold of me so I can go see my sister. Honestly, I don’t know if he’s even going to call or message me to go to wherever they have her.

I don’t believe his club are the ones that took her, but now I don’t know if she’s safe there. Just because he seems to care what happens to her, doesn’t mean every man in his club feels the same way. Until I see her with my own eyes, I don’t trust a single person when it comes to her. Not after she’s been gone for six months and not knowing what she’s been through.

All sorts of ideas and images have circled my head more times than I can count about Hollie and whoever has her. She is such a fun-loving, carefree girl and I fear that won’t be the case when she comes home. If she even wants to come home. At this point, whatever happens is her decision. I won’t force her to do anything because she’s been the one to suffer, not me.

Getting out of bed, I take a quick shower, setting my phone on the small counter in the bathroom in case Satan calls me. My thoughts turn to what I’m going to have to do to help Hollie. Because this time, she won’t be able to come to me for help. I honestly feel helpless right now because I don’t know how to help her. Or which direction to turn in to get her the help she’ll need.

Once I’ve gotten dressed, I make my way out to the breakfast room. It’s the only meal the hotel serves and I know I’ve got to eat something before heading out for the day. Who the hell knows what today is going to entail? All I care about is getting to my sister and making sure we get her what she needs to begin healing.

Walking down into the breakfast room, I see I’m the only person here. I look over the array of food they offer before selecting eggs, pancakes, and sausage. After taking my plate to the table closest to me, I grab a coffee and a cup of orange juice. Yeah, it’s a lot of food, but I don’t know when I’m going to eat again.

Plus, I didn’t eat a lot yesterday. Other than the quick bite to eat on the way here, I haven’t had anything else to eat. Not unless you count snack food when I got here to the hotel last night. So, I’ll eat now and hope I can eat another meal at some point today.

I’m just finishing up my breakfast when my phone vibrates next to me. I pick it up to see a new message. Excitement fills me as I hope I see Satan’s name when I pull up the message screen.

Satan: I’m at the clubhouse. Here’s the address. Let me know when you’re on your way.

Me: I’m leaving now. I’ll be there soon.

Satan: Tell the Prospect at the gate you’re there to see me. He’ll let you right in.

Taking care of my dishes and food, I grab my phone and head back to the room I’m staying in for my purse and car keys. My heart feels like it’s beating out of my chest right now. It’s a mixture of seeing my sister again after so long and not knowing how she’s going to react to me being here. And of seeing Satan again.

I can’t even lie and say Satan has nothing to do with the way I feel right now. The man does something to me I can’t explain. I feel so many things when he’s around me. I feel wanted, sexy, nervous, safe, hate for the alpha male in him, and like I’ve found the man I’ve always been looking for.

However, I have to push those thoughts and feelings aside as I get prepared to see my sister. I have to realize Hollie may not want anything to do with me. When she needed me the most, I wasn’t there to protect her. She doesn’t know I’ve spent every waking hour searching for her and doing things I wouldn’t normally do in my search.

Hell, with everything she’s been through, I have to factor that into knowing it may be hard for her to welcome my invasion back into her life with open arms. But, whatever Hollie decides to do, I’ll accept and support her decision. I’ll hope down the road we can form some sort of relationship again.

My hands are shaking as I put the car in drive and make the short trip to the clubhouse. I’ve got the map pulled up on my phone so I know where I’m going. According to the map, I’ll be at the clubhouse in less than five minutes.

With every mile passing by me, my hands get shakier and sweatier. My heart feels like it’s beating a million miles an hour and I can feel the sweat pouring down my back. This is not the way I want to see my sister again. I shouldn’t be this nervous about seeing her.

When the clubhouse comes into view, I almost pull my car over so I can get myself under control. Or be sick. It’s a toss-up right now as to what I’ll actually do. But, I keep my foot on the accelerator and pull up to the closed gate.

A younger looking guy walks up to my side of the car as I roll down my window. He’s not quite as tall as Satan or the bartender from last night. Hell, he’s still got the babyface if I’m honest. This guy can’t be much over eighteen years old. Tattoos fill his arms from what I can see.

The guy has black hair, so dark it looks blue in some spots as the sun hits it. Brown eyes look down at me. They’re not the color of warm chocolate, more like a hard rock that’s been stained brown from lying in the dirt too long. Honestly, he gives me the creeps, but I don’t know a damn thing about bikers or what makes them tick.

“Can I help you? You look lost, sweetheart,” he says, leaning down into the car.

“I’m here to see Satan,” I tell him, mustering up all the courage I have to give.

“Does he know you’re comin’?” the guy asks.

“Yes. He told me to let you know I was here for him,” I answer.

The young guy walks away a few feet and pulls his phone out of his pocket. This does nothing but make my nerves shoot even higher. What am I going to do if they don’t let me in? I’ll sit the fuck out here until someone leaves and I can talk to them or make my way inside the super-sized gate guarding this compound or whatever you want to call it.

As I wait for the guy to talk to whoever on the phone, I take my first real look at the clubhouse. The gate surrounding the property is bigger than I’ve ever seen in my life. It’s complete cement other than the gate I can see through. Directly in front of me sits a building large enough to be a warehouse. It’s nondescript and I wouldn’t think twice about passing it by without a second glance.

Off to the left I see some sort of garage with the bay doors open. A few men are milling about just outside the doors, smoking and laughing. The rest of the lot before me sits empty except for the motorcycles sitting in front of the warehouse.

Before I can take in any more of my surroundings, the guy comes back and lets me know he’ll be opening the gate so I can go through. I’m to park to the left of the bikes, close to the garage I was just looking at. I don’t really want to park so close to the men I see standing over there, but what choice do I have?

As soon as the gate’s open enough to let me in, I pull through and make my way over to where I was told to park. Making sure I shut the car off, I get out and turn to see Satan walk through the door of the warehouse. I also hear all the talking from my left stop. Turning my attention to the men standing there, I see they’re all staring at me.

“Raine, come on,” Satan calls out.

I begin walking toward him to catcalls and whistles once I’m on the other side of my car. Ignoring them, I continue walking toward Satan and closer to my sister. I try to push thoughts of how good Satan looks from my mind, but it’s fucking hard when he looks so sexy.

His hair is still wet from the shower. Today he’s got a bandana tied around his head, keeping the hair from his face. A white tee-shirt covers his upper body and it’s so tight, I can see tattoos filling the skin below the shirt. He’s wearing the same vest over his shirt and another pair of dark blue jeans. This time there are holes in the knees of his jeans and his boots are on his feet.

“Raine, it’s good to see you again,” he says, his voice sending a rush through me.

“Does my sister know I’m coming?” I ask, wanting to know if she has a clue about me being here or not.

“Yeah. Told her when I sent you the message. She’s just inside the door waitin’ on you,” he tells me.

Wiping my hands down the legs of my jeans, I let Satan lead me inside the building. As soon as I’m through the door, I stop and let my eyes adjust to the dimness inside. I quickly look around my surroundings as he leads me further inside.

The first thing I see are pool tables to the left of the door. There’s a mural painted on the wall that matches the back of Satan’s vest behind the pool tables. Just past that sits a long bar with stools sitting in front of it. Tables litter the open space between the bar and the room off to my right. Several men are sitting at various tables.

To my right, after the room directly inside the door, are couches and a TV mounted to the wall. Stairs are just past that. I see two more rooms on the left and right and wonder what the hell they are. This entire clubhouse has me so confused. But, it’s not my life and I’m just here to see my sister.
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