
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


[image: A person in a black shirt

Description automatically generated]

[image: image]




Cassidy’s Resurgence

Satan’s Anarchy MC

Book 3

Erin Osborne & JC Belanger



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


Copyright 2019© Erin Osborne and JC Belanger

[image: image]




All rights reserved. This book, or any portion thereof, may not be reproduced or used in any manner without the express written permission of the author except for brief quotations used in book reviews.

This book is a work of fiction. The names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the writer’s imagination or have been used fictitiously and are not to be construed as real. Any resemblance to persons, living or dead, actual events, locales, or organizations is entirely coincidental.

Cover Design: Graphics by Shelly

Editor: Full Bloom Editorial-Courtney Lynn Rose

Proofreader: Kim Richards



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


Blurb

[image: image]




Cassidy Brown

Growing up, I never thought I'd be 'that' girl. The one that was with a man that hit her and abused her in every way. That's exactly where I found myself though. Until a woman knowing nothing about me got me out with the help of Satan's Anarchy MC. Can I now trust the two men that have captivated me? Hawk and Chains make me want to trust in men again.

Paul 'Hawk' Carter

I found my place in the world and a family when I joined Satan's Anarchy MC. That's where I also met my best friend, Chains. We do everything together including sharing our women. Cassidy shows up at Anarchy Ink and I know she's our one. Can we make her see not all men are like her ex?

Tommy 'Chains' Sampson

I was roaming the world, lost until I met some guys from Satan's Anarchy MC. They've become my family and I'd die to protect the men and women of the club. A chance encounter with Cassidy makes me realize I've been missing something. There's a void only she can fill. Can I protect her or will she be taken away from us too soon?
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Patched Members:

President: John ‘Renegade’ Jackson

V. President: Brad ‘Ink’ White

Secretary/IT: Paul ‘Hawk’ Carter

Treasurer: Tommy ‘Chains’ Sampson

Enforcer: Remington ‘Psycho’ Jackson

Sgt. At Arms: Christian ‘Grave’ Hardison

Road Captain: Gabe ‘Smokey’ Burns

Doc

Ryder

Tex

Tats

Snake

Prospects:

Damon ‘Bear’ Jones

Chris Hayward

Bentley Pearson

Bishop Williams

Old Ladies:

Callie Patton

Satan’s Babes:

Legs

Kitty

Silk

Foxy

Nails

Rusty

Businesses:

Tattoo Parlor: Anarchy Ink

Bar: Satan’s Den

Construction Company: Jackson Construction
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Cassidy’s Resurgence is dedicated to anyone who has been in a situation they didn’t see a way out of. Abuse comes in many forms and it takes a lot of strength to realize you’re being abused and to find a way out. To all of you who have done this, you are not alone in your struggles and there is always someone there to talk to. Please, reach out when you need to. Love you all!

~ Erin

This is Dedicated to my family. Thank you for being patient with me while this was being done. Your support and cheerleading means the world to me.

This is also for anyone who is or has ever been in a relationship that has left you hurt or hopeless. You can get out. There are places that you can go and safely start again . the national domestic hotline is 1−800−799−7233. I did it so can you!

~ JC
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Cassidy

GROWING UP, I was an only child to a loving set of parents. My mom, Sharon, was a stay at home mom while my dad, Colin, was an investment banker. Both of them went to all of my cheerleading competitions, gymnastics practices, and any other activity I was in. They always encouraged me to follow my dreams and would do anything in their power to make my dreams a reality.

In high school, I hung out with a few close friends. My best friend, Kara, always made sure I got out of the house on weekends and tried to talk me into going out with guys that were her boyfriend’s friends. I wasn’t interested, though. None of them wanted anything more than a steady hook-up and I wasn’t about that.

My goal was always to get good grades, concentrate on the activities I was doing, and getting into a good college. I wanted to go to college to be a counselor for domestic violence victims. Even if I hadn’t experienced domestic violence, I knew people that had and I wanted them to know they weren’t alone. Someone was always there to listen to them and help them get away. Well, that was always my goal until I met Craig.

I was a sophomore in college when I met Craig. It was one of those days where I was running behind and not paying attention the way I should have been. I stopped at the coffee shop on campus and was digging around in my purse when I collided with someone. Craig was that person.

He laughed off my clumsiness and we talked for a minute before he asked me for my number. I gave it to him, grabbed my coffee, and took off for class. Honestly, he never entered my mind again. Between classes, studying, and hanging out with Kara on the weekends, I didn’t have much time for anything. Including all the activities I did in high school. The only dancing and moving I did were when Kara dragged me to a club or a party.

About a week after running into Craig, he sent me the first text message. We would text back and forth throughout the day. After a few weeks of texting and occasionally talking on the phone, Craig asked me out on our first date. I agreed and couldn’t wait to go out with him.

Craig picked me up, dressed in a pair of khakis and a button-down shirt. His blond hair was perfectly styled and his face was clean-shaven. The main thing I noticed about him was how lifeless and empty his eyes seemed to be. There was no sparkle or light shining from their depths.

He didn’t say anything about the fact I was dressed in a jean skirt paired with a tank top and my wedges. There was no look of appreciation about my appearance, a comment, or anything else. We walked out to his car and he didn’t even help me in before going to the driver’s side to get in himself.

At dinner, he talked about himself and bitched about having to have financial aid because his parents cut him off and refuse to talk to him anymore. When I tried to ask him about the reason his parents did that, he got pissed. He didn’t yell or anything but it was the only time I saw anything in his cold eyes. Craig never once asked me any questions or anything about me. It was all about him.

After that, I tried to back away from him. I kept going to class and hanging out with Kara. If he called or sent me messages, I’d ignore them. My hope was that he'd get the hint I wasn’t interested, but that wasn’t the case. He stepped up his game.

I would get flowers delivered to class or my dorm room. If I went to get coffee on campus, it would already be paid for. Little things like that. I started to melt toward him and I thought maybe he was just stressed out with exams coming up. So, I gave in and gave him another chance.

Within a month, I was moved into his off-campus apartment. He told me he loved me and wanted to spend more time with me. That he wanted to come at night to have me in his bed. It was sweet and he was becoming more attentive. My parents weren’t happy I was living with him so soon, but they let me make my own choices in the matter.

It wasn’t long after I moved in with him, he started making plans and taking up more of my time. If I wasn’t in class or studying, I was waiting for him. This also meant I spent less time with Kara and other friends. Until one day the calls, texts, and seeing her stopped altogether.

Kara always made it very clear she didn’t like Craig and he didn’t appreciate it. She would be polite if he was around, but barely. When I started canceling plans or refusing to make any with her, it was easy for her to cut ties. My best friend was worried about me, but she knew I wasn’t going to just give up on Craig and our relationship.

Once we had been living together for a while, Craig convinced me to give up my cell phone. His reasoning was that we couldn’t afford two phones, the bills, and school. It seemed logical to me, so I turned my phone off and handed it over to him. It’s not like anyone other than him or my parents called me anymore.

Pretty soon, my parents got the same treatment Kara did. Plans were canceled. If we were invited over for dinner or a party, Craig would give them an excuse about why we couldn’t attend. Then the lies to my parents started. At first he would tell them I was trying to catch up on schoolwork because I wasn’t always going to class. Then it eventually turned into me having a drug and alcohol problem. I overheard him telling them this more than once.

I snuck away from school one day to talk to my parents and they were so filled with disgust and disappointment, I was shocked. They believed every single word Craig was feeding them. My dad gave me an ultimatum; I go to rehab to get help or they would have nothing to do with me. They couldn’t see the evidence standing before them that I wasn’t on drugs or drunk. No, Craig ruined my relationship between my parents and me.

Once he knew I was cut off from my friends and family, the beatings and rape started. At first it was over stupid things like being a few minutes late. Soon it turned into me not doing anything right. If I took a breath, I’d get the shit beat out of me. The rapes were to show me who was boss. Nothing more than a power play to him; a way to humiliate me and break me.

I was no longer the woman I dreamed of being. Craig made me into little more than a shell with no hint of the strong, independent woman I was on my way to becoming. I couldn’t work, soon dropped out of school because of my life spiraling out of control and became completely dependent on Craig.

We ended up getting married in a courthouse service. Two guys from school were the only ones present for my ‘wedding’ day. I didn’t want to marry the man tormenting me, but I didn’t see a way out of the situation. There wasn’t a single person left in my life I could turn to. No one to save me from being violated, abused, and tormented emotionally and mentally. My wedding day is the day I gave up.

Craig stopped coming home until the early hours of the morning. He had gotten a job after graduating and was fucking one woman or another at work. I was honestly glad he wasn’t touching me as much. That he wasn’t home to beat on me or rape me. I didn’t have the constant threats and insults hurled my way.

The day the beating landed me in the hospital, I told Craig I was pregnant. He never wanted kids and knew I wasn’t on any birth control. I’m not sure exactly what he was expecting to happen when he refused to wear a condom, but he beat me so bad I ended up in the hospital and I lost the baby.

Cops were called in, but whenever they showed up, Craig was right by my side. I’m sure they could see the loathing and fear in my eyes, but they couldn’t do anything if I didn’t say anything against my husband. I was stuck between a rock and a hard place with no end in sight. I couldn’t even mourn the loss of my baby because Craig would hit me if he saw me crying or tears in my eyes.

Eventually, Craig’s spending got the best of us. We were struggling to pay bills and that’s when I saw my out. I convinced him to let me get a job and that’s when I saw the ad for the grand re-opening for Anarchy Ink. My plan is to go there and see if they’re hiring. I’m hoping I can get a job and Craig won’t pull any shit if I’m working for the local MC. We’ll see what happens.

After talking to, Ink, the owner of the tattoo parlor I got the job. I’m not stupid to think he hired me simply because I said I can work most programs his shop uses. I’m sure Hadliegh had a lot to do with me getting hired. However, it happened, I don’t really care. I walked home on cloud nine because for a few hours a day, I’d be out of the house and away from Craig.

Unfortunately, Craig didn’t feel the same way about me working for the MC or at a tattoo parlor. I had my ass beat and I know I’m not going to be able to cover the pain and bruising from this latest beating. I’ll have to figure something out so no one knows my shameful, dirty secret.

In all reality, going to work the next day was the best day I’ve had in a few years. Hadliegh immediately knew something was wrong and saw the bruising he’s left on my arms from different beatings. She had her husband Psycho and two other members of his club Hawk and Chains take me home to get my things. That was the day I left my abusive husband and started a new life.

Chapter One

Cassidy

THE DAY I started work at Anarchy Ink turned out to be the day my life changed for the better. Hadliegh knew something was wrong with me based on the way I was moving from the second I walked through the door. She placed one phone call and I was being removed from the apartment I was sharing with Craig.

By that time, I was scared to death of him but I didn’t know how to leave. I was ashamed I had fallen into his trap and I didn’t want to go to my parents’ house. It would only be a matter of time before Craig showed up there to pull me back to him— and I refuse to let my parents get hurt because I made a bad choice and stayed with a man abusing and raping me on a regular basis.

Psycho, Hadliegh’s husband and Enforcer for Satan’s Anarchy MC, came to get me with Hawk and Chains. I had met all three at the tattoo shop, but to have them rescue me is another story entirely. But, what Hadliegh wants, Hadliegh gets— and she wanted me away from the abusive cocksucker and somewhere safe.

Now, I have a job, friends in Hadliegh and Callie, and a roof over my head. It’s different living in the MC’s clubhouse, but I feel safe and that’s the only thing that matters to me right now. I’m still scared of being around all of the guys, but they stay away from me. Hawk and Chains are the only two men not keeping their distance.

Hawk is the club’s secretary and takes care of anything technical. He’s a whizz on the computer and can find almost anything you want to know about with a few strokes of the keyboard. Hawk is over six feet tall with a toned body. There are muscles on top of muscles. He’s earned that body through hard work and not spending his life in a gym. He’s got dark hair styled in a faux hawk with chocolate brown eyes. 

They’re full of life, laughter, and a hint of seriousness. Tattoos cover Hawk’s body from what I can see. Both arms are covered in ink along with a tattoo on his neck. The one time I accidentally saw him without a shirt on, there’s a huge tattoo on his back and a few on his chest.

Chains is the Treasurer of the club. He spends a lot of time at the different businesses the club owns, collecting money and making sure the books are in order. It’s his responsibility to make sure the club is covered if anyone wants to dig into their financials. He’s got more muscles than Hawk does and is slightly taller than him. 

Both men make me appear to be a fairy because they’re so much taller than me. Chains is also covered in tattoos. The only difference is his are mainly in blacks and grays while Hawk has a lot of color in his tattoos. Chains has long, dark-blond hair he keeps tied back at his neck and crystal blue eyes. His eyes darken depending on his mood.

I’m more than attracted to Hawk and Chains. Something that terrifies me after the ordeal I’ve just gotten out of with Craig. I know the men of Satan’s Anarchy wouldn’t lay a hand on me, but I also thought the same thing about Craig. So, I’m not sure of my judgment when it comes to men, and I’m afraid to take another chance— at least so soon.

It’s not like I don’t know the two men share women and are looking to settle down. They’ve made it crystal clear as to what they want from me. They’re always making sure I have everything I need and want, there are little touches from them here and there, and when they’re not busy, Hawk and Chains never leave my side.

Both men make me feel safe and cared for. It’s a feeling I haven’t experienced since I moved out of my parents’ house. While I’d love to jump right into caring for them both and seeing where this could go between us, I’m just not ready for it. And neither man is trying to push for more than I’m ready. 

The only thing they’ve done is move me in with them. It wasn’t long after I left Craig that I got a letter saying he was waiting for me; watching me and calling me names because I’m “fucking gang bangers.” As soon as Hawk and Chains saw the note he left on my car, I was moved from the clubhouse and taken to the house they share.

Their house is big enough for the three of us. When you walk in the door, you walk into the living room. There’s a giant leather couch and recliner sitting in front of the biggest TV mounted to the wall I’ve ever seen. The only thing separating the living room and kitchen is an island with four barstools sit at. 

Their kitchen is big with lots of cabinets and stainless-steel appliances. Down a hallway on the left are the bathroom and four bedrooms. On the right side of the house are the laundry room and stairs leading down to the finished basement. They’ve turned the basement into a gym, complete with mirrors on one wall and more equipment than I’ve ever seen outside of an actual gym.

Hawk’s room is at the end of the hall while Chains’ room is the very first one you come to. I’m sandwiched between the two rooms. With the decision to move me in being such a surprise, I know this is the way they’ve always had their rooms. Still, it’s reassuring to know I’ll be in between the two men if anyone finds out I’m here. No one will be able to easily get to me.

The only concern I have now is fighting my growing attraction to the two men. Living in the clubhouse, it was easier to avoid them. Now, not so much. We’re all under the same roof and they’ve been staying home more and not going to the clubhouse unless there’s club business.

They tend to walk around the house without shirts on and only wearing baggy sweats or shorts. The urge to lick every ridge of their bodies along with tracing their tattoos with my tongue is becoming a problem. I even have dreams about what it would be like to be with both men.

My only focus is healing from the abuse and getting my life back on track. I’m not sure if that includes going back to school or not yet. It’s a decision I can make later on down the road. Before I make that decision, I want to get divorced from Craig. I don’t want him to be able to take anything away from me in the new life I’m creating— including my money. So, I think I’ll hold off on worrying about school until I get that taken care of.

I want my divorce so bad. I’m not stupid enough to think I’m strong enough to go through it right now. I need to know I can stand on my own two feet and not want to lean on Hawk and Chains for everything. They’re already doing so much to help me get back on my feet. They won’t even let me pay bills or help them with bills.

Emotionally and mentally, I need to be strong enough to face Craig and get that piece of paper telling him I’m no longer his punching bag. If the guys in the MC haven’t convinced him of that yet, I know he’ll try to fuck around and put off the divorce to get whatever he thinks he can get from me. He doesn’t deserve a damn thing from me, though. Not when he’s already taken so much.

“You gotta work today?” Hawk asks, walking in the living room with nothing but a towel wrapped around his waist.

“Yeah. I have to be there in a half-hour,” I answer, looking up from the magazine I’m reading.

“We’ll take you. I don’t want you goin’ alone until we get a handle on this situation with your ex. It’s not safe for you to go anywhere alone,” he tells me, turning around and heading back down the hallway.

I can feel the blush covering my face and neck. Whenever either man is around, I seem to blush uncontrollably. It’s not like I’m a virgin, dammit. These men affect me no matter what I do and it’s unnerving, to say the least. I really need to get a handle on my reactions to them. It’s only going to make them think I’m ready for more than I am.

In a few minutes, Hawk makes it back in the living room with Chains following him. They’re both dressed, thank God. Hawk grabs his stuff off the counter where he left it last night while Chains grabs his boots and sits down to put them on. As soon as Hawk is finished putting his things back in his pockets, he grabs his boots to put them on so we can head out.

I grab my bag and slide it on my shoulders. Since I never know if we’re taking the bikes or their truck, I always make sure what I’m taking fits in my bag. Part of me knows this is learned behavior from my time spent with Craig. My goal is to never make these two men wait or feel like I’m using them in any way. I don’t want them to feel like I’m a complete drain on them or the club.

“Ready?” Chains asks, pulling me out of my head.

“Yeah. Thank you.”

The three of us head out and I follow them to the bikes. Hawk holds out a helmet for me, letting me know who’s bike I’m riding. Hawk’s bike is a dark navy with airbrushing on the tank. Chains bike is a cherry red with the club’s logo on the tank. Both bikes are powerful pieces of machinery that scared the hell out of me the first time I got on one. But, these two men handle their bikes as if they’re extensions of themselves and they’re in complete control.

Now, I just feel free and like I can conquer the world when I’m behind one of them. Hawk straddles his bike and holds out his hand to help me get on behind him. I’m still a little awkward when it comes to getting on and off the bikes. They don’t seem to mind, though.

Wrapping my arms around his waist after getting on and making sure the helmet is secure on my head, Hawk and Chains start their bikes. The rumble of the engine sends a thrill through me and it’s a feeling I hope I never have to leave behind.

Within seconds, we’re pulling away from the house and heading toward the tattoo shop. Logically, I know the ride will only last a few minutes, but I can’t help wishing it were longer. That we could just point the bikes out of town and never look back. It’s not feasible considering the club and members are Hawk and Chains’ family. Plus, I would never ask them to give up their lives for me. If I leave here, it will be on my own.

I’m so lost in my own head; I don’t realize we’re already at the shop until Hawk taps me on the leg. I look up and immediately try to get off the bike. If it weren’t for Chains standing there waiting to help me, I’d have fallen directly on my ass. Looking up into his eyes, I fear he can see the thoughts of getting away plaguing me. Of just disappearing from this area and starting over somewhere away from everyone— especially Craig.

“We’ll be back to take you to lunch, Cass. Stay here and inside the shop,” Chains tells me, leaning down and placing a kiss on my temple.

“Okay,” I answer him, butterflies kicking up in my stomach at the quick contact.

“We’ll go to Corrinth’s diner for lunch,” Hawk says, pulling me closer and placing a kiss on the opposite temple.

Waving to the men, I make my way inside to find a huge bouquet of flowers sitting on the desk. They’re long-stemmed roses paired with baby’s breath. A card is sticking out of the holder situated in the middle of the arrangement. Suddenly, I’m hit with a feeling in my gut that I’m not going to like what this card says.

As I walk closer to the desk, I look around the shop to see who’s about to witness me having a meltdown if these are from Craig. No one is around as I walk around the desk and set my bag on the chair. Noises are coming from Ink’s office so I know he’s here already. He’ll be getting ready for his first client of the day and it makes me feel a little better knowing someone is here if I need them.

Pulling the card from the holder, my hands are shaking as I open the small envelope and read the words on the card:

I will get you. It’s just a matter of time before they leave you alone and then you’re mine. I’ll have fun breaking you and training you this time.

Your Loving Husband

What the actual fuck? I take the card and lay it on the desk as if it were a snake waiting to attack me. The flowers are another story entirely. I grab the fancy vase and walk back toward the bathroom. After draining the water, I carry the vase back out to the front of the shop and throw them in the garbage. The vase shatters in the garbage can which brings Ink from his office out to the front of the shop.

“What the hell is goin’ on?” he asks, looking in the garbage can where my gaze still lingers.

“Um, I didn’t want the flowers,” I say, finally looking up at him.

“I guess not. They from the ex?” he asks, pulling his phone out.

“Yeah.”

“Sit down in the chair, Cass. You look like you’re about to fall the fuck over,” he tells me, typing a message out on his phone.

It’s not long before I hear the roar of bikes pulling up in front of Anarchy Ink. More than just Hawk and Chains too from the sounds of it. Ink barely has time to hand me the water he got for me before the door is slammed open and two very pissed off bikers fill the doorway. On impulse, I shrink back from them even though I know their anger isn’t directed at me.

“What did the card say?” Chains asks.

“I don’t know. Been makin’ sure she didn’t pass out or somethin’,” Ink tells him.

Hawk makes his way over to me. He only stops to pick up the card and read it before handing it over to Chains. Their faces are beet-red and filled with barely contained rage. However, Hawk kneels down next to me and I watch in fascination as his face transforms. Instead of the rage, his eyes are filled with guilt and something else I don’t want to read into.

Chains stands behind Hawk and places a hand on my shoulder. I don’t jerk back from his touch or shrink away from him. I want to feel his hands on me, making me feel safe and protected from the asshat that thinks he can control me and get me back because that’s what he wants.

“I’m sorry baby,” Chains says. “You okay?”

“Yeah. I was just startled is all. Ink didn’t need to call you guys in,” I say, looking over his shoulder at my boss and the rest of the guys filling the shop.

It feels like there’s no room in here with everyone. The guys are huge and take up so much room. I can get lost in them all and no one would see me. It’s the first time I’ve been around this many guys and not felt intimidated or unsafe. I know each and every single one of the men in Anarchy Ink will die to protect those they care about.

Since it seems Hadliegh, Callie, Hawk, and Chains are concerned about my safety, the rest of the guys care too. It’s a nice feeling to know so many people care about what happens to you— one I’m not accustomed to, but could get used to. Hopefully, Craig doesn’t make it disappear anytime soon.
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Chapter Two
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Hawk

TODAY WE’RE LEAVING Cassidy at work before we head to the clubhouse. We’ve got Church, and it’s imperative we be there. No one can miss, no matter what’s going on in our lives. It’s what we signed up for when we joined Satan’s Anarchy. Every member knows this and is expected to be there unless he’s in the hospital.

Ink can’t even miss the meeting. So, Cassidy will be at the tattoo shop with Bentley and Bishop. They’ll make sure no one fucks with her and that no one causes any shit because Ink isn’t there. He’s usually in high demand and clients get pissed when they can’t get an appointment with him.

Chains and I already talked to them about Craig and threatened them if he gets anywhere near her. There’s no way in hell we’ll allow something to happen to her just because we have obligations to fulfill. The two Prospects assured us they’d keep an eye on her.

Pulling into the clubhouse, Chains and I park our bikes in our designated spots before making our way inside. I walk through the door of the clubhouse and see the men sitting around the tables in the common room. Renegade must be busy still and hasn’t started Church.

I sit down at a table with Bear, Smokey, and Psycho. Chains pulls out the seat next to me after grabbing us a few beers.

“How are things goin’ with Cassidy?” Bear asks, taking a sip of his own drink.

“Okay, I guess. It’s hard to tell how they are when she’s still so closed off. Craig really did a fuckin’ number on her,” Chains answers. “The closest we get to touchin’ her is when I work with her on self-defense moves.”

“It’s not just about that, though. Not with her. If I wanted a loose piece of ass, there are several babes here to take care of that for me, for us. I want her to be comfortable openin’ up to us, not shyin’ away from any form of contact, and not gettin’ nervous as hell when we step toward her,” I say.

“I understand that. It’s not somethin’ you can just get over. It sounds like she was with Craig for a long time. It’s goin’ to take a long time to overcome that shit. Have you guys talked to her about possibly startin’ therapy or counselin’ of some kind?” Psycho asks.

Out of everyone here, Psycho would know more about Cassidy and her situation because of Hadliegh. The girls seem to be getting close and I’m sure she talks to Psycho about Cassidy. She won’t go to Callie about it because she’d feel like she was breaking a confidence or something like that. Psycho won’t say a word to anyone because he’s used to not sharing information. Partly because of the club and partly because that’s just how he’s always been.

“Everyone in Church. Now!” Renegade calls out, handing his phone and gun over to the new Prospect, Trenton.

We all leave our beers on the table for the babes to clean up while we’re busy. As we get to the door of the chapel, we all hand over our guns and phones before going in. It’s not long before we’re all in our seats and Renegade is slamming the gavel on the table and calling an order to Church.

“Alright, I’ve got new intel on Snake’s Revenge. My contact south of the border tells me he’s down in Mexico trying to come back to the states. All he needs is the cash to get back inside and we’re on his radar. They’ve been callin’ him Diablo. That’s the name he wants to go by from now on. We took out all the members of Snake’s Revenge, but he’s been recruitin’. He’s got enough guys now for a club and he wants revenge against us. They’re comin’ and we don’t know when it’s gonna happen. I want riders out around the clock and no female, ol’ lady, or babe, is to go anywhere alone,” Renegade says.

There’s complete silence around the table. Not a single man sitting in this room knows what to say right now. We knew the man was alive, he escaped before we could get to him. But, we had no clue he was actively recruiting members to ensure he could start another charter of Snake’s Revenge. This is insane. We have more than enough going on here without the added worry of Diablo and his fucks coming after us.

I’ve done my own research on this Diablo fuck. He’s been in and out of prison since the age of thirteen. He attempted to murder his dad because he wouldn’t let him smoke and drink in the house. From there, he’s been suspected in several murders but there’s never been enough evidence to convict him, or witnesses recanted their stories.

He’s also been charged with several rapes and beating on women. Something we don’t condone at all. Diablo does drugs and the women he hooks up with usually end up on one drug or another. I can’t prove he’s the one getting them hooked, but we knew Snake’s Revenge dealt in drugs so it didn’t surprise me to learn he’s an addict and getting anyone else in his circle addicted as well.

“Grave and Psycho, I want you both goin’ over all our guns and ammunition. Let me know immediately if we’re low on anythin’. I want to get new stock as soon as possible. I’m goin’ to call Slim in on this in case we need back-up. I’ll also call in Stitch to give him the heads up too. I’m not sure how far Diablo is willin’ to go to get us. As information comes in, I’ll keep you all updated. Hawk, keep lookin’ for anythin’ you can find on this fucker,” Renegade tells us.

For the next hour, we go over finances, upcoming runs, and any other business we need to go over. All of our legal businesses are doing good. We’re actually thinking about revamping the domestic violence compound. Make it a better place for the women and kids living there. So, we spent some time going over possible ways to make it better for everyone involved.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
/?&9 u?m

EAIN OSBORNE & J6 BELANGER





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.jpg
CASSIDY'S
ﬁb?uw

ERIN USBﬂ/RNE.&'j[} BELANGER





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





