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Hollie Carpenter

One second.

That’s all it takes to change everything.

The result.

I’m changed, broken, and beaten down. Instead of being carefree and happy, I’m scared of my own shadow. The only time I can sleep is when I’m wrapped in the arms of one man; Capone.

Can I get past what happened to me and stand on my own again? Am I ready to let someone in again?

Andy ‘Capone’ Richards

One betrayal.

That’s all it takes to change my entire life.

One decision.

I choose one life and end up pushing away the one woman I really want.

Decisions I’ve made come back to haunt me. Hollie, the one woman I want, gets hurt and I don’t know how to fix the mess I’ve made.

Can I have the two people in my life I really want? Or is Hollie always going to be just out of my reach?
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I would like to dedicate Capone’s Misery to my mom. You have been my rock and a continuous support to me. When I need you, you’re always there no questions asked. And, you support my brother, my children, and myself in our goals and dreams. You’ve never given up on us. I love you to the moon and back! Thank you just doesn’t seem like enough for everything you’ve done for us and continue to do without question.
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Hollie

MY DAY STARTED out as any other day— I got up, had breakfast with my sister Raine, and then headed to class at the local community college. I’m going to school to get my degree in accounting. It’s almost an hour drive from home to school, but I like living at home with my sister.

It’s been just us for so long now, I don’t want to live at the college and experience all the things going on there. If I want to go out, go to a party, have a study group, or anything else, I do it. I don’t need to live on campus to experience all the things I should do there.

Raine and I talk about everything together. She’s not just my sister, she’s my best friend. If I’m going through anything or something happens, she’s the first person I want to talk to. It’s been that way since the loss of our parents and then our grandmother. No one else in our family counts because they all wrote us off when our parents were killed.

Today, I’m running late because I was up late studying for a test in my tax class. I abhor the class and wish I didn’t have to take it, but I do because it’s a requirement for my degree. I keep telling my professor there’s no point in the class because by the time we’re done with the semester, all the rules and regulations we’ve spent countless hours learning will be null and void.

I grab a quick bite to eat with Raine before running out the door to my car. It’s a used car and has definitely seen better days. Raine and I could both use new cars, but we’re holding on tight to our money. The only thing we’ve spent the money we inherited on is my education. Raine put hers on hold so she could be there for me.

Making my way to class, I begin my long day of tax preparation, accounting, and then finally my English class. I have tests in all three classes today and then I’ll get started on my homework for the next time I have class. It’s nice not to have a lesson or added work after taking tests.
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I’m walking to my car after my last class of the day and then studying before I go home. A small group of us got together so we could study for our tax class. We’re all struggling a little bit and want to do well in the class, so we get together a few times a week to work on homework and study for tests.

As I’m digging my keys out from my bag, I hear someone walking up behind me. I don’t think anything of it as there’s always someone coming and going from here. Continuing on my way, I finally wrap my fingers around my keys as I’m slammed into from behind.

My head bounces off the side of my car and I’m pressed against the door. The smell of body odor, leather, and smoke invades my senses. Hands grope me and shove me further into the hard metal of my car. Bile fills my mouth as the reality of my situation sinks in. No one I was just studying with has to come out here because they all live on campus.

“Help!” I scream out, beginning to squirm against my captor.

“Shut the fuck up, bitch,” he yells. “You bring anyone out here from your yelling and I’ll gut you right here.”

Instantly, I shut my mouth and begin to fight to free myself from him. Before I can get him to release my body, there’s a screeching of tires from behind me. A bag or something is pulled roughly over my head and I’m shoved into some sort of vehicle. Landing on the hard metal of the floor, I hold in the scream that wants to erupt.

I can hear multiple men talking and laughing along with a whimper from someone else close to me. I’m trying to figure out some way to get out of here, but at least one of the men I’m hearing is in the back with us. And it’s not like I can see if there’s a handle on the door back here.

Terror begins to fill me as I realize there’s no way out of this mess I find myself in. I’m not sure why I’ve been taken, who has me, or why they want me. Am I going to be sold to someone else? Will I be raped? What is going to happen to me and any other woman these men have?

Questions run through my mind as I continue to think of how I can get out. If there’s a way, I’ll be making an escape as soon as humanly possible. Then Raine comes to my mind. She’s going to be so scared. I know my sister— she’ll never give up searching for me.

A new level of fear fills me as I realize Raine could find herself right next to me. She’s stubborn and I know she’ll never stop looking until she finds me. Even if it’s just my body. If these men see her, they’ll take her too. The first tears slip from my eyes. I want to scream, yell, hit, and lash out in any way possible to get these men to drop me off somewhere.

I’m not sure how long we’ve been riding in the back of this vehicle when we come to a stop. I can hear a door being rolled up and then we’re moving again. Whatever was placed on my head is ripped off and I blink my eyes several times to take in my surroundings.

We’re in a warehouse of some sort. As the side door of the van opens, I see several dog cages lining a large area. There’s already women and girls in the cages. I almost vomit with the sight of them. They’re dirty, greasy, skin and bones, and all filled with defeat as they look at me. Each woman or young girl is naked and collars circle their necks. Dog bowls line the floor in front of the cages with water and something I think is supposed to resemble food. This is revolting!

Two other women are thrown from the van with me. We’re stripped down to nothing and collars are latched around our necks like the others. I’m so afraid, I can’t even fight back or scream out as the men stare, run their hands over our bodies, and talk amongst themselves about what they’re going to do to ‘break us in’.

The two women standing with me are shaking as bad as I am. Their eyes dart around the room, looking for a way to escape. There isn’t one. Along with the men standing right next to us, there are men placed strategically throughout the warehouse. If there’s a door or window, a man is there. Two men are walking up and down a metal walkway above us. Every single man is carrying a gun and keeps it at the ready. If one of us try to escape, we’ll be shot immediately.

Another man appears before us. He looks each of us over several times before grabbing onto my arm. Dragging me from the room, I’m led into a smaller room to the side. There’s a table in the middle with restraints placed at the ends of it. One wall holds all sorts of different apparatuses used in torture. Blood stains the floor as I look down while walking forward. This is definitely not going to end well.

I’m shoved to the table and immediately strapped down. Before I can blink, a needle is jabbed into my neck. I’m not sure what’s being injected into my body, but it makes it impossible to move or open my mouth to scream. My world begins to fade away as the man who dragged me in here begins to undress.

After that, each and every single day bleeds into one another. I’m not sure how long I’ve been here or what all’s been done to me. I’m covered in cuts, bruises, blood, and other fluids I don’t want to think about. Something is injected into me daily. I don’t speak to anyone else. When I’m in the cage, my thoughts are of two things— Raine and dying.

I want her to live a long and happy life filled with her dreams coming true, a man who loves her more than anything else in the world, kids she dotes on, and the life she was meant to live.

Even if I manage to get out of this shithole, I’ll never be the same girl I was. I’ve been beaten, tortured, raped, filled with drugs, and who knows what else. I’m broken beyond belief and I don’t know how I’ll ever come back from this nightmare. With help from professionals, I may live a life, but I won’t be carefree and feisty like I once was. Before this nightmare began.

I’ve been hearing the guys talk about an auction coming up. I know without them saying a word to us that we’re the ones being sold. Our worst fears are becoming a reality with the knowledge we’ll be moved from one hell to another. If someone’s going to buy us, then we’re not going anywhere nice. So, we’ll be shipped off to the highest bidder and sent to another hell.

It makes sense with them wanting to break each one of us down and fill us with whatever drugs they’re pumping us full of. I haven’t been coherent for long periods of time, but I try to take in as many details as possible when I’m awake and not fucked up from the drugs. There’s not much to take in though. The warehouse is bland with no distinct markings to let me know where we are.

I’m lying in the cage again after being beaten earlier. The drugs are wearing off and I’m waking up to the pain from the abuse I’ve suffered again. Suddenly, the door is kicked open and men come rushing in. Gunfire erupts and the men go down one by one. Hope floods me, but honestly, I don’t know if we’ll be better off with these men.

They look mean, worse than the guys we’ve been held by. And they’re carrying guns just like the men we’re used to being surrounded by. Yes, they’re taking down the men who have kidnapped us, but we may be trading one evil for another. Only time will tell.

I tamp down the hope that threatens to consume me. I want to see Raine and let her know I’m still alive, but I don’t want her to see me like this. I’m covered in bruises, lacerations, burn marks, and dried blood. I haven’t been able to shower, I’ve barely had any water or food, and I’m a complete mess. I don’t need to look in a mirror to know I’m destroyed inside and out.

One man captures my attention. He’s full of rage, but there’s a gentleness to his eyes. He’s making his way toward the cages and I can see the disgust reflected back at me when he sees how we’ve been forced to live. If you can call it living.

Once all the men are taken down, our rescuers begin to open the cages. There’s talk about bringing vans over to get us out of here. For the first time since I was taken, I let the hope flair to life. Even if we go somewhere equally as horrible as here, hopefully we won’t be sold off.

The men separate us based on how bad we’re hurt. As the doors shut behind us, panic threatens to overtake me. I’m in the back of another van with men I don’t know. Not to mention I have no clue where we’re going or what we’re walking into. Before the vans leave, the back door opens and the man who captured my attention gets in. He sits by the door and my panic recedes.

Whatever life has in store for us now, I have a feeling things will be looking up.
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Capone

I’VE BEEN A member of the Blazing Outlaws MC since I was eighteen years old. I’m now thirty-one years old and the Vice President. The club is my life and I’ll do anything for the members of the club, my brothers.

My life consists of running the strip club, Blazing Babes, going on runs when Satan can’t, and using the house bunnies for relief. House bunnies are part of the club in a way. They know their place— they’re here to fuck us whenever we want and clean, cook, and provide pleasure to the men, or any visiting clubs we may have over. I get all the free pussy I want with no strings attached, just what I’ve always wanted.

Well, it’s what I thought I wanted. I don’t know if it’s because I’m getting older or because I’ve been watching Satan settling down with Raine. Hell, it could be because Hollie is working her way into my life and she doesn’t realize it.

While a huge part of me wants to settle down and love someone, have them love me in return, there’s a part of me that doesn’t want to settle down. The life I lead isn’t always law abiding and I know we have dangerous enemies out there because of our business dealings and people wanting our territory. I don’t want to make someone my ol’ lady and then have that person ripped from me because of that decision just because a rival uses the women in our lives as targets to get us to bend to their will. It’s a fine line I’m walking because I want one thing but don’t want it at the same time.

Lately, I look at Hollie and I want more. I want her as my ol’ lady, my wife, the mother of my children, and to be by my side for the rest of our lives. Instead of wanting to live at the clubhouse, I want my own home with Hollie. A place we can call our own. I want to be tied down to someone and know they’re mine as much as I’m theirs.

Hollie is one of the girls we rescued from being sold at auction to the highest bidder. I’ve spent every spare second with her. Nights are the worst for her. She can’t stop the nightmares from plaguing her. She only calms down when I climb in bed and wrap my arms around her.

Over the last several months, she’s gotten stronger every day, but she’s not remotely close to being ready for a relationship. Especially not a sexual relationship. Hollie may never be ready for a sexual relationship again because of what’s been done to her. I’m the only one who knows exactly what happened in that warehouse and I want to bring the bastards back to life and kill them again.

Raine, Hollie’s sister, got her started in counseling, got her medicine to help her sleep, and whatever else she needed to help her begin to heal from the terrible ordeal she went through. She started going to counseling several times a week and is now down to going just one day a week. Hollie’s never taken the medicine to help her sleep because she doesn’t want to stay sleeping if something were to happen. 

Hollie graduated from school online. She walked the stage after Raine talked her into doing it. Afterwards, Hollie was grateful she did it instead of letting her kidnapping stop her from doing something she earned the right to do. The entire club showed up to support her and let her know how proud of her we are. After, we had a party at the clubhouse in her honor. Now, she’s doing the club’s books for our legitimate businesses.

She was uncomfortable being around everyone in the club because she’s not one that wants the spotlight shining on her, and that’s not because of the kidnapping and abuse she suffered. It’s because she’s never like to be the center of attention. Although now she’s not comfortable at the clubhouse anymore because of me.

She and Raine were out shopping one day and one of the house bunnies Raine kicked out pulled some shit. She shot Raine in the arm while she was pregnant with Satan’s baby. The bitch also told Hollie I’m fucking everyone in sight before I go home to her every day. And that I like my sex rough, I’ve shared women with Satan, and I’m demanding— things she had no right to tell Hollie.

Now, Hollie barely goes to the clubhouse unless she has to see Satan about work. Even then she tries to get him to go to her house or go to the house he shares with her sister. When he can’t meet her, she comes to the clubhouse but makes her visit quick. She’s usually in and out before anyone knows she’s been there. And it’s my fault.

Silk wasn’t wrong in her knowledge of me fucking the house bunnies or a piece of strange every now and then. I do. Spending so much time with Hollie gets me horny as hell and I don’t want to hurt her or push her past what she’s willing to give freely.

Right now, I’m lucky enough to get a hug from her and a kiss on the cheek every now and then. Any gentle touch or accidental caress from Hollie is almost enough to send me over the edge and show her how a man truly treats a woman. When I hold her in bed at night, I spend most of my time watching her sleep. It’s both heaven and hell wrapped in one.

It’s heaven because Hollie’s in my arms where I feel she’s meant to be for the rest of our lives. Holding her is pure hell because I want her so bad I can taste it. I’ve never wanted anyone the way I want her. And it’s been that way since finding her in the warehouse with the rest of the women. Something about her draws me to her and I don’t know what it is.

If it were up to me, I would stop fucking the house bunnies and anyone else. I’d only be with Hollie. She’s just not ready for me. I’m waiting for her to give me a sign or a hint she’s ready for more. For a few months, I didn’t touch anyone in the hope Hollie would let me know she’s into me as more than just a friend she depends and leans on. When that hint never came, I started fucking with the house bunnies during the day before I went back to Hollie’s house.

Now, I spend more time there. Raine and Satan are living together and Hollie’s all alone at the house. At first, I told myself it’s because I wanted to make sure she adjusted to living alone. Then I admitted I wanted to be close to her. I’ll take whatever she wants to give me. At the same time, I refuse to stop fucking other women. I don’t even know why I do it, especially knowing how hurt Hollie is over it.

We talk, laugh, and I sleep in bed with her at night. But, she’s holding me at arm’s length now. She doesn’t let me in the way she used to. Hollie won’t tell me what she’s thinking about when she gets lost in her head. I think I have an idea. I know she’s constantly thinking about me with other women. It’s not hard to see it written all over her beautiful face. I’m waiting for her to tell me.

The house bunnies have nothing on Hollie. They’re skin and bones, have ten tons of make-up on them, and wear barely any clothes at all, showing more skin than they keep covered. And they come on way too strong. They’re all over any male they come into contact with and they don’t give a shit if the man has a woman or not. As long as they can try to get to ol’ lady status, they’ll stab a motherfucker in the back quick as shit.

Hollie has been putting weight on since starting counseling and getting her life back on track. She’s not skin and bones anymore. When we eat meals together, she actually eats the food and not a salad or something stupid like that. Instead of wearing skintight clothes, she wears baggy clothing that hides her body from everyone around her. For the most part, there’s never any make-up on her face and her hair isn’t teased to the point it looks painful.

I love seeing Hollie when she’s in her sweats and her hair is thrown up on top of her head. She’s lounging around the house and doesn’t give a fuck what anyone thinks of her. There’s a confidence emerging from her I haven’t seen before and it draws me to her in ways it never has with anyone else.

It’s not like I’ve ever been in love and had my heart crushed. I’ve just always wanted the easy pussy with no strings attached.

I’m done at the clubhouse and I’m pulling up to Hollie’s house when I see her come out the door. She’s dressed in a pair of small ass shorts and a sports bra. Sneakers cover her feet and her long hair is up in a ponytail. What the hell is she doing?

“Goin’ somewhere?” I ask as I shut my bike off.

“For a run. I usually go when I take a break from the books. You’re not usually here this early,” she says, stretching in her front yard.

“I’m done for the day and thought I’d come get you for dinner,” I answer. 

I don’t take my eyes off her body as she moves and stretches. The way she’s moving makes my mouth water. I want her to move like that on me. Unfortunately, I don’t see that happening anytime soon.

“Where do you run?” I ask her, knowing it’s not safe for her to be out alone.

“Just depends. If I’m having a bad day, I run farther. If it’s a good day, then I don’t run as long. The books are always done on time,” she says, stretching some more.

“I’m not worried about the books. I’m worried about you,” I tell her honestly.

“You don’t have to worry about me. I’m doing fine, Capone. I go to counseling once a week and I like living alone. I’m in my own space and can do as I please without worrying about anyone else. It’s an adjustment and I’m doing okay with it. You don’t have to keep coming here to check on me. Or stay here because of some misplaced sense of chivalry or guilt you feel. Go to the clubhouse,” she says, starting her run.

I’m still straddling my bike as I watch her run away. I want to follow her, but I know it’s not going to do any good. She’s just going to turn around and go home instead of what she wants to do. I won’t do that to her. So, I turn my bike back on and head to the clubhouse. If she doesn’t want to see me, I’m not going to force her to. Maybe she just needs a day or two, then I’ll be allowed to come back into her home.

Only time will tell.
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Chapter Two
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Hollie

AFTER SEEING CAPONE yesterday, I ended up going for a long run. I was only planning on running a mile or so, but it was closer to four miles before I made it back home. My mixed-up feelings for him put me so on edge whenever I see him. 

Part of me loves the man and the rest of me can’t stand who he is. I love his kind, gentle side. Capone has always been nothing but gentle, caring, and loving toward me. He shows me his softer side while no one else gets that part of him. I get the talks, him holding me when I need him to, and his strength when I’m not strong enough on my own.

What I can’t stand is the man-whore he is. And the man he becomes when it’s time for club business. He’s hard, unfeeling, and emotionless. I get why he has to be that way— it’s a matter of life or death sometimes in the club. However, the man-whore aspect of his life, I can’t get behind. I won’t be with someone who isn’t going to be faithful to me. If he wants to sleep with all the damn house bunnies, he can stay at the clubhouse and be with them. I don’t need him. I don’t need anyone.

Today, I’m spending the day cleaning the house. Axel is sitting outside on babysitting duty. He’ll come in for lunch and to use the bathroom, but that’s it. And he only comes in because I told him I’d call Satan if he didn’t. I’m going to move my room to Raine’s old room. I don’t like being in the front of the house and that room’s bigger than mine.

I didn’t ask anyone for help to move anything. I’m not some piece of fine china that’s going to break from manual labor. I can certainly rearrange my damn house if I want to. Then I’m going to go grocery shopping. I’m tired of eating out all the time. I want some real food I can make myself. I’ve just been lazy because of the long hours I’ve spent on organizing the books for the club.

When I’m home, I actually enjoy cooking and baking some things, not that I’d bake a lot now because it’s just me here. But I love to have home cooked meals and I know the Prospects playing babysitter will enjoy them too. And I’d have leftovers for lunch the next day, so I’m saving money in the long run, not that I have to worry about that with what the club pays me.

It’s only been a few months and I already have a nest egg saved. The bills for my house don’t take a lot of money with only me here, so the rest of the money I’ve been putting away and saving for a rainy day. Or if I decide to move. Plus, I still have most of the money that’s been left to me from my parents and grandma. It won’t be long before I’ll be able to pay my bills ahead and take some time off if I want to. Maybe take a vacation away from Capone and the shit here.

Walking into Raine’s old room, I take down the curtain we left hanging up and throw it in the hallway to wash in a little while. I open the window and just stand there for a minute to take in the fresh air now flowing through the room. Grabbing the cleaning supplies, I set about scrubbing the room from top to bottom. The last thing for me to do is vacuum before I start moving my things in here.

When I walk into my room, I start taking my bed apart. It’s not hard, just awkward to move all the different pieces alone. But, I can do this, so I take one piece at a time to my new room and begin to set it up. I’m not sure what I’m going to do with the extra bedroom. Maybe I’ll turn it into an office so I can have one space to do the books. I’ve always wanted a room for an office where I can shut the rest of the world away by closing the door.

As soon as my bed’s set up, I take the bedding and curtains and start a load of wash. Glancing at the clock, I see it’s lunch time so I walk to the door to get Axel. He’s sitting on the steps, playing on his phone. I’m sure he’s bored as hell with me not going anywhere or doing anything exciting. Well, I didn’t do that shit even before I was kidnapped.

“Lunch time,” I say, opening the screen door a few inches.

Axel puts his phone away and follows me inside. We make our way into the kitchen where he sits at the small table. I make us some sandwiches, grab him a beer and a tea for myself, and the bag of chips before sitting down across from him.

“What have you been doin’ in here?” he asks, taking a look at me.

“Oh, I’ve been cleaning and rearranging things,” I answer, looking down.

I’m covered in sweat and the tank top I’m wearing is molded to my chest and torso. There’s dirt smudges on it and I’m sure there’s more on my face and bare skin as well.

“What are you rearrangin’?” he asks, taking a bite of his sandwich.

“I’m moving my bedroom to the back room. Then I might go get some office furniture for the front room. Why?” I ask.

“Why didn’t you ask for help?” he asks, putting his sandwich down.

“I don’t need it, Axel. I’m capable of moving things around in my house. No one’s going to have a shit fit about it,” I answer.

“I wouldn’t be so sure about that,” he mumbles.

We finish our lunch in silence. As soon as he’s done eating, Axel makes his way back outside. I’m sure he’s going to message someone, but I don’t care. I’ve got things to do today and no one’s getting in my way, so I make my way back to my room and begin to pull the drawers from my dresser. It will make moving it easier and I can do it alone.

After getting my dresser set back up, I start bringing in the small things. It doesn’t take long for me to finish putting my room together. Once I’m done, I switch the laundry over and head into the room I’ve just vacated. I give it a good cleaning so I can turn it into my office. Before I get groceries, I’ll stop by one of the stores outside of town and see what I can find for a desk, chair, computer, and anything else I may need for my office.

After cleaning my old room, I make my way through the rest of the house and clean it from top to bottom. Folding the laundry, I take it back to my new room and turn on the music while I make the bed. Before I can finish it, I feel Capone in the room with me. Yes, I’ve spent so much time with him, I can feel him in a room with me.

“What are you doin’?” he asks.

“Cleaning. Hello to you too, Capone,” I murmur sarcastically.

“Why didn’t you call for help?” he asks, stepping closer to me.

“Because I didn’t need it. As you can see, I’ve done it by myself. I’ll remember to thank Axel for calling you,” I tell him.

“Don’t play that card. He knew you wouldn’t accept his help and I’d kick his ass for bein’ in here alone with you. Holls, how long are you gonna make me pay for this?” he asks, sitting down on my bed and looking at me.

“Pay for what?”

“You know what. Yes, I have sex with the house bunnies. I’m not going to apologize for it. You and I aren’t together. I enjoy the time we spend together and I like hanging out with you. I’m glad you let me in enough to help you through what you’ve been through. But, you’re not ready for a relationship, Hollie,” he says, like he knows what’s going through my mind and what I’ve talked about with my counselor.

“Capone, just leave. Yes, we’re friends. And it looks like that’s all we’ll ever be. You can fuck whoever you want and it’s none of my business. Thank you for being there for me as I began healing. It’s an everyday process and I’m still working on it, but I’m stronger than I was, so you’ve done your duty to Satan and Raine and made sure I’m okay. You can leave now,” I tell him, walking from the room.

“Dammit, Holls,” Capone says, reaching me just before I walk into the bathroom. “You have no clue what I want. I want you more than anythin’ and I’m tryin’ to give you the time you need to heal. I’m the bad guy for doin’ that?”

“No, you’re not. But, you can’t stand there and tell me you want me more than anything when you’re out fucking anyone with a pussy. It doesn’t work that way, Capone. If you truly want someone, you make it known and don’t fuck everyone else while you ‘give them time’. At least not in my world. Now, if you’ll excuse me, I’m busy and have things to do today,” I say, walking into the bathroom and shutting the door behind me.

“Holls, I’ve made it known by bein’ here every damn day with you. By holdin’ you at night when your demons try to get you. And by comin’ by still when I know you don’t need me around as much,” he responds through the door.

I turn on the shower to drown his voice out. Right now, I don’t want to hear what he has to say. My heart is breaking and I can feel the tears threatening to spill over my lashes. The reality is, Capone wants me because I’m not someone the rest of the club shares. I’m not a virgin anymore because of what I’ve been through, but to him, I’m the girl no one’s had and that’s why he wants to have me. At least that’s what it feels like to me.

Waiting for the shower to heat up, I get undressed and look in the mirror. I’m not one to usually look in the mirror when I’m naked, especially since the kidnapping. I’ve got scars covering my torso, my chest, and my back. There’s scars going down my legs too. Today is the first time I’ve looked at the scars since getting rescued.

As I take in the different marks scarring my body, I realize something— they don’t add or detract from who I am as a person. Instead, they showcase I’ve been through something horrible and I’m still here to tell my story. These markings don’t tell anyone who I am or who I want to be.

Do I want anyone to see these marks? No. But, if I’m going to have a relationship with a man, I’m going to have to understand they will be seen. Right now, Capone is the only man who’s seen them. He changed the bandages and kept an eye on them to make sure they didn’t get infected.

Getting in the shower, I honestly feel somewhat lighter. I’ve talked with my counselor about my scars and how I’ve never looked at them. She wanted me to try, but whenever I did before today, I couldn’t do it. I’d keep my eyes locked on my face until I turned from the mirror completely. Today is a huge step in my recovery and one I’ve needed, I just didn’t realize how badly until this second.

Once I’m dressed after my shower, I grab my keys and purse from the stand inside the doorway. I walk into the garage and get in my truck. Yes, when Raine moved in with Satan, I bought a truck. Satan went with me to make sure I got what I wanted and didn’t get screwed over because I’m a female. He got me a good deal and I put a large portion down so I didn’t have to pay as much monthly.

I press the button to open the door as I start the truck. Once it’s on, I make sure my phone is connected to the Bluetooth and open my windows. By & By by Royal Bliss blares through the speakers. As I back out of the garage, I watch Axel straddle his bike and start the engine. He’ll follow me around while I’m out shopping. I hope he doesn’t have a problem being gone for a few hours.
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I’ve gotten everything I need for my office, including a brand-new computer. It’s going to be delivered in a few hours so I can get it set up the way I want. We also went to get groceries. Axel waited outside the entire time I was shopping and only got off his bike when I came out with two overflowing carts of groceries. We got them loaded in no time and I point my truck toward home.

Axel helped me carry all the groceries in and took a beer out with him while I put them away and wait for my other purchases to be delivered. I’ve already warned Axel so he doesn’t flip his shit when a huge delivery truck pulls into the driveway. I don’t need him calling Capone again. And I won’t be doing any heavy lifting as far as he’ll see, so there’s no reason to call him at all. Once everyone’s gone, I’ll start putting the furniture together.

The rest of the night goes by quickly as I stay busy. I make a small dinner of spaghetti for Wrath and I. Axel had to leave and the other Prospects were busy so Wrath is keeping me company tonight. I’ve never gotten to spend time with him one-on-one, but if Satan and Raine trust him, then so will I.

“What are you doin’ the rest of the night?” Wrath asks as he helps me clear the dinner plates away.

“I’m going to be putting my office together. I got new furniture today and my computer is waiting to be set up too,” I answer as I rinse off the dishes and put them in the dishwasher.

“Need any help?” he asks, handing me a plate.

“You don’t have to help me. I’m sure you have better things to do,” I respond.

“Yeah. Sittin’ on my ass,” he says, laughing.

“Well, if you want to help, then I’ll take you up on that.”

As soon as the dishwasher is loaded, Wrath and I make our way into my new office. We sit on the floor and begin to put the desk together first. I also have a small table for my printer and other necessities. Then there’s a bookshelf and the filing cabinet.

The entire time we’re working, he’s talking about whatever pops into his mind and cracking jokes. It’s a side of Wrath I haven’t seen the few times I’ve been at the clubhouse. He’s always looked forlorn and serious. I like this side of the quiet man.

It takes us several hours, and him jokingly bitching about the size of my desk, to get everything put together and set up. By the time we’re done, Steve is here to take over babysitting duties. Wrath helps me pick up the mess and takes the cardboard out.

“Thank you, Wrath,” I tell him when we’re done throwing everything out.

“Anytime, babe. I’ll be sure to rub it in Capone’s face when I get back to the clubhouse,” he answers.

“You do that,” I say, laughing while I walk back into the house.

Today was definitely a good day. I’ve managed to look at my scars and realize they’re now a permanent part of who I am. My house is starting to reflect me and the way I’d want my own house to look. It’s becoming my home.
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Chapter Three
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Capone

WE’VE GOT A run coming up and I told Satan I’d take this one. I need to get out of Willow Creek and away from Hollie. She put me in my place the other day and I’ve been thinking about her words since she said them. Hollie’s not wrong— I should’ve kept my cock in my pants instead of trying to fuck her off my mind, thinking she’d never find out what I was doing. Not one of my brighter moves.

What’s done is done and there’s nothing I can do about it now. I don’t like that Wrath has been over there, even if it was to keep an eye on her. He was talking when he got back to the clubhouse and I had to listen all about how he went in for dinner, helped her put her office together, and how they talked and laughed all night long. Or at least until Steve got there to relieve him.

The longer Wrath kept talking, the more jealousy filled me. I don’t want her spending time with any other man but me. Hell, if I’m honest, I’m trying not to rip Wrath apart limb by limb right now. He’s my brother, but if he makes a move on Hollie, we’re gonna have fucking problems.

“Capone, who you takin’ with you?” Satan asks, walking up to me as I sit in the common room.

“I’m takin’ Torch, Gunner, Venom, Rock, Drago, and Axel. He can use the time away from babysittin’ duty,” I answer, knowing who I want with me on this run already.

“It’s a simple pick-up. No one should fuck with you,” he says.

“Yeah. We’ll be back tomorrow night,” I respond. “Keep an eye on her for me.”

I don’t have to say another word. Satan knows exactly who I’m talking about. Everyone in the damn club does, if I’m being honest. He looks at me for a minute but doesn’t say a word.

“What are you tryin’ to do with her?” he asks.

“I’m not tryin’ to do anythin’ with her. We’re friends, apparently. She doesn’t want a man-whore in her life. So, there’s your answer,” I tell him, swallowing the rest of my beer.

“You’re the only one who can change it, Capone. You’ll have to fight for her and show her you’re not lookin’ for just loose pussy anymore. If that’s what you decide to do,” Satan says.

“Who says that’s what I want?” I ask defensively.

“I’ve been watchin’ you practically rip Wrath’s head off with a look. You have to decide what you want— loose pussy or a woman to stand by your side. If you want the loose pussy, stay the fuck away from Hollie,” Satan says, standing from the table.

“Is that an order from my Pres?” I ask, looking up at him with hostility in my eyes.

“No. It’s comin’ from a friend and a man who happens to love Hollie. She’s been through enough. Leave her alone if you’re not serious about her. Walk away and let someone else have her if they want her.”

Satan walks away. I watch my friend, and President, walk away from me. His words aren’t anything I haven’t been saying to myself over the last few weeks. Even before Hollie found out what I was doing and called me on my shit. This run is coming at the perfect time. I can use the time away to think about what I want and how I’m going to make it happen if being with Hollie is what I truly want.

“When we headin’ out?” Torch asks, sitting with me.

“About eleven. I don’t want to be out too early. We’ve got a few hours’ ride before we get to the meet. Then a few hours back. Pyro will have shit to me in a little bit and if I need to adjust the time, we will,” I answer.

“Sounds good.”

“I’m gonna get some rest. You and the rest of the guys should too,” I say, standing up and tossing my beer bottle in the closest garbage can.

NeNe watches me leave the room. She’s been my go-to girl lately. Tonight is not a night I’ll be fucking her. Or anyone else. I catch the glare she tosses my way and respond in kind. This bitch ain’t nothing but a hole. I don’t have to fuck her if I don’t want to and I’ve never made it out to be anything more than a release for me. The last few times I was with her, I called out Hollie’s name and not hers. NeNe better watch her fucking step if she thinks I’m going to play her game.

[image: A close up of ware

Description automatically generated]

We’ve been on the road for a few hours when I signal to pull over. I feel like we have someone following us even though there’s more than one car and us on the road tonight. It’s a gut feeling I have and I’ve learned over the years to trust my gut no matter what.

Everyone pulls up to the pumps as if we need to get gas. One car follows us in and parks by the building. No one gets out. I motion my head to Torch and Gunner and they take off. Torch goes in the small store to get us something to drink while Gunner goes in the bathroom. Still, no one gets out of the car.

The car is a blacked-out sedan. It’s black and there’s not a single distinguishing detail about it. There’s no way we can see in the windows because they’re heavily tinted. I’m assuming it’s at least one or two males in the car, but who the hell knows at this point. We’ll find out soon though.

As soon as we finish filling up our bikes, we pull off to the side. Axel brings Torch’s bike over while Rock walks Gunner’s over. We all stand around and look casual while we wait for our brothers to make their way back toward us. I sit down on the bench of a picnic table while the guys surround me. No one can see me now.

Pulling out my phone, I call Satan and let him know about the car. He tells me to deal with it any way I see fit and we’ll have church when we get back. We’ve known there’s obviously a mole in the club, but this is the first time we’ve had someone follow us like this on a run.

“Here’s the plan. We’re gonna head back out on the road. A few miles down, there’s a pull-off. We’ll head in there and act as if that’s where the drop is. This asshat doesn’t know where we’re goin’, so he should follow us in. When he does, we’ll surround the car and find out who it is. Torch and Gunner, I want you on the sides. Venom and Drago, you got back. Axel, stay in the truck. Rock, you’re with me in the front,” I say. “Let’s ride.”

We all climb back on our bikes while Axel gets in the truck. He’ll switch it out with what we’re picking up. It’s what we normally do on our ‘easy’ pickups. Next time, we’ll switch the trucks back out. As we head out, I watch as the car backs out of its spot and pulls onto the road with us.

They hang back a bit and when we start hitting traffic again, the driver lets several cars get in between us on the highway. When we get close to the pull-off, we get in the right lane and I motion the guys to slow down a little bit. They follow my direction and I use my mirror to watch the car switch lanes with us. Yeah, this motherfucker is about to get found out.

After motioning for the guys to make our turn, we pull into the turn-off and head down an old path. It’s barely able to accommodate our bikes as no one comes here anymore. Yeah, we’ve made this run before, it’s just been a while. We ride down about a half mile and pull over. Axel stays behind the bikes with the truck as we all climb off and use the truck for cover.

Sure enough, the car is following us and he’s not stopping far away this time. It’s coming right to us and doesn’t stop until it’s almost up to the bikes. All the guys move into position. I’m standing in front of the car, waiting to see what it’s going to do, ready to push Rock out of the way if the driver decides to try to run us over.

“Get the fuck out or we’ll help you get out,” I yell.

The engine shuts off and it doesn’t take long for the driver to exit the car. It’s a man in his early forties. He’s wearing jeans and a ripped shirt. The skin I can see is covered in bruises. I’m not sure what the hell is going on, but the entire situation isn’t right.

“Why are you followin’ us?” I ask as Torch holds the man.

“I was made to. There’s GPS in the car to track where I go when I follow you,” he says.

“By who?” I ask again.

“I don’t know his name. All I know is I got a call on a burner phone I was sent. Got the day and time you were heading out and I was told to follow you and bring back information on the location,” he answers, looking me right in the eyes.

This man isn’t lying. I feel it in my gut, he’s telling us the truth.

“Male or female called you? And what do they have on you?” I ask.

“It was a woman. She tried to make her voice deeper, but I could tell. Whoever it is has my baby sister and cousin. They’ve been missing for almost three weeks now. I’m not sure where they are or who has them. I wouldn’t have followed you if it weren’t for them,” he says.

“What’s your name?” Torch asks.

“Trent Moore,” he replies.

“We’re gonna help you out. But you gotta help us out too. Can you do that?” I ask him.

“I’ll do anything to get them back,” he says.

“Okay. We’re gonna go to the location so you can get your data. You have to call in when you’re done?” I ask, waiting for his nod. “Okay. You’ll be with us. Not all of us, but Torch and Gunner. That way nothin’ will look off if you’re bein’ watched. I want you to go to the diner and sit at a table alone. Torch and Gunner will be at the table right next to you. Let them get there first.”

“I can do that. I’ll just keep following them and go inside after them. I’ll place the call and see what they say. I won’t say anything, I swear,” Trent says.

“Make sure you don’t. Remember, they’ll be there. Alright, do what you were doin’ and we’ll be at the location in about an hour or so. Stay back so our brothers don’t get sight of you. It won’t be pretty if they do,” I tell him.

Trent gets back in the car while the rest of us get on our bikes. We make the trip to the location and I rest a little easier as we ride. I’m not worried about someone trying to take us out this time. If Trent were going to, we just gave him ample opportunity. No one’s with him and wanting your family back will always make a person do dumb shit. Just look at Raine when she was trying to get Hollie back.

This is the first time since we left that I’ve felt somewhat comfortable. At least I know who’s following us now. I won’t be fully comfortable until we know who the fucking mole in the club is and what their end game is. I want to know who thinks they can fuck with us and get away with it. It’s got to be a hang around, Prospect, or one of the house bunnies. I’m not sure which direction to look in though.

The pickup with our distributor goes without a hitch. We exchange money for merchandise and head back home. I’d like to get some sleep, but we don’t have time for all that now. We have to ride straight back to the clubhouse so Trent, Torch, and Gunner can go to the diner and get the phone call out of the way.

I’ll grab a little sleep while they do that and then be up for church when Satan calls for it. Thankfully, Hollie doesn’t bombard my brain like she usually does. I’m too focused on finding out what’s going on with our club. It’s been a long time since we’ve had to deal with this kind of shit. Not since the old guys were in charge of the club and had us in deeper shit than we are now. Hopefully, it will be over soon and we can go on with our lives as usual.
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Chapter Four
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Hollie

YESTERDAY, I SLEPT like a baby. I didn’t need Capone next to me to accomplish this or my sleeping pills. I’ve never taken a single one, but I keep them on hand just in case. I did so much in the house that I wore myself out to the point I was fast asleep as soon as I climbed in bed.
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