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      Spidey ‘Duke’ Parsons is a proud member of the Rage Ryders motorcycle club. Happily ever afters are fairy tales, and he’s no sword-wielding prince. Horses are replaced by chrome bikes, and blades are in the form of guns. Nah, he’s happy to let his brothers bring back a plaything for the night and send them on their way once the deed is done. There’s a reason for this; her name is Jasmine Marcum.

      Coral Greene has always lived her life on the right side of the law. She’s a guard at Templeton’s prison, not an easy field to work in as a woman. She’s proven that she’s no porcelain doll who’ll easily shatter.

      There’s something nefarious happening in their town. Can they, along with the members of Spidey’s club, break the chain? Or will they fall victims to the corruptors? Let the games begin.

      
        
        SEARCH & FIND

      

      

      Nico Bradshaw enjoys the orderliness of being a police detective, even though his chief seems to have a bone to pick with the local motorcycle club. He can’t understand what the issue is since the club has done a lot for the community of Templeton after having settled there.

      Cameron Marcum is tired of cleaning up her sister’s messes, which have followed them as they’ve moved. What’s worse, her sister, Jasmine, has attracted the attention of the local police detective—the man she longs to call her own.

      Can Nico and Cameron work together to get to the truth or will an innocent man pay the price for the chief’s corruption? 
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      Spidey Duke Parsons is a proud member of the Rage Ryders motorcycle club. He never foresaw himself as the type of man to find an ‘Ol lady and settle down. Happily ever afters are fairy tales, and he’s no sword-wielding prince. Horses are replaced by chrome bikes, and blades are in the form of guns. Nah, he’s happy to let his brothers bring back a plaything for the night and send them on their way once the deed is done. There’s a reason for this; her name is Jasmine Marcum, the bane of his existence since high school. Every time he tries to hide from her and her obsession with him, she seeks him out. There’s no hiding from a stalker determined to ruin your life.

      Coral Greene has always lived her life on the right side of the law. Her father and grandfather were badge-carrying lawmen. They ingrained in her how important it is to be a good girl. She’s a guard at Templeton’s prison. Not an easy field to work in as a woman, but she’s earned respect from her superiors. She’s proven that she’s no porcelain doll who’ll easily shatter. She also believes in showing those behind bars a semblance of consideration. Not something that all of her coworkers believe in.

      There’s something nefarious happening in their town. Can they, along with the members of Spidey’s club, break the chain? Or will they fall victims to the corruptors?

      Let the games begin.
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      The worst mistake I can recall making was when I fucked Jasmine Marcum under the bleachers during homecoming. In my young horndog mind, she and I were on the same page. We fuck, part ways, and never revisit the act nor hang out; we weren’t friends; we weren’t fuck buddies, just a onetime ordeal.

      But man, how wrong I was in my assumption. Jasmine is fucking loco; she needed to do some time in the psych ward. That bitch became clingy, to the point where I had to go to the law and get a restraining order.

      I left the mother chapter with Kid and Ryder and moved to Templeton, where we branched out and started a secondary club. The main determining factor in that decision was getting some distance from Jasmine and her minuscule entourage. It didn’t take long to discover that the piece of paper ordering her to keep her distance from me outside of school was just that, a piece of paper that meant nothing to her or to the officers that were called every time she’d station herself across from my house.

      The stupid bitch would sit in a lawn chair on the sidewalk, perpendicular from my house for hours, staring at my house with a smirk on her face and mischief dancing in her eyes. When she wasn’t able to stalk me, one of her girls would take her place. I couldn’t so much as get a blow job anymore. She laid claim to me and would tear the hair out of the scalp of any female that even looked in my direction. If anyone showed any interest, the woman would suffer exponentially.

      Kid and Ryder rescued me by introducing me to the women who serviced the men in their father’s club. I got a taste for older, mature women, and a pattern emerged—straightforward women who believed in hitting it and quitting it with no drama following.

      I haven’t been in a relationship since I was fourteen years old. I never sought a woman’s comfort or structure as a foundation to build a future with an old lady at my side.

      With Jasmine still suspiciously following me around like a lost little puppy, I steer clear of placing any woman in her direct path of destruction. She’s a fucking tornado funnel who will suck someone into her wind tunnel and never allow them to leave her life-destroying clutches.

      The bitch is a liar. She’s made it her life’s mission to not only take me down but anyone she deems a threat to her claim. No female will ever be safe from her maliciousness, so I keep all women at arm’s length.

      We don’t have club women anymore. Not since some got a wild hair up their asses and banded together, choosing to hurt some of the Ol’ ladies. Now, I wait for one of my brothers to go out and bring back a few women for a good time. They all know my predicament and always bring an extra woman or two home with them for my horny entertainment. They, too, are informed that this is a onetime ordeal. We take care of their needs and mine; then we part ways with no repeat expectations.

      As of right now, this seems to benefit me. I make sure we all have a good time, and the women leave with a pleasant story to tell their friends. I don’t mind being someone’s dirty secret; in fact, I’d prefer it to be that way.

      Jasmine may not be sitting across the lot from the clubhouse, but I acutely know that she follows me anytime I leave to catch some wind in my hair. Riding my bike used to be my escape from the woes in my life. Now, I spend the time watching over my shoulder. It definitely takes some of the joy out of my free-living life, but I can’t take the chance that she’ll somehow corner me somewhere with no backup. I don’t trust her as far as I can throw her—she’s manipulative, sneaky, and downright vindictive. Too bad I didn’t know that fact when I fucked her years ago. It would’ve saved me a lot of fucking grief.

      When I’m needed for a run, we have to leave in the dead of the night when we’re sure she’s at the bar, getting loaded or has taken a man back to her room for a romp in the sack. Honestly, as free as she is with her body now, how she could even presume that I’d want her as my old lady is beyond my comprehension. But trust me, while I’m no saint and I don’t expect a woman to be when I decide to settle down, it won’t be with someone who has spread her legs so indiscriminately. If that makes me a hypocrite, so be it, but I’ve seen some of the so-called men she’s taken home a time or two. She relies on her beer goggles most of the time, that’s for damn sure.

      I have my spies who monitor her for me. The main one is her sister, Cameron. The second is the owner of The Pub, a local hangout, Jasmine trolls daily. Shane is rewarded for his complaisance. Cameron refuses any form of compensation for her help.

      Cameron has always been an asset to me. She’s aware of her sister’s faults and is of the like mind that she needs some sort of psychological intervention. I mean, the bitch needs to be medicated as well as forced to see a therapist on an hourly timetable. Cameron believes Jasmine is bipolar. I think she’s fucking nuts, as well as deranged, and needs to be institutionalized.

      My world would be a better place without her trailing my every move, threatening anyone who comes within a millimeter of my personal space. My life is literally on hold until something can be done about her obsession. The only way I see myself gaining any sort of personal life is if she’s locked away and safely tucked inside a jail cell or a psych ward.

      I just hope I’m not caught in the crosshairs when this ensues. Because one way or another, Jasmine is going down. Or under, however, it needs to be played. If the law can’t find a way to secure her, my club will. But something drastic will have to happen before someone will intervene and justice has been served.

      Our club’s internet tech, Bomber, has found out that a corrections officer has been poking around in the sheriff’s and local police department’s files. We’ve been anonymously sending her information that we’ve been able to uncover and track down ourselves after we’ve confirmed its veracity. It’s better for the MC if a local citizen is the one to bring forth the evidence of corruption and setups within the law enforcement ranks, especially since we’re looked down on with disdain and fear. Even though we, as a club, cleaned up this town when we settled in, people still shy away from us.
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      Fucking assholes! Some days I hate my damn job, and others, it’s rewarding. My goal in life has always been to be a criminal investigator—more on the science spectrum side of things. Genetic material, crime scenes, and using scientific technology have always fascinated me. But to put myself through college, I had to take a position as a guard inside the state prison.

      I firmly believe our town has become corrupt. Innocent people have been placed in a small cell with metal bars, kenneling them like they’re fucking dogs. I know these men and women have been set up, not only by their accounts of the events, but because I’m a nosy bitch and have searched the archives and dug into their case files.

      As a crime scene analysis student, I have unlimited access to investigative photos and documentation bordering the cases. I can tell with no doubt that many of the pictures have been cropped and photoshopped, and I’ve made it a life mission to make this a known fact.

      It makes me sick to my stomach to be mindful of the crookedness of our town’s bureaucrats. This will need to be sent to some higher-ups—elites who aren’t invested in the arrest rate or taking out some people considered repugnant by our combined town’s politicians.

      Like the Rage Ryders motorcycle club. They’re high on the list of these dipshits. I know in my gut, that one day, I’ll have one of them living behind the walls of the prison I work.

      Cameron, a friend of mine who’s the nurse here, and I have reviewed this at length. We don’t know the how or where, but we both agree it’s going to happen. She’s shared her concerns where it pertains to her stepsister and her obsession. We know that Jasmine’s been bedding a cop and feeding him false testimony regarding the club.

      Neither one of us knows, without any shadow of a doubt, if this detective, Nico Bradshaw, is a good cop or if he’s one of the many dirty cops who are taking bribes, falsifying records, and arresting innocent people.

      Cameron is under the impression that he’s one of the good ones. Time will tell. Until then, I’ll presume he’s on the wrong side of the tracks and treat him as a potential suspect.

      I may not have a personal stake in the outcome, but I want to have pride in my town again and to know without a doubt that good people will be left alone and out of the grips of exploitation.

      Someone has to stand up for what’s right.

      I’m not saying that the innocents locked up are white-laced individuals—some of them are shady—but no one deserves to be framed, and caged for crimes they didn’t commit. That’s not what our justice system was established for.

      My grandfather was a sheriff. My daddy was a badge-wielding cop. They were good and law-abiding. Both, unfortunately, lost their lives in the line of duty, or so I’ve been told. I have my doubts. I know that they’re both rolling over in their graves—disgruntled at the way their successors are trampling on their ethics and convictions.

      They are the sole reasons I’m burrowing deep and fighting the good fight. I refuse to sit back while the road they paved becomes cracked and crumbles with evil intentions.

      With the fight that just broke out in the yard, the prisoners have now been placed in lockdown. This means I have some time to sit down and delve further into the latest anonymous file that made its way to my home. I’ve been secretive about my research, but someone seems to have noticed what I’m up to.

      This frightens me to some degree, but I’m also enthralled by it. Whoever this is, believes in me and supports my pursuits. This means the individual who’s sending me the documents is on my side. At least, that’s the hope.

      A part of me wishes they’d come forward and help me figure how high up the ladder this entire ordeal goes. Is it just the sheriff, his deputies, and the local cops? Or are there some judges and statesmen involved as well? That’s the one question I haven’t been able to summarize with unencumbered certainty. I won’t go around condemning someone without infallible proof.

      I can’t help but wonder, however, if I were to send this to the bureau, would they follow the chain of evidence and climb the shaky fence to find all the dishonest and unscrupulous participants involved?

      Now that I know that men who’ve been sworn to ensure the law is followed aren’t lawful themselves, I ponder whether this is localized? Or does it go all the way up the ranks?

      No, I can’t take those chances. I need to take time, gather data, and deliver it to the media and news outlets. I’m firm on the thought that they won’t be taken down from the inside out. The natives will have to get angry and force the higher-ups to launch an exhaustive investigation. This is the only way to gauge that the disreputable affliction will be exposed, and the wrongdoings will be unveiled. Someone needs to pay the piper for the illegal happenings in this small town’s justice system.

      Enough is fucking enough.

      I will assemble a swarm of protesters if need be. I know slews of people who’ve reached out on the internet, seeking answers for their friends and family members who they believe wholeheartedly have been set up by the agencies, and are serving time for infractions they haven’t committed.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      
        
        Spidey

      

      

      It’s been brought to my attention that I’ve got some serpents in my midst, according to some information Cameron could get from her wretched, piece of shit sister, who got drunk at the local favorite watering hole, The Pub, and spilled the beans. I’m being set up by a couple of deceitful women who were brought back to the clubhouse to keep me company.

      Fucking cunts. An unfavorable descriptive word I save and use for the worst of the female offenders who’ve encroached on my life.

      I know what night she’s speaking about, too. The only reason this specific evening stands out in my head is that I recollect crawling into the bed with two compliant women and waking up with no memories of the previous night’s undertakings.

      Now, I know that I drank that night, but no more than customary. I have always congratulated myself that I don’t go around allowing myself to go beyond a slight buzz. Having a time-lapse isn’t customary or routine in my everyday lifestyle; therefore, that event sticks out like a sore thumb. I hate being unrestrained and unaware of my environment—that’s how a motherfucker gets the jump on you.

      I knew something shady had gone down. I had suspicions I’d been drugged, but without insurmountable proof, I didn’t have a leg to stand on as far as taking things to my brothers went. I’m of the mindset to bring this into our club’s monthly meeting. My brothers need to know that some shit is about to be dropped in our laps, but with Kid and Ryder, I’m not sure if that’s the right way to approach things.

      They both like to know what’s taking place with us before we all assemble into one space. But first, I want all of my I’s dotted and my T’s crossed. So, I’m gonna go into Bomber’s computer room and have him prod deep into the web and find out as much as he can about these two womenfolk. Bomber was indecisive about moving permanently to Templeton; he still wanted to serve the mother chapter. But we’ve managed to set him up as a satellite, meaning he travels here and there but can always access independently of the club he’s not with through his technological mumbo jumbo.

      I don’t get any of it when he talks technical shit, but he’s good at what he does, and we have all learned to sit there in silence and allow him to do his thing. If he itches to prattle about links, sites, and other nonsense, I’m okay with that as long as the final report gives me what I need, and I can kick someone’s ass.

      Hell, he could shit rainbows of candied skittles, and I’d still pat him on the back. He’s that fucking superb at what he does. I grab the sheet of paper that I wrote the ladies’ names on and stride with intent to Bomber’s lair, where he accesses all matters people try to conceal and disguise.

      “Bomber!” I bellow his name out with desperation as my knuckles pound on the wooden block.

      “The fuck, Spidey.” Bomber impatiently spits out as he jerks open the door. “Can’t a man fall asleep around here without being woken up before the roosters are crowing?”

      “Late night?” I grill him with a scrunch on my forehead.

      “Yeah.” His voice is raspy and stuporous. I feel lousy waking him up—almost. This shit is crucial. If it wasn’t serious, I’d have never made him crawl from his bunk so fucking early. “Wasp needed some research done, and he needed answers ASAP. What has you awake, and moving around so fucking early, anyhow?”

      “Man. Some shit is about to hit the fan. I need your help.” The tremble in my voice has him stepping back and waving me in.

      “Explain.” Bomber walks over to his desk of electronics and begins waking them up.

      “I need you to find out as much information as you can on these two ladies.” I lay the page of my written notes next to his keyboard. “And it’s also vital you untangle how they’re associated with Jasmine Marcum.”

      “That bitch again? What the hell has she done now?” He scoffs as his digits zoom over the keys.

      “She and these two,” I contend, stabbing my finger toward the sheet of paper, “are setting me up.” I gulp, not believing I will have to voice this specific word and bind it to myself. “For rape.”

      His fingers stall in place as he turns, eyes wide with stupefaction. “Please say you’re fucking kidding!”

      “I’d never joke about something as serious as this,” I argue as I struggle to inhale without choking on my words. “I’m in trouble, brother. According to Cameron, they have documentation—pictures to prove I was in bed with the two. From my understanding, they’re scandalous photos and it appears as if it’s non-consensual, if you get my drift.”

      “How? Tell me by what means they managed to make it seem as if you raped them?” he requests as he starts his network probing.

      “I haven’t seen the proof, Bomber. All I know is what Jasmine told Cameron. And from the conversation I had with Cam, things aren’t great. I’m on the radar as an easy target for the sheriff. He’s determined to take us down one man at a time, and it looks as if I’m first up on that list.”

      “Shit,” he hisses.

      “My sentiments exactly, brother. I’m taking this to Kid and Ryder as soon as you give me something worthwhile to give them.”

      “I’ll have this to you as soon as possible. Shouldn’t take long for me to dig into these two and show how they’re connected to Jasmine. Give me an hour and I’ll go with you when you talk to the two of them. We need to work on a defense strategy in order to save your hide.”

      “My hide and I are indebted, Bomber.”

      “That’s what brothers and families are for, Spidey. Now shut it so I can get some work done.”

      “Aye, aye.” I chuckle as I salute him and walk out. I don’t want to be a distraction to him. The sooner we have these details, the sooner I can start constructing a few plans of my own.

      First things first. I’m calling the club’s matriarch. Ashton is a ballbuster and has been through some shit. She knows how to handle shady bitches like these three. If anyone has some excellent advice on how to handle these vipers, it’d be Ash.
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      “I’m sorry, Cameron. Can you repeat that? I could’ve sworn I just heard you say that one of the members, from the Rage Ryders, is fixing to be set up for rape. That can’t be true. I mean, does your sister have a death wish?” I wonder if the woman has truly lost her marbles. My eyes are as wide as saucers as the implications of her actions rush to the forefront of my mind.

      For fuck’s sake, who the hell would be ignorant enough to set up a biker?

      I set my half-eaten sandwich back down on the plastic baggie that once contained it. It’s placed on the wooden tabletop of the picnic bench where the two of us are having lunch and give her my full, undivided attention.

      There’s a separate area for the guards to go outside for breaks. It’s small, but it’s nice to get out of the confines of the prison walls. There’s only so much one can take of seeing bars lining every square inch of an institution before they’re ready to yell out in defeat.

      I’m starting to feel like a caged animal, and I’m not the one doing time.

      “I know, right?” Cameron looks at me with a curious look as she crunches down on her pickle spear. As she chews and swallows, a sad look coats her face. “They’ll kill her if she carries through with this brazen plan.”

      “You don’t know that for sure.” I speak in a soothing tone, trying to mollify her. I reach across the table and pat the top of her hand in support as I contemplate what she just mentioned. “I mean, they may beat her up a little, or turn the tables on her, but they won’t kill her, Cam.” I’m not sure if I’m lying out my ass right now or not, but I also think that if Jasmine goes missing, they’ll be the first names listed on the census of suspects. Undoubtedly, they don’t want that type of attention placed on them.

      “I’m afraid that this time she’s gone too far. There’s no way she’ll get away with this,” Cameron protests. “This time, I can’t be beside her and help her crawl her way out of the ditches. She’s going to have to find the paved road herself. I can’t keep doing this. It’s draining.”

      “I’ve never understood why you do all that you do where it comes to Jasmine.” I shake my head in anger. If ever there was a leech on society, it’s fucking Jasmine Marcum. “She uses you and gives you nothing in return but grief.”

      “I made a promise to my mom and stepdad. Long ago, I swore to protect her from her misguided train of thoughts. She has something wrong with her, Coral. There’s something missing from her. She lacks a moral compass.”

      “I guess I don’t understand why they felt it was the right thing to do, making you her keeper, her warden. You’re not a magical fairy godmother, Cameron. It’s not your job to ensure she has a roof over her head, food in her belly, and is staying out of trouble. That’s a lot of pressure, and frankly, it was a poor decision on their part, sticking that weight on your shoulders. They should’ve found her a life coach to be her caretaker. Someone who specializes in helping people like your sister. It’s time for you to wash your hands of her and find someone else to take on those burdens.”

      “Yeah, you’re right,” she sighs. “But I have a feeling it’s too late for that now.”

      “It’s never too late to seek help for someone with a mental disorder, Cam. Something needs to be done before she goes too far and is in too deep. There are only so many circumstances in life that someone can come back from. If she follows through with this plan of attack, it’ll be too late for her and possibly for you.”

      “I have something else to confess to you, Coral,” Cameron informs me as she liberally nibbles on her bottom lip.

      “Spit it out already.” I laugh to lighten the mood and help her feel comfortable enough to share whatever secret it is she’s harboring.

      “I uh. Well, you see. I might have told Spidey about what Jasmine is executing. I mean, it’s the right thing to do, isn’t it?” Water wells in her irises as she worries if she’s done the wrong thing by informing the man of his impending doom.

      “If it makes you feel better, I’d have done the same exact thing if I were in your shoes, Cam,” I unequivocally confess. “In my eyes, you’ve done the right thing.”

      “But if Jasmine finds out I’ve betrayed her—” She leaves the sentence hanging.

      “What? She’ll what, Cameron? Tell me what it is you fear she’ll do to you.” I sincerely hope that Jasmine never figures out that her stepsister has betrayed her; she’s vicious and unpredictable. I can understand on a personal level and wholeheartedly grasp the concept behind why Cam’s freaking out right about now. But I want her to say the words. It’s the only way I can legally share a hearsay conversation should anything ever happen, which I pray never comes to fruition. My friend is a good person who always puts others before herself.

      Surely, that’s a decent omen for things to come.

      People like Cameron should only have light in their lives. The darkness belongs to individuals like Jasmine’s skanky ass.

      “Let’s only hope it never happens,” Cameron discards as she skips around the answer and begins cleaning up her trash. I look down at my half-eaten lunch and realize my stomach no longer craves to be filled.

      I toss it in the paper bag I used to bring my lunch to work and throw them both in the metal bin.

      My mind works overtime as I try to develop a foolproof plan to help keep my friend from being found out. I pray that Jasmine never figures out that she’s been double-crossed by someone she trusts. Well, trust is too powerful of a word since she had to get plastered to break down and share her intentions.

      I have my fingers crossed that this Spidey fella has a plan of operation in place; otherwise, he’ll be a visitor here, and I’ll be assured that he follows all the rules set in place for the detainees.

      I hate this. Blameless folks are being set up, and law enforcement is doing nothing to set the record straight. I’m more determined than ever to take down the scum that’s overseeing the towns.
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      Bomber just sent me a text message stating he has some shit gathered and I need to meet him in Kid’s office in twenty. Taking a deep breath, I plaster on my game face and head in that direction. My conversation with Ashton went about as expected. She hissed, hawed, and was spitting mad. By the time our talk concluded, and we were ready to hang up, she advised me to prepare for her impending visit.

      Shit has just hit the fan, and I’m standing smack dab in the middle of the mudslide. Shitslide? Whatever it is, I’m ankle-deep. Fan-fucking-tastic.

      Now, I need to share that she’ll be coming for an extended period to my president and vice president. That should go over well with Kid and Ryder. Ash is a bit of a mama bear, and she has the claws to prove it. All of us guys—our balls shrivel and draw up whenever she comes for a visit, especially when she has tunnel vision filled with schemes of straightening shit out on our behalf.

      As soon as I breach the doorway of Kid’s office, I notice him leaning over his desk; palms firmly planted on the surface as he scowls at Bomber. Ryder is pacing the space between the desk and two chairs that sit before it. When they notice my appearance, the sneers and agitation of the two are aimed at me. Sighing with indignation, I close the door behind me so that no one catches the ass-chewing I will get once all the cards have been laid out on the table.

      “Now are ya gonna tell me what was so fuckin’ important that I dropped everything for this gatherin’?” Kid bolts out the question. Ryder stops his erratic pacing and crosses his arms over his chest as Kid falls back into his desk chair. He props his elbows on the desktop while steepling his fingers under his chin. His eyes rotate from Bomber to me, intently scanning us from head to toe. It’s as if he’s trying to delve inside of our souls—attempting to uncover all of our deepest, darkest secrets. “Well?”

      “We have a problem,” I report as Bomber snorts at my edict.

      “Ya don’t say.” Kid drawls, sarcasm rolling off of him in waves. “Well, don’t keep me in suspense, Spidey. Rip that Band-Aid off and give it to me straightforward.”

      I guffaw at his euphemism before doing as he commands. “Jasmine Marcum.”

      “Jesus-fucking-Christ.” Ryder grunts the words in succession below his breath. “That bitch is back causing trouble? When does enough become enough before we step in and do somethin’ about her?” he grittily surveys, turning his attention in Kid’s direction.

      “When we won’t be the first place the law irritatingly comes huntin’ for answers in response to her disappearance. That’s fuckin’ when,” Kid solidifies, his outward anger radiating from his person. “Now, tell me what she’s up to and what we need to do in order to counteract whatever it is she’s put into place.”

      “She’s setting me up for rape,” I deliver, repugnance lacing my words. My feet grow unstable beneath me, and my knees buckle. Ryder pushes a chair behind me, so I don’t land on my ass.

      “Excuse the hell outta me. Did you say rape?” Kid asks for clarification, his tone full of fury from the thoughts of how disastrous the accusations could affect the club, me, and what it could mean for our future. The likelihood of someone paying the ultimate price is unavoidable. The result could mean a lost member and the club’s character becoming forever tainted.

      “Yeah. I didn’t do it, Kid,” I immediately defend myself.

      “No shit! My thinkin’ never went there, Spidey. We all know the class of man you are. Besides, there’s no way in hell I’d have ever allowed you around my kids if I believed you were capable of such proclivities. Is she alleging you did that to her?”

      “Nah, she’d never be able to prove that shit with foolproof certainty. I stay a safe distance from her skanky ass.” I furnish the truth of my words with ferocity, maybe going a tad overboard with my aversion, but I loathe the psychopath. “No, this bitch set me up with two women who were brought back here for me to play with one evening. I remembered the two as soon as Cam called me and told me who Jasmine sent to do her filthy work.”

      “Cam? The stepsister?” Ryder petitions. “She’s always cleanin’ up after Jasmine. Hard to believe she’s goin’ against her now. Why the change of heart?”

      “She sounded genuinely offended by this latest transgression. Cameron’s a straight shooter, guys. She may’ve cleaned up now and then for Jasmine, but never anything that’s illegal. And this is as lawless as one can get,” I heatedly reiterate the words.

      “What have you got, Bomber?” Kid redirects his attention toward our techie.

      “I know why these two will do whatever Jasmine wants ‘em to, whenever she wants ‘em to,” Bomber enlightens. “I found it all in their text messages and emails that have gone back-and-forth between the two.”

      “What’s that?” I ask him, leaning forward in my chair. The anticipation is killing me. I need to know why two ladies would go to extremes that’ll conceal me to a long-spanned sentence trapped inside of a steeled cage.

      “Here, I’ve printed these out. I have ample copies so that you can each read them simultaneously.” Bomber passes us each a stapled packet full of messages shared between the two.

      My jaw drops as each page is finished being read. Gina and Rosie are in love with one another. Each is exceedingly nervous about the documentation Jasmine has, and according to their words, that bitch has threatened to make said proof public.

      Gina’s father is the preacher at the town’s Baptist church. He’s a ruthless leader who holds his flock accountable for every infraction, as small as it may be. He rules with an iron fist, and it’s ten times worse for his children. The right to choose your own sexual preference is unacceptable, in his opinion. He’d send her to his version of reformatory school, known as conversion therapy, which is ludicrous.

      Who the hell does he think he is anyhow? The motherfucker has an established academy where he helps same-sex couples see the errors of their ways. I’ve never had pyromaniac tendencies, but I wouldn’t mind torching that place and watching it burn to the ground. All the while, laughing enthusiastically as the flames dance before my eyes. Nobody has the right to judge someone for their chosen lifestyle or be able to force someone to live the way they deem to be acceptable. He’s the one who needs to do some time.

      Rosie’s father is the leader of this educational technique. If this evidence Jasmine has gets out, these ladies don’t stand a chance of avoiding being sent to this institution. Rosie’s dad is just as malicious and opinionated as Gina’s.

      At least now I understand why they’re willing to jump aboard and do Jasmine’s bidding. It’s Jasmine who’s the focus of my tirade; she’s the one I wanna see pay the price for these offenses.

      Jasmine is going down one way or another.
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      We all take a few minutes to compose ourselves once we finish reading through the material. I still have to inform them of our impending visitor, which should add icing to this shitcake I’m being spoon fed these days.

      “Well, it’s evident we can’t let these ladies’ secrets be unveiled.” Ryder sighs as he slaps his packet down on the top of Kid’s desk.

      “Agreed,” Kid acknowledges. “So, how do we get them to admit they purposely lied without this information becoming public knowledge?”

      “I think I can help you out with that,” Ashton insinuates as she comes barging into the office, Wasp promptly following on her heels.

      “What? How did you get here so fast?” I ask, dumbfounded since I literally just got off the phone with her prior to coming into this meeting.

      “I was already in town, visiting my girls and grandbabies when you called. Now, tell me everything,” Ashton demands as she takes a seat on the sofa to my left.

      “Make yourself at home,” Kid quietly grunts. I have a feeling Ashton’s been encroaching on his personal time with Riley.

      Kid and Ashton have a love/hate relationship. They love each other as much as a mother-in-law and son-in-law can. There’s respect between the two of them, but Ashton can be intrusive at times and has cockblocked him frequently. She shows up unannounced when the mood strikes with no forewarning to the couple of her itinerary. When she misses her kiddos and grandkids, she simply shows up with plans to stay for an extended visit. But at times such as this, I’m thankful for her impromptus regarding seeing her children and grandchildren.

      Ryder hands his packet to Ashton, and I emulate his actions, handing my own to Wasp. The emails lay out all the information—from their love for one another to Jasmine blackmailing them and her scandalous plan she’s laid out for them to follow in complete detail.

      It’s all there in black and white.

      But we’ve agreed that we’d rather this report not be leaked unless it’s a necessary evil to keep me out of the penal system. It’s our ace in the hole in case we can’t prove Jasmine’s villainous lies in any other way. We have no desire whatsoever to ruin these two ladies’ lives. Jasmine’s done enough of that. The information that she has at her fingertips can destroy these women mentally and physically if their relationship with one another comes to light.

      Because unfortunately, there’s nothing any of us can do as far as their domestic connections are concerned. Legally, unless we can prove they’ve been kidnapped and forced to attend the conversion therapy against their will, all hands are tied. With the brainwashing these two have endured throughout their lives, they’d never go against their fathers and admit they’ve been taken without permission.

      “Do I have permission to approach these women?” Ashton may pretend to be asking, but we’re not stupid enough to believe that she’d follow our directive if we were to decline.

      “And if I were to say no?” Kid questions with a raise of his brows.

      “It was a courtesy, Kid,” Ashton counters with a brow raise of her own.

      “You’re gonna do what you’re gonna do, anyway. It’s no skin off my back. Do what you think is right. Just don’t make things worse for my brother,” Kid digresses through clenched teeth.

      “I would never,” Ashton refutes, standing from the sofa. As she walks out the door, she shoots a wink over her shoulder toward Wasp. “Old lady’s club meeting now!” she shouts out to the women who’ve banded together with other MCs womenfolk and have dubbed themselves the old ladies’ club.

      “Fuck my life.” Kid lowers his head and begins banging his forehead on the top of his table.

      “Those poor women,” Wasp sighs. “They fucked with the wrong club. Her claws are sharpened and ready to shred a strip or two from their hides.”
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      Twenty-four hours later, I find myself cuffed and pinched, tightly shackled in an interrogation room.

      I know the deadbeat sheriff is watching this interaction behind the two-way mirror. He’s likely having himself a good ole laugh that he’s gotten one over on the Rage Ryders. He’s finally gotten a member within his fat-assed clutches. However, I don’t let that deter me because the information I’ve got back at the clubhouse, courtesy of Bomber, shows this is all an elaborate setup courtesy of that fucking two-faced skank, Jasmine.

      “Can you state your full name for the record?” Nico begins, staring at me with intent. I shoot him my most lethal glare. One that typically has my enemy shaking in his boots as piss stains his drawers.

      “Duke Parsons is my citizen’s name.” I leer, detesting the fact that I share a last name with the most significant piece of shit ever to take a breath. “But I’ve gone by Spidey most of my life,” I reiterate, making sure he doesn’t forget to show me the respect I’ve earned and am due. My road name is my identity and is as essential to me as my Harley. I send him a smirk for emphasis, wanting him to recognize that he and his interrogation tactics don’t faze me in the least. I’m a man who knows precisely where his balls are planted since the day they dropped and filled with cum.

      “Do you know two women by the names of Gina and Rosie?” I want to roll my eyes when Detective Bradshaw asks me this; he knows that I do. Otherwise, we wouldn’t be here. It’s not as if we’re casually hanging out, drinking a few beers, and swapping war stories.

      “I’ve met them, yes,” I dryly retort. A few questions in, and I’m already sick of this bullshit. I’m ready to blow this popsicle stand, but I have a feeling I’ll be seeing more of these enclosed walls before I’m released to do as I please out on the streets.

      “In what context?” Is Nico for fucking real? I hate that he’s asking me questions that he already appears to have the answers to.

      Sighing, I keep my cocky attitude and assertiveness front and center. There’s no way I’m gonna hide the way I’m feeling. It’s not in my genetic makeup to not be a straight shooter and tell shit how it is. “They came to the clubhouse about a month and half or so ago and we partied.”

      “By party, you mean?” Nico leaves the question hanging. I’m barely containing my short fuse that’s ready to burst free. I’m sick and tired of Jasmine fucking with my life and bringing the law into it has me murderous.

      “We drank. I think we fucked based on the used condoms, and that’s it. ‘Course, I don’t really remember much after we went to my room. Woke up the next morning, groggy and somewhat confused.” I don’t add that I believe, according to the messages we illegally obtained, I was drugged. That shit will come out at a later date and time.

      “So you got drunk and had sex with both women?” Nico persists. His pressing has a migraine pounding at my temples.

      “No, I never get drunk. The most I ever get is a slight buzz. Coming from a home where alcohol was preferred over food, I choose to be in control of myself. Honestly, I don’t recall shit about that night beyond the three of us going into my room. The rest is a fucking blur, man.”

      “Do you believe you were possibly drugged?” Ding-ding, someone give the man a fucking cookie.

      “Definitely. Swear to fucking God, I don’t get drunk. In fact, there were only four empty bottles in my room.” And that’s the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth.

      Nico clears his throat then continues playing a round of twenty questions. “By any chance, you still got them lying around your room?”

      I chuckle and nod, knowing that if those fucking bottles are tested, at least one of them will show signs of being tampered with. “Fuck, Nico, I’ve been gone on a run and came back just a few days before your ass arrested me on suspicion of rape. Never had to beg or pay for pussy, Mr. Lawman, so why the fuck would I drug two women to get my dick wet?” I’m pretty particular with the cleanliness of my room, but since making it back from my run, I’ve been busy working at the bike shop. They’re backed up on custom bikes that cost a mint—income we need to bring in-house. Working from sunup to sunset has left little time for me to do any deep cleaning. As soon as the day’s called, I hit the shower and fall into my bed, only to get up and start all over again. I’m thankful for this now; at least I’ll have evidence to give Nico.

      “Do you think you were set up and if so, why?” So what? Now I gotta do his job and play detective? Pigs are fucking lazy these days.

      “Of course, I was fucking set up but as to why that is, while I’ve got ideas, you’re the detective,” I sneer. Thank fuck my hands are chained up, rendering them useless; otherwise, I’d be wrapping them around his neck and wringing it. “You figure it out. I know what I did and didn’t do, and I did not rape those two women. Since I can’t recall shit, much less the actual deed, they raped me. I’ve got proof, though.”

      “What proof?” Nico continues with his constant probing. I will not share what we have; it’s my get-out-of-jail-free card. The guys and I talked at length after Ashton left to gather the ‘Ol ladies. We’re gonna let them arrest me, book me, and put me behind bars. Since this town is so fucking small, we know that I’ll end up in the next town at the prison. They won’t put me in the central ward. I’ll be in a holding cell on the lower level, where those awaiting trial are held. In order to see how high up the corruption goes, I need to bide my time and do a few weeks on the inside. Our plans are to blow this scandalous operation wide open and make sure it becomes public knowledge. We won’t rest until all the scum is no longer holding a title of authority.

      “Guess you’ll see when we go to court and this whole thing blows up in your fucking face,” I taunt, a smirk tilting my lips as my eyes stare directly into his.

      “Jasmine Marcum. Do you know her? What’s your relationship with her?” Okay, now I want to punch his teeth down his throat. Did the motherfucker have to bring up her name?

      I can’t help it; my eyes widen as I start deep belly laughing, hard enough that I’m nearly doubled over in this chair—at least as much as these shackles and chains will allow. Finally succumbing and getting a hold of myself, I choose to answer, “Grew up in Chesterfield with her family, went to high school together. Made the everlasting mistake of fucking her once and she’s had a hard-on for me ever since. But you probably already know our so-called history, at least the legal shit since I got a fucking restraining order against her. She’s fucking off her rocker.”

      “And what relationship do you now have with her?” Nico asks, as if he’s more curious on a personal level than if he needs to write this information down.

      “Fucking hell, I ain’t got one with her. The only relationship between the two of us is in her own fucked-up head. Go grab the shit from my room, test it, you’ll see.”

      “Do Gina and Rosie know Jasmine?” What is up with these fucking questions? Haven’t I already given him enough rope to follow? It’ll lead him to the damn answers if he just follows the thread.

      “How the fuck should I know? One of my brothers brought the two bitches to the clubhouse for me from The Pub so it’s possible since I think she haunts that place from the time it’s open until they shut the fucking doors.” Leaning forward, I lower my voice so that we are the only two who can hear what I have to say. “Look, Nico, I’ve seen you around town since we got here. You’re a straight shooter and seem to have your shit together. I’m telling ya, Jasmine is the key. I’ve done nothing wrong, so if I gotta spend the time in a cell until I get a trial, so be it. Just hate it’ll blow up in your face, seeing as while I dislike most cops, you’re not that bad. Fucking killer bike, you got too.”

      Sliding a sheet of paper and a pen across the table, Nico tells me, “Need your statement in writing, Mr. Parsons.”

      “Haven’t answered to that name since I left my childhood home. Mr. Parsons is my deadbeat fucker of a sperm donor. Call me Spidey,” I growl from deep within my chest as I furiously begin writing as instructed. When finished, I slide it back across the table.

      He looks down at it, then his head shoots up, staring at me as if I’ve grown a second head. My only response is to broaden my smile and show him my pearly whites.

      My written statement simply states, Jasmine Marcum is at the root of all of this. I didn’t fucking rape anyone. Case closed as far as I’m concerned. Fuck ‘em all.
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      Today, I’m not working on the primary prison floors. Nope, today I’m in the lower level where inmates wait for their trial dates to be set or are waiting to see a judge for arraignment. My assignment for the day is intake. I’ll be fingerprinting, taking mugshots, and setting them up for Cameron to fumigate them or whatever it is she does when newly suspected convicts come in.

      I’m sitting in this cold, stale room, waiting on the bus to bring in the new round of men and women. Our prison is different. We house both men and women. They’re separated from one another on different sides of the prison. The women’s building sits back further than the men’s, but an underground tunnel allows us to get easily from one to another. We still have to swipe our badges and go through the admittance area, but it’s better than walking through the fields where God knows what roams.

      Spiders and snakes, they both scare the ever-loving fuck outta me. Creepy crawlers need to steer clear of me at all times. I become a ninja when I see one. I can climb a tree like a boss if one comes close to me, but I’d prefer not to have scraped knees and scratches spread along my skin.

      Outside, gears winding and brakes squealing capture my attention. I stand from my office chair and head over to the camera. Looking up, the sketched on the wall height chart is the first thing I see. It’s not an eye-catching canvas to be admired by any means, but it’s accurate, and distinguishable to the naked eye. The judicial records need to have the prisoner’s height aptly documented.

      One day, when I was working, I got bored and checked my height then compared it to my driver’s license. According to the Department of Motor Vehicles, it’s off by a couple of inches. My credentials state I’m two inches taller than the wall does, and I need all the added height I can get. I’ll stick with the advertised five feet five inches. I’m short and stout, weighing in at a whopping one hundred and thirty-five pounds. Five three mentally screams through my mind that I’m only a few inches from being deemed a munchkin. I know it’s a smidgen on the ridiculous side, but that’s the way my mind processes things. If I’m the height on my license, I’m closing in on divinity status, and that’s how I like to envision myself.

      My long, silvery-blond tresses are up in a tight knot on the crown of my head. The corkscrews are unruly and take hours to tame, and when one has to be at work at five o’clock in the morning, that’s not a logical priority. Coffee, that’s this girl’s primary concern the moment her lids pop open.

      “Morning, Coral,” Guard Sanchez greets me as he enters the room. He’ll be my protective detail while I’m preoccupied with getting the men enrolled in the system.

      “Morning, Cotton,” I respond, holding back the snicker at his first name. What his folks were thinking when they gave him that name mystifies me. His skin is a light mocha color, his hair is a dark shade of charcoal, and his eyes are a deep golden brown. Cotton doesn’t suit him in the least. When I think of someone bearing that name, I’m thinking of someone more along the lines, appearance-wise, of being blond and fair-skinned.

      “Are ya ready to welcome our new entourage?” he asks as he looks out the window, watching as they’re escorted off the bus.
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