
  
    [image: SMITTEN]
  


  
    
      SMITTEN

      
        CLAIMED BY OUTLAWS

      

    

    
      
        R. B. FIELDS

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Chapter 19

      

      
        Chapter 20

      

      
        Chapter 21

      

      
        Chapter 22

      

      
        Chapter 23

      

      
        FREE STUFF!

      

      
        Also by R. B. Fields

      

    

    
      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      Copyright 2020

      

      This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. Opinions expressed are those of the characters and do not necessarily reflect those of the author.

      

      No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, scanned, or transmitted or distributed in any form or by any means electronic, mechanical, photocopied, recorded or otherwise without written consent of the author. All rights reserved.

      

      Distributed by Pygmalion Publishing, LLC

      

      ISBN (electronic): 978-1-947748-74-3

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER 1


          

          RYDER

        

      

    

    
      I never intended to be a member of a motorcycle club. I never intended to fall in love with an ex-con-artist. But I suppose I can’t argue with happiness.

      I wince as the water hits the deep scratches on my back and rinse the lather from my hair, vanilla and lemon tickling my nose—Blade’s shampoo, the only one in here. He’s a little flowery, especially now that he doesn’t have to slit people open to get by.

      We’ve lived here for over a month, and every day feels a little better—a little calmer. I know the others don’t want to live in this house, don’t want to stay here, but I think I actually like suburbia. The neighbors look at us a little weird sometimes, but they’re coming around. I’m sure the gardening advice Rooster’s passing out like candy is going over well, though it might be his red hair and Scottish accent. Housewives always love that guy.

      I twist the handle to cut the stream of water. The shower knob squeals, making me wince—the bathroom is next on our list of projects. We’ve already revamped the yard, the bedroom, the kitchen, and the living room. That’s what happens when you take five hardworking bikers and put them in a tiny house with no responsibilities.

      Well, not no responsibilities. There’s always Izzy to take care of, and she never seems to mind the extra attention.

      I smile to myself as I step onto the mat and grab the towel hanging from the rack, but pause when I hear the door.

      Bang! Bang! Bang!

      I run the towel over my short hair, listening. Are we expecting someone? Probably the neighbors. Ah, maybe the man Rooster was working with the other day—Rooster’s helping him install a coy pond for his wife’s anniversary. They’re cute, that couple, the man with a bald head that practically glows in the sun, his wife with long black locks—surely a wig. But who cares? The way he looks at her as if she’s the most beautiful woman he’s ever seen… It makes me smile every time I see them. I move the towel down, drying off the rest of the way, but my skin stays damp with post-shower humidity. I imagine that someday, we’ll be that way with Izzy, all of us in various stages of decay, all of us happy just to be together, to be with her.

      The knocking comes again, louder this time—more insistent.

      I frown. I’m not the only one home. What are they doing? Maybe Mack’s having his way with our girl. I hope so; she wore me out last night, and I’m not positive that my back will ever be the same.

      It was well worth it.

      Bang! Bang! Bang!

      I grab Izzy’s bathrobe from the hook, the only bathrobe in here—of course it is—and step into the hall looking like a bear in a short skirt. Ridiculous. From the back of the house, the sliding glass door hisses open. I head that way but get knocked aside as Blade brushes past me.

      “Look out, Ry!”

      I stiffen. He always sings Izzy’s nickname for me. I like it when she says it, but the name—Ry—on Blade’s lips makes me want to punch him. At least I don’t have to answer the door.

      I turn to head for the bedroom—for my clothes—but call over my shoulder: “Watch it, Prospect.” I rarely call him that; the title is Mack’s thing to make sure Blade knows he’s not one of us yet… but he is.

      He’s been one of us since he helped us go after the Grunge to kill the president of that club—to protect Izzy. If the enemy of my enemy is my friend, then someone who loves the woman I love must be one of us.

      I’m not as suspicious as Mack, though. Mistrust is basically his job—a real guard dog, that guy.

      I’m just the chemist.

      But I barely make it a single step before the front door slams open.

      “What the hell happened?” Not Blade this time; Mack’s voice. And there’s no mistaking the urgency in his tone—uh-oh.

      I change course, following Blade’s footsteps down the hallway and then out into the small living area, skirting the leather sofas, narrowly missing the intricately carved coffee table that Blade claims “ties the room together.” Blade has an eye for interior design, though I’m sure he’d kill me for saying as much. The man is, after all, an assassin.

      Blade’s standing at the door now, his back to me, shoulder to shoulder with Mack. Izzy is just behind them, peering around Mack’s side at whoever is on the stoop. And it has to be someone important. It doesn’t take three people to answer the door.

      I finally make it to the foyer and peer onto the porch.

      Shit.

      Ozzy. The man is a biker like us, a member of the new-fangled Grunge—he was voted in as president after Dominick died.

      Half of his face has always been covered in tattoos.

      Now, the other half is covered in blood.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER 2


          

          ISABELLE

        

      

    

    
      “They came at the club.” Ozzy’s voice is thick and difficult to understand—is he missing teeth? “They shot the whole warehouse up. Only three of us made it out. Fucking three.”

      Well, it looks like someone isn’t a fan of restructuring.

      “Who was it?” Blade asks.

      “Oh, it ain’t about me, and it’s certainly not about the Grunge. They told me to give you a message.” He points at Mack. “The girl… they took her.” His eyes are tight with pain; the flaps of his injured cheek move in a languished way—muscle damage. “And unless you find them quick, I don’t believe she’ll make it to see week’s end.”

      The world seems to slow, tilting in a crazy, haphazard way that leaves me feeling unsteady. Oh shit.

      The girl, or the only one I can think of that might be in trouble, is Mack’s niece Juliette, a child who has spent her whole life living with Rooster’s sister—I just discovered this fact last week when Rooster called Adeline on video chat. They definitely keep their circle small.

      Mack and Blade ease Ozzy inside and close the door behind him, protecting us from the prying eyes of the neighbors. Ozzy shrugs them off as they move into the kitchen. He leans against the counter, his full weight on his elbows. He hacks, and a knot of clotted blood falls from his lips onto his shirt. The other stains on the cotton are mostly dried. I suppose that makes sense if he drove all the way from Canada, but I’m surprised he wouldn’t stop to clean up; it’s a dozen hours at least.

      I follow them to the kitchen. The house has more of an open floor plan than it used to, so I can see them from where I’m standing in the living room. The clot was probably from the wound on his face. It’s so deep that I can see the shiny slip of muscle along the top ridge of the gash. He needs help—stitches. But my mind is racing. How did they find Juliette? She was hidden exceptionally well to protect her from her father, Mack’s psycho brother Jeff. But he’s dead. So why would someone take the girl?

      Deeper inside my brain, another voice whispers: Again? How is this happening again?

      Ryder goes to the living room window and peeks through the wooden blinds that Blade installed last week. The neighbors are more accepting than I initially expected, but I can’t imagine that they’ll be gung ho about a man bleeding to death on the porch.

      “No one’s outside. So no one saw Oz,” Ryder says. “We’re lucky they have jobs.”

      But so do we—our job is to protect that child. She had a heart transplant when she was small, and the cocktail of anti-rejection meds isn’t covered by insurance—filing a claim means she can’t be hidden off the grid. So, Mack and the others have been footing the bill.

      “What do they want?” I ask, and Ozzy turns my way and blinks but does not respond except to wipe his chin. I try again: “They took her, they threatened her with impending doom by week’s end, but there has to be a reason.”

      If they wanted to go after Mack, they would have—he’s not exactly hidden, though he is living under an assumed since he’s still a person of interest in Jeff’s death. The only reason to take Mack’s niece is to force our hands, to make Mack do something he’d be opposed to… right?

      Ozzy snorts again, but I think he’s clearing his throat. “I’m…” He mumbles something and winces.

      It’s clear he’s having trouble speaking around that wound on his cheek. Does it go straight through to the interior of his mouth? I squint, and I think I see the gleam of a golden crown on one of his back molars.

      Fuck. We’ll need to deal with that injury first. Maybe get him a pen and paper.

      “Let’s get you cleaned up a little,” I say. “You need stitches. Someone grab the whiskey.”

      “You heard the lady,” Mack says, clapping him on the back, but Blade’s the one who ducks into the corner cabinet. Mack’s words are still echoing through the room when I head for the hall.

      The bathroom is steamy, damp against my already hot face—the tips of my ears are on fire with stress. I retrieve my emergency kit from the top drawer, and by the time I return to the kitchen, they have Ozzy set up in one of the dining chairs next to the sink. He has removed his leather jacket and the T-shirt beneath—muscular, tattooed, and covered in small wounds of varying sizes, many of them deep enough to require attention. From… broken glass? I have my work cut out for me.

      Mack has already grabbed a bunch of clean towels and set them on the countertop at Ozzy’s elbow. Blade glares—he picked the towels out a couple of weeks back, a hazy gray hue. And Ryder… is he wearing my robe? It’s so short that I’m surprised I can’t see his balls swinging beneath it.

      Ryder catches me looking, glances down as if he’s just now realized that he’s wearing a miniskirt and heads for the hall. I set my kit on the countertop and snap on a pair of rubber gloves. I know my guys, but I don’t know where this dude has been.

      “Hold still,” I say, dousing his face with iodine. It drips off the end of his chin, but I follow up quickly with cotton balls, scouring the dried blood from his flesh so I can see what I’m doing. “Really… really… still.”

      The wound is deep, but not as bad as I thought. It sliced through in one tiny section near the back, but the rest of the muscle is intact. He’ll be able to smile again. And he should be able to talk even if it’s painful.

      I slip the needle through the skin at the back corner—the deepest part. He hisses, but he doesn’t move while the first stitch goes in. I tie it off, but blood leaks from the wound. I step aside to grab more cotton.

      “We have to figure out who’d want to go after Juliette,” Mack says. “Who’d want to hurt us.”

      “It’s not only about you,” Ozzy replies, wincing again. He raises his fingers to his cheek as if to hold his face together, licks at the dried blood on his lip, and sniffs. “They came after us—killed our whole group, then took the girl to get to you. They’re covering all the bases. But I have no idea why, which means that Dominick was obviously into things we didn’t know about.”

      Dominick—the last president of the M.C. The one we killed. It’s like we’re being hunted by his ghost.

      “So, what do they want?” I ask again, but this time, Ozzy shrugs.

      I press the cotton against the side of his face. He blinks up at me with a look that is equal parts pained and grateful.

      “And Rooster’s sister?” Mack asks.

      He shrugs again. “I have no idea.” I feel the muscles working beneath my fingers. “But I know someone who does.”

      My heart stalls.

      “And who might that be?” Mack asks.

      He wants to smile from the way his jaw twitches, but he thinks better of it; his face settles. “I didn’t get a name. But I’ve got the fucker in my trunk since I figured you’d want to have a chat with him. Let’s hope he survived the trip.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER 3


          

        

      

    

    
      I finish Ozzy’s stitches while Mack parks the van in the garage—this is not the type of neighborhood where people will look the other way if they see you pulling a body out of your trunk, dead or alive. They tolerate us, and we’re growing on them, but I always feel like we’re walking on thin ice—like we don’t quite belong.

      It might be because I’m a single woman living with five men. The pearl clutchers have to love that. Even if they don’t know I’m fucking all of them, sometimes all at once, it’s probably scandalous.

      I’ve just tied the final stitch below Ozzy’s clavicle when Mack returns through the garage door with a limp man slung over his shoulder like a sack of potatoes. The captive is tall and thin, but even if he was a burly guy, Mack wouldn’t have a problem. Mack’s six-eight, with long black hair and arms like tree trunks. A superhero on steroids but without the drugs.

      Mack’s emerald eyes catch mine. He nods. “Special delivery.” But there’s no joviality in his voice; his gravelly rasp is laced with a cocktail of fury and panic.

      I turn back to my patient and apply anti-bacterial gel to Ozzy’s face, then secure a stripe of gauze over the wound. His skin is warm; hopefully, the injury is not already infected. A knife to the face surely causes a reasonable amount of necessary inflammation… time will tell.

      “Where’s his foot?” Blade asks as Mack passes into the kitchen.

      I step back from Ozzy and frown at the stump wrapped tightly in claret-stained gauze, currently bobbing near Mack’s ribs.

      “He might have… misplaced it back at the clubhouse after he couldn’t remember who had the girl,” Ozzy says.

      His words are muffled around the stitches and because of the way he’s holding his jaw—stiff so as not to tear anything. He’ll need a dentist, too, for two broken molars; I can’t do much about that except rip the teeth out.

      “We’ve all been there,” Blade says, shrugging.

      Ozzy heaves himself from the chair and spins it around so that the seat is in front of Mack, facing away from me. Mack drops his quarry unceremoniously onto it. I didn’t even notice that Ryder had returned until I see him crouching at the legs of the seat, securing the man’s wrists and ankles with a roll of duct tape. He grimaces at the stump.

      At least he’s wearing jeans now. If he’d tried to crouch like that in my robe, there would have been ballsack everywhere.

      I walk around to the other side of the kitchen to stand behind the guys. I think I just want to see him—the man who dismantled the Grunge. The man who kidnapped a little girl.

      Perhaps I just want to see what he looks like before he dies. I’m suddenly quite sure they’ll kill him. Certainly not before he tells them what they want to know, but from the look on Ozzy’s face, he’ll have no problem taking this asshole apart. Hell, he already started. I glance at the stump beneath his calf.

      His head lolls to the side, but Mack slaps him across the face, and he shakes himself awake. Fine-boned, hazel eyes, sandy hair like mine, but clipped to the skin, his face pockmarked with acne scars. No piercings that I can see, but he sports a single poorly rendered tattoo on his neck that might be a loaf of bread. I like carbs as much as the next person, but I can’t imagine I’m interpreting that inked picture correctly.

      “When Rooster gets back here, you’re going to be fucked,” Mack growls.

      “I’m not going to be scared of some cock.” He smirks as if pleased by his own pun, but the smirk vanishes when Mack pulls his giant fist back and slams it into the man’s cheekbone.

      He grunts. Blood drips over his bottom lip; he’s missing a front tooth. He has yet to notice that I exist. I don’t think he’s noticed anyone besides Mack.

      Mack bends at the waist and brings his face level with his captive. “You should be scared. You killed his sister. And Rooster isn’t a nice guy.”

      I raise an eyebrow. He’s wrong about Rooster being nice, but we also have no reason to think that Rooster’s sister is already dead any more than we have reason to believe that Juliette is dead.

      But the tactic works because the man’s eyes widen. “I didn’t kill any woman.” He snorts and spits a stream of gore onto the tile.

      Pressure against my elbow makes me turn: Ryder. He reaches for my hand and squeezes—he’s worried, too. Ozzy is still standing behind the captive’s chair, watching while we do our thing, perhaps recovering after the round of stitches. We offered him whiskey, but he didn’t drink a drop.

      Mack rights himself and glowers down at the man in the chair. “Where’s the girl?”

      “What girl?”

      “Wrong answer, fuckface.” Mack pulls his fist back again, but Blade steps beside him, his knife in his hand.

      Blade grins, but it’s predatory as hell—wolfish in a way that sends the fine hairs on my spine prickling. “Let me ask him some questions.” He passes the weapon from one hand to the other, and the recipient of said questions, already short one extremity, shivers.

      “Listen, I swear, I don’t know nothin’ about a girl! He just said to tell you. I was gonna paint the message on the wall after the hit, but then…”

      Yeah… but then. I suppose he’s referring to how they got caught, and most of them ended up dead.

      But if he didn’t take Juliette, and someone else is pulling the strings, that means whoever hired him is smart enough to separate out their jobs. I dislike smart criminals when they’re working against us. And… are we sure it’s Juliette at all? It’s the only thing that makes sense, but it’s not like this guy said a name.

      “Who are you working with?” Blade advances, and Mack steps back to give him room.

      From the way the captive is shivering at the sight of the knife, it’s clear that he’s more responsive to sharp objects than a good old-fashioned ass beating.

      “No one—we’re not working with anyone.” It comes out a whine. “It was just us.”

      Blade crouches down. He runs the tip of his blade over the man’s thigh. “Did you know the femoral artery will cause you to bleed out in minutes?”

      His jaw clenches—defiant. “I⁠—”

      “So we’ll avoid that. It’s easy to slice out a kneecap. Or straight across the scrotum. Where do you think we should start?”

      The man’s defiant look falters. His Adam’s apple is working overtime in his skinny throat. Either he’s choosing not to speak, or he literally can’t. I’m shocked he hasn’t pissed himself. Ozzy was right that the guys would want to talk to this man, but it seems like he doesn’t have a lot to offer.

      Blade sits back on his heels. “So, who gave you the message?” Blade asks.

      “I don’t know who he is.”

      “You took a job from someone to hit an entire club, and you have no idea who they are?”

      He shakes his head, and it causes blood to drip from the corner of his mouth and slip sideways across his chin. “Money talks, man. And… it was a lot of money.”

      “What’d he look like?” Mack snaps.

      He does not pull his eyes from Blade, clearly deducing that the knife is the ever-more-present threat. “Gator talked to him.”

      We all look at Ozzy. He shakes his head. “No one else from his crew made it out. Just this asshole.” He steps around the chair, and when our captive sees him, he starts shaking all over again. “If we don’t need him for anything else, I think I’ll take him out into the woods. Take a piece of him for every one of my brothers who doesn’t get to go home tonight.”

      His breath pants from his lips in little desperate gasps, and now I can see the teeth around his missing incisor—decay. Meth? This was probably going to be the single greatest score of his life. Too bad he fucked it up.

      “Listen, I can tell you what he looked like.”

      Ozzy nods. “Glad to see your memory is improving.”

      “He was tall, Gator said. A tall drink of water. And he said he was wearing a nice suit—a real hoity-toity type. Which he had to be, seeing as he had all that cash.”

      Tall and wealthy? What rich guy would be after us? Jeff is dead, and he’s the only rich dude any of us knows. What the hell?

      “He got a name?” Ozzy asks.

      “Bob. Or… Arnold? No, Ronald.”

      Those names are pretty far from one another. Blade cocks his head. “Are you just guessing?”

      “I…” He sighs. “No, I mean, I think it was Ronald. Almost sure.”

      We look at one another, but it’s clear that none of us have a face to go with that name.

      Ozzy cocks his head, popping his neck with a snap loud enough to be bone breaking. “So, where’s the money you got paid to knock us off? I’ll make sure it goes to a good home.”

      The captive smiles, but there’s no humor in it—he suddenly doesn’t look scared at all. If there’s one thing he’s prepared to die for, it’s that cash. “I’ll never tell you. You’ll just have to kill me.” Typical.

      Ozzy sniffs. “Okay. I believe you.” He turns to Mack. “Let’s put him back in my trunk.”

      I’m already tuning out. If Ozzy wants to try to get the cash out of him, fine. Call it reparations for the destruction of his club. But we have far more important issues to contend with.

      We have a little girl who will die without our help. A girl kidnapped, presumably without her life-saving medications. A girl taken because of… us.

      “We better call Rooster,” I say.

      Ryder squeezes my hand again.

      It’s the last thing I want to do. But we don’t have time to do this wrong. And if his sister’s life is on the line, Rooster has a right to know.
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