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The sounds of the prison block were loud, but he didn’t hear any of it. He smiled as he walked down the line, jerking his chin up in greeting to some, mocking others that he’d had beef with during his four year’s incarceration. He walked into his cell to start collecting his few things, and there was Billy. 

Ignoring his cell mate for the moment, Fernando Gonzales climbed to the top bunk, hanging his feet over the side. He held the papers in his hand, shocked that he was seeing them at long last. Released. Paroled. So long coming, and perfectly timed. 

Billy whined, “Is it true? Are you getting out?”

Lifting his chin, showing the gang tats covering his neck, and looking down at Billy, he affirmed, “I am. I am out in the morning.”

Billy was hurt. Sure, he was. Not only had Fernando protected him, but they'd also been fucking for the last three years. As he got tears in his eyes, Fernando felt fury rise in him. After jumping down to the concrete floor, he pushed Billy on the bottom bunk and lay over him, strangling him while he spat out, “Fucking little faggot. Don’t you dare cry and if you tell anyone about us, I’ll make sure you’re dead two minutes later.”

He got up, and Billy started coughing. “I’m not going to tell, Nando. Like I want anyone to know.”

Nando scowled at him, unconvinced. “I’ll give you to one of my hermanos. He’ll take care of you if you take care of him.”

That looked like the last thing Billy wanted. Pretty little Billy with the soft brown eyes, inside for being stupid enough to shoot two people during a robbery when he was already getting away. He had a life sentence, but Nando didn’t figure that would be much longer than a few more years. He was weak, and Nando despised weakness. 

While rubbing his throat, Billy croaked, “Take care of him like I did you?”

“Yeah. Suck him and give him your ass and he’ll make sure no one fucks with you.”

“Isn’t that a little fucked up, Nando? Being fucked with so I don’t get fucked with?”

Nando grinned and told him, “Yeah? You’d rather get gang banged in the showers? Take what you can get, little fag. Now, suck me one more time.”

While Nando turned to the back of the cell, Billy went down to his knees. Nando pulled out his cock from the gray sweatpants he wore, and Billy got started on him, and Nando pushed his hips out, choking him with his dick. It was good, so much better than when they’d started. Back then, Billy had been all teeth. Now he relaxed his jaw and throat, tightening his lips nicely around Nando’s dick.

His friend, Manuel, came in and laughed, “Getting one more in, yeah?”

“Might as well,” Nando laughed and asked him, “You want this bitch when I leave?”

“You taking off tomorrow?”

“Yeah,” he closed his eyes and grunted low as he came down Billy’s throat. With one hand, he pushed Billy away, and the other pulled up his sweats. “Good times ahead.”

Manuel grabbed Billy by the hair and growled at him, “Get your shit and get to my cell. You’ll suck my dick now.”

Billy gave Nando a nasty look but didn’t protest, knowing better than that. He gathered his few things that Nando had allowed him to have and left the two of them alone. As soon as he was out of earshot, and no one else was close enough to listen, Manuel lowered his voice and told Nando, “So, they got her in a cellar off the I10 near the old Martinez taco joint. Nobody’s gonna find her.”

“I’ll hit the clubhouse a few hours after I get out. I’ll make sure your cut of the money gets to your ol’ lady.”

Manuel had a wife and four kids that he’d never see on the outside again. “Gracias, mi hermano. And, if you think she’s fuckin’ someone, take her out.”

Nando assured, “She’s a nun or done.”

That night, he lay in his bunk and thought of his father. Sure, Salvador Gonzales had been a bastard. He’d left Nando and his mother when Nando was six and barely paid his child support. But, if anyone was going to take him out, it wasn’t for some punk fucker that wasn’t in the club anymore, and some out of state club that wanted the territory. 

No, he had to avenge his father. No matter how much he’d hated Sal, everyone was looking to him to exact revenge. 

Once, years ago, Sal had taken him to a park and taught him to play baseball. He’d gone to a few games in Texas with him. Sal was a closet baseball fanatic. Not that any of his mean ass biker brothers had known that. It was the one thing that only Nando knew, and those precious memories were the things making Nando want revenge for Sal. That, and his little brothers and sister, now left without a father. 

When the gringo came to him, Rodney, first writing then visiting, he’d blown it off at first. He didn’t care to be in a club, and the need for revenge wasn’t strong. The more that blond came to him, though, the more his need for blood grew. 

Not to mention the money he could make when he got released. That alone made the thought of killing easier.

The morning he was let out, he threw his leg over the seat of his bike as his own brothers gathered around to give him crunching hugs and hits from a pipe with the best pot he’d ever had. His closest friend, Andre, told him, “We’ll head to the house after we see the girl in the basement. We’ve got a party set up for you. Fine whiskey, and some coke that will blow your nose off. A sample from your new friends.”

All of it sounded great to him, partying, then getting to business. “That’s what I’m talking about, hermano. Let’s ride.”

The ten bikes roared down the highway, on the way to the burnt-out apartment building. The freedom he felt on the back of that bike, the tall weeds the county had yet to cut a blur in his peripheral. The air hitting his face, the smell of the burning oil from Andre’s old Evolution, all of these were the things he missed. The taste of beer, the feel of a comfortable mattress, decent food, those were coming, and he could barely wait.

Nando had only been inside four years, but it felt like five times that. Inside, while all the shit went down for his family. Belinda left alone to raise five kids, writing to him almost daily with complaints and begging for help, telling him they were all starving, didn’t have clothes for school for his little brothers and sisters. Begging for revenge. 

He hadn’t been in the club. He didn’t want anything to do with the structure and rules of it. To Nando, riding was all about the freedom it granted. To be in a club, especially his father ruling over him, he wanted nothing to do with that. Now, though, he had to. He would take the club back over and become the president. That all started with the girl in the basement. Gail Acer. He didn’t know her or her brother, Kale, but he’d heard enough to know that they were the keys to the whole shit storm. 

It took only a little over an hour to arrive. He wished it had been longer. The numbness of his ass felt good, the vibration of the bike still pulsing through him as he walked to the condemned building. He’d missed riding more than cheeseburgers, and he really missed cheeseburgers. 

Stormy, one of Nando’s oldest friends, greeted him with a tight hug then said, “Listen, she’s not talkin’. We’ve been at her two days now; all she’s done is spout off all this college talk.”

Nando laughed and asked him, “She too smart for you, hermano?”

“Fuck you, man.”

Through the back door, they walked into the building that wasn’t much more than the outer walls and crumbling stairs, the smell of the burned walls acidy in his nose. They skirted the fallen staircase that used to lead to the second floor and rounded a pile of scorched furniture to get to the basement door. 

Stormy went in first, a couple others, then Nando. Andre brought up the rear and laughed to Nando, “We should move the clubhouse here when we get it. Nobody’d fuck with us.”

“No thanks. I’d be hungry all the time. It smells like barbecue.”

“Wait til we get to your house, hermano,” Stormy tempted. “We got some steaks ready to grill. My ol’ lady is making her chili and fresh tortillas. A homecoming fiesta!”

That made his stomach growl loudly. “Fresh tortillas...fuck man. Let’s make this quick, yeah?”

In the basement, they walked through a narrow, long hall that was lined on the top and sides with rusted pipes. At the end of the first hall, there was a second, much shorter one. There were two doors and Stormy went to the second, opening the door for them. 

The room was musty, two barred windows high on the southern wall let in dim light, but enough to see the place was crumbling. In the center of that room was the girl, a blonde, rather plain girl. He was instantly infuriated, though, when he saw the bruises on her face. His father, before his parent’s divorce, had left his mother with bruises like that more days than not. He hated men who hit women, but he held in his anger for the moment, set to use it to win some trust from her.

Two men were there he didn’t know. He assumed they were some of his dad’s club brothers. They both shook his hand as he asked, “Has she said anything?”

“Not a word.”

Her chin rose, and she glared at him. He liked that. She was not cowering. He wasn’t one to tolerate cowards. “Miss, how are you?”

“How am I? How the heck do you think I am? I’ve been kidnapped, beaten!”

This was what he’d been waiting for. “I see that. I apologize, I really do. Hitting women is the lowest thing a man can do. No real man hits a woman.” He stared the two down and asked, “Who did this?”

Neither would look him in the eye, so he had a rather good idea both had had a hand in it. Nando held out his hand to his side and Andre put a forty-five-caliber gun in his palm. One of the two started sputtering, “She...she was trying to get away! And we got told to make sure she talked! What the hell could we do?”

Nando pointed the gun at him and pulled the trigger. The guy’s face disappeared, and the back of his head was blown off as Gail Acer started to scream. Once she stopped the noise, quietly blubbering, he told her, “There. He won’t hit any more women.”

She had tears streaking down her pale cheeks and was shaking. “Why’d you do that?”

He ignored her and told the other man, “You’re next if you touch her again.”

He blubbered, “No! I w-on’t!”

To Andre, he said, “Get at least one of our guys here to make sure shit stays right. Bring in Geezer.” Squatting down in front of Gail, Nando assured, “You won’t be hurt again, unless you can’t be quiet. Now, tell me everything you know about Cardenas and your brother.”

oooOooo

Kale parked the tractor under the lean-to and hopped down, wiping his face with his handkerchief as his granddaddy, Ray Acer Sr., came over to him, smiling. “You’re doin’ a good job, Kale.”

“Thanks, sir. I got the front forty finished, but that rock did a number on the combine. I think it’s cleared out now, though. Where’s Daddy?”

Ray Sr. sighed and answered, “He’s over talkin’ to Mercer. You know he’s selling his place and that big corporation is tryin’ to buy it. Your daddy wants it, but mostly he wants to keep the corporation out. They’re offering fifty thousand over what your daddy can pay. The realtor told us last night that they told her they’d go up to a hundred thousand over whatever is bid by others.”

Kale knew that had to be gnawing at his father. The corporations swept into established areas and bought up farms, selling their products to even bigger corporations or undercutting the family farms around them. It drove a lot out of business, and they were there to buy them out. “Damn. Think Daddy can talk Mercer into selling to him?”

“That’s a lot of money to turn down, but I knew Mercer’s daddy, and he loves that farm like his daddy did. Only reason he’s selling is because he had daughters and none of them want the thing. He’s too old to work it.”

That was one of the reasons that Kale was glad he was there to take over for his parents when they wanted to retire. To see their farm going to someone else would hurt him to his core. “Anything I can do to help?”

“Just keep being a good boy.”

Kale grinned and affirmed, “Yes, sir.”

Juan Cardenas walked over to them, cussing in Spanish. Kale laughed as he asked, “The combine?”

“Si. How the hell did a rock that size get in that field?”

Ray answered, “Sometimes it comes up right from the ground, Juan, you know that. Come on. I’ll give you a hand.”

“Gracias,” Juan told Ray, then asked Kale, “Is Guillermo back yet?”

Kale’s heart fell. “No. He’ll be in Denver until tomorrow. The new clubhouse’s pipes were leaking and causing the foundation to crack. Him and his brothers have been working on it for the last week.”

Pointing a long finger at him, Juan ordered, “Tell him to come home.”

Kale laughed, thinking how much of his bossiness Juan had passed down to Eight, and said, “I have been. I’ll see you guys later. I’d better get home and study for finals.”

“Be careful, Kale. If Gail calls, I’ll tell her to give you a jingle.”

“Thanks, Granddaddy.”

Kale walked to his truck, thinking of his sister. She went to Yale but was off on vacation with some friends. They were traveling around, visiting museums. Not Kale’s idea of a vacation, but for her, it was a dream come true. She hadn’t gotten a lot of culture in their little spot of Colorado. 

He was on his way home but decided to turn off and hit the Wagon Wheel Tavern. There was no one waiting for him at home, and he had studied for hours the night before. He thought a mini vacation was in order.

As he pulled in, though, he saw an opportunity. Eugene Mercer was just pulling in, and Kale thought a conversation was in order.

“Gene,” he called out of his truck’s open window.

Gene wasn’t a farmer as much as he wore the clothes. He drove a big truck over the road for his living, only seeing his family every few weeks, but all in all, a good enough guy. He hitched his thumbs in the top of his overalls and brightened. “Hey, Kale. How’s it going?”

Kale prompted, “Climb in for a sec. I’d like to talk to you about something.”

Gene shrugged and got into Kale’s F250 and asked, “What’s up? My uncle’s farm?”

“Yeah. I was wondering if you knew anything. Is he thinking of selling to that big company?”

“He’s tempted, sure, but you know how he feels about that. Like everyone else around here.”

Eugene looked like most of the guys in the area. Tall, broad, “corn fed”, Granddaddy called it. Light brown hair, good looking enough, except when he was chewing his tobacco. “Yeah, my Dad went to talk to him today. I was hoping you could give us a head’s up if he decides to take the money, though. At least warn us so we aren’t sideswiped, seeing the sign in the field or something.”

“Shit, Kale, you got it. I’ll let you all know as soon as I do, and you know my Dad will try to talk his big brother into keeping the farm locally owned.”

“Thanks, man. That’s great.”

They shook hands and talked for a bit, but Kale figured he probably should do some studying, so when Gene got out of the truck, he didn’t bother going inside the bar, instead, backing out and heading home. 

Their small two-bedroom house was in a little town that was about halfway between the farm and Denver, where Eight’s bike club, Los Asesinos Aztecas had a new charter. It took each of them about an hour to get to their respective places, but the commute was nothing compared to how they’d felt when they were apart for nearly three years. 

Eight left Kale to protect him, sure, but being apart had crippled them both. Somehow, they needed each other, like their lives weren’t complete without the other. 

When Kale walked through the door, he screamed as he was caught by surprise, feeling an arm around his throat that cut short the scream and his air. He could barely move or breathe, but he realized who it was immediately, even before the gruff voice asked, “Where you been, Chiquito?”

His Eight was home, early. Kale was happy, but he couldn’t express that with the forearm choking him. Still, hot breath on his neck as Eight moved his whiskers there, his hard body pressing Kale to him. He was instantly hot.

“Who was the vato sitting in your truck with you?”

Kale was confused for a second as the arm loosened and Eight flipped him around, glaring. Eight wasn’t joking around, he was really pissed. “Tell me!”

He was talking about Eugene Mercer, of course. How he’d seen, though, Kale didn’t know. If he’d have heard a motorcycle, he would have known it was Eight. “It was business.”

Flashing dark eyes told Kale that wasn’t good enough. “Fucking slut.”

Kale was hard as a rock, and he purred, “Are you going to check me to see if I’ve been fucked, Eight?”

The grin he got in return had no humor in it. It was pure evil. “Who was he? I ain’t asking again.”

“Eugene Mercer. His uncle owns the farm next to ours and he’s selling. We’re trying to buy the place so Agricorp doesn’t get their hands on it.”

Calming some, Eight asked, “What did I say?”

“Not to be alone with men. But Eight, we were in public. Outside of the bar, right off the highway. It wasn’t like we were hiding.”

Before he could start to plead, Eight smashed his lips into Kale’s and Kale melted. Eight’s strength, his fierceness, they turned Kale on. Eight’s hands worked to unfasten Kale’s jeans and then his fingers were gripping tight around Kale’s dick. His lips parted from Kale’s and he hissed, “Missed you.”

“Sorry about Eugene, I wasn’t thinking. How’d...how’d you even see me? I didn’t hear you pass by.”

It was hard to speak at all with the way Eight was stroking him. Eight wasn’t having any trouble, though. “I had some trouble with my bike, so Malcolm gave me a ride home.”

Kale’s jaw dropped, then he accused, “Oh? So, you were alone with hot little Malcolm all the way back from Denver? And you’re mad at me?”

“You think he’s hot too?”

Kale groaned, knowing he’d never win with Eight, but then again, losing was so fun, it was worth it. 

There they were, Eight’s teeth, ripping into the flesh of his neck, Eight’s lips enclosing there as he started to suck. Eight had to mark him for all to see. Kale pled in a whine, “Eight, you know my family hates the hickeys.”

Eight chuckled as he released him. “So, wear a fucking scarf, Chiquito.”

He walked away from him and took off the vest with his patch of the crazy Aztec warrior. Kale rebuttoned his pants and asked, “Is that it? That’s all the love I get after not seeing you for days?”

Eight continued into the kitchen, calling back, “I’m mad at you. Suffer.”

Kale was laughing as he followed Eight into the kitchen, where he was getting a beer out of the fridge. “Really? You can be alone with a guy, a gay guy, and I can’t talk business with someone for ten minutes? A straight guy?”

Eight looked him up and down, eyes twinkling. “Yeah.”

Just yeah. He could be so frustrating that Kale could scream. If it weren't for the screams that Eight gave him in other ways, he would. Plus, he looked so damn good, tight jeans, black muscle shirt, showing his muscled arms and his few tattoos...

Kale grabbed the beer out of Eight’s hand. “If I promise never to have another guy in my truck to conduct business, will you forgive me and fuck me hard?”

Eight glared at him. “Nope.”

These one-word responses were annoying. “Okay, then, I guess I’ll go back to the bar. I seem to be getting more action there than here.”

Eight’s cocky smile belied his soft words. “Go ahead.”

That was unexpected. Instead of turning and leaving the room, he handed Eight the beer back and sunk to his knees, gazing up seductively at Eight. “I’d rather suck you off.”

There it was. Eight unzipped his jeans and pulled out his hardening cock. “Do it good enough and I might let you off the hook.”

“I’ll do my best, Mr. Cardenas.”
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Eight held the back of Kale’s head as he swallowed around the crown of his cock. He was such a good cocksucker, enjoying it as he did. Eight leaned back on the stove and let Kale go to town on him, begging for forgiveness by oral penance. 

“Good, Chiquito. Suck me.”

The noises he made, slurping, sucking, depraved sounds, they were almost as good as the way it felt. Almost. The way his cheeks sunk in, however, and his hand rubbing his own dick through his pants was a part of the act that he liked as much as the feeling of his skilled mouth and lips. That reminded Eight. “I need to get another chastity belt for you.”

The dick sucking stopped. Kale’s lashes fluttered as his eyes moved up his body to Eight’s face. The cock fell from his mouth as he begged, “No! Eight, please?”

When they were first together, when Eight realized that it was more than good times between them, and there was something real and lasting, he’d gotten paranoid. That paranoia never left him. To lose Kale to someone else was a horrible thought, and even to think about Kale being with another man was too much to handle. He’d gotten Kale a chastity belt, but when Eight left to protect him from Sal Gonzales, Kale was angry and got rid of it. 

“No, Eight, please,” he mocked. “You are sitting in cars with guys when I’m out of town, so you asked for it.”

Kale got back to his feet and sucked up nice. “Babe, you know I’m faithful to you. I’d never cheat on you.” He took Eight’s hand and moved it to his crotch so Eight could feel his arousal as he asked, “What other guy could make me this hard?” 

Unwilling to give in yet, he pushed, “I don’t know, Chiquito. You tell me.”

One luscious kiss, then he dipped his head, kissing over his neck as he whispered seductively, “No other guy. Only you, my big, handsome biker.”

His resistance was waning, he wanted to make love with his Chiquito badly, but he wouldn’t let Kale think that he was too soft. “Kissing ass isn’t going to work.”

Kale kissed him sweetly again, the taste of him again disarming Eight’s irritation. He’d missed him so much. It was an all too familiar reminder of the years they’d been apart. “Isn’t it?”

“Maybe.”

The worst part about it all was knowing that while they were broken up, Kale had been with another man, lived with him, had a fucking relationship with him. If he’d fucked a few times, that was one thing, but sharing a bed night after night with a man he had feelings for was still killing Eight. 

The worst part was that he knew it was all his fault. 

Rationally, he knew he shouldn’t give Kale a hard time about it, should forgive and try to forget. Since the moment they got together, though, he couldn’t stand the thought of Kale with another man. He was pure and good, beautiful, and Eight wanted that one beautiful person to be all his, rational or not.

Thinking all of that, he grabbed Kale into his arms and held him tight. “Okay. Forgiven.”

“Thanks.” Kale wrapped his arms around Eight’s neck, breathing into it. Six days was too long. Setting up the dispensary, getting the clubhouse going, all of it took its toll on them, but he loved it. 

He loved Kale more, though, and kissed the side of his blond head, breathing him in for a moment before he said, “I seem to remember that you said you liked that I’m jealous.”

Kale mumbled against his neck, “I do. It makes me feel treasured. People only worry about losing something they really care about.” No matter what, Kale put things in a good light, made even the darkest of things brighter. 

“You don’t think I’m some crazy, possessive prick?”

“Oh, yeah, definitely.”

They laughed together, and Eight held him tighter. “You make me that way. I was almost settled before I met you.”

“I find that hard to believe.”

Eight chuckled and told him, “If you stick your hand down my pants, you’ll find something else hard.”

Kale’s head fell back as he groaned, “Not a witty biker!”

Eight stepped back from him, grabbed Kale’s hand and started to lead him to the bedroom. “Witty, handsome, hung. What else could you want in a man?”

“Not one thing. Which is why I don’t need a chastity belt.”

Eight agreed, but kept from saying it aloud, wanting Kale wondering about it for a while. He knew how much Kale loved him. It was obvious every time the beauty looked his way. It was in his pale blue eyes, his sweet smile. It was in the way he gave himself over to whatever Eight wanted of him, sexually and otherwise. It was fun to torture him, though.

Speaking of torture...

As soon as they were in the bedroom, he pushed Kale down on the bed. He had fully planned to jump on him, rough him up and fuck him until he couldn’t take another second of it, but that was before Rufus and Falon came from the side of the bed and started barking at him. 

Kale cracked up, laughing as Eight’s stern face fell into a grin. “I wasn’t actually gonna hurt him, you two assholes!”

Kale sat up, and Rufus jumped up on the bed with him while Falon, who was just turning eight months old, wagged her tail as she continued to voice her objection to Eight’s less than tender treatment of Kale. “I give up,” Eight laughed as he knelt and pet her, her blue eye and her brown one staring at him while she received her love. 

Kale told Rufus to get down, and he did, allowing Eight to pet him as well. Kale confided to the dogs, “I do believe we’ve domesticated the badass outlaw.”

After rolling his eyes while scratching behind Rufus’s ear, he huffed, “Outlaw? I just finished the paperwork to open our first legit business, selling weed to yuppies. There’s nothing out about my law anymore.”

“Except you. You’re out now.”

Eight growled at him, “Don’t push it. I’ll put you back in the closet, literally.”

“Kinky.”

He stood and pointed at the bedroom door, ordering the two mutts, “Get the fuck out and let me spend some time with my ol’ man.”

They bounded out of the door, and he closed it behind them. Eight pulled his shirt off and ordered Kale, “Get naked.”

“Gonna check me, like you used to?”

Eight remembered when he’d ride into town every couple of weeks, and he’d make Kale get naked so he could check over his body for signs that another man had been with him. That was fucking sexy, seeing Kale bend over the bed, spreading his cheeks to show his pretty pink hole. 

“Yeah. It’s this or the belt.”

Kale started his own seduction with a whisper, “Check me all you want. I’ve been a good boy for you, Mr. Cardenas.”

Mr. Cardenas. He liked that. “Good little Chiquito.”

With Kale doing a nice strip show for him, Eight licked his lips at seeing his muscled baby flaunting his shit. He was more of a man now in body as well as in his personality. Gone was that scared little rabbit, afraid of being fucked by Eight’s big dick. There was more silver blond hair on his chest, his muscles were more defined as the little bit of baby fat left him. 

All the stresses of starting a new chapter of the club, of getting a new business off the ground for that club, it was gone from him just being in the same room with his man. Thinking of all the beautiful and nasty things they did. Kale’s body was made to get rough with. The bruises stood out on his light skin, so pretty they were, and he wore them with as much pride as Eight wore his cut.
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