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PROTECT: The club and your brothers come before anything else and must be protected at all costs. CLUB is FAMILY.

RESPECT: Earn it & Give it. Respect club law. Respect the patch. Respect your brothers. Disrespect a member and there will be hell to pay.

HONOR: Being patched in is an honor, not a right. Your colors are sacred, not to be left alone, and NEVER let them touch the ground.

OLE’ LADIES: Never disrespect a member’s or brother’s Ole’ Lady. PERIOD.

CHURCH is MANDATORY.

LOYALTY: Takes precedence overall, including well-being.

HONESTY: Never LIE, CHEAT, or STEAL from another member or the club.

TERRITORY: You are to respect your brother’s property and follow their Chapter’s club rules.

TRUST: Years to earn it...seconds to lose it.

NEVER RIDE OFF: Brothers do not abandon their family.
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First and foremost, I’d like to thank all you amazing readers for loving my Royal MC series enough to want more. I hope you’ve enjoyed all the stories you’ve read, and I can’t wait for you to fall in love with Archer and Tiana. You’ll see that this story has my guys moving forward a few years, so that T is no longer a teenager, so buckle up, ya’ll, and be ready for one heck of a ride.

To my amazing team of Betas, y’all rock sooo effing hard. Debbie Ramos, Maureen Ames, Mary Hull, and Marsha McDaniel, along with the entire Bombshells, thank you ladies for helping with this story. Thank you all, for all you do to make my books so amazing. Thank you to my editor Tracy Roelle for always putting in those long hours for “that client” LOL. And a huge thanks to you readers...you are simply the best ever. FLOVE y’all soo hard. And last but definitely not least, a huge shoutout to Lou Gray for this amazing cover and Happy reading, y’all.

Y’all have no clue how much I appreciate all who have read my stories, and this dedication, so thank you from the bottom of my heart and soul. Love y’all soo hard.

XOXO,

Elle Boon
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TO AVOID SPOILERS THIS LIST ONLY INCLUDES THE CHARACTERS MENTIONED

IN THE PREVIOUS BOOKS

ROYAL MC MEMBERS:

King Royal – President – King Royal Jr (Son of King Sr), brother to Duke VP (Royally Tempted book 3)

Duke Royal – Vice President – Son of King Royal Sr, brother to King (Royally Treasured book 4)

Traeger – Sgt at Arms (Royally Taken book 2)

Keys – Enforcer (Royally Broken book 5)

Hollywood aka Scott Haven – Enforcer (Royally Chosen Christmas book 7)

Digger – Road Captain – Owns Royal Towing

Cosmo – Enforcer and money man (Royally F**ked changed to Royally Saved book 6)

Tymber – Tattoo Artist (Royally Twisted book 1)

Ayesha – King’s ole’ lady (Royally Tempted book 3)

Ivy – Tymber’s ole’ lady, former best friend of Luke Royal (Royally Twisted book 1)

Luke Royal – Twin to Duke Royal / Luke committed suicide in Royally Twisted.

Kailani – Traeger’s ole’ lady – Mob boss’s daughter (Father and Brother both killed in previous books) Royally Taken book 2

Lennox – Duke’s ole’ lady – Doc’s daughter – Doctor and old timer (Royally Treasured book 4)

Palmer – Keys’ ole’ lady (Royally Broken book 5)

DaiTai – Cosmo’s ole’ lady (Royally Saved book 6)

Talena – Hollywood’s ole’ lady (Royally Chosen Christmas book 7)

Archer – Formerly known as prospect Frog – Real name is Mick Richardson (Royally Targeted book 9)

Tiana – Sister to Ayesha, Archer’s ole’ lady (Royally Targeted book 9)

Groot – Pete, former prospect, killed in Royally Tempted by Ayesha/King

Former Originals: None have books or have been mentioned except King Sr...yet “wink”

King Royal Sr – President – Deceased

Ryno Marx – VP - Deceased

Argo Peters – Sgt at Arms – Deceased

Crazy Jax – Treasurer – Deceased

Torpedo (Tinny) – Deceased
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Prologue
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Tiana froze, her body aching in places she’d never hurt before.

She heard several male voices, too close to where she lay, as bits of memory came back to her. The sheet beneath her felt scratchy, or maybe it was her body that was more sensitive. Oh god, what had she done?

“I think our plaything is awake, Rico.”

Another man laughed as the bed jostled her.

“Are you playing possum, mi juguete?” Rico asked, brushing her hair back from her face as he ripped the sheet from her body.

“Please,” she whimpered.

“Ah, you did please us. If we weren’t out of time, we’d let you do so again. Don’t fret, though. I’ve decided you were so good. I’m going to keep you.”

She blinked. The horrors of what he’d done to her, what they’d done, came to her as she looked around the room, noticing several men were lounging around naked. They all wore expressions of satisfaction, as if what they’d done was no big deal.

“I want to go home,” she whispered. Tiana needed to climb into the shower and wash away the feeling of being used. God, she couldn’t remember what had happened after she walked into the suite except feeling something sharp stabbing into the side of her neck. Her feet had moved toward Rico, and then...nothing.

Rico’s hot breath brought her back into the moment, and then she was crying out as his fingers clamped down on her jaw, forcing her to look up at him. “Open your eyes.”

Tiana was too scared to do anything except obey.

“You will go home and say nothing about what happened this weekend. Are we clear?” he growled close to her face.

Fear had her nodding. He said weekend, but she’d only just arrived. She’d told her sister she was spending the night with her friend, not the weekend. Surely Ayesha would’ve called the police and was searching for her even now.

“Do not worry, mi juguete. Your sister thinks you’re off at cheer camp. Now get up and shower. We leave in thirty minutes and can’t have you returning home looking as though you’ve been fucked six ways to Sunday, although that’s close to the truth.” Rico got up from the bed.

The motion jarred her, making her wince in pain.

“Ah, I like that sound. Maybe we should have one more bit of fun before sending you back, hmm?”

“Leave her be, Gregor, we don’t have time, and if you hurt her anymore, her sister will notice. The doctor said she’ll need at least a week to recover.” Rico flicked a towel toward Tiana. “Go shower before they decide the doctor is wrong.”

She moved to the side of the bed, holding the towel in front of her. Every step she took toward the bathroom filled her with fear, pain, and shame. She’d been stupid.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter One
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Mick rolled over, cracking his neck, and wished it was that easy to relieve the memories that plagued him.

“Where are you going, baby? It’s still early. Come back to bed.”

He looked over his shoulder at the woman lying in the bed. Shit, he should probably remember her name, but truthfully, he couldn’t recall shit from the night before. A day’s worth of beard scraped his palm as he ran it down his face. The rough texture abraded his palm and reminded him he needed to shower and get moving.

“Sweets, I’d love nothing more than to do that, but I got shit to do, and that ain’t you. You’re welcome to kick it here until checkout is at eleven.” He got up, uncaring of the fact he was totally naked. Hell, he was comfortable in his own skin. He’d grown up where it wasn’t uncommon, since the bastard who was lord of all, or so he pretended to be, used clothes or lack thereof, as a form of punishment.

With a ruthlessness he’d worked hard to control, he slammed the memories of his past away, hating everything about where he’d come from. The bastard’s beliefs weren’t his own. At times, he’d thought it was a pussy move to run the way he had, but Mick gave zero fucks.

“Are you sure I can’t coax you back to bed?”

Mick knew what he’d see if he turned around. What the woman behind him didn’t understand was that he had already seen more sex being had by monsters by the time he’d been sixteen than she’d probably had in all of her twenty-plus years. Shit, his father accused him of fucking women who were pseudo mothers by his, before he’d truly understood what it was to have sex, much less doing the deed. He’d mastered his body’s reactions. Even when the fucking happened right in front of him, he’d refrained from giving in to his baser urges. His father accused him of screwing women he hadn’t touched, and then forced Mick to fuck certain ones as another way to show he was not in control of his own body.

Tugging his jeans up his legs, he didn’t answer or look at the woman again. The disgusted huff let him know she wasn’t happy with him, which was good. He’d rather her be pissed off than try to seduce him, or whatever the fuck she was trying to do. An image of a girl who was too young, too innocent, and too off limits for him popped into his head. King would have his head on a pike and his dick removed from his body if he knew the thoughts that he’d harbored for his wife’s baby sister. For years, dammit, he’d wanted a girl he couldn’t, shouldn’t want.

After he had his T-shirt shrugged on, and his leather cut with the word PROSPECT in the bottom rocker, he shoved his feet into his black shitkickers. “You need anything before I leave, sweets?”

“Do you even know my name, Frog?” she asked.

He stared over at the woman, thinking back to the previous evening. She was sitting up with her back against the cheap headboard, the sheet lying across her lap, while the tits he’d done some dirty deeds to were easy to see from the light streaming in from the bathroom. She didn’t know his real name he was sure, but he wasn’t hurt by that fact. He didn’t like causing pain to women and made sure he chose ones who knew the way shit was before taking them to bed.

Mick made it a point to never lie since he’d been lied to his entire motherfucking life. His eyes met hers, and for a moment, he saw a hint of vulnerability, quickly wiped away with the hardness he recognized. “I could lie and say something that you and I both know ain’t the truth. You didn’t come up here with me thinking we were gonna be anything other than a good time, did you? Hell, you know me as Frog. What’s my real name, sweets?”

He crossed his arms over his chest, waiting for her to answer. Sure, she knew him as Frog, but did she know him? Fuck no. Silence stretched for another long second. Mick crossed the room, the chain connected to his belt loop and his wallet the only sound other than the air conditioner that kicked on.

Her breathing hitched, her shoulders tensed. He didn’t know if she thought he was gonna smack her or what. Fuck, he wasn’t a damn monster. “I had a good time, and I know you did if the scratches on my back and the number of condoms we went through were anything to go by. That’s what this was about. What your name and mine is, has no bearing on what went down between us. That’s all that’s gonna happen. Feel me?” He gripped the back of her hair in a loose grip and kissed her forehead.

“You’re not mad?”

Up close, he could see the smudged makeup under her eyes, and the reality that she was a lot younger than she probably acted. He hoped like hell she was at least old enough to drink, because he knew for a fact, they’d drank a hell of a lot of tequila the night before. “Nah, sweets, I ain’t mad in the least. Go ahead and sleep a few more hours. I’ll tell the front desk we want a late checkout if you’d like?”

“Sounds good. You definitely wore me out. Hey, what’s your real name?” she asked.

“You can call me Frog. All my friends do.” He winked and stood back up before she could get any ideas. He wasn’t one to go back for another round with the same woman. Not because she wasn’t good, but they tended to get ideas, and he was so far from ideal he made sure he steered clear of it.

“I’ll see you around, Frog. Maybe one day I’ll learn your real name, and you’ll learn mine.” She yawned, then scooted down, pulling the covers up to her shoulders.

“Sweets, you need to take better care of yourself. If you’re looking for something more stop looking where you are. You want more, you demand more from the gate, don’t ever settle for less.”

“You’re a nice guy, Frog,” she said around a yawn.

“Nah, I’m an asshole so don’t go thinking I’m your prince charming or some shit. I don’t come back for seconds, sweets.”

Mick walked out the door, not bothering to look backward as he left. He wouldn’t be learning her name or offering her his. If by chance she and he crossed paths again, he hoped she had found herself a man who knew her worth.

*****
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“LET’S ROLL, BOYS. MY ole’ lady wants a tattoo to commemorate the birth of our child, so we’re rolling out in thirty minutes,” King said. His commanding voice reverberated around the clubhouse.

Frog lifted the steaming cup of coffee to his lips, taking a healthy swallow as he listened to the others groan. Being a Royal MC Prospect, he’d gotten a text over two hours ago telling him he was needed at the clubhouse for important business. Seemed the important business was riding as part of the Prez’s woman’s protection. Not that he minded, except it appeared as though the bane of his existence was also going, and fuck him runnin’, Tiana Royal was going to drive him insane.

“What’s that, Frog?” Traeger asked beside him.

“Didn’t say a word.” He took another drink. The hot brew burned his tongue and throat, but he didn’t even grimace.

“I swear to all that is holy, Tiana, you are buying from Hookers R Us or some shit. Go put some damn clothes on,” Ayesha said, pointing her finger toward the door as she tapped her toe.

“Ayesha, I’ll have you know I’m wearing more attire than half the women who were here last night,” Tiana muttered.

Mick kept his eyes down, wondering if he could slip out the door with no one noticing.

“Be that as it may, you’re my little sister, not one of the bitches who hangs out here, hoping to fuck one of the brothers. You are not going out in public like that. Tell her, King.” Ayesha slapped the end of the bar, making the empty glasses rattle.

“Now, baby, don’t get upset. She looks fine. Besides, none of my guys look at her like they do the women who come here. Hell, she doesn’t even hang out up here when it’s dark and they’re partying,” King reassured his woman.

Mick nearly choked on the coffee in his mouth. Traeger slapped him on the back like he was trying to help him spit up a bowling ball or something, which hurt worse than helped. Fuck, he needed to get the hell out of there, or he was liable to bite his tongue off, or get his spine broken by the sergeant at arms.

“You alright, brother?” Digger asked, wiping up the coffee he’d spilt.

Mick got to his feet, keeping his focus away from the scene at the other end of the bar. “Yeah, I gotta take a piss. Let King know I’ll be out by the bikes when he’s ready to roll.”

He took the long way around, going through the kitchen in his bid to avoid getting too close to Tiana and her too sexy little ass. He hit the back door like a man starving for air. Once outside, he inhaled deeply, raising his face up to the sun even though his poor eyes were bloodshot from the night before and his tequila drinking. Ayesha wasn’t far off in her estimation about Tiana’s outfits of choice. Sure, the women who came to the clubhouse dressed similarly, but they were usually looking to hookup or were already with one of the brothers. Tiana, on the other hand wasn’t, and he couldn’t help but stare at her. Mick noticed a lot of other brothers did as well.

The shirt she wore barely covered her ample tits, while the miniscule shorts. He would bet his left nut would show her asscheeks if she bent over. While he wouldn’t say they were inappropriate for most. Fuck, he enjoyed looking as much as the rest of his fellow MC, but when it came to Tiana, he wanted to murder anyone who stared at her too long, wanting to cover her exposed flesh. His dick jumped beneath the fly of his denim, telling him he was a liar. If anything was going to cover her flesh, it was him.

He’d been at the club the night Ayesha had come to King for help a couple years ago. Ayesha had overheard one of the ole’ ladies talking at her salon about the MC saving girls or some shit. He and his—he didn’t like to call the fucker he’d been with a friend, but his buddy at the time had done some stupid shit, and King made an example out of them. That night, Groot was kicked out of the MC as a prospect while they gave him another chance to stay. Luckily for Ayesha, King had agreed to help her find Tiana. A guy posed as a young man online and lured Tiana into his web of sex trafficking. He’d abused her in the worst way, with intentions of making her part of his business. Mick still broke out in a sweat when he thought of what might’ve happened to Tiana if King and Traeger hadn’t rescued her in time. Of course, then there was Groot. His friend was the worst sort of bastard. He couldn’t just leave and find himself another place to fall into. No, the fucker betrayed the brotherhood and was killed.

Not that it was spoken about outside the inner sanctum. If you fuck up and break a rule when you accept a cut, you know you can and will be punished. King is a fair Prez, but he also rules with an iron fist. They knew Rico had been let into King’s house by someone who had the code. The only brother stupid enough to betray an oath to protect King’s ole’ lady was the dumbass Groot. He'd heard shots light up the night, and watched as bodies get carried out, never to be seen again. Mick didn’t blame King or any of the men who took out the trash that night.

“Fuck,” he muttered, walking around the front of the vast compound as he tried to get his head on straight. He was pretty sure she hadn’t been raped or violated, but since he wasn’t part of the family, he couldn’t be for sure. All he knew was that Tiana had been barely legal when she’d been brought in. She’d been just shy of her seventeenth birthday. He only knew her birthday because it was the same day as his, and he was almost ten years older than her. That was two years ago, and things had changed very little. He was still ten years older, too fucking old and too damn tarnished for the likes of her.

“What’s got your panties in a twist, Mick?”

He looked up to where Keys stood near his own bike and smiled. Few people knew his real name, but the computer expert of the MC knew everything about everyone. He’d also been in the military like Mick. They shared a lot of similarities, both able to spot bullshit from a mile away, and like Mick, Keys could spot a fellow SEAL, no matter where they were in the world, it seemed.

“Family fight inside. Figure I’d be safer out here with the bikes. You on protection duty, too?” He walked over to his bike, opening his saddlebag on the side, and fished out the Ibuprofen.

“Hard night last night?” Keys nodded toward the bottle.

Mick shrugged. He hadn’t been at the clubhouse the night before, which Keys had to know. The man was like the eye in the sky or some shit like that. Mick barely got his GED so he could join the military.

“Something like that,” he agreed after swallowing three gel caps with a swig of water.

“Where’d you hightail it off to so early last night? You know we got places for you to bunk here and lots of women who’d love to have you show them some attention.” Keys didn’t look away as he spoke, raised one brow, and waited.

He closed his eyes and drank the last of the bottle before looking back at Keys. A lot of folks had said they looked alike, he and Keys. Mick tried to see it. Shit, his dad had sown so many fields it wouldn’t surprise him if he had a couple hundred brothers and sisters out there. Of course, his dad would’ve moved heaven and earth to ensure they all grew up on his mountain in El Salvador and killed any who tried to leave. Just as he’d done with Mick, Father wouldn’t have allowed his children to be brought up in the bastardized world without proper guidance. He snorted at the thought of what the man would’ve thought of him if he could see him now. Tattoos, leather cut, riding a Harley. An abomination. The prick had dozens of wives, bought, and sold others, and shook hands with the devils themselves, but his children were to always obey him.

“Not sure what you’re thinking about, but I would hate to be on the receiving end of that anger.” Keys voice pulled him from his thoughts.

“Shit, man, sorry. I got a lot on my mind.” He worked to school his features into the emotionless mask he wore most times.

“Yo, assholes, ready to ride? Ayesha and Tiana are riding with Wheels. Let’s roll. Frog, you cool, brother?” King asked, stopping in front of him.

Mick took a deep breath, letting it out slowly. Damn, was everyone fucking worried he’d lose his shit or what? “I’m solid.”

“Good. Let’s go. You and Traeger are in the back. Make sure your eyes are open for any signs of trouble.” King clapped him on the shoulder, walking toward his bike without another word.

“Are we expecting any problems?” he asked Keys.

Keys strolled over toward his Harley, sliding a pair of riding gloves on. “We always expect it, which means we’re never caught off guard, brother. Remember, when we do right, nobody remembers. When we do wrong—well, nobody fucking forgets. That can be taken as a promise, or a threat.”

He didn’t laugh at the words Keys said, knowing they weren’t meant to be in jest. No, the Royal MC did things with calculation and expert care. Although he hadn’t been in on a mission like a full brother, he’d heard rumblings. You didn’t get close to the brothers like he was without hearing stories. The difference was, he wasn’t stupid enough to run his mouth. Loose lips might sink ships, but in their world, loose lips got you lost tongues and sometimes, lives.

The familiar rumble of bikes roared, each man twisting his wrist slightly as they fired up their bikes. This was what he looked forward to. Not just the sounds or the scent of exhaust. Although they too were so fucking familiar, they soothed him like a nursery rhyme. It was the journey of brotherhood, riding with other men who shared a passion he could get behind. He’d stood on the dock and stared out at the ocean after the SEALs discharged him, wondering what the fuck he was going to do.

Groot, whose real name was Pete, left Special Ops at the same time as him. An explosion blasted both Groot and him out of their Humvees, injuring them. Mick had been in the first vehicle, while Groot was in the one behind him, with their team heading toward an extraction point to pick up intel. They’d been planning what they were going to do once they got out of the country they were in, knowing none of the locals gave a damn that they were there to help, and then shit went to hell. Mick woke up in a hospital, unable to move, fearing he’d be paralyzed for the rest of his life. He’d worked his ass off to regain movement, shocking the physicians and therapists. He’d not only walked but ran. Few people with a broken back like him lived to talk about it. Hell, if the blast didn’t blow him clear of the vehicle that hot sunny day, Mick knew he and Pete would’ve been pushing daisies, instead of escaping with hardly a scrape. If it hadn’t been for the other team that had come upon them within minutes, Mick was sure he’d be dead, because whoever set the bombs would surely have come looking to see if they’d accomplished their goals.

When Pete had strolled up to him after being discharged, like he’d been waiting for him, with only a slight limp, wearing his customary cock-sure attitude. Mick’s instant relief at having someone familiar next to him, kept him from questioning why Pete’s injuries were so minor. Especially when the explosion had killed everyone else on their team, Hell, Mick’s own damages to his person had been a close call, but Pete had sighed as if the weight of the world was on his shoulders and said he was happy to see Mick. Nobody had ever said that before to him.

At twenty-seven and with no actual skills but fucking and killing, he was pretty sure there wasn’t much work out there for guys like him. He’d actually contemplated just...ending it. The Father, the fucking bastard who had wrecked his world, sure as shit wouldn’t welcome him back onto his mountain, not that he’d ever thought of going back there. Groot, aka Pete, had suggested they stick together. He had introduced him to his friends and family in Los Angeles, the likes of which Mick didn’t care for as they reminded him too much of what he’d run from in El Salvador. At the time, Mick had needed an anchor, and Pete was that for him.

He’d often wondered why Pete’s family hadn’t come looking for the bastard after he’d disappeared, knowing he and Mick were buddies. Poor Ayesha had shot Pete when he’d helped Rico get into the main house looking for Tiana. The trauma Ayesha suffered from that alone had King taking the blame and making sure everyone knew to keep their mouths closed about what went down. Since the Prez had also shot the fucker, he’d told her it was him who’d taken the kill shot, but they were pretty sure it had been her bullet that ended his life.

His adopted family, the Richardsons, had said he’d come to them as a half-grown boy with so much anger they couldn’t help but love him. Of course, they also said they’d seen vulnerability and love inside him. Mick wasn’t sure how they’d seen all that, when he couldn’t, but fuck all if he didn’t appreciate that they had, and he was even happier they’d seen him go into the military and become someone they were proud of. Although he still didn’t see or feel like he deserved their praise. Especially since he wished he could go back and kill the son-of-a-bitch who murdered his mother, he actually thought about it more than was probably healthy. He also knew if he’d been the one to go missing, and they’d been alive, they’d have left no stone unturned in their search for him.

Now the evil fuck who sat like a god on his mountain in El Salvador was a different story. To Enrique, Mick was dead, and that was exactly how he wanted to stay.

He had little in the way of material things, except he had an old pickup that was his pride and joy, his Harley, and the money he’d made while in the military. Each government check he’d made in the ten years since he’d enlisted, he’d put in the bank. Although he didn’t have any grand plans for what he was going to do with his life, he wanted to have money for when he got out.

Fate was a fickle bitch, though. Pete had introduced him to the MC, a group that Mick never would’ve thought to be a part of. Now, as he rode behind the Prez and the other members to a tattoo shop a couple years later. He loved being part of the protection detail for the woman who took the fucker out. Mick would choose the brotherhood and the MC over Pete again if given the choice.

He wondered what the tattoo Ayesha had chosen was going to look like. He also wondered who was going to hold King back when his woman cried in pain. That big bastard could get downright mean when it came to his ole’ lady. King would kill and take the blame for a murder for the little woman he’d claimed. To think he wouldn’t come unglued watching her in pain wasn’t far-fetched, especially after hearing they’d had to almost sedate him when she’d been in labor with Legend.
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TIANA CROSSED HER LEGS in the backseat, seething over the argument her sister had started in front of the entire clubhouse. Her embarrassment, compounded by the fact the one man she wished hadn’t been there to see it, was front and center.

“Are you going to give me the silent treatment the entire ride, T?”

She didn’t look up and give her sister the satisfaction of seeing the hurt in her eyes. Okay, that was harsh, because she knew her sister didn’t want to hurt her. Still, what she’d done had been beyond wrong in her estimation.

“We already discussed my outfit at the house. You bringing it up at the clubhouse wasn’t right, and you know it. You embarrassed me,” she whispered.

“Tiana, I didn’t want to embarrass you, but you weren’t listening to me. When you dress like...like that, you’re inviting men to—” Ayesha trailed off.

Tiana turned in the seat to face her sister. “Oh, are you saying that by dressing like a ho, I’m announcing to all and sundry that they can have their way with me? Newsflash, sis, women should be able to dress any way they want and not fear some asshole is gonna look at her and think he can take advantage of her. And for your information, men don’t rape women because they see a scantily clad woman and think, damn, I should fuck her since she’s nearly naked. Rape is an act of violence, not lust.”

Ayesha slashed her hand through the air. “I know that, and no, that is not what I mean. God, stop putting words in my mouth.”

“I’m not putting words in your mouth. You just said it. Didn’t she, Wheels?” Tiana asked the man driving the Escalade.

“He isn’t going to get into our argument. I’m sorry, okay. Gah, I’m such an awful parent. How can I raise a baby when I can’t even do this right?” Ayesha cried, wiping at the tears flowing from her eyes.

Tiana groaned, slamming her head on the back of the seat. “Oh, for fuckssake, stop it. You and I both know you’re a great mom. You stepped up and filled the shoes of mom and dad for me when you could’ve sent me away. And this little one is so blessed to have you as his mama. You just need to realize I’m not a little kid, Ayesha. I fucked up. Badly, yes, and I’ll never be able to thank you and King for saving me. But dressing like this is no different from every other girl my age. Me or any woman dressing like this doesn’t give anyone the right to violate them.”

“I know. It’s just hard for me to imagine you like this, when I think of you as the girl I used to dress up in seersucker and pigtails.” Ayesha stretched her hand across the seat.

Unable to stay mad at her sister, Tiana took her sister’s outstretched hand, interlocking their fingers over the baby’s car seat. “Well, I can totally put my hair in pigtails for you if you’d like. I think they’re making a comeback.”

“Please don’t. I can only imagine you’d make some of the guys’ wet dreams come true. I’d then have to have King kill a couple of his brothers. That would be bad for club morale.”

Wheels chuckled, but he didn’t say a word. Tiana had a feeling her sister was right, though. The one man she wished would be interested in her found it really damn easy to ignore, not only her, but every attempt she made to draw his attention.

When they pulled up to the tattoo shop, she looked at Ayesha, back to the window with the words Twisted Ink on the front. “I want to get a tattoo,” she announced. Although they treated her like she was a child, she’d just turned nineteen and didn’t need permission. However, Tymber and the other artists wouldn’t touch her skin if King said no. If Ayesha was on her side, then King would approve.

“T, a tattoo is permanent. I’ve thought of my design for a long time. Tymber’s had a picture of what I wanted for a while and know what he’s going to put on me will be amazing. You can’t just decide you want to get a tattoo and walk into a shop and get one.”

She hated when her sister got all superior on her. “Ayesha, I’ve thought of getting a tattoo for a long time as well. Plus, I know exactly what I want and where I want it.”

Her entire life flipped upside down after Rico lied and took her like a lamb to the slaughter. Tiana was sure she would’ve been killed. Of course, after the brutal attack, she’d almost wished for death thinking about her future with the sex traffickers. Yet it wasn’t fair to throw it up in her face, dammit. While there’s no denying Ayesha was the smart one, Tiana had good aspects. She excelled in arts, sketched exactly what she’d wanted at least a dozen times over the last two years until she was sure it looked perfect.

“Shit, I’m doing it again, aren’t I?”

“What?” Tiana asked. She didn’t dare look at her sister.

“I’m assuming you’re jumping into the fire without a flammable suit. You’re not stupid, T, and here I am assuming you are. Fuck me.” Ayesha sat back with a sigh.

Her nephew grabbed for her hand. His first birthday was coming up, but he was already a big boy, like his dad. Her sister was a great mom. She was the best. She just needed to let go of Tiana a little.

“I’ve made some pretty questionable decisions, sis. I mean, how many people can say sex traffickers kidnapped them?” She lifted her hand, smiling. “Me. I did, and I lived to tell the tale thanks to my kickass sister who faced down a big bad biker. Of course, you kinda owe me, because look at you now. You’re married to said biker and have the cutest little boy,” Tiana said, winking at her sister.

“That’s a stretch, saying I owe you, but I agree that I’m blessed.” Ayesha let out a happy sigh.

Tiana nodded. “Now, you can trust that I learned a little lesson out of that ordeal. Look.” She opened her phone, pulled up her doc file where she kept her designs. There were several she’d worked on, but she located the one she needed that had the one she’d perfected.

Her finger traced the image of the butterfly made of two half skulls coming together to one complete piece. “See the half butterfly flying above the two half skulls? Some might find the design gruesome, but I think it’s beautiful. At first, I was going to make the one above more feminine like the one below, but then I changed my mind and went with a more androgynous design. The surrounding butterflies are normal...if the artist keeps with my design and doesn’t add any fancy shit to them. I’m hoping they can add watercolor around it, with some shading in dark teals and pinks with some darker purples, but figure one of the tattoo artists, preferably a female, would know what looks good once she starts working.”

“Holy shit, Tiana, this is fantastic. This is what you want to get?” Ayesha swiped her finger across the screen to the next image Tiana had drawn.

She nodded.

“I shoulda told you what I wanted and had you draw it before sending it to Tymber. I’ll have you do it for my next, if I make it through this one. Okay, if there’s an artist here who King thinks is good enough, and they have time to do yours, then you can get this. But this will probably take more than one sitting,” Ayesha warned.

Tiana couldn’t prevent the grin that split her face. “Thank you, sis. I love you.”

“Don’t get all excited until we know for sure it can be done today.”

She unbuckled and waited for Ayesha to scoot out onto the sidewalk before following the car seat out. They had one of those deluxe models that was a car seat and stroller combined with just a press at the sides.

Hollywood’s mom and Doc waited on the sidewalk, both smiling from ear-to-ear.

“Oh my god, Tara, you’re a godsend. Thanks for offering to keep an eye on this big guy. When Doc called and said you two would watch Legend this afternoon, I swear my heart melted.”

Tara was asking about baby food, since her sister had been breastfeeding now that Legend was on food as well, so she was leaving Ayesha to her mom duties.

Tiana waved at the older couple as she walked toward the shop, leaving her sister and nephew with Hollywood’s mom, Tara, and Doc. The older man was one of the founding members of the Royal MC. Life sure was a funny thing, uniting Doc with Hollywood’s mom. She shrugged off thoughts of the other couples when Mick and Keys pulled up last. There was no way she was going to stand outside and watch Mick stare through her again.

A woman with long black hair looked up with a welcoming smile.

“Hi, I’m with them.” Tiana pointed over her shoulder at the bikes outside by the curb. “I don’t have an appointment, but my sister Ayesha does with Tymber. I was wondering if anyone could do this design on me.” She turned her phone around to show the older girl.

“Whoa, who drew this?”

“Shoot, sorry. That’s not what I want.” Tiana tried to grab her phone back, her face flooding with red-hot heat. The design in question was another one she’d drawn. “I’m definitely not getting that tattoo,” she muttered.

“That is some straight up A-one drawing, there. Did you do that?”

“Lux, you’re probably scaring the gorgeous thang. Can I help you, darling?”

Tiana backed away, then caught herself. The man might be big and tattooed, but she had a contingent of bad-ass-bikers outside who had her back. “Do you tattoo?” she asked the woman he’d called Lux.

“As a matter of fact, I do. Is that the design you’re wanting done?” Lux motioned toward the phone.

The bell above the door jangled, and she knew it had to be Ayesha coming in, so she didn’t turn around.

“Ayesha, did you finally wise up and leave that big...shit? Nah, look at you all glowing and looking even more gorgeous than the last time I saw you.” Ember flashed a white grin as he spoke.

“Ember, you got all your insurances paid up. I’m pretty sure King will be glad to rearrange that pretty face of yours,” Lux offered with a grin.

“Why am I kicking his ass this time?” King asked, walking up next to Ayesha, pulling her into his side like she was a part of him.

“I have no idea, brother. All I know is I complimented your ole’ lady, and now this one is busting my balls.” Ember jerked his head toward Lux.

Tiana rolled her eyes as the two men slapped hands, then did the man's shoulder bump hug thing. She didn’t understand the whole caveman antics, but they all did the same damn thing—talked smack, slapped hands, or bumped knuckles before going in for the man hug. The ritual was almost like a mani-pedi for women, but they just didn’t see it like that.

“You’re thinking they’re like a bunch of cackling hens, aren’t you?” Lux whispered.

“Look at em, all bro-hugging and shit. Yet, they’ll make fun of us women when we want to go get our toes done.” She scooted her right foot across the floor, wondering when the last time she’d actually gone and had her toes done professionally. Years.

“Yeah, but they’re fucking sexy as shit when they do it. Come on, I’ll need you to fill out some paperwork before we get started. I’m assuming you're over eighteen or that one would be signing for you.” Lux pointed one black nail toward King.

She jerked her head up and down. “I’m nineteen, but he and she had to approve before I could get this.” Tiana tapped her phone screen.

If she snarled a bit, she didn’t give a shit.

“Tymber, you take care of my girls for me.” King’s tone was laced with a little friendliness and a touch of warning.

“Yeah, don’t threaten me, brother. You know nothing will happen to anyone inside my shop. Go on and get your ugly mug outta here so I can work my magic. I can’t do that with you breathing down my neck. You cool with Lux inking your sister?” Tymber and Ayesha stopped by the table where Tiana and Lux were standing.

Tiana tensed, waiting for King to change his mind.

“Nah, we’re cool. T, you good?” King placed his big hand on her shoulder and waited.

She looked up and into the eyes of the man who’d changed all their lives for the better, feeling the stress ease from her shoulders. “Yeah, I’m good. Thank you.”

King kissed her forehead, then strode toward Ayesha, pulling her into his arms. She didn’t need to watch to know he was staking his claim or to know her sister was melting into a puddle of mush in his big arms. One day, she wanted to have a man so overcome with need for her he’d do the same, no matter when or where they were. Her eyes lifted, meeting a pair of dark eyes staring at her through the big windows. Her heart fluttered the moment she locked gazes with Mick. He’d been a prospect who’d seen her at her worst, yet with his kindness, he’d stolen her heart the night he found her sobbing outside of King’s home a week after she’d been rescued, letting her cry without demanding anything from her.

Nobody but the two of them were aware of her little meltdown.

Nobody but the two of them were aware of the fact he’d held her and let her cry on his shoulder and promised her nobody would ever hurt her again.

Nobody but the two of them were aware that she’d told him she wanted to die the night they’d saved her, before she’d known she had a chance at being saved.

Nobody but her knew what had happened to her that night before...
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Chapter Two
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Tiana shoved the memory back into the cage she’d built into a corner so far in the back of her mind, a place she hoped to never revisit.

“We good?” she asked Lux, laying the pen to the side of the paper with a hand that only shook a little.

“Yep, let me scan this into the computer and make a few modifications. Once I get that done, I’ll have you look at it and make sure you’re good with it before I transfer onto paper. That other image, the one I saw? One day, if you want it inked on you, you let me know.” Lux stared at Tiana and waited.

“Let’s see how I do with this one first,” Tiana said.

Lux grinned and rubbed her hands together. “The paper I use will go onto you like a sticker. Usually I do the drawing, but damn, like I said, this is gorgeous just as it is.” Lux spoke while pressing send on the phone.

She’d already signed the consent form and forwarded the image to Lux, her stomach knotted up with the thought of everyone seeing her art. Tiana sat on the table, her legs swinging back and forth, the scent of ink filling her lungs.

“Here we go. What do you think?”

She looked up and stared at the image in Lux’s hand, tilted her head to the side, then pointed at the butterfly that didn’t look right. Lux went to her computer and made a few adjustments, and then she printed out the image.

“This is going to be total badass tat, girl. You sure you want it on your thigh?” Lux held the paper up with her image.

“Yeah. You can add the watercolors at your discretion, but I want the rest to be black and grey. That cool?” Tiana looked down at the way the butterfly-skull covered most of her thigh with the smaller one above, closer to her panty line.

“Girl, with sticks like yours, it’s totally cool. Let’s get started. You gotta go to the bathroom?”

Her abrupt question had Tiana whipping her head around to see if anyone was listening. “Um, I could go, yeah.”

“Go on and do your business, because once I start, we don’t want to stop so you can go to the little girls’ room.” Lux made the gun in her hand buzz for emphasis.

Tiana looked down at her leg and the design as she walked, nearly colliding with a solid body. “Oof, sorry.”

“It’s cool. I just came to see if—whoa, that’s some nice art.”

Warmth flooded her as Mick held her at arm’s length. She felt as though he was caressing her while his eyes looked her up and down. “Th...thanks. Um, what did you come in for?”

He released her as quickly as he grabbed her, like she’d burned him. “Yeah, shit. King wanted me to let his ole’ lady know we’re posted out back, and for you ladies to come out that way if you got done early. From the looks of that, though, you’re gonna be there a while. You sure you ready for that kind of pain?”

She took a step back, then moved around his tall, imposing body. He wasn’t asking because he cared about her, but because he probably didn’t want to be stuck outside the shop for longer than it took for Ayesha’s tattoo. “I’m good. I’ll make sure Ayesha knows where King is.”

Tiana kept her feelings at bay and hidden behind the façade she’d created over the last couple of years. They treated her like a child who didn’t know her own fucking mind. Goddammit, she fucked up once. Okay, it was a major fuck up, one that nearly cost her life, but fuck, it was a long time ago. Years, dammit. Maybe not a lifetime, but she’d been younger, dumber, and a lot more naïve. She’d wanted...she’d wanted someone to love her, and to want her for her. Yeah, she’d fucked up, but she’d owned her shit. Why couldn’t they let it go?

Once she was inside the bathroom, she waited until the door shut and the lock was engaged before turning on the water. Tiana then went to the stall in the very back, shut the door, and pulled her jean shorts down. Seeing the red lines that cut across her pelvis centered her. The scars of her past might’ve healed over time, but she’d made sure to reopen them, time and time again, so that she wouldn’t forget the lessons she’d learned. She didn’t need anyone else bringing up her ignorance, or them throwing up the stupid shit she’d done. All she had to do was pull her pants down and look to see what the fuck she’d done.

She sat down on the toilet; a shuttering cry wracked her frame. A minute or two was all she’d let herself have to feel sorry for herself. After she was sure nobody outside would notice her mini breakdown, she finished and flushed the toilet. Lux was right when she said she wouldn’t want to get up in the middle of her inking to go to the bathroom. She winced slightly when the rough denim brushed against the fresh wounds on the opposite side to where she was having the tattoo.

The image staring back at her while she washed her hands didn’t look any different than the one who’d come in. No red-rimmed eyes that looked haunted, no shattered girl, just Tiana, the sister of Ayesha. Perfect.

Pulling the door open, she nearly ran into Mick again. “Shit, Mick, what the hell are you doing standing outside the bathroom?”

“Waiting on you. I wanted to make sure you were okay.” His deep voice and concerned stare gave her the confidence to stare back at him.

She waved her hand down her body. “As you can see, I’m fine.”

“You were in there an awfully long time. You sure you’re alright?”

“What the fuck is this? Do I not look okay? I’m not made of glass, and I’m not a little girl who gets her wittle feelings hurt easily. Trust me, I’m good. Go on out with the others and chill.” She slid past his gorgeous form and left him standing there.

“Girl, that man has it bad for you,” Lux whispered.

Tiana looked back where she’d seen Mick last, finding the hall empty. “Nah, he’s just doing what King told him to do. Trust me, if he had it bad for me, he could’ve had me.”

Lux snorted but indicated her table instead of arguing. “Hop on up. On a scale of one to ten, what’s your pain threshold with one being you’re a total pussy, and ten being you’re a baddass bitch like me?”

“Please, don’t be so modest, Lux,” Tymber called from across the room.

“Hey, when you’re as awesome as I am, it’s a chore to keep it low-key.” Lux began opening up packages.

Tiana laughed and settled down on the bed. She didn’t know how to tell the other woman that pain didn’t faze her. When the needle touched her skin, she sighed. The hard surface beneath her felt like a cloud, embracing her like arms. Tiana lost track of time and place. The scents and sounds allowed her body to relax and enjoy the stabbing sensation.

“Damn, that is fucking crazy. Like, she literally fell asleep while you worked. Hell, I think she might’ve even drooled.”

“Shut the fuck up, or I’ll kick you in the balls, Link.”

Tiana came awake to the sound of Lux threatening another man. She should’ve felt fear, but her body was completely and totally relaxed. “Are you done?” Good lord, was that her scratchy voice?

“Yeah. We’ll still need to do another session to finish up some of the shading and watercolors, but you were like a boss bitch, snoring and all.”

Tiana tried to sit up, but a little dizzy spell had her staying flat.

“Whoa, hold steady. I don’t need you doing a faceplant. Let me get you a bottle of water then we’ll get you up and sitting.”

“Look at Lux. You’d think she’s taken care of a sub or two in her time.” Ember stood across the room; his green eyes narrowed as they locked on her.

“I’m not a sub,” Tiana said, moving to a sitting position.

“What are you then, little girl? You lay there for three hours, sleeping like you didn’t feel a thing. I know grown men who can’t do that shit. You didn’t just sleep, you fucking zoned straight the fuck out like you were in the best motherfucking subspace. If you ain’t a sub, then I ain’t a man with a dick. Newsflash, little girl, I am most assuredly a man, and I definitely got a dick. Care to see for yourself?” Ember asked, moving to stand.
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