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PROLOGUE
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Adela

WHEN THE ALARM WENT off, I was already awake, though I was still in bed, postponing the moment of getting up for another work shift. Not that I was complaining, but... I felt tired.

Tired of my daily routine.

Tired of the loneliness my days had become.

With a sigh, I swung my legs out of the messy bed, stretching my arms high above my head. I stood up and sidestepped the clutter that was my apartment. My day off was in two days, when I could finally clean everything.

I’d lived in El Paso, Texas, for five years, ever since I’d left my parents’ house in Austin to live with my boyfriend at the time. Our relationship ended two years ago, so I’d had to make it on my own.

Obviously, that hadn’t been the plan, considering that when I left home, I’d dreamed of a grand love adventure and starting a family; still, I felt like a winner for holding my convictions above any relationship. When my ex-boyfriend Bruce showed me his true face, I realized my love for him wasn’t greater than my self-respect. So, I decided to walk my path alone.

Without fear.

Without guilt.

The clock read four in the afternoon, so I scattered my random thoughts and got out of bed. I needed to get ready for work.
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IT WAS EARLY EVENING, and I was zigzagging from one side to the other in the diner where I worked as a waitress. The place wasn’t huge compared to other establishments in the city, but it was a good work environment. The owner was very generous. Besides me, there was another girl, but she handled the register. The other employees stayed in the kitchen.

Usually, the work atmosphere was quite pleasant, despite the occasional inconvenience with male customers. I needed serious finesse to dodge the advances of entitled men who thought they had the right to touch me as if I were part of the menu.

“Can I get you gentlemen anything else?” I asked two men, using my professional posture.

“Can I order anything?” one of them questioned. I looked at him, arching my eyebrows. The man was gorgeous with that blond hair and well-groomed beard. His blue eyes were on mine the whole time, as if daring me to refuse his pickup line.

“Anything on the menu, sir,” I indicated, trying not to show anything, least of all my irritation.

His friend gave a little chuckle but said nothing, just lowered his head as he kept drinking his beer.

“You sure?” he insisted, not giving up. Boldly, his hand caught mine as I picked up the plate with his leftovers. “I bet you’d have a lot of fun if you gave me a chance, red,” he insinuated.

Without controlling the impulse, I threw the leftovers at him, and he flinched at my abrupt act. I saw the shock in his beautiful eyes.

“I already said I’m not for sale,” I hissed through my teeth.

Then, I turned on my heel and walked away.

I felt nervous because if the idiot wanted to complain about me to my boss, the man would certainly fire me, even though I was an exemplary employee. Despite that realization, I wasn’t sorry; I hated feeling like a damn piece of meat.
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IT WAS PAST MIDNIGHT when I found myself walking to the back of the restaurant to take out the trash; there was no one else in the diner, just me. Everyone else had already left.

I wasn’t always responsible for closing the place, but that day I’d been awarded the honor. I almost felt like laughing.

The back of the place opened onto a narrow, dark alley, straight out of a horror movie. I tossed the trash bags and then prepared to go back inside, but someone grabbed me and slammed me against the nearby wall. I didn’t even have time to scream because a huge hand pressed against my mouth.

“Promise you won’t scream?” a threatening whisper asked.

I nodded my head affirmatively.

Even suspicious, Bruce loosened the grip of his hand. His body was pressing mine against the wall, so there was no chance of escaping his hold.

My eyes clouded with terror at the situation. I knew my ex-boyfriend, and I knew he was capable of anything.

“W-what do you want, Bruce?” I asked, my voice terrified.

His eyes dropped to my lips, and one of his hands dragged across my body, making me sick. I couldn’t even believe I’d once been in love with him.

“You, Adela,” he answered without blinking. “How many more times do I have to tell you that, huh?” His mouth descended toward mine, but I turned my face, making his lips slide across my cheek. “Come back to me, baby...”

Tears fell without me being able to control them. Bruce started kissing my chin and neck, even as I tried to push him away.

“Why don’t you understand?” I asked through my tears.

The fury in his eyes scared me even more, making me swallow hard.

“The only thing I understand is that you’re mine, Adela,” he declared in a threatening tone, holding me by the waist and turning me against the cold wall. My face hurt a little when he pressed it hard. “That hasn’t changed...” He hiked up my skirt, despite my protests, “and it’s not going to change.”

Just as he was about to pull down my panties, something happened, and Bruce was ripped away from me.

“What the fuck is going on here?” a male voice shouted as I tried to pull myself together.

“Who the fuck are you?” Bruce reacted, lunging at the stranger, who fell after taking a blow to the face. “How dare you interfere in something that’s none of your business?”

The two began an extremely aggressive fight while I just stood there, not knowing what to do and unable to react. My eyes went back and forth as the two men attacked each other like gladiators.

“I hate cowards, you piece of shit motherfucker!” the stranger snarled, punching Bruce repeatedly. “Can’t get a girl the right way, so you have to take her by force? Well, let me show you what I do with would-be men like you.”

At that moment, Bruce grabbed a gun and pointed it at the other man. I covered my face with both hands, frightened by everything I was witnessing.

“Well, this is what I do with meddlers like you.” He cocked the gun.

The stranger’s movement was so fast that even I struggled to understand everything that happened before my eyes. One minute, Bruce had the gun, but the next, he became the target.

“Get up, you son of a bitch!” he roared at Bruce, who got up slowly. He was covered in blood. “I could put a bullet in your head, right here, right now. How about that?”

“Go ahead,” Bruce said, trying not to show fear. But I knew him. “But know this won’t end here. Not at all. You don’t know who you’re messing with.”

The stranger gave a low chuckle and then clicked his tongue.

“Tsk, tsk, tsk... on the contrary, you don’t know who you’re messing with.” He fired, making me scream in fright. When I looked, the bullet had hit the dumpster beside us. “The next one, I guarantee I won’t miss.” He threatened, cocking the gun again. “Now get the fuck out of here!”

I was still frozen in place as I watched Bruce walk away, albeit reluctantly. My whole body was trembling uncontrollably.

“Are you okay?” I jumped at the sound of the voice near me. Even with the poor lighting, I could recognize the blond guy I’d served earlier at the diner.

He raised his hands.

“Forgive me, I don’t want to scare you even more.” He added, tucking the gun into his waistband. “Did that coward hurt you?”

I couldn’t find my voice, so I just shook my head.

After that, I pushed off the wall and headed for the door. I stopped when I noticed he wasn’t following me.

“Aren’t you coming?”

I went straight to the kitchen, where I turned on the faucet and washed my face and neck to calm my nerves. More composed, I turned around and found my savior just inches away. It was him... the man who’d tried to sweet-talk me.

“You’re hurt,” I commented, indicating the blood on his eyebrow and mouth. “I’ll wet a cloth to clean the wounds,” I said, already gathering the things I’d need. Moments later, I got closer to him, nervous about our proximity. His eyes never left mine as I cleaned the injuries on his face. His scent filled my nostrils. “Why did you come back here?”

“To say goodbye,” he answered, not looking away from my eyes.

I couldn’t resist the urge to smile.

“But we’re not close,” I countered, trying to understand his logic.

I swallowed a deep breath when he raised his hand to touch my face.

“I know, but ever since I saw you earlier, your face hasn’t left my head for a single second,” he confessed, making my heart beat faster.

Awkwardly, I stepped back and turned away from him for a few seconds. Suddenly, I turned around and leaned against the kitchen counter.

“You shouldn’t have done what you did,” I warned, anguished by the danger he’d put himself in for me. “That man you almost killed is my ex-boyfriend, one of the bosses of the biggest gang in the city. He’s dangerous and cruel.”

I watched as he made a disgusted face.

“You used to be with that guy?”

Shock took over my face.

“That’s the only detail you paid attention to?” I asked in astonishment, though I was finding it funny.

“The only detail I found pertinent.” He shrugged.

We stared at each other for a few moments. The sparks between us were torturously suffocating; there was no denying it.

“My name is Adela. What’s yours?” I asked to break the disconcerting silence.

“Daniel.”

The way he looked at me was so exciting, as if I were some kind of masterpiece, or a very tasty meal. My stomach twisted with anxiety.

I moved closer again, this time wrapping my arms around his neck.

“Want to take me home, Daniel?” I whispered, staring at his inviting lips. “After everything that happened a few minutes ago, you’ve definitely got my attention.”

Smiling, he wasted no time and pressed his mouth to mine, making me moan at the softness of his lips.
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I’D BARELY OPENED THE door to my apartment before I was pinned against the wood. My whole body was on fire from the touch of those skillful hands. Deep down, I knew I shouldn’t act so recklessly, bringing this stranger to my home, especially after everything that had happened with Bruce. But I ignored all the damn warnings and just let myself be carried away by the desire vibrating in my core.

The desire to feel loved.

Desired.

Truly cared for.

Before we even reached my bedroom, our clothes were already scattered on the floor.

“Yes, like that...” I moaned insanely the moment he threw me onto the bed and buried his face between my legs to taste me. “Oh, holy fuck!” I started to scream, unable to control the overwhelming pleasure. “Oh, that’s so good...”

My scandal seemed to amuse him because I could hear his low chuckle, which sent small tremors through my whole body from the vibration.

“So sensitive,” he murmured, just as I came undone under his tongue. He put on a condom and then positioned himself over me again, climbing up with kisses, taking a few minutes to caress my medium-sized breasts, licking and biting my tender nipples. “I can’t wait to see your reactions when my cock is buried deep inside you, red.”

Desperate for more, I held his face and pressed my lips to his, craving more of his kisses.

Spreading my legs with his, he invaded me with a single thrust, sending me into delirium with the hot, delicious sensation. I threw my head back and arched my spine, feeling the fullness of the moment; my whole body seemed to be floating.

“Look at me,” he demanded, intensifying his thrusts, making the penetration deeper. “I want to see your eyes while I’m fucking you. I want you to know who’s here right now.”

I didn’t say anything; instead, I wrapped my legs around his waist and then managed to roll us over so I was on top. I began to ride his cock like a desperate woman; his hands came to my breasts, squeezing them with calculated pressure. I could feel his hips moving with mine, matching my rhythm.

“So fucking good.” He hissed, pinching my nipples between his fingers.

I screamed when a shattering orgasm knocked me down, stealing my breath and taking all my strength with it. Daniel put me back under his body, intensifying his thrusts in search of his own release.

With a few more drives, his rough groan let me know he’d come too, sending shivers from my head to my toes. It was so sexy.

He collapsed beside me.

Even breathless, I shifted to look at him. The man was too beautiful, like a work of nature with all those tattoos.

“Got time for a shower?” I asked, which made him offer me a smile. A mere smile that warmed my heart completely.

“It would be a pleasure, red.” He leaned in to steal a kiss.

The night was young.
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I WOKE UP THE NEXT day with someone touching my body. Soon, a smile appeared on my lips as my brain remembered the hot moments I’d had with Daniel.

I bit my lip when I felt his hand sliding down my naked body, moving lower, between my legs.

“Hmmm... that feels good,” I moaned.

“I agree,” sounded the voice that made me open my eyes immediately.

“Bruce!” I exclaimed, frightened. I rolled across the bed, away from him. I ended up falling on the floor but managed to get up quickly. “How did you get in here?” I asked, looking around, trying to understand what was happening. I deduced that Daniel, the man who had been my lover for long hours before, had woken up before me and left. I wasn’t even surprised.

Bruce smiled crookedly, walking around the bed. The bruises on his face from the assault hours before were very visible.

“It doesn’t matter how I got in here,” he retorted, staring at me with that sick look. “The only thing I want to know is: who was that guy last night?”

I grabbed a sheet to cover myself.

“I don’t know,” I lied. “I’ve never seen him before in my life.”

“Liar!” he shouted, grabbing my arm and pulling me toward him. “Did you already fuck him? Is that why he was defending you like that?”

I started to cry.

“You’re hurting me, Bruce, please...”

“Oh, I’m hurting you?” he mocked, pushing me against the bed. “You haven’t seen anything yet, bitch.” He brought his hands to his belt, starting to take it off. My heart raced with terror.

Desperate, I tried to escape, but his hands grabbed my legs, forcing me to stay on the bed. Struggling, I managed to land a kick on his face, which made him let go.

Free from his grip, I managed to get away and run out of the bedroom. However, Bruce soon caught up with me. I screamed when I felt his hands on my waist, but one of them closed over my mouth, silencing my cry for help.

“What’s the hurry, baby?” he whispered, licking my ear. “You know it drives me crazy when you play hard to get...”

Tears blurred my vision, and sobs wracked my body uncontrollably.

Refusing to give up, I drove my elbow back hard, jamming it into his ribs. It made him loosen his grip just enough for me to wrench myself from his arms. I felt his hand grab for my arm again, but I twisted free, and the force of it threw him off balance, his foot slipping on the living room rug. He fell so suddenly that the heavy thud of his body hitting the floor startled me.

At first, I didn’t understand what I was seeing. But when I saw the dark stain of blood spreading beneath his head, panic seized me completely. The bastard had hit the sharp corner of a piece of furniture.

“Oh, my God!” I exclaimed, running to the front door and locking it. My mind was a chaotic jumble of feelings and sensations as I tried to process my entire reality in that single moment.

Terrified as I was, I went back to Bruce and knelt down, pressing my fingers to his jugular just to be sure, to know for certain if he was alive or not.

Dead.

He was dead.

Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!

I ran to the bedroom, grabbed a suitcase, and threw open my closet. I started gathering my things, shoving everything into the bag.

But who was I trying to fool? I would never get out of this city alive. Not after killing one of the leaders of the biggest gang in the region. They would hunt me to the ends of the earth.

That realization drained every last ounce of my strength and courage. I was trapped, with my hands tied.

I let myself collapse onto the bed, allowing the tears to take over completely. There was no way out. I was lost.

How had I gone from a wonderful night to such a terrifying morning?

Lying there, my eyes came to rest on the nightstand. Or rather, on a small piece of paper lying on top of it. I blinked, wiping the tears from my face roughly with the back of my hand. I sat up and picked up the paper. It was a note from Daniel.

Forgive me for leaving like this, but I didn’t want to wake you. This is my number, in case you want to see me again, Red.

I read the message over and over, along with his phone number.

With trembling hands, I picked up my phone and dialed his number.

“Hello.” He answered on the second ring.

I took a deep breath, trying to swallow my sobs.

“Hello, Daniel?”

“Yeah, it’s me. Who is this?” he asked, suspicion in his voice.

“Adela,” I answered, already weeping. “I-I’m sorry to call you like this... b-but I’m desperate.” I had no idea if he could even understand me. “H-have you left town yet?”

“Calm down, sweetheart, and tell me what’s going on. Why are you crying?”

I sobbed loudly, trying to erase the image of Bruce from my mind.

“C-could you... c-could you come to my house?” I asked. “I n-need help. It’s urgent, Daniel. P-please...” I begged, desperate.

“I’m on my way,” he said without hesitation. Then he hung up.

I threw the phone onto the mattress and pulled the sheet over me, covering my body with it. I wished I could erase this whole fucking mess. I wished I could forget everything that had happened.

I wished I could forget that, at that moment, my life was in the hands of a man I’d known for less than twenty-four hours.

​
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CHAPTER 1
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Daniel Duran

I WAS USED TO BEING surrounded by the most beautiful, desirable women my reality could offer. As the founder and president of the Wolves Motorcycle Club, I couldn’t complain about the perks that came with the title.

Yet, no woman had ever fascinated me as much as the girl zigzagging through the diner where I was sitting. The feeling was strange, considering I wasn’t accustomed to such sentiments. My business had always been fucking without meaning, plain and simple. No strings.

No expectations.

No promises.

But there she was... stirring my body in a way no other woman had managed, and without any apparent effort. In fact, she didn’t even seem to have noticed me.

“Any minute now, she’s gonna come over and offer you a bib, Daniel,” Ethan remarked, his tone mocking. “Better tone it down a little, man.” He gave a short laugh before taking a swig of his beer. “Or just wait for her shift to end so you can take her to a hotel.”

Ethan was not only my best friend but also the Club’s vice president. When he met me, I wasn’t at my best; I’d just learned of my uncle’s death—the man who’d raised me as his own. Back then, rage insisted on being my only companion, but Ethan didn’t give up on me. There was a five-year age difference between us; I was twenty-five, he was thirty.

I chuckled at his comment.

“Did you get the call from the go-between?” I asked, changing the subject.

Initially, when I decided to found the Wolves Motorcycle Club, my intention was to create a non-violent gang. Things, however, hadn’t gone as planned. The struggle for power, fueled by police persecution of our members, had twisted that ideal into something else. We began working exclusively in drug import and export; we allied with some organizations, but our main buyer was the Fratelli mafia, run by five Italian brothers. Powerful, influential, and feared men.

“Yeah,” Ethan answered my question. “He said he’d meet us here.” He raised his arm to check the time on his watch. “He promised to bring a sample.”

I nodded, leaning back in my chair. Once again, my eyes settled on the beautiful red-haired girl; she was serving a customer, and her smile was dazzling. I didn’t understand what my problem was, but I simply couldn’t stop looking at her. Even in that waitress uniform, her beauty wasn’t diminished in the slightest; her copper hair set off her pale skin and light eyes. Her pink lips called to me like a goddamn magnet.

“You trust this guy?” I asked.

We were in El Paso, Texas, about 665 miles from our home turf in Dallas. Ethan had made this contact through our connections on the border. The plan was to negotiate for some top-shelf weed, specifically a hybrid variant of Granddaddy Purps, Cherry Pie, and OG Kush, with 34% THC.

“He works directly with a grower group in Mexico City,” he said in a low voice. “The guys are experienced in the market and very selective with their buyers.”

“I’m trusting you on this shit,” I commented, looking around. “You know I hate putting myself at risk unnecessarily.”

I suddenly fell silent when the girl who’d been the apple of my eye for the last few minutes approached our table.

“Will you gentlemen be wanting anything else, or can I clear the plates?” she asked in what sounded like a ‘sexy’ voice, or maybe it was just my hard-on making me see and hear things.

I couldn’t help myself and flashed her a breathtaking smile, which she seemed to ignore.

“Can I order anything?” I shot back, leaning in and making sure to look directly into her eyes.

Clearing her throat, she replied, “Anything on the menu, sir,” she hissed, gathering the mess from our table.

I heard Ethan’s snicker; he didn’t bother hiding his amusement at the brush-off I’d just received.

“You sure about that?” I insisted, staring at her with all the hunger I felt to have her. “I bet you wouldn’t regret spending some time with me.”

Before I could react, the girl bristled at something I’d said and simply dumped food scraps on me.

“I already said I’m not for sale,” she snarled, utterly furious.

I was so stunned I didn’t even respond; I just watched as she walked away as if nothing had happened.

Suddenly, I heard the click of a camera phone, followed by laughter.

“I had to immortalize this moment, your idiot face,” Ethan claimed between laughs. “It’s not every day I see a woman who doesn’t fall for your bullshit.”

I stood up, brushing my hands over my clothes to clean off the mess. A small smile played on my lips, even in my frustration.

“Don’t be a dick, fucker,” I said, swatting his head as I passed him, announcing I was going to the bathroom.

It was obvious that I constantly had women at my feet, completely at my disposal. Yet, there was no longer any pleasure in the chase. No pleasure in that delicious clash of egos.

I’d never been a romantic or a nice guy; I’d always made it clear I liked to fuck, and fuck hard. And in that moment, I couldn’t be a hypocrite and deny how much that girl’s defiance had turned me on. If I’d wanted her before, after her little show, I wanted her even more.
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MY HEART WAS BEATING strangely fast, while my whole body seemed to react in the same weird way. My brain was still trying to process things after the call I’d just gotten from the girl I’d spent the whole night with. The redhead had worn me out, but I’d never felt so much pleasure with another girl.

“What’s up?” Ethan asked as soon as I came out of the gas station convenience store. “Why the long face?”

We were heading back to Dallas, having already negotiated with the go-between for the supplier of the top-shelf weed. My idea was also to work with THC pills, since the absence of smoke made pills a much more discreet way to ingest cannabis. Without the pungent aroma of good weed, discretion increased. And discretion meant more high-level buyers.

“I need to go back,” I replied, making him frown in confusion.

“To El Paso? I don’t get it,” he commented. Suddenly, he looked at me again with narrowed eyes. “Does this have to do with the girl you spent the night with?” He knew me well.

I opened a small pack of gum and popped a piece in my mouth, then took my bike keys from my pocket.

“I’ll meet you at the clubhouse,” I said, deliberately ignoring his question. The idiot didn’t need to know my every move.

“For fuck’s sake, Daniel!” he exclaimed, shaking his head in disbelief. “Don’t do anything stupid over some simple pussy. You don’t need that kind of trouble, you know that.”

“Okay, Dad,” I mocked, making him laugh.

Then I got on my bike, started it up, and headed back to El Paso; back to the redhead who’d messed with my senses all night, and more than I cared to admit.
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AS SOON AS I ARRIVED at Adela’s address, I got off the bike and went to her front door. I’d barely knocked twice when she appeared, opening the door just a crack.

“Hey,” I greeted, arching my eyebrows, not understanding her reaction. Her beautiful face was bright red, probably from crying. “You gonna let me in? Or did you call me here to stand on your porch?”

Blinking rapidly, she sniffled her cute little nose and stepped back, making room for me to enter. My focus was entirely on her, as I wanted to understand what had happened. Our night had been spectacular, and I’d left her sleeping when I slipped out in the morning, so my mind couldn’t find any reason that made sense for all this emotional turmoil.

“You wanna tell me what’s going on?” I pressed, watching her reactions. She leaned against the wall, hugging herself. She looked so vulnerable I wanted to hide her in my arms.

Her face twisted with fresh tears.

“Remember the guy who was trying to assault me last night? My ex-boyfriend?” she asked, making me nod. It was impossible to hide my disgust at the memory.

At the time, I’d had to use all my self-control not to send the bastard straight to hell.

“What about that pig?” I growled the question.

Instead of answering, she simply pointed to a specific corner of the room. Terror was etched in every pore.

Confused, I walked over to the spot she indicated and came face-to-face with a corpse on the floor.

“Fuck!” I couldn’t hold back the curse.

“It was an accident,” she explained desperately, moving closer. “I woke up with him on top of me, so I started struggling—” The words tumbled out of her mouth so fast I had a little trouble understanding. “At first, I thought it was you, so it took me a moment to realize it was Bruce.” Her crying intensified. “When I ran into the living room, he came after me and slipped, hitting his head on the corner of that piece of furniture.” She pointed, trembling. “I swear it wasn’t me. You have to believe me, Daniel.”

Agonized by her tears, I went to her and pulled her into my arms, feeling her cling to me tightly. It was as if she was afraid I’d disappear at any moment.

“I know it’s not fair to drag you into this, considering I was just a fuck to you, but I had no one else to turn to, you understand?” She pulled her face back to look at mine, which was tense. “If his brother finds out Bruce died because of me, I’m dead. Actually, I’m a dead woman either way.”

She started panicking again, pacing back and forth, muttering nonstop that she’d be murdered.

“Calm down!” I exclaimed, grabbing her by the arm. “I’m here now, and I’m going to help you,” I affirmed. “You did the right thing calling me.” I cupped her face with my hands. “We need to get rid of the body.”

I fixed my eyes on hers, willing her to stay with me, not to lose her mind.

“Okay.” She took a deep breath. “Okay,” she repeated, searching for her lost composure. “What do I do?”

I went over to the corpse and rifled through his pockets.

“Pack your bags,” I replied, serious. “The car outside, is it his?” I asked as soon as I found a set of keys.

“Yes, it’s his,” she answered. “Why do I need to pack?”

“You gonna tell me you plan to stay in town risking getting killed?” I stood up, looking into her eyes with more seriousness this time. “I want to take you to Dallas,” I told her. “Believe me, Red, you’ll be safer on my turf.”

“Are you sure about that?” she pressed, nervous. “I don’t want to scare you, but Bruce and his brother are dangerous criminals and—”

“Don’t worry about me, baby,” I interrupted. “I can be dangerous too, when I need to be.” I tried to joke, but she didn’t smile. I sighed, forcing myself to be patient. “Just do what I asked.”

When she finally moved, I turned my focus back to the dead man on the floor. I rolled his body up in the rug, then went outside and triggered the alarm on his car. With the trunk popped, I went back inside, hoisted the corpse, and threw it over my shoulder. The bastard was heavier than I’d imagined, so I struggled a bit.

“What did you do with the body?” she asked as soon as I came back inside a few minutes later.

“Put it in his car,” I replied. “Did you pack?”

“Uhh... yes,” she seemed dazed.

“We need to clean up this blood.” I gestured. “After that, you’re going to drive his car, because we need to destroy the evidence.”

“WHAT?”

I pulled her against me, cradling her face.

“Shh...” I breathed. “No questions, baby. Just do what I’m saying and everything will be fine.”
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I PRACTICALLY HAD BUSINESS dealings all over the world, so I knew the best places to dump a body.

When I parked my bike, I got off and went over to Adela, who was frozen behind the wheel of the bastard’s car.

I opened the door and held out my hand.

“It’s done, baby. You can get out now.”

My years of experience with situations like this made me understand the girl was in shock.

As soon as her hand closed around mine, I pulled her to me and kissed her forehead.

“Go to my bike,” I instructed.

“W-what are you going to do?” she wanted to know.

I frowned.

“Just do what I asked.”

Reluctantly, she walked away.

With my jaw clenched, I got into the vehicle and looked for a piece of paper. Then I took my lighter, lit it, and tossed the flame onto the leather seat, which began to burn quickly. I did this a few times until I was sure the flames wouldn’t go out.

I gave the trunk one last check, wanting to make sure the bastard was still in there, then backed away.

Adela was crying again.

I opened the compartment on my bike, took out another helmet, and handed it to her. Then I took off my backpack and managed to stuff her small bag inside. Adela would have to wear my backpack to make our ride easier.

“It’s done,” I stated. “The fire will do all the work,” I explained, getting on the bike. “Now we need to get out of here.”

“Daniel?” she called, making me look at her. “Why are you doing this?” She looked even prettier when she pouted. “Why are you helping me?”

I studied her beautiful features, thoughtful about her question.

“Contrary to what you claimed earlier, you weren’t just a fuck to me, Adela,” I declared with conviction, staring into her eyes intensely. “Now get on the bike,” I ordered.

I was grateful when she did as I asked without question.

As soon as we pulled away, we heard the sound of the car exploding. I knew that by helping this girl, I was buying a war with a goddamn gang, yet I couldn’t find any regret inside me.

On the contrary, a stupid smile wouldn’t leave my lips as I felt the tight grip of her delicate hands around my waist.
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CHAPTER 2
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Adela

IT WAS NEARLY FOUR in the afternoon when we pulled over at a roadside motel.

“I think it’s best we spend the night here and hit the road again tomorrow,” Daniel commented as I got off his bike. I took off my helmet. “We’re halfway there, and I can see you’re already tired,” he added.

I looked around, taking in the plainness of the building in front of us.

“Are you sure this place is safe?” I asked, nervous.

“Don’t worry,” he replied, dismounting and parking the bike. “It’ll be fine.”

I nodded, not because I had nothing to say, but because I didn’t know what to say. My mind was still a complete mess, and all I could feel was that instinct... the one for survival.
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