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RRMC Ravage Riders Motorcycle Club. One-percenter outlaw MC. Founded in Providence, CA 1969.

Ravagers Clubhouse Bar & clubhouse owned by the RRMC.

Pres President of the club. His orders/decisions are law.

Ol’ lady A member’s woman, protected & respected.

Brotherhood Unbreakable bond/kinship that trumps all other friendships/relationships.

One-Percenter Outlaw biker/club.

Cut Leather vest worn by club members, patches and club colors sewn on, sacred to members.

Church An official club meeting, led by president.

Chapel The location for church meetings in the clubhouse.

Prospect Probationary member sponsored by an officer, banned from church until a full patch.

Full Patch A new member voted on & approved as a new member.

Hog Motorcycle Cage Vehicle

Muffler bunny Club girl, also called sweet butt, cut slut.

Crazy Eights Local bar frequented by RRMC members.

R. S. Inc. Films Adult movie company owned by the club.

Ravaged Syn Strip club owned by the Providence, CA Chapter.

SOMC Satan’s Outlaws, rival motorcycle club.

[image: image]

“The only difference 

Between the saint and the sinner is 

That every saint has a past, 

And every sinner has a future.”

~ Oscar Wilde
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​​​​​​​​Chapter 1 R.J.
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“Watch your six,” I whispered, moving in tandem with Edge as we approached the building ahead of our position. Three hours ago, the intel we got from one of the Outlaws MC members brought us to the outskirts of Providence, a section of town known more for its vices and sin than anything else. If you wanted to score drugs or pussy, this was where you went.

“Plan on it,” Edge answered with a low chuckle, “and if I don’t, got about six brothers doing it for me.”

He had that right. We never went anywhere alone.

“Don’t want any surprises,” I mumbled, watching the windows for movement.

“That makes two of us. Stay sharp.”

A door caught my eye ahead, mostly camouflaged from the street by trees and overgrown bushes. Edge gestured for us to move in. I sensed the closeness of my brothers even if I didn’t see them. The only one I caught was Ghost, his skeletal mask in place as it covered his face. Sometimes, I wondered if he wore these disguises outside the Ravagers Clubhouse to conceal his identity. He never revealed himself to strangers.

My spine stiffened as I sensed danger, sticking close to Edge. Once we reached the door, shit happened fast.

There was a secret code or some bullshit to gain access. Edge grinned at the guy who opened a small window in the door, and I snickered, watching as Edge punched him in the throat. The door swung open, revealing a brawny fucker in a Satan’s Outlaws cut.

We didn’t bother with friendly chit-chat.

Ghost hit him with a taser, and the guy went down with a solid thunk, flopping on the ground while fifty thousand volts pulsed through his body. He didn’t get up. One of my brothers saw to it he wouldn’t be a problem as they dragged him away.

“Wonder how many more we’ll find standing guard,” Ghost asked, glancing ahead.

Shrugging, I expected a few, but they wouldn’t be a problem.

Shouts and multiple voices yelling in excitement caught our attention. Snarling and barking could be heard above the crowd. A pained yip filled the air, and I cracked my neck, ready to move in.

“We’re gonna flank them from all sides. Ghost, go with Valan. Take the right.”

“Got it, V.P.”

G.Q. and Jake closed in, checking in with Edge.

“Go left. We’re moving in from the center.”

Jake ticked his head in silent confirmation, moving into place.

Pausing as we closed in on the commotion ahead, I lifted my chin at Edge. There was something on my mind; if I didn’t bring it up now, we probably wouldn’t ever talk about it. My best friend was a stubborn ass. Near as much as I was, and that was the truth.

“You sure Bryce is good?”

Edge scowled. “Why are you bringing this up now? Wish you would let up on my brother.”

Bryce was his actual brother, as in blood relation. They had the same mother but different fathers. “He’s not a Ravage Rider, Pete. That’s an issue, and you know it.”

I only used his real name when we were alone.

Edge paused, closing his eyes briefly as we both tensed, waiting on the movement we could hear down the hall. “Bryce puts the club first. He said as much in church. Mack isn’t worried. That should be good enough with my word.”

He always got defensive about Bryce now. Fucking annoying.

“Maybe, but it’s caused a lot of tension among members. They need to know where Bryce’s loyalty rests. He can’t keep one foot in the RRMC and the other in the SOMC. Just isn’t possible.”

Edge scrubbed a hand down his face. We’d had this discussion a couple of times with no resolution. “I promise you. He’s one of us, remember?”

“I know.” It wasn’t enough. I was sure Mack would agree if I went to him about it, which I wasn’t going to do. Not yet.

“You’re not gonna let this go, are you?”

“I will,” I promised.

“Right,” he deadpanned, knowing me too well. He shook his head, and we moved silently forward into place. Devlin is stupid. I thought he would have been smart enough to leave Providence.” The subject change was a subtle cue that Edge wasn’t discussing his brother further. “He’s leading his club into trouble.”

That wasn’t a surprise. Devlin was a twisted piece of shit. “They’ve always hated us. That rivalry is at least a decade old. Mack and Striker ensured we had enough personal vendettas to keep this feud going for years.”

“That doesn’t mean we’re gonna do it,” he reminded me.

“Yeah,” I agreed, but it was still a fucking issue.

Devlin and the SOMC were our biggest rivals, but the blood feud between the clubs made the difference. We both lost our presidents, and neither side forgot all the shit that went down just a few months back. That was why we were here, infiltrating one of their underground parties where they held illegal dog fights. The shit was brutal, and I didn’t like how the animals were treated.

Edge wanted to teach them all a lesson. I had no problem with it. But it was Mack who pushed for this the hardest. As the new pres, he had a hell of a lot to prove after all the shit he brought to the club. His choices were part of the reason everything went down the way it did.

Our conversation was cut short when the pop of gunfire interrupted the event. The howls of the animals could be heard above the gunfire, and I realized the noise was intentional to spook the dogs and make them more ferocious. They were treated mean on purpose. Vicious dogs took their opponent down fast. It was bloody and gruesome. I couldn’t figure out why anyone would find enjoyment in it.

Edge and I moved into the main arena and kept to the back, out of sight. The rest of our club had closed in as I spotted Ghost across from me, G.Q. further down on the right, and Valan off to the left. Jake was probably a bit higher since there were multiple levels of seating. The pit below us held two dogs ripping each other apart as money exchanged fists and people shouted, waving, and yelling at the fighters.

I should have been more careful, but I didn’t realize I had stepped into a little strip of light until it was too late. Devlin must have sensed something was up. He lifted his head, and our eyes met as he reached behind his back and pulled out his gun, firing immediately in my direction. I ducked, cursing as I hit the dirt.

Motherfucker!

I scrambled behind a giant partition that separated the cages from the arena.

The place was crude, but it served its purpose.

I peeked around the barrier and found Devlin waiting. He fired a couple more shots as I leaned back, finding a spot more to my advantage than his as I reached for my weapon.

When I heard a lull, I poked my head out and aimed a few bullets in his direction. One hit, slamming his body back as it entered his right shoulder and exited but was too high to inflict a mortal injury. Probably wouldn’t cause more than a shallow wound—such a waste.

“Fuck!” Devlin cursed, yelling more profanity as he backed away, blood soaking through his shirt. He escaped the building as more Outlaws club members followed him. I unloaded the clip in my gun, pissed I didn’t get another chance to fuck him up. The building emptied fast, and no one else was sticking around while the SOMC made a hasty retreat.

That sick fuck Devlin would be out for blood after this and probably with a greater vendetta than he already had against us. Not that it mattered. I would never forgive him for the role he played in the deaths of several people I cared about, including Rae’s mother. He was going to suffer, even if we had to take him out one piece at a time.

Today, we flexed. Sent a message he couldn’t ignore. Fuck with the Ravage Riders and find out, cocksucker.

We weren’t going to stop until he left Providence. Maybe this time, Devlin would come to his senses and leave town before he ended up with a bullet between his eyes. I sure hoped he stuck around so I could be the one to take him out.

Edge cursed as a low whine snagged our attention. One of the dogs in the arena was dead. The other was fatally wounded. Pissed, I knew we had to put him down. It was far worse to leave the animal to suffer. Just another reason Devlin and the SOMC were a stain on society.

Dropping to my knees, I reached out a hand toward the dog.

His jaw snapped as he growled, nearly feral. I tried to calm him in a low, soothing tone as I heard Valan pull out his knife. Fuck.

I turned my head before I saw the light leak from his eyes. That shit tore me up the same way it did when I was a kid, and my fucking stepdad killed the family pet. The asshole still liked to fuck with animals. I warned him if he ever tried shit like that in front of me again, I’d put a bullet in his heart.

“Devlin’s not getting away with this shit. Sooner or later, we’re gonna catch up to him, and he’s not gonna be able to run anymore.”

Edge was right.

“We’ll get him,” I agreed, “and we’ll make him pay.”

“I want to be there when he realizes he’s meetin’ his maker. He needs to answer for what he’s done to this club and my family. He hurt Rae,” Edge spat, clenching his fists. “I’m not letting that shit go.”

Mack, our pres, walked into the room, his expression full of disgust. “This was the last ring. The rest are all shut down.”

Edge glanced at his father, his expression almost cold as they faced one another. “Good.” There was still a lot of mistrust and issues between the two, but time would work it out. Of course, they were both stubborn as fuck, so who knew what would be resolved or when.

“We took out their biggest earner. That’s got to sting,” Ghost mused with a chuckle, joining us.

“You know it.”

If we couldn’t catch Devlin, we could at least hit him where it hurt, reducing the SOMC’s income.

“Let’s roll out,” Mack ordered. “I sent in a cleaner.”

Our pres didn’t trust many people, but the guy who “cleaned” shit for Mack was as close as a brother.

Following Mack out, I knew the rivalry between our club and Satan’s Outlaws had just escalated. Devlin would want payback. The thought made me smile.

Bring it on, asshole.
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​​​​​​Chapter 2 Cara
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“Well, Dear, how are you settling in?”

I sat up straight as my supervisor walked in, plopping down her generous bottom in the chair across from my desk. My office wasn’t large, but I didn’t need much space. Bookshelves and filing cabinets took up most of the available space, leaving only my desk and chair, followed by two chairs facing my direction for visitors.

Folding my hands on the desk, I wondered why she walked in at this hour. “Mrs. Howard—”

“Jean,” she cut in.

“Jean.” I smiled, trying not to clench my hands too tightly in nervous agitation. “The office is great. What can I do for you?”

Today marked the end of the first week of my new position. I settled into my office and the school, adjusting to the flow and familiarizing myself with the students. In addition to me and Jean, the only Child Welfare Caseworkers, there were several different counselors. The principal was friendly, about the same age as Jean, who I would guess to be in her mid-to-late forties.

Overall, I liked the staff and the elementary school. There was always a happy chaos present that I enjoyed.

I graduated with honors at the top of my class: a perfect 4.0 grade point average and a master’s degree in social work. I finally found my calling in life. Working with kids and families had been my dream for years, and now I was finally working in my field. My new job as a child welfare caseworker for the local school district made it feel like my life was falling into place and everything was going to work out. A little optimism never hurt anyone, right?

“I have a few children who are high on the priority list, one in particular that I’d like you to meet today.”

I nodded. She’d already given me several students to follow up with this week. Another was no surprise. “Sure. Which one?” I’d taken the liberty of grabbing all the files on the children considered at risk or possible risk and those who had experienced any kind of shift in their family dynamic over the last year.

“Leah James.”

I read her file last night. “She’s had quite a few adjustments over the last year. Longer, if you count all of her nearly eight years.”

“She has,” Jean agreed, “but she’s a bright and happy child, at least until recently. I’ve noticed a change in her behavior. I’d like your opinion.”

“I don’t know her personally yet.”

“No, but I have a feeling you’ll get along just fine. Come on. She’s in Ms. Peterson’s third-grade class.”

I followed Jean into the corridor and down the hall, pausing outside the door to observe the classroom.

“She’s the one with the dark curly pigtails in the back, last row on the right.”

“Red sweater?” I asked to clarify.

“Yes.”

“She’s beautiful.”

“She is,” Jean agreed. “Inside and out. Sweet temperament until the last few weeks.”

“You’re concerned,” I surmised, turning to glance her way.

“Of course. Leah isn’t speaking to her teachers or fellow students about what’s been bothering her, and I hope it isn’t something at home. I’m wondering if a new face could help.”

That was where I came in. “I’ll try.”

The bell rang, and the children stood for recess. We let them play and observed Leah. She didn’t join the others; she just played jump rope on her own. It wasn’t odd until a few little girls asked her to play. She shook her head, refusing to join them. Her classmates seemed disappointed. This wasn’t a case of bullying or seclusion. There was something else bothering Leah.

When the children came inside, I entered the room and spoke to Ms. Peterson. Once the students settled down, I approached Leah and crouched at her side.

“Hi, Leah. I’m Cara.”

Big brown eyes met mine, full of youthful vigor, but lingering in the depths was a sorrow I couldn’t deny. “Hi.”

“Would you like to take a walk with me?” I offered, hoping she’d agree.

“Why?”

Smart girl. “I’m new and don’t have any friends yet,” I confided. “I thought I’d introduce myself to the students.”

“You want to talk to me first?” She bit her bottom lip and smiled shyly.

“Yes,” I answered firmly. “What do you think?”

She tilted her head to the side and then nodded. “Okay.”

I followed her out of the classroom and outdoors to the playground, where the bright California sunshine beat down from above.

We settled at the swings, and each took a seat. Leah dug the toe of her sandal into the soft turf. She seemed nervous or anxious, probably because I was a stranger.

“Did you want to swing for a bit? I haven’t done this in a long time.”

Leah shrugged but kicked off and began to swing, higher and higher, until she went much faster than I was moving, her little legs kicking back and forth to increase momentum. A smile appeared on her face and spread wide as she giggled.

I laughed along with her, enjoying myself as we both let the wind whip at our clothes. “This is fun!”

She agreed. “Bet you can’t jump off when you’re really high!”

“I can,” I contradicted, grinning as she leaped from the swing and landed on her feet. Following her, I laughed as I wobbled and fell to the ground, and she giggled, sinking next to me.

“I like you, Cara.”

“You do?”

“Yeah. You’re not afraid to have fun.”

Her comments touched my heart. “I think you like to have fun too.”

“I do,” she whispered, her expression sad. “Just like my sister.”

“Your sister?” I knew about Rae but didn’t want to bring her up first.

“She’s my favorite.”

“I’m sure you’re her favorite as well.”

Leah bit her lip, blinking back tears. “It’s different now.”

Frowning, I wanted to reach out and hug her, but it wasn’t appropriate. “I’m here if you want to talk.”

She shook her head. “Can I go back to class now?”

“Sure.”

About five minutes later, I stood with Jean, observing Leah through the classroom door. The hall was quiet. After some thought, I knew what I wanted to do about Leah. Turning to Jean, I told her my suggestion.

“I’d like to do a home visit.”

“Agreed. I think her behavior and sadness warrant a closer look into the family. I don’t believe anything inappropriate is happening, but she lost her mother, was in foster care for three years, and is now in the custody of her adult sister. It’s a lot of adjustment for a child.”

“Yes. I’ll be discreet. I want Leah to trust me. There’s no way to help her if she doesn’t.”

Jean placed a hand on my shoulder. “I knew I liked you the moment you interviewed. You’re a good fit for Pinehurst Elementary. I’m glad you’re on staff.”

“Thank you, Jean.”
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MY GPS LED ME TO LEAH’S address, located in a lovely part of town in an upper-middle-class neighborhood with modest two-story homes and attached garages, oversized front and backyards that stretched to the bike trails, several ponds, and a massive park with hiking, fishing, and tennis courts.

Most properties boasted two new or relatively new cars or SUVs and freshly mowed lawns with blooming flowerbeds.

The second I exited my car, I heard children laughing and playing up and down the street.

I parked in front of the house because I wasn’t sure if anyone would need the driveway and didn’t want to be in the way. Picking up my clipboard and purse, I swung the bag across my body and made my way toward the front door. I’d timed my arrival right around dinner at six p.m. when families congregated for their evening meal.

The first time I pressed the doorbell, nothing happened. I waited about a minute and then pressed it again. Glancing at my watch, I frowned. Where was everyone? In the backyard, maybe?

I was ready to walk around the house and check when the door was flung open. In all my years of volunteering, working at the local food pantry, and following up on critical child removal orders and severe cases of neglect—I’d never seen such an intimidating and menacing man as the one who filled the entire doorway with his massive shoulders, glaring down with intense dark eyes. Tall as the arch in which he stood, it was at least a good foot above my height. He loomed from above like a monster, ready to tear his prey apart.

My eyes widened, glancing over the dark denim of his long, thick legs to the tight, dark blue t-shirt that covered a broad chest molded with grooves of hard muscle, extending to the corded veins of his forearms covered in dark ink. A black leather vest hung on his frame like a badge of honor, the patch over his chest boasting Treasurer. Ravage Riders MC was stitched on the front, and I knew if he turned around, the skull logo that belonged to his club would stare back at me. It wasn’t the first time I saw bikers in Providence, but it was the first time I met any members up close.

“Uh, hello,” I greeted, swallowing hard. “This is the residence of Leah James, right?”

“Shit,” he cursed. “Who are you? Social services?”

Great. I could already see how badly this visit was going to go. “Well, kind of. Is Rae Stenson available?”

The biker gave me a once-over, muttered something I couldn’t hear under his breath, and turned his head, yelling for Leah’s sister. “Rae! You’ve got company!”



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​​​​​​​Chapter 3 R.J.
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After Church, I rode with Edge home and pulled up in the driveway, parking my Harley next to Rae’s cherry red RAV4. We entered the house together, and I smiled as he greeted Rae and Leah with kisses. Both girls loved the big guy and couldn’t get enough of his attention.

My phone vibrated inside my cut as I watched Edge swing little Leah around the room, and she giggled. Pulling out my cell, I glanced at the screen. Three texts were incoming, all from my mother.

Fuck. What now?

Mom:

Need some cigarettes

I’m out

Don’t take all night

Me:

I’ll swing by later

The only time she texted was when she needed something.

There was a light knock on the front door. No one noticed as I heard a second knock about a minute later. I might as well answer it for Edge and Rae. They weren’t paying attention anyway.

“I’ve got it,” I mumbled, opening the door wide with frustration. A hot little brunette stood on the front porch, her long dark hair almost reaching her waist. She held onto a clipboard, gently pushing the sunglasses she wore to rest over her forehead.

At first, I thought she was some kind of solicitor, but then a sinking feeling began to churn in my stomach. This wasn’t a social call. Something was up.

“Uh, hello,” she greeted, swallowing hard as her dark green eyes appraised me from head to toe, skittering over my cut and the black ink on my arms. I couldn’t tell her thoughts, but her expression didn’t bode well. “This is the residence of Leah James, right?”

“Shit,” I cursed. Edge wasn’t gonna be happy. We didn’t need some nosy child protective services agency in our business or giving Rae a headache. “Who are you? Social services?”

“Well, kind of.” I knew it. “Is Rae Stenson available?”

Annoyed, I muttered a few choice words under my breath and turned my head, yelling for Rae. I wondered if she knew a social worker was coming over. My guess? Fuck no. “Rae! You’ve got company!”

Rae hustled toward the front door as she exited the kitchen, wiping her hands on a towel. My breath almost caught in my throat as she smiled at me and then focused on the young woman at the door. It was still hard to look at her and know she wasn’t mine. Edge and I both loved Rae for as long as I could remember, but what Edge and Rae had was special. Even I could see that.
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