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Even though there are plenty of humans in my life, this story is dedicated to the best dog in the world, Miss Penni Lane. 
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They say what doesn’t kill you makes you stronger, but that’s bullshit. What doesn’t kill you leaves a scar. More than the eyesore down my torso, I was a scar, the jagged, fucked up remains of a tragedy. Out of every bar in every town, she had to walk into mine. The quote’s something like that, and that’s how this story would’ve started if it were an old movie, but it wasn’t. This was my fucked up life. I’d been through hell and back and I’d survived, paying the price, but tonight I met the woman who’d be the death of me. One minute I filled the beer cooler and the next she sat at my bar, even if it would only be my bar for another day.

Beautiful with golden blonde hair down to the crack of her ass, she slammed her tiny, jeweled purse on the bar, causing me to cringe. Despite my own plans, I’d grown attached to the place and found myself tenderly buffing the wood. I slapped on my bartender face. “What can I get for you this fine evening, Miss?”

Pouty lips, positioned over two perfect tan globes, peeking out over the plunging neckline of her snug blouse, opened and breathed, “Five shots of bourbon, Jim Beam.” She placed her gold credit card in front of me.

My eyebrows raised for a moment before I laid out five shot glasses and filled them. Back home, the request wouldn’t have surprised me at all. Even here, in this tourist trap of a beach town, I’d expect the order from a gaggle of barely legal girls during spring break but not from a woman so refined.

Her coral polished nails wrapped around the first glass. Stretching her delicate neck, she leaned her head back, lifting the glass to her mouth and pouring until the bourbon disappeared. Lips puckering, her face twisted as her neck snapped straight, confirming my suspicions. She wasn’t a hard drinker. 

When our eyes met, I took the opportunity to speak. I cleared my throat. “May I make a suggestion?”

“What?” She hissed, clearly frustrated.

“Something to go down easier, a cocktail, a couple of rattlesnakes, something tastier?”

Ignoring me, she downed the next, trying real hard to keep the distain off her face. 

“A chaser at least?”

This time she nodded as she exhaled, recovering from the burn. I grabbed a frosty mug and pulled the handle on one of our local draft beers. Her face relaxed and she smiled as she took a sip, so I turned away, finally swiping her card. Emery S. Jenkins, it read.

Laying her card back in front of her with a smile of my own, I dried a glass. “Emery, what’s a pretty lady like yourself doing all alone this evening?” Evening was a stretch, it was one a.m., and I’d close down at two. 

Her face grew serious for a second, forlorn and anguished before she artificially brightened. “Just trying to end a bad... day.” Emery whipped her neck around like she was searching for someone before she threw back her third shot. The uneven smile widened on her face, and I could tell her head was swimming. She was a lightweight alright. Drumming her fingers on the bar, she glanced over her shoulder again.

“Waiting for someone?”

“No,” she spoke quickly.

The off-season loomed over Daytona Beach, and only local scum and dedicated alcoholics lingered around the bar. I knew them all by name, knew when they’d leave, how much they’d tip and when they’d be back. Emery presented a puzzle, her mere presence an unwelcome distraction. Was she a friend or foe? Was she just a hottie down on her luck?

Examining her body, what I could see of it in this light, I admired her tiny waist, giving way to thick thighs. Her jeans were expensive and her heels high. If I was lucky, she came here to forget about a man who broke her heart. I had just enough time to help her forget before I had matters of my own to attend. The thought of relieving some stress between Emery’s thighs sprang my johnson to life, and I adjusted myself under the bar. “Let me guess? Who’s the jerk?” 

“My husband, the fucker.” Her fourth shot was gone.

I glanced at her hand. There was no ring. Grabbing her petite fingers, I felt the indention around her bare ring finger. She didn’t yank her hand away. Her eyes met mine, deep brown eyes I finally noticed, but they didn’t cast off the desire she read in mine. Her chest heaved like she was mulling over the possibility herself. Downing half the beer next, her eyes twinkled as she finally swept them over all of me. Yes, I was a hunk of a man, I’d been told. Natural wavy, sandy locks swept back on my head and just enough manly stubble on my chin to drive the ladies wild was nothing compared to my rock hard, bulging six foot two body. Women had sworn they’d seen me on the cover of GQ, but it’d never be me. I didn’t take my shirt off often. Tonight I wore long sleeves to hide my many tattoos. 

Not to mention, flattery would get them nowhere. During my time as owner of Shark Baits, I had to keep it in my pants. I’d made it this far, had three days to go and was jonesing for an early reward. Pouring a shot for myself and enjoying the burn in my throat, I remembered the General always said my impatience would dig me an early grave, but fuck, Emery looked like one hell of a reward. 

I rubbed my thumb over her hand. “Some men just don’t know how to treat a lady.”

“Excuse me.” She let go of my hand with a jerk and walked to the back. I followed her, clasping her hand again, turning her around before she could reach the bathroom. Before I could question it, my lips crashed onto hers. I palmed the back of her head while I nibbled, encouraging her to part her lips. Soon her tongue melded with mine as I pressed my body to her, my cock against her. Like butter, she melted into my hold. Still holding her hand, I ran it down my torso, down to the bulge in my pants. Breaking our kiss, I whispered, “Let me make you feel better, if just for tonight.” Emery responded, stroking my throbbing erection up and down. Sticking my tongue in her ear, I wrapped my arms around her, squeezing her ass. 

Emery lurched away before my hands could explore more of her. 

“Forget that asshole,” I stressed.

Her words slurred, as she shook her head and broke down. “He left me, and I’m the big idiot. I reported him missing and everything. I was worried sick.” She clutched her stomach and excused herself to the ladies’ room, hesitating for a minute. “It’s the clam not the shrimp.” I pointed to the ambiguous gender sign to let her know which door to enter. A little puke wouldn’t bother me none. Strolling back to the bar, I’d pour myself a congratulatory shot. Emery was a sure thing. She’d never make it out of here without my help. I’d help her all the way to my bed. Eager, I began wiping up the bar and settling all the tabs I could while she was gone. “We’re closing up, Joe.” I patted the old man’s back, handing him a paper bag. He could take his beer with him for all I cared. “Celia sugar, go on home.” I didn’t have to tell the one barmaid left to leave twice. She was out the door in the next five minutes, along with the last guest. I locked the big double doors behind them, but Emery wasn’t back. Her purse and untouched fifth and final shot still sat on the bar, so I knew she didn’t get away while I was cleaning up. I lit a cigarette and waited, imagining forgetting the bed in my dingy hotel room and just fucking Emery right here in the bar on the pool table. Fuck, if she took too much longer I could just surprise her in the ladies’ room while her pants were already down.

My cigarette dangled from my lips, half-finished as the thought hit me. Fuck! She could be passed out in the bathroom. Hell, I knew I could be having sex with a very inebriated woman but I didn’t need a lawsuit. Entering the little clam’s room slowly, I wasn’t surprised when I saw her sprawled out on the floor face first, her blonde hair circling her. “Shit.” It looked like I wouldn’t be getting my dick wet after all. Squatting down, I turned her over. “Emery,” I tried loudly, patting her cheek, noticing I’d streaked red across her face. Red... I studied my hand. Covered in her blood, my hand must’ve landed in it at some point. I jumped back the same instant, realizing she’d been lying in a puddle of her own blood. My stomach twisted, not because of the blood but because of the flashes, the memories, vivid and clear as the day they were made. Closing my eyes, I tried not to remember. “Fuck!” I breathed in deep, trying to snap out of it. I checked her pulse. She had one. Searching her body frantically for a wound, I found her right wrist slit, dripping blood. How could this happen? I thought briefly before spotting the small nail scissors on the floor beside her. Hunching down, I searched for feet under the stalls and considered the untouched window over the sink leading to the alley before I realized the obvious. Taking off my shirt, I ripped until I produced a long strip, tying and tightening it around her wrist to stop the bleeding before leaving her to go call 911.

Wiping my bloody hands on my jeans, I stopped dead in my tracks on the way to the phone. There was no way in hell I could call the cops. I couldn’t afford the exposure. To be in the paper right now would ruin my plans. To be questioned by the police, could ruin my life. She’s breathing, I assured myself and instead of grabbing the phone, I seized the first aid kit from under the bar, a bottle of our highest proof whisky and opened the store safe for my own bag. Slinging it over my shoulder, I headed back to try to save Emery. I’d have to save her or dispose of her dead body. Needless to say, my woody was gone.
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Opening the door to my hotel room, I found Emery just were I’d left her this morning. She breathed steadily, her chest rising and falling. Clean and sutured up, she looked just as beautiful as when she walked into the bar. I sat on the bed beside her and caressed her wrist, studying my handy work, thinking about how my life might have been different if I hadn’t been in the wrong place at the wrong time. Could I have been a surgeon or something else, someone who could meet a woman like Emery and really make her forget about her husband, make a life with her? Who knows what possibilities my life could have held before Satan found me. No, I wasn’t possessed by the devil but his sons had ruined any hope I’d had of a normal life.

Just like me, Emery was now in the wrong place at the wrong time. The difference between her and I was she’d wanted to die. I’d never wanted to die. She needed to wake up and get the hell out of my life or she might just get her wish, I thought sourly. Her eyes fluttered awkwardly, and suddenly I knew she’d been playing possum. My head snapped around, taking in the food I’d left her on the table, gone, and then more importantly to my bag, the one I took from the bar’s safe so I could sew up her wrist. It lay open at the bottom of the bed, spilling out all of its contents. I snatched her upper arms so she couldn’t get away. “Snooping bitch. Thanks I get for saving your life.”

Her eyes flew open. “Who the fuck said I wanted to be saved you fucking idiot. I slit my wrist, I wanted to die,” she spewed hatefully before she started to cry.

Pulling the covers off her with a jerk, I found she was just as naked as I’d left her after I’d washed and trashed her bloody clothes. Last night, I’d dunked her in the tub and cleaned all the blood out of her hair and from under her nails and everywhere else. “If you wanted to die, why do you keep failing at it?” Tiny, slender cuts like the one she put in her wrist covered her body. She yanked the sheet back up, hiding herself. Clutching her wrist, I turned it over, showing her what she’d done. “You’re doing it all wrong if you really want to die. You need to go vertical rather than horizontal. You’re just scarring up your body, not going deep enough.”

“Then you do it. Kill me. I’ll pay you.”

“What?” This bitch was crazy. I stood, backing away from her and began piling my shit back in my bag. “What makes you think I’d do something like that?”

“You’re a hired gun, of some sort. Guns, a silencer, lots of cash. A paper trail.”

I glared at her.

“In your bag. You’re following someone, a Mr. Amun, planning something. And you didn’t call me an ambulance. Plus your vest says Nomad, I looked it up, means you’re an enforcer for one of those outlaw motorcycle gangs.”

“Motherfucker!” Scanning the room, I found a white smartphone plugged into the wall beside her open purse. I threw it to the ground and destroyed it with one stomp of my boot. Those things were a hazard. Sure, you could get the best deal on a cheap hotel room in the blink of an eye but you could also be tracked a little too easy for my taste. I shoved my cut and everything else back into my bag, zipping it up tight. Emery could blow my cover. Inhaling to calm down, I finally asked. “Who’d you call?”

“No one. Don’t worry. I don’t want to be found.”

“No, you don’t worry. No one’s going to find you,” I warned in my meanest tone.

She didn’t back down but jutted out her chin. “So, I’m right. You’re a killer. I have money if that’s what you’re looking for. Lots of money.” 

Shaking my head as my hands balled into fists, I stepped toward her. First of all, this bitch went through my shit. She’s right about me. I am a killer, and I should kill her right now but it’s not that simple. I don’t even know her. I’m not as dumb as some other thugs or even as dumb as some of my brothers. She could be somebody. She’s white and she’s not poor. That’s enough for me to fry. Besides, it was a shameful fact, I’ve never been able to kill a woman. I closed my eyes trying to stop the haunting memory from resurfacing. I blocked out the black, long hair, dripping with blood, the scream and the silence that followed it.

“If you don’t help me, I’ll go to the cops. Tell them about your plans to off this Amun guy.” 

Tightening my fist before I relaxed it, I slapped her square in her proud jaw. Spitting blood, she howled, cradling her chin. Emery cowed before me, shocked. I laughed. I was being nice; I should have whooped her up one side and down the other. Women outside of the club were all the same, all surprised and shit when you backhanded them. They never knew what they were getting into fooling with the likes of me, thinking I was a normal man, a good man. Deep down, they always thought I was a good man, but they were dead wrong. “Really, you want to die? I don’t think you could take the pain, honey.”

Emery wiped at her bloody lip and the tears forming in her eyes again. “That’s why I want to hire you. I want it to be quick and painless, and I don’t want to know when it’s coming. I just want it to be... successful. Fifty thousand, it’s all I have and it’s all yours.”

It was as if she could see into my mind and knew exactly how much more I needed. With the help of the Miami Mutherfukers, I’d taken over Bob’s Shark Bait Bar as Johnny Stevens. The real Johnny Stevens, a loner, died before his old man died and left him the bar. The Mutherfukers knew that because they’d killed them both. I’d cashed in a favor for intel and got one better. Johnny and I, we’d looked enough alike, so I’d assumed his identity for this gig and no one was the wiser. All this time, I’ve been watching Amun, coming up with my plan. You couldn’t kill someone like him without a plan, and I didn’t plan to leave a trail. Killing Harrow Amun would pay fifty grand. It wasn’t nearly enough for the risk, but I was desperate. Besides, I owed Shirley a favor. Amun was a son of a bitch, small potatoes mob boss who pissed off the wrong woman. Shirley was too smart to kill him herself and bring heat onto her own. He deserved to die and the world would thank me for it, but after all that, I’d still need another fifty grand to pay off the Sons of Satan. 

A hundred grand and the SOS would finally give in. I’d tried everything else, lost brothers fighting and burned too many bridges to count. A Nomad, one of the most distinguished titles in the Asphalt Gods MC, I was nothing but a killer now, dispensed whenever the Gods needed to clean up a mess. Truth was my brothers had grown tired of fighting my battle and didn’t want me around. I always seemed to be the last one picked for anything. I was starting to feel like the God’s little fat kid. Tired of it, I decided to go off on my own. If the General wasn’t my adopted daddy, they’d stripped me long ago. If they knew I made a deal with the devil himself, the President of the Sons of Satan, they’d shred me of my Nomad status right quick, no matter what the General said. He’d skin me of my ink himself and piss on my hide.

Her words echoed in my head. “Fifty thousand, it’s all I have and it’s all yours.” When I didn’t answer her, she went on. “So, do we have a deal?”

“Where’s the money?”

She talked quick, desperation shaking her voice. “Safe. I’ll tell you everything you need to know to retrieve it.”

“So, you go missing, dead, and I go looking for your money, no thanks sweetheart. What is this, some sort of set up?” As I said it out loud, it all sunk in. This could be a fucking set up, and I’d almost been taken down by a pair of tits. 

“I can get it for you today,” she insisted.

“And why would a pretty thing like you want to die so bad?” 

“That’s none of your business.”

I slipped my balisong from my pocket, flipping it open. “Sweetheart, I am a killer. You’re right about me. But I don’t need your money,” I lied, just in case something was afoot here. This pretty thing ends up in my bed, begging me to kill her for the exact amount I need to get what I’ve wanted for as long as I can remember. She was the fucking pot at the end of the goddamn rainbow of shit that’s been my life. It just didn’t sit right with me. My luck had never been so good. She could be a plant, ATF or another Fed, someone sent from the Miami Mutherfukers. They knew where I was or maybe they alerted the SOS, fuck, even my own brothers. 

She blinked, letting another tear fall and for a second I thought I saw real fear in her eyes. A pretty face and a smoking body wouldn’t fool me. “Money, it’s all I have,” she whispered, almost dropping the sheet.

I looked at her sideways, wondering if I could believe a word that came out of her mouth. Crocodile tears, I told myself as she dabbed her wet eyes again. Putting my hand on her knee, I had to shake her up and get the truth. 

“Last night, cleaning you up, I saw all you have to offer. I’ll tell you what. I’ll take your money but that’s not enough.” 

She squinted, her face unsure, not yet realizing what I meant. 

“Maybe I want to have some fun first, like we were about to last night. Then I’ll kill you on my own terms.” I grinned like a jackass eating cactus, as if I liked the thought of killing her. “So until then, sugar, you do as I say. Anything, I say.” 

Outraged for a moment, her mouth opened and closed but nothing came out as she finally took in my meaning. “Is that all you want?” She fluttered her eyelashes in jest and ran her hands seductively over her perky plump mounds. 

I nodded my head. 

“Then you’ll kill me. You promise.” Her voice became steady. “Okay. Fifty grand and some fun first. Do we have a deal?”

“No sugar, anything I want, and I haven’t decided what all I want yet. However, I would like to sample the goods. Have some fun, right here and now.” 

Resolved, she dropped the sheet, revealing her bare chest, her pink nipples hardening. “I’m willing to let you have some fun first.” 

I sat down beside her again, laying my blade flat against her titty, the tip pressing into her delicate nipple. She seemed conflicted, as she swallowed hard. Goddamn it, I needed to kill her now. My brothers knew I couldn’t kill a woman. Fuck, I know word gets around. Someone was taunting me. This bitch came to fuck me over one way or another. “If you really want to die, quick and painless, you won’t mind being my whore for a while.” Under the sheet, I ran my hand up her leg and my finger over her warm, naked mound. Shutting it, I laid my butterfly knife on the bedside table. 

With me no longer threatening her, she didn’t move away but her voice got louder and higher. “I’m paying fifty grand for you to do what I can’t. I have no plans on living much longer, with your help or not. If you are not agreeing to kill me, remove your hand. You touch me, we have a deal. You can’t have your cake and eat it too.”

“Oh, no sweetie. I’ll have you and eat you too and I’ll kill you when I’ve had my fill.” I captured the back of her neck to keep her still even though she wasn’t fighting. “I’d do it right now for free, but why should I pass up a load of cash. And if you give me any trouble, I’ll drag it out, make it really painful.” I stuck a finger inside her hard, trying to hurt her but in a good way. Emery’s breath hitched like she’d enjoyed it, and I felt desire jolt through me, hardening my cock. “See, you know too much about me. I have to kill you now, whether you want to die or not, but you’re going to give me your money first. You aren’t going anywhere. You’re my whore now.”

“I’m not your whore.”

“Whores don’t get a say.” Just to prove my point I slung off my belt with my free hand and secured it around her neck, pulling it tight against her flesh but not choking her, yet. “If I were you, I’d look at it like this, you’ll get what you want in the end, so you’re better off just playing along.” 

“So, we have a deal?” She breathed.

“Deal,” I agreed reluctantly. Who in the hell wants to die? Would pay fifty grand for it? Fuck, if I had fifty grand to spend, I’d be buried in room service and pussy. Speaking of being buried in pussy, keeping a hold of the belt, I tore the sheet off her so I could watch her writhe. Scars decorated Emery’s body, another fucking slap in my face if my brothers sent her. Yeah, no tats or brands and a pussy too tight to be any club’s whore. This bitch was ATF or the real deal, a broken, suicidal wackjob. 

I pressed my thumb against her clit, and she exhaled, relaxing, giving into the pleasure. Her face wet with tears with red eyes, now held a hunger. “If you’re not my whore, why is your pussy so wet for me already?” Spreading her legs farther, I wanted a good look at her pretty pink lips, my fingers, surrounded by her sweet fluids, opening her up. Working in another, I began twirling them and pumping in and out. Biting her bottom lip, Emery transformed from victim to predator, a tiger who could eat me alive. Suicidal my ass, this girl had some fire in her. If I watched her face any longer, I’d cum in my pants.

I removed my fingers, Emery’s eyes following them to my lips as I slowly licked them clean. Our eyes fixed on one another. “By the way, my name’s Scar. You’ll need to know that soon.”

“Why?” She quivered from fear or anticipation, I didn’t know and at this point, I didn’t care. Her legs were still spread eagle, that’s what mattered. This ATF bitch was about to get the fuck of her life.

I couldn’t believe I was about to fuck a Fed. and she was just going to have to let me so she wouldn’t blow her cover. Too fucking hot! Unbuttoning my shirt, I exposed my own scar, a big jagged bubbly snake, running from my left nipple to my navel, marring my otherwise cut chest and six pack abs. The women I fucked were about the only ones to see it, because it’s just too weird to fuck with my shirt on. “You’re going to need to know it when I have you screaming it.” I unzipped my pants and pulled out my eight-inch cock. I’ve seen bigger but most women go wild over the size of my dick. Size does matter, I couldn’t imagine whipping out a six-inch wiener. Stroking it in front of her, I watched her eyes grow even wider as it became even thicker. Harder than a rock, I was ready to dive into her juicy cave. I wouldn’t bother with a condom, I could tell this bitch was clean, and I didn’t worry about knocking her up. One way or other, she’d be dead soon. 

Foreplay would have to wait as well, as much as I’d love her pouty lips suctioned around me. I needed to know this Emery was willing to take my dick. Then, ATF or not, I’d keep her around, fuck her senseless and have her help me kill Amun tomorrow night. I’d know for sure if she was a Fed. or not then. The thought satisfied me. My mission paved a lonely road. Even if Emery told the truth, she’d be someone with nothing to lose. I’d take her to California with me as a cover. Better still, she’d keep my dick warm on cold nights. After all, dead women tell no tales.

It’d been too long since a woman warmed my bed, one who wasn’t a whore. The thought of having time to play with Emery on my long journey made my cock weep with anticipation of things to come. 

This was a test more than anything. Would she really let me fuck her, right here right now? Ready or not, I was about to take her for a ride. I seized her by the waist, pulling her pussy to me, her head falling off the pillow. She wrapped her legs around me before I spread her lips open with my dick, positioning the tip at her tight entrance. Holding her hips, I surged, determined to fill her completely. She wailed as I bottomed out. Clearly, her husband didn’t have a very big cock. Her pussy encased me like a vice. I descended on her breasts, sucking one nipple at a time while she squirmed around me, getting used to my size. It was the good kind of wriggling. She wanted this. Her arms went around me. My nose landed in the crook of her neck, inhaling the fancy hotel soap scent that reminded me of bathing her last night. I’d been glad she lived, even gladder now I was inside her. Her long nails dug into my back, enough encouragement to edge me forward. I buried my rod deeper though there was nowhere else to go. Retreating out of her slick walls before plunging back in, reckless like on the open road, breaking my way back in every time, I busted into her pussy powerfully but rhythmically. Boy, she was going to be sore, and I was going to cum too quickly. Watching her chest bounce and her face transform with pleasure, her mouth forming a gorgeous O, I grabbed a handful of her long hair and kissed her starved lips as I pulled out completely. I didn’t need to cum just yet. 

“Turn over,” I growled. She obeyed without hesitation. I trailed my hands down her flawless tan back, the one part of her that didn’t have one of those thin scars, and back up to her behind. Guiding her ass into the air, I spread her knees. Emery’s face hid under her mane of golden flowing hair as she clung to the pillow underneath her. Getting to my own knees, I ran my cock over her sweet ass, butting the head against her back entrance, wanting to drive forward. “You ever been fucked up the ass, sweet thing?”

“No,” came her nervous, muffled voice, but I already knew the answer and, for certain, she wasn’t sent from a rival Motorcycle Gang. Fucking ATF whore.

“That’s gonna change.” After getting my finger wet in her glistening pussy, I slipped the tip of it into her puckered hole. Emery groaned, rearing her ass back against me. 

“Not tonight,” she pleaded.

I slithered my dick back into her swollen twat and froze inside her. “But I thought we had a deal, you do anything I say, right?”

“Yes, anything you say, but not tonight,” Emery panted. 

I snatched the belt strap, tugging her neck back. Bending over her, my lips grazed her ear. “Do you want me to stop?”

“No.”

That one word excited me more than all of tonight. Fucking minx wanted her orgasm. “Sweetheart, you need to hold on to something.”

She braced herself, extending her arms to the headboard as I pistoned in and out, all the while gingerly fingering her constricted rosebud. She yelled out, and I stopped. 

“What the hell?” She squealed.

“What do you want?”

“Fuck me!”

“Fuck me, who?” 

Emery howled my name, begging me to go on. Soon, I could feel her spasm around me. I reached around and tickled her clit to make it last a bit longer as I slowed my pace until I quaked, spilling my seed deep inside her. As I pulled out, I wondered if she really was some suicidal bitch. She took my dick way too easy, saying she enjoyed it would be an understatement. Either she was crazy or it was all part of her plan. Compressing a smile, Emery glowed as she breathed heavily. 

I drew her into my arms while I tried to catch my own breath. “I told you I knew how to treat a lady.” 

She closed her eyes and finally a small smile surfaced. It was all the thanks I needed.

While I recovered with this strange woman against me, I knew her orgasm wasn’t fake. She loved my dick. But if she was a Fed., she’d be one tough bitch. She’d want to get back to my brothers and the General. Nothing would stop her. As I thought more, I didn’t think she’d give a rat’s ass about killing Amun. I’d show her a thing or two. No matter who she was, I’d see how far she’d be willing to go, either to die or to bring me and my family in.
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I Want To Kill You Like They Do In The Movies
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Emery slept in my arms, her arms draped across my middle, filling me with emotions I didn’t deserve to feel. Probably still weak from the blood loss, she didn’t wake when Kym knocked on the door at midnight or when I carefully moved her head to get up to answer it. 

Irresistible and tough as nails, Kym cut right to the chase. “Who’s the whore?” That’s one reason Shirley volunteered her to help me. Kym rocked the hooker look herself, wearing a shiny red tube top, tiny black skirt and spiked heels. Some sort of Asian, pitch-black hair shined down her back, contrasting with her porcelain skin. I wasn’t prejudice or ignorant, I just didn’t know in what country her blood originated. It never mattered. She had an all-American accent with a slight southern drawl. “Seriously, Johnny, what the fuck?”

“Doesn’t matter.” I hadn’t thought this far ahead. Kym cocked her hip to the side, staring me down. I set her straight. “This is my job, she’s helping me. Nuff said. Now, where’s Rosie?”

She shrugged. “Figured you called her off in favor of this whore.”

“Nope, I don’t call either of you, off, or otherwise.”

Kym stomped her foot. “Bitch must have chickened out. Fuck! He comes, and I don’t have another girl with me, he’s not going to send his guard away. I’ve been fucking this prick for a year, he trusts me.”

Amun really likes Kym, she’s his favorite lady of the evening, and I’m sure Shirley was paying her well to lead him to me. We’d planned to have another girl here for tomorrow night so Kym could have an alibi once I disappeared. Rosie had volunteered to frame her ex-boyfriend for the murder. I was supposed to wait in the next room tomorrow night, checked in under Charles Hall, Rosie’s ex.’s name. 

“Looks like we need a new plan.”

“You want to wait? Find another fall guy?”

I shook my head. All my plans had gone out the window, but with Emery’s fifty grand in reach, I couldn’t wait. I’d have to do it the dirty way.

“You’ll just have to hide in my room. We’ll have to get rid of the body the old fashioned way.” Kym advised what I was thinking.

“What about you? They’ll come looking for you.” I didn’t really care about Kym, but I had to know why she would risk it.

“Shirley’ll put me up. Hide me.” She rocked on her heels. “I’m fixin’ to prospect.”

“Oh yeah?” I rubbed my chin. Shirley hadn’t told me Kym had any real ties to her. 

“Mr. Amun thinks he’s coming to my room for two girls, all night. He calls his guard off at midnight, usually, if he’s having a good enough time to be staying all night.” Kym reached in her top and pulled out a bag of cocaine that had been were her tits should have been, explaining, “He’s old school. Your girl better be good, or this may not be enough.”

I nodded. It was settled. “Better take this.” Against my better judgment, I handed her a bag that held my gun and a suppressor. She gave me her key card. 

“See you later.” Kym left. I’d be meeting her at her hotel, her and Amun’s usual meeting place.

I woke up Emery. “Get dressed.”

Groggily, she yawned and stretched. “Where’s my clothes?”

“Shit, I threw them out, burned them actually.” I scrubbed my hand over my face. My plan was going to hell in a hand basket.

“So what do you suggest I dress in?”

We’d be sneaking in anyway, trying to avoid the cameras. I took a button up shirt from my bag and threw it to her, it would come down to her knees. “You won’t be wearing that for long.”

“I’m showering. It’s nonnegotiable.”

“Hurry.” I packed up. Leaving my card in the hotel room, I said goodbye to my most recent home. Earlier I’d put a sign on the door at the bar saying it was closed for renovations. Afterwards I called the few employees, telling them we wouldn’t be opening tonight and they’d be paid for their time off. They wouldn’t be, and I wouldn’t be back. 

Emery slipped into the passenger side of Johnny Steven’s truck. “Where are we going?”

I lit a cigarette and cracked the window. “To a much nicer hotel. I have a job. I need your help. That was the deal.”

Emery didn’t say anything for a long time, and I took her silence as quiet resolve. 

“Don’t call me Scar tonight or tomorrow. Kym, the lady we’re meeting, knows me as Johnny.”

“Is that your real name?”

“Hell no!” I laughed. “Kym’s client is Harrow Amun. You remember reading about him?”

“Yeah, the guy you are going to kill.”

“He’s not just a guy. He works for one of the biggest crime families in America, and he’s done more wrong than the Devil on a Friday night.”

“So what are you, some vigilante?”

“No, honey, nothing like that. You were one hundred percent right about me. He pissed off a friend of mine and she’s meaner than him and she’s willing to pay, so he’s gonna die. Got it?”

I could see outta the corner of my eye, Emery nodded before silence filled the air and remained until we parked in a garage three blocks from the hotel. She grumbled when I told her we’d be walking. “I’m in heels!”

Getting into the hotel with Emery was a breeze, much easier than on my own. People fear a lone, strange man, but as soon as you add a woman to the mix, people open up, trust you even. Suddenly, you’re a husband, a brother, a father instead of a thief, a killer, a rapist. Emery had broke a heel crossing the road and cursed me under her breath. We hung out in the dimly lit smoking area outside the hotel. Emery looking freshly fucked in my button down shirt, she pretended to share my smoke. Having ditched her shoes in the trashcan, we looked even more believable. Still dressed as Johnny Stevens, in his long sleeves, I looked like a somewhat respectable man, at least a man who could afford to Honeymoon here. I put my arm around her, so we’d look more like a couple of newlyweds. Eventually a couple of smokers showed up, and we told them we left our key card upstairs. I hadn’t wanted to use Kym’s to enter the building. They opened the side door for us without a care.

I’d already studied the way so I could get to Kym’s room with my eyes closed and my face wouldn’t be on camera, but I hadn’t planned on having an accomplice. “Keep your eyes on the floor,” I reminded Emery on the way through the hotel. We took the elevator to a higher floor, then took the stairs down. When we finally got to the room, no one was there. I looked everywhere. “Fuck, where’s Kym?” Kym was at least a high-class whore. The large suite looked lived in, cluttered with homey touches. “Fucking Kym, bitch better not skip out on me like Rosie.” 

“Rosie?” Emery asked.

It was time I fessed up. “Kym promised Amun two girls for tomorrow night. Rosie didn’t show so you’re on.” 

“What? I am not fucking some guy.”

“You may not have to.” Kym’s voice came from the large trunk by the bed. I opened it, but she wasn’t there. Instead, she crawled out from under the table behind the trunk. “I’ve found your hiding place.” A large silk cloth lay over the table, touching the ground. It would be perfect as long as no one looked under it. 

“Won’t he be suspicious?” Emery asked. It was a good question.

“I live here, pretty much, all my tricks come here. This shit is always here.”

“Where’s my bag?”

“Under the table. Give it a try.” 

I crawled under and found my guns in the dark, pulled them into the light to make sure they were still loaded and shoved them back in place.

Kym offered us a couple of beers, and we all sat at her table while she rolled a joint.

“You can afford to live in a hotel?” Emery blurted out.

Kym didn’t mind it. “The owner, he likes me.” We could guess what that meant. “It’s pretty convenient. Got room service and the maids clean my room real good. You know they use steam, powerful shit to kill bed bugs and all. But enough chit chat.” Kym passed me the joint, batting her eyes at Emery who sat beside her in nothing but my dress shirt. “As I was saying you may not have to sleep with Amun because he wants to watch.”

Emery’s expression did nothing to hide her reluctance before she announced. “I don’t do girls.”

“You don’t do girls and you won’t fuck Amun? What kind of escort are you?”

“Um, I’m not one,” Emery proclaimed before I could stop her. 

Kym’s arms were crossed. “What the hell, Johnny?”

I took another hit. It’d been a long time since I’d had the pleasure. I let the smoke roll slowly out of my lungs. “Don’t listen to her. She owes me for services yet to be rendered. She’ll do as I say.”

“Like hell I will!” Emery spit with fire. 

Something in me switched on, craving that fiery side of her again. “You will or our deal is off.”

“So shoot me.” Emery smiled wickedly, crossing her arms too, challenging me, knowing we were in an odd predicament.

Already feeling high, I confronted her, “What’s it matter what you do? You’ve made up your mind. Why not have some experiences before you’re... gone? Why not let this pretty girl get you off?”

Emery said nothing. She turned her head away, pissed and took another swig of beer.

Kym grew impatient. “What the fuck is this about?” 

Emery glared at me, her face begging me not to tell. 

“Nothin’ she’s already agreed to do as I say. She can’t go back on it or things could get... slow and painful.”

Emery’s eyes narrowed before she hung her head, returning to complacent, defeated. Again, I wondered how far she’d go. Was she who she said she was? At times, I thought so. Or was she out to get me and mine? I’d witnessed her fire for a brief moment before it flickered out again. I didn’t understand a girl who wanted to die but wouldn’t pull the trigger. Taking another toke, I craved her fire, knowing if you play with fire, you’re bound to be burned.

Kym caressed my arm. “If she’s never been with a woman before, Amun’ll know something’s up. He’ll kill all of us, after he tortures us of course.”

“What would you suggest?” I grinned like the cheshire cat, knowing where this situation headed.

“Why don’t I show her a thing or two, get her comfortable.”

“Guess we need to rehearse then?” My serious eyes met Emery’s. “You and Kym are going to give me a show,” I ordered. I’d fuck them both after. I was the luckiest man on two legs.

She stalled, “Sure, but I’m going to need another beer.” 

I started to get up to get her one. Kym beat me to it with a sly smile on her face. I sat back down and watched Kym behind Emery’s back. She opened the bag of blow and spiked her beer with it. I kept my mouth shut, it wouldn’t kill her to loosen up and live a little before she died. Kym sat the beer back in front of Emery and she passed her the joint. We laughed as she choked the first few tries. 

Kym put her hand under the table, on Emery’s thigh. “So, you’ve never been with a woman before?”

“No, never.” Emery turned to me. “Never been with any man except my husband and Johnny here.” She sipped the beer, noticing nothing strange.

“Johnny, you sly dog. I thought you were bringing me a working girl,” Kym hooted. She was higher than a stoned moon. “You’ve brought me a treat. Now girl, what’s your name?”

“Rachel.” Emery thought enough to lie, only adding to my suspicions about her.

Kym flitted dreamy eyes as she toked on her third joint. “Now Rachel, I’m going to show you what a woman can do.”

Emery mimicked a deer in headlights. “I’m not finished with my beer.”

“You can finish it while I show you.” Kym slipped under the table. Emery’s face flowed through a range of emotions as her eyes latched onto mine as if they were hands to hold. I couldn’t help but get excited thinking about what was happening to her, but damn, I wanted to see it myself. Before I knew it Kym’s hand was in my crotch too, and she had my dick in her mouth in record time. Kym was a professional. They say if you want something done right, you go to one and a hooker is no exception. I came down her throat in no time. 

Kym wiped at her mouth with a wink, handing me the bag of coke. “Gonna need you to play Amun.” 

I debated whether I could get up in the morning if I snorted a line. We had a big day ahead of us, but it’d also been a while. The cocaine beat sleep. It burned my nose, my throat, my eyes, and I blinked wondering if it wasn’t laced with something else as the rush hit me like a ton of bricks. The thought floated away. I barely noticed Kym take Emery to the bed. Bitch had done given me drugs, thinking it’d keep me at bay while she played with Emery herself. Emery was on her knees on the bed looking clueless but complacent as Kym seductively stripped, removing her skirt and tube top. Keeping her heels on, she crawled toward Emery, her firm ass a fine sight. She began to unbutton Emery’s shirt. Emery blinked unmoving, and I knew Kym was right about loosening her up for tomorrow. 

“Em, Rachel, Amun’s gonna know if you’re not into it. You need to just go with the flow,” I coached her. 

Kym petted Emery’s face like a child. “We give him a good show tomorrow night, and I’ll make sure he fucks me first. Man only has one dick. Then Johnny here will bust in and kill him before he gets to you. I know you don’t want him to fuck you. It’s the worst part of my job. He’s an evil man. He’s got no love or passion and uses me hard. You wouldn’t be able to take what he does to me. If I’d ever refused him, I’d be dead. We’re killing a bad man.” 

Emery leaned her head over to let Kym kiss her neck. My cock sprang to life again. Kym slipped Emery’s shirt off her shoulders and studied the scars on her body before she kissed her on the lips tenderly. That was a woman for you, always wanting to make love.

“Kym, is this the show Amun’s looking for?”

She changed her pace instantly, kissing Emery hard, caressing her breasts, squeezing her nipples. Emery held her hands out and away, not touching Kym, giving her inexperience away. “Rachel,” I called Emery by her fake name. “Just relax and do everything that Kym does to you back to her. That should get us through tomorrow.”

Kym pulled back, and it was Emery’s turn. Her dazed expression let me know she was feeling what Kym snuck in her drink. Slowly, she mimicked Kym’s moves, squeezing Kym’s nipples as she tongued her. Fuck, it was hotter than a stolen tamale. I wanted to be in that pussy sandwich, but knew I had to let them rehearse. I lost my pants. Getting another beer, I watched them continue in only my shirt and boxer briefs. Kym’s hands fiddled in Emery’s crotch, as she sucked on her nipples. I was getting jealous wanting some of the action. They were still on their knees because it would be the best view for Amun to watch, I supposed. Emery began fingering Kym next, taking her nipples into her mouth clumsily. Kym’s head fell back as she moaned; she was laying it on a bit thick. When Emery stopped, Kym started to lie down.

“We have to make it worth his while. After he’s been here for a while, he calls off his guard, telling him to go home,” Kym explained. “The time’s been getting shorter and shorter.”

Emery was flushed, clearly turned on by everything that had been happening, or from the cocaine. “What do we do now?” She asked the million-dollar question, and I was all ears.

“Now, you are going to straddle my face while you fuck me with a dildo.” Kym pretty much had to position herself under Emery.

“Johnny, get in my trunk and find us a plastic peter.”

Obediently, I searched through the huge cedar trunk. My vision blurred as I bent over. Amongst the whips and chains, I couldn’t find a damn thing. Fuck this shit! Just like motorcycles, the only thing better than one pussy, was two. I hauled down and stepped out of my underwear. Going straight to the table with the platter of condoms, I opened one and slid it on my erection. Emery sat down onto Kym’s face and Kym tongued Emery’s pussy. 

Waiting for the dildo, Kym lay under Emery with her legs spread wide. I placed my finger to my lips as I approached them without it, hoping Emery would keep quiet. Sitting on my legs, I brought her body up, and rushed my dick into Kym’s hairless, slick cunt. Kym reached up, touching my chest, acknowledging me. Emery’s hands found my shoulders, as she steadied herself. My hands gripped Emery’s breasts as I thrust into Kym. 

It just wasn’t fair. I felt about as useful as an ashtray on a motorcycle. There were too many holes and not enough of me to go round. I’d gotten off again fucking Kym. Now I was lying on my back as Kym loomed over top of me, ordering Emery to suck me until I was hard again. Emery took my soft member into her mouth, and I guided her head as she bobbed up and down sucking until I responded. Kym tried to sit on my face, she wanted me to lick her pussy, but I shoved her off. 

“What’s a matter with you?” Kym whined.

I wouldn’t eat out a whore if you paid me. It was time I started running this show. “Get back under Emery and lick her clit while I fuck her. You’re going to be our cumsucker, Bitch.”

With Emery on her hands and knees situated over Kym’s mouth, I mounted her, finding her wetter with Kym’s saliva. I wrapped Emery’s long blonde hair around my fist and shoved her face into Kym’s open crotch. “Lick her pussy until I tell you to stop.” I rubbed my dick over Emery’s clit a few times, letting Kym lick me too before positioning myself to enter Emery, hard, in one thrust. Emery cried out into Kym’s lap. I froze inside, waiting for Kym to suck my balls. Emery got off with the first few strokes, but I wasn’t done. She tried to move, but I held her still. Fucking Emery’s sweet twat while Kym licked her pussy and my balls brought me over the edge soon after, and I deposited a load of cum into Emery. 

Right away, Kym got to work licking me clean. Then watching Kym lick my cum out of Emery, and Emery enjoying it, I grabbed another condom and the lube. Kym’s ass was in the air, and I planned on fucking it. I searched in the trunk for the dildo wanting Kym to fuck Emery at the same time. Luckily, I found a strap on. Interrupting them, I lugged Emery to the edge of the bed and buckled the strap on onto Kym. I spread Emery’s legs, putting her knees up and guided Kym’s new cock into her. I folded Kym onto Emery so I could have access to Kym’s asshole. Shoving my dick into her ass without any restraint, cause she could take it, I pounded Kym while wrapping my arms around her to hold onto Emery’s ass.

I was happier than a hog in mud. Just as I was about to blow my load again. I heard a noise, the door clicked and Kym froze. Something wasn’t right. Turning my head, I saw the barrel of a gun first then Amun’s ugly mug. Even with my dick still in Kym’s ass, I noticed he was alone. The adjacent suite door, the one I’d planned to use to sneak in to kill him, closed behind him. To fuck it all, he stood in front of Kym’s table and my guns. Damn it to hell. Puddled on the floor were my pants, my blade in the pocket.

“Move your dick, asshole.” Kym snarled, and I realized she’d sold me out. Well, sold us out, because Emery was involved too.

Emery backed up onto the bed as Kym moved behind Amun. I put my hands up. “If she’s your girl, I’m sorry.” It was worth a shot. 

“Get on the bed.” Amun waved his gun, pointing it toward Emery. 

I climbed onto the bed on my knees. “She’s innocent. This was all my plan. She’s just another whore,” I said matter a factly as he pivoted the gun back between Emery and I.

“I like her. I’d love to keep her for a while,” Kym added, tugging on Amun’s free arm.

He laughed, “Mrs. Jenkins, at last we meet. I believe you and I have unfinished business.” He motioned for her to come to them.

Emery slowly made her way to Kym. Kym’s eyes glistened, a smile appearing on her face as she grabbed Emery, holding her out of the impending gunfire. Amun handed Kym a gun. “Shoot her if he moves.”

Kym pressed the gun to Emery’s temple while Amun stepped closer to me. “Johnny Stevens is a nobody, a dead nobody. The Mutherfukers fed him to the sharks. Who are you? You have to the count of ten then Kym’s going to shoot your pretty friend.”

I searched Emery’s face, how did Amun know her? How did she play into all of this? Kym’s face contorted, she didn’t want to shoot Emery. When she saw me watching, she gave me an evil stare. She’d kill me in a heartbeat.

Amun started counting. There was no way in hell I’d tell him who I was. On five, I jumped, wanting to knock him to the ground, ready to wrestle the gun away from him. I landed with a thud, hard on my shoulder, at the same time I heard silenced gunfire. Amun thrashed on the floor beside me, having fallen before me. Blood gushed out of his mouth as he stilled. Kym had shot him in the chest. 

Now Kym pointed her gun right at me. I seized Amun’s glock from his dead hand, instantaneously, threatening her right back. Confused, I had to ask, “What the fuck, Kym?”

“Amun’s dead, the dumbass could have looked at your back if he wanted to know your allegiance. I’m not so dumb.” She was talking about the tattoo on my back, the same three pieces from my cut, deep in my skin forever. I still had my shirt on so how’d she know? “And I want that fifty grand from Shirley.”

“And you think Shirley’s gonna give it to you after you kill me?”

“I’ll say Amun killed you, and I killed him, dumbass. Or I’ll talk. Sure someone would want to know The Gods are working for the Heelz and in bed with the Mutherfukers too.”

She was wrong. It was all me. Her words reminding me of how deep in shit I was, wasn’t helping me clear my mind so I could kill a bitch. “And what about Emery?”

“Who? Oh, Rachel, she can come with me if she knows how to keep her pretty little mouth shut and her pussy wide open.”

Registering the fact Kym hadn’t known Emery, I hissed, “You think you can shoot faster than me. Bitch, you won’t make it out of here alive.” I was wasting time, trying to get the courage to pull the trigger. Fuck!

Kym’s finger moved on the trigger, and I rolled rather than fire back, ready to kiss my ass goodbye. Instead of a bullet, Kym fell to the ground, dead, shot through the head.

Looking up I saw Emery standing there naked, holding my gun. She must have crawled under the table while I was concentrating on the whore.

The blood spilling from Kym’s head soaked her hair and the light carpet, bringing back a scene I’ve replayed too many times through my mind. I shook my head, squeezing my eyes closed and covering my ears until I banished the memory. I opened my eyes, remembering Emery still had a weapon. She looked down at Kym and then back to the pistol, her hands shaking before she dropped the gun and collapsed in hysterics. Finding my strength, I scooped her up and carried her to the bed. Killing and watching people die was traumatic even if the people would have just as soon killed you. “It’s okay,” I soothed her, hugging her close. 

She’d saved me, and I really didn’t know how to thank her. The club and my brothers had saved me over and over but this was different. I caressed her face and wiped her cheeks but the tears kept falling. Kissing her forehead, I laid her down, lying beside her. It didn’t seem like enough, so I laid kisses all over her face until our lips locked in a heated kiss. With both of us naked, things progressed until I was stroking and kissing every inch of her skin in a daze. When I entered her, it was like nothing I’d ever felt before, could it be love? Tenderly, I worshipped her with every movement. Our bodies danced until we passed out in each other’s arms. 
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Waking to sunlight, a naked woman and a pounding headache wasn’t anything new, but the blood covering us, the two dead bodies on the floor, when did I get so careless? I rushed to hang a do not disturb sign on the door and hoped it was enough to keep the maids out. 

Emery stretched, still sleeping peacefully. My sober mind latched onto the fact Amun called her by name while my body remembered the electricity of losing myself inside her during the aftermath. Fuck, I didn’t have time to think about it yet. Cleaning up this mess would be like trying to fit ten pounds of shit into a five-pound bag. There was no pretty way to do it. 

Emery woke up after I’d stolen a cleaning cart and a larger laundry cart. I had the bodies wrapped, one in the shower curtain and the other in Kym’s fancy tablecloth. I’d shoved them both inside the laundry cart. I was far away, in the place you have to go when you have to contort dead bodies into small spaces. I scrubbed the carpet with bleach water, trying not to think of Kym’s dark, bloody hair. “Good thing the carpet is white,” I muttered as Emery sat on the edge of the bed, naked, not sure what to do. I thought enough to give her something to do, so she’d stop staring at me. “Coffee would be nice. Kym’s kitchenette is stocked. I can’t eat but you ought to. I don’t need your help yet, but burying two bodies would go quicker if I had your help later.”

On autopilot, I cleaned meticulously, making sure to erase every splatter of blood and tissue. The sheets were soaking in cold water, and I made the bed with fresh ones. Going over the carpet one more time, I realized Emery was telling me coffee was ready. A hot cup of coffee warmed my hands, and I could think again. 

“So what now?” Emery asked as she ate a bowl of cereal.

“We wait until night and get these bodies in the truck. Find somewhere to bury them. Pick up my bike and that fifty grand you owe me,” I started but all I could think of was that Amun had known Emery, Mrs. Jenkins, he called her by her last name, said they had unfinished business. She lied to Kym, had thought enough to with a couple of beers in her, saying her name was Rachel. Hell, she even fired a perfect shot, shooting Kym dead when I couldn’t pull the trigger. All the passion I’d felt comforting her last night blackened, turning to mistrust.

“Then what?” she continued, getting up and clearing the few dishes. She touched my bare shoulder, caressing me and began massaging my tight muscles. 

“I guess then I kill you.” I shrugged her off, but she didn’t move very far away.

“Right.” Her voice was a whisper. 

“Have you changed your mind?” 

“About last night,” she began, her voice tender.

“Last night we were both drugged and fucked by a whore in more ways than one.”

“But last night,” Emery tried again, and I didn’t let her finish. 

“Who do you work for?”

“No one.” She squealed, looking like I’d killed her puppy.

“You lying bitch!” I snatched her long blonde hair, bringing her face to mine. My voice had been too loud. I had to quiet down, I didn’t need the cops up here. It took some effort as I gritted my teeth. “You know Amun, fall into my lap, into my bed, while I’m trying to kill him. Who do you work for?” I punched the table, making her jump. “What did you do, sell me out?”

“It’s not like that. It’s a horrible coincidence,” she pleaded. 

I didn’t believe her but let her go. The thought of killing her now, even if I could, didn’t fit. She scurried off to the kitchen sink. Watching her, in my shirt and nothing else, suddenly I wanted to fuck her brains out. The urge just made me even angrier. “Take off that shirt and put on Kym’s clothes.” I’d saved them for her. “You’re nothing but my whore. You’re alive instead of dying a slow excruciating death because we have a deal, remember that.”

“Yes sir,” she spat, teasing me with her rare flicker of fire, only making me want her more. She dressed in front of me, terribly slowly. Emery found Kym’s shoes fit her too and made a big deal of bending over at the waist in them.

The next few hours were a glorified staring contest between Emery and I. She was waiting for my next order, making herself useless unless I told her exactly what to do. I wouldn’t give in to myself and fuck her, I couldn’t kill her and I couldn’t let her walk. Formulating a plan in my head, I stared blankly at her for hours.

When night fell, I couldn’t wait to get out of the hotel room. Even with the smell of bleach, the odor of rotten flesh had taken up residence in my nose. Emery couldn’t smell anything and maybe my senses had gotten ahead of me in anticipation, but it was there all the same, making me gag.

Despite our standoff, Emery followed my directions to a tee, allowing me to wheel the laundry cart into the elevators without anyone noticing. I hid the cart in the bushes before walking to Johnny’s truck and driving back to the hotel. The plan was simple, the best ones usually were. My emergency lights on, my truck idled on the vacant street behind the hotel. Packing the bodies in myself, I shut the truck bed cover, drove to the street over and parked, waiting for her. Missing them all day while cooped up in a non-smoking suite, I lit a cigarette. I spotted Emery in my mirror and was relieved. She could have run.

“So, do I win the Oscar?” She joked when she climbed into the truck.

“You’re a pretty good actress,” I remarked, thinking of how easily she convinced the front desk clerk a maid had stolen something from her room. I’d told her she didn’t need to say what, which room or her name, just make enough of a fuss to get everyone’s attention and then storm off. Emery pulled it off. Her hysterics won them over, just as they’d fooled me for the last couple of days. 

Emery stretched down the barely there skirt but it still rode up to her naked crotch. “So where to? I’ve never buried a body.”

I blew out smoke. “Oh, I didn’t tell you? You’re paying me first. We are picking up the fifty thousand dollars you owe me before I bury the woman you killed.”

“Okay, you don’t trust me anymore, I get that.”

“Let’s get one thing straight, I’ve never trusted you. You should know, I didn’t kill either of the fuckers in the back, and I have your prints on the gun to prove it. We’ll bury the bodies after you pay me for killing you. So you can start with directions.”

“You don’t get it do you? I don’t fucking care, I want to die. I don’t care if you trust me or not. I’ll play whore. I’ll even pretend to like it. I’ll save your fucking life. Just keep up your end of the deal, quick, painless and sudden.”

“Don’t worry sweet thing, once I get my money, it’s a done deal. You won’t see it coming neither. I’m a professional.” 

We didn’t talk the rest of the way to her remote cabin, where she claimed to have the money in cash, well that was besides Emery giving horrible directions. I’ve been to the middle of nowhere, fuck, I like it there, but as we passed a wooden sign I could have sworn said, bubblefucked, I knew we could find a good place to dispose of Amun and his whore, no shovel required. 

When she squealed, “Stop we’re here,” the headlights lit up an overgrown shack of a cabin. 

“What the fuck are you doing with such a cozy hideout?” 

“It’s not mine. It was Don’s, my husband’s place.”

Was, I thought, but didn’t say it. I holstered my loaded gun, and followed Emery through the dark to the front door. Feeling a few raindrops, I was glad I planned to dump rather than dig. Emery reached up to the doorframe for the key, and I rolled my eyes. It’s the first place I would’ve looked. I’d be lucky if the money was still here. Stepping in, she switched on the lights, blinding us both. Inside, looked nothing like the dingy outside. Just as I thought, the place screamed “hideout” with its modern décor and rich furnishings. No hunting or fishing had been going on here. “I’ve got to ask, what does your husband do for a living?”

Emery headed straight to the wine cabinet and poured herself a glass. “He sold insurance.”

There she was speaking in the past tense again. I expected to turn the corner and see Mr. Jenkins’ skeleton shackled to the wall. I imagined Emery laughing as she chained me up beside him. I shook the silly scene out of my head. “So where’s the money.”

She downed the glass in one gulp before leading the way, and I wondered if she was a lightweight drinker at all. There was something she wasn’t telling me. Emery walking in front of me, dressed in Kym’s whore ensemble, I just wanted to fuck her, period. ATF, murderer, liar, it didn’t matter. Fuck. 

Sliding off Kym’s heels, she grabbed my hand, leading me into the back. Instead of to a safe or a drawer, like I thought the money would be in, she opened a coat closet, retrieving a set of keys and a big silver flash light. “It’s out back.” Emery opened the glass sliding doors that led to a small deck. I followed her down narrow steps to the shed at the end of the yard. Fixin’ to storm, the wind cut me like a knife; the temperature felt like it’d dropped ten degrees. 

Unlocking the tiny building, Emery opened it and searched, waving the tiny spot of light back and forth until I heard a click. She pulled out two shovels, handing one to me. 

“I thought we’d dump the bodies but you’re probably right, burying them would be best. But I still want the money first,” I told her, leaning my shovel against the building.

“No, the money’s buried, deep. It’s going to take some work, but when we get it at least we will have somewhere to put the bodies.”

“You mean, we are retrieving the money from a body sized hole?”

“Yep.” She walked to the middle of the yard and felt around with her bare foot. She started digging, and I closed my eyes and saw Don Jenkins’ skeleton hanging on the wall again in my mind. He waved.

We dug for an hour, in silence, me doing most of the work since I could really get under the dirt using my boot on the blade of the shovel while Emery mostly moved the dirt I’d loosened up, before the rain came down hard. “Shit.” It’d been spitting rain the whole time, and I’d been hoping we’d be done before the storm. “How much deeper?”

“We’re almost there.” 

Hitting something solid, I wiped at my brow as raindrops pelted me, making sweat run in my eyes. I finally asked, my voice straining to be heard over the rush of water, “You killed your husband and now you want to die?” I chortled. I was exhausted and frankly, confused. “I mean, you were free from him. Why not take the money and run?”

She didn’t say a word, shielding her eyes from the rain with her hand to her forehead. She just directed me to keep shoveling. Even with Emery’s flashlight and the light pouring out from the cabin, my eyes had only barely adjusted enough to make out the box. He was in a fucking makeshift coffin, not something you take the time to make if you off someone. I wondered for a moment if she had coffins lying around and planned to off me next.

We cleared the top of the man-sized box, scraping mud now instead of digging until she bent down and was able to pry the lid open. Inside was a stinking corpse, not much more than a week old and on top of him, an iron skillet and a briefcase. Emery handed me the briefcase and shut her husband back inside. She crawled out of the hole and walked away, into the house. Putting the case under my arm, I followed her, shutting the rain outside, tracking mud inside. My eye’s traced her muddy footprints, she’d gone into the living room, but I went straight to the kitchen table, opening the case right away. It looked like it might be; but all the same, I dried my dripping hair and my hands with a kitchen towel and counted the money. It was all there.

Taking the briefcase out to the truck, to store under the seat, I ignored Emery, soaking wet and sulking on the couch. There was still work to be done. I didn’t have time to worry about her killing her husband, yet. The rain beat down harder as Don Jenkins gained two new neighbors. I drug Kym and Amun over one by one and threw them on top of Emery’s husband’s strange coffin and pushed the mud back in. Putting away the shovels, I locked the shed with the keys she’d left hanging in the lock. Maybe the rain would wash away my footprints and all evidence of our new grave but just in case I relocated the chairs and the metal fire pit from the deck to set on top, giving the bare ground beneath an alibi.

On my third trip to the truck, I retrieved my bag. It was time to say goodbye to Johnny Stevens for good. Emery still sat on the couch hugging her knees when I walked into the cabin. I dropped my bag beside her but she didn’t react. “I need a shower,” I remarked to get her attention, although if she’d looked at me, she would’ve seen I was sopping wet and splattered with mud. She pointed to the bedroom with the full bath. I went straight there and pulled off my boots, they were mine. I peeled off my other clothes, Johnny’s clothes, wrung them out and dried myself with the plush sea foam green towel, hanging beside me and wrapped it around my waist. My real clothes were in my bag, and I needed to burn Johnny’s. 

Walking back to the living room, I knew I’d seen a fireplace. Emptying my bag beside Emery, I asked, “Where’s your purse.” Emery pointed to the coffee table, and I dug through it until I found her driver’s license, credit cards, checks and blood donor card. Behind her insurance card lied a picture of her with a man slightly resembling the man in the ground. It was further evidence Emery might have been telling me the truth all this time. But something was off; there was something she just wasn’t telling me. Studying the picture, she was smiling, almost looking like a different person. Crumbling all the evidence, papers tracking Amun and documents I used to fake Johnny’s identity, I wadded up the photo with the rest of her identifying documents. Strolling over to the big stone mantle, I moved the screen and tossed them onto the grate. Squatting down, I piled the wood on top. I was thankful Don had kept some inside and flicked my lighter open to set the incriminating kindling ablaze. Next, I piled Johnny’s clothes to the sides, they’d dry out and then I’d toss them on. Back in the bedroom, I searched in the closet for something for Emery to change into and draped a pair of jeans and a random shirt over my arm. I showed the clean clothes to her, thinking it would please her. “Care to join me? I could use my back washed.”

“No.”

I walked over to her. “I’m sorry, I asked a question but you don’t have a choice. We are both filthy, and I’m not staying here much longer. I doubt you want to wear a dead woman’s clothes. Come on.” Picking her up, I carried her to the bathroom honeymoon style. 

I set her on her feet on the tile floor and started the water. I dropped my towel but she hadn’t budged. “Get naked.”

“No,” Emery barked. 

“Suit yourself.” I began stripping off her clothes. She resisted until she wriggled against me, wearing nothing but a necklace, one she hadn’t had on before. On it was a diamond ring and band, I’m assuming hers. Fingering it, I asked, “Why?”

Emery wobbled her head, her wet hair not moving. “I don’t know? Something to remember him by.”

More than figuring out what happened, I had to know for once who in the hell this woman was. “If he left you, why would you care?”

Emery looked past me. “I loved him. He’s the only man I ever loved. He’s the only man I ever plan on loving?”

“But you fucking killed him?” It didn’t make a lick of sense.

She started sobbing. “It was an accident, I swear.” 

I seized her face in my hands so she’d look at me. My thumb caressing her mud splattered face, I searched her eyes to see if this was all an act. I didn’t know what to believe anymore but my heart skipped a beat. Emery made me want to believe in something for once. I wanted it to be true. I wanted her not to have lied to me. “Tell me what happened.”

She backed away from me to the sink, wrapping her arms over her naked chest. “He disappeared one day, without warning. Everything was fine but he never came home. I reported him missing. The police said they had to wait before they could help me. Well, Don didn’t show for a week. I was sick, devastated. In my mind, he had to be dead. Don Jenkins was the love of my life. He was all I ever had and he was gone.”

“What about your family?”

“I don’t have any family, except I had Don. Well, I’ve got a deadbeat brother in Reno and one ancient aunt and her three cats, closer in Miami, but they don’t count.” 

I said nothing, only rubbed her arms, wanting her to go on. 

“Here, I thought he was dead. My heart felt like it’d been ripped from my chest. Have you ever lost someone... someone who was your whole life?”

“Yeah,” I admitted softly. I knew that feeling all too well.

“The police finally took me seriously and that same day they told me they found him, not dead. He was alive and well. He’d left me for another woman. They suggested I hire a P.I. and a divorce lawyer. So, I found a detective and low and behold, Don had been living another life. The investigator gave me this address. This is where he’d meet his other woman. Those are her clothes, not mine.” Emery pointed to the jeans I’d gotten for her.

“And then what, you came here looking for him?”

“I came here immediately and confronted him.” Her voice cracked as she began bawling hard again. “What a fucking jerk!” She sniffed. “He laughed at me for thinking he was dead. He said I was the horrible one and he had to get away from me. That it was all my fault. I tried to storm off, to leave, but he stopped me. All of the sudden he wanted to talk about it. He grabbed a hold of me, not letting me leave.” Emery clutched her own forearm showing me. “He dragged me back inside, saying he loved me best and wanted to come home. He was frightening me. It wasn’t like him, so I searched for anything in the room I could hit him with, in case things went too far. Our argument went on and eventually, I asked him if he’d slept with her, the woman, Jackie. He said yes, adding that I wasn’t satisfying him, and I couldn’t help it, I hit him with the skillet.”

“You killed him with a skillet?” I asked in disbelief. 

“No, he fell back and hit his head on the kitchen counter then on the floor. He never got back up again.” Emery’s face drooped, darkening, remembering the horror I’d felt before, something you just can’t fake. I stepped toward her, taking her into my arms again. 

I kissed her forehead. “Why didn’t you call the cops?”

“It’s complicated. I buried him,” she murmured into my chest.

Resting my chin on her head, I looked at us in the mirror. Emery clung to me, and I encased her body with mine. I hurt for her. “You made him a coffin?”

“I couldn’t just put him in the ground.” Her eyes met mine as she wiped her face of the tears, trying to pull herself back together. 

My brow creased as I held her gaze. “And now you want to die?” It made me angry. My words were harsh, but I just didn’t get it.

“That’s complicated too.” She tried to pull away from me, but I held on.

Our naked bodies pressed together, I wanted to remind her of what we experienced last night, when I felt I could stay in that moment forever with her and still never get enough. Words failed me. I didn’t know how to explain it to her. For once since I’ve met her, what I was feeling wasn’t complicated at all. My arm under her knees, I picked her up again and headed to the shower that was still running, running out of hot water in the back of my mind. Still grieving, Emery didn’t want to be kissed, so I lathered her up and got us both clean, doing my best on her long hair. Then when I’d finished, silently, I dried us both. I rubbed my stubble in the mirror, thinking I needed to shave. 

“Leave it.” Emery approved of my scruff. She wrapped herself in a towel, and I swept her off her feet again and carried her to the bedroom. “Not in here,” she pleaded, and I realized she didn’t want to be where her husband and his mistress had been. After laying her on the soft carpet in front of the fireplace, I got us a blanket and some pillows from the couch. Throwing Johnny’s old clothes on the fire, I stoked it until it roared. Losing my towel, I lied on my side, propped on my elbow, staring down at her. I slowly opened her towel, unwrapping her gently, trying to contain my eagerness, but it was like Christmas and she was what I’d been wanting all year long.

Emery sniffled, she wasn’t crying anymore but it’d been a bad spell. “I’m sorry, Scar, I’m not feeling very good. Goodness, it feels silly calling you that.” 

I quit tearing the paper. “If I tell you my real name, will you feel better?”

She rolled her eyes and smiled a little. “Maybe.”

Her tiny smile lit a spark in me. I wanted her for more than just easing my throbbing cock. “Well, there’s no maybe, it’s yes or no little lady. I tell you my real name, you laugh and give in and I’ll fuck you so hard you’ll never be sad again. Hell, you won’t even remember your own name. Or, you say no, and I’ll remind you of our deal and fuck you senseless anyway.”

Emery chuckled, “Well, sounds like an offer I can’t refuse but, first, what’s your real name?”

“Edmond.”

She sucked in a breath as she tried not to laugh, I could tell. “Really?”

“You can laugh, it’s funny, I know. So, call me Scar, okay?”

This time she wouldn’t deny me. I’d been good in the shower, ignoring my hard on as I soaped all the mud off her gorgeous body. I ran my thumb over her bottom lip, parting them before I leaned down. 

She stopped me. “Why? 

“Why, what?”

“There’s always a reason. Why were you named Edmond?”

Reluctantly, I propped myself back up to answer her. I didn’t want to talk about it. “My dad was some scientist, so he named me after some scientist. Why are you named Emery?”

“My mom was a Deadhead, you know the song, a friend of the devil. Well it say’s sweet Anne Marie, but she thought it said sweet Emery.”

I laughed, I knew the song. My cheeks burned with a smile as I realized she was already feeling better. She was all mine for the rest of the night, there was no need to rush. Descending to her sweet lips, I kissed her slow, savoring it. 

She wrapped her arms around my neck, giving in for a moment, letting my tongue hit hers. Pulling her head away she laughed, “So, did they call you Ed?”

“That’s it, no more talking.” This time I kissed her, taking her breath away. After all, I’d promised to make her forget. Enjoying the softness of her skin against mine, I was slow, slowly touching her everywhere. Slow to leave her mouth and taste other parts of her, down her neck, her chest. Slow to find her sensitive parts but quick to enjoy her jump when I bit her nipple and squirm when my breath finally hit her clit. My tongue massaged her sorrow away, I hoped, as I kissed her in the most intimate way. When I finally entered her, I stared at her face, watching the fire dance in her chestnut eyes, wishing she’d never been hurt but knowing the pain she felt too well. Emery’s eyes were still swollen and red but shined with desire, a longing for me. I devoured her lips as I thrust into her. Maybe it was the fire light or the thunder that crashed, but I kissed her with the passion of a man in love, making love to her, something I didn’t trust but felt anyhow. Before I knew it, she’d rolled on top, and I guided her hips as I bathed in her beauty, the blaze illuminating her curves. The orgasm we shared hit me like a kick in the ribs. I didn’t need another, and I was too overwhelmed for a cigarette. She lied on top of me, out of breath. Sated sexually but wanting more of her, I cocooned her in my arms and the blanket, her head on my pounding heart until morning.

Waking to a hot breakfast and Emery ready to leave, I noticed she’d dressed in Kym’s hooker garb instead of the mistress’ clothes. I couldn’t blame her, so I gave her the diamond hoops I’d stolen off Kym’s corpse to complete the look. A gift from Amun, they were probably worth a fortune and since stealing from the dead was bad luck, they looked much better on Emery than they felt in my pockets. After all, she’d made me a wonderful breakfast. If Emery hadn’t stolen my heart last night, I was a goner now. With my belly full, I gave her a sweet kiss, enjoying the brief bliss of normalcy, knowing it couldn’t last.

No longer Johnny Steven’s, I disappeared to the bathroom to become Scar again. I passed on my holey jeans, in favor of my black leather pants and pulled on my oldest t-shirt, gray, thin and comfortable. Remembering how much Emery enjoyed my stubble, I forgot shaving. I wondered if she would like the real me as I practically re-pierced my body putting in all my rings, my earrings, my lip ring and others, all over. I stuck my tongue out upset. I knew it’d grown up again. Wetting my hands, I slicked my hair back, out of my eyes and tied a black bandanna on. Lastly, I donned my cut over my leather jacket.

Emery’s face lit up, surprised for a moment, but she didn’t utter a word when I emerged from the bathroom.

“You ready to go, got everything?”

“Got me, that’s everything.”

I nodded since I’d forbidden her from taking the wedding rings, or anything that would connect her to this life.

We drove to the bone yard first. Big Mike was good enough to have given me a key. My ride was right where I’d left it, under a tarp. Big Mike would strip Johnny’s truck for parts, disposing of the evidence. 

Emery was surprised when I took off the tarp. “That’s a nice motorcycle.” 

“Well, with as much traveling as I do.” I started to explain my need for hard saddlebags and an audio system but shut my mouth. We hadn’t talked about last night, and I was running out of time. I sat on my bike and tugged her to me. 

She climbed on me, eagerly straddling my lap, resting her elbows on my shoulders. 

“This is me, the motorcycle, the tats and piercings, the killing.”

“I know,” Emery interrupted, kissing me, biting and sucking my lip ring into her mouth. 

My heart swelled as she accepted the real me. I stuck my tongue down her throat as my pants tightened beneath her warm naked center. Yes, Emery wouldn’t wear the mistress’s underwear either. I wanted to take advantage of the easy access, but we didn’t have time. My hands clutched her thighs as I thrust upward, rubbing against her, but I broke our kiss. “I’ve got to go. We’ve gotta go. Pick up something. From someone.” I wasn’t being too clear, intoxicated by her. Plus, I wasn’t used to explaining myself to anyone. I wasn’t even sure how much I should tell her. Emery knew too much already.

“Okay.” She surmised slowly, “Your payment for killing Amun, I guess?”

“Yeah.” I paused. “But then I’m heading somewhere else.”

Emery’s mood darkened. “What about our deal?”

“What about it?” I challenged. I wanted her to say she’d been a fool. She didn’t want to die. But then, would she want her money back? I couldn’t let her walk away, no matter what I felt.

“Last night,” she started, but I stopped her, placing a finger to her lips.

“Tomorrow, we’ll talk about this. Right now, we’re off to visit an old friend of mine.”

“And what about me?”

We were going to be late and things could get dangerous. “You hold on tight and do as you’re told.” I started my engine, not giving her time to ask any more questions. Disappointed, she climbed on the back. I’d apologize later, if there were a later.
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A Friend of the Devil
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Emery clung to my back, making me anonymous as I rode into The Banshee’s backyard. Two hundred shiny Harleys lined the dealership sponsoring the charity ride. Hell on Heelz were known for their female centric good deeds. Riders paid fifty dollars a head to ride in honor of Legs, Shirley’s mom who’d been diagnosed with breast cancer last year. At age sixty-six, a fully patched member, she rode too. Legs, a big woman with her gray hair in a long braid, never showed off her legs anymore but I’d seen the legendary photos. She spotted me, waving her arms in the air as we pulled into the lot. I gave her a wink and blew her a kiss as we passed by. Legs could be an officer now for all I knew. Other than The Banshee, which was Shirley’s road name, known president of the mother chapter of Hell on Heelz, no one knew who was in the ranks. Unlike men, these women felt no need to parade around their statuses and conversely, they demanded all members be treated just as well as The Banshee herself. 

I left Emery on my bike, so I could walk down the lot to greet Shirley. Weekend warriors waited on their waxers and Hamsters showed off their choppers, all ready to ride with the Heelz. They were all Rider Clubs, no other MCs, so my cut turned a few heads as I got off my bike. You’d have to be stupid to mess with me or show me any disrespect while I displayed my originals. The Asphalt Gods, a true 1%er MC, outlaws with our three-piece patch and the reputation to back it up, frightened most law abiding citizens. Mine also bore other patches other than my handle, Scar and Nomad. 13 meant I belonged to the mother chapter and 17 stood for Asphalt Gods. OAGO meant Only Asphalt Gods Only. We followed no rules, even the load made up by the barstool bull shitters. We only acknowledged the bylaws of the Gods and our General, the president of our mother club in Arizona. We were affiliated with no one, but our own who were spread out all over 20 states and Canada. Shirley’s Heelz sported a three-piece patch too, and they’d fuck you up just as quick, but weren’t considered outlaws by many because they were women. 

When Shirley dismounted her purple, fully dressed Harley, men and women crowded her like flies to manure. Taking off her tiny brain bucket and shaking out her flowing mane of auburn hair, she looked as good as ever. Her bare arms sported sun faded tattoos, a colorful jungle scene on one arm and a lotus flower with other exotic shit on the other. Pink leather pants, in honor of the ride today, caught my eye, along with matching boots with silver accents and shiny spurs. Next, I noticed her new bike decorations and smiled. Shirley acted like a girl and was damn proud of it. A cute tiger cub stuffed animal hugged her bike along with mementos of places she’d been like the beads from Marti Gras hanging out of her saddlebags. The queen in these parts, she smiled like an alligator while greeting her fans and was just as dangerous. If you were to let the pink pants fool you, you’d be dead, and probably by my hand. Amun had learned the hard way, The Banshee had friends in the lowest of places. 

She hadn’t spotted me yet, the crowd focused on her. Her belt buckle glinted in the sun, spelling MILF in big letters, reminding me of her other qualities. Leaning back on her bike, she gave them a show while men took pictures of her and with her, or more honestly, with her larger than life titties. She sure gave Dolly Parton a run for her money. A man cuddled in too close, and she shoved him away hard, causing him to stumble backwards and land on his ass. 

I laughed, hanging my head for a moment. That was Shirley all right.

“I’d know that laugh anywhere.” Coming at me from outta nowhere, she punched my arm, shouting, “Scar!” People parted, leaving us alone with only the change in her demeanor, a quick wave of her hand.

I leaned down, giving her a kiss on the cheek, noticing she smelled like the road and weed. She squeezed my ass, a promise she expected more later. Shirley was twenty years my senior, but that didn’t mean shit. Without a thought, she’d taken my virginity when she was thirty-six, and I’d just turned seventeen. I was twenty-seven now, meaning she’d be going on fifty soon, but she was still as fine as wine, getting better with age. 

“I take it the deed is done?” 

I couldn’t tell her about Kym yet. “Yes, and I’m heading to California in the morning.”

She scrunched up her face, confused. “You’ll have the whole amount?” 

I felt guilty for talking about my business with another MC. She’d want to know all about it later. “It’s a long story, but yes, I’ll have it all, soon as we settle.”

We continued walking toward my bike and Emery, but Shirley became unusually quiet once she saw another woman, not speaking until we entered Emery’s earshot. “Thought I sensed the presence of that piece of shit scooter of yours. A fucking Indian, still don’t know why the General allows it.” 

I only chuckled. It was true, my bike wasn’t the favored brand, but it was my favorite, at first, my old Indian was my only way to rebel against the General. Now, my brand spanking new one made me look like a RUB to some, but I hadn’t been able to resist buying one that might outrun my brother’s hogs. Midnight blue, a Classic Chieftain, it was a beautiful ride. The chrome Indian Chief Emblem on the front, acted as a symbol of pride, sort of honoring the native blood that ran through my veins from the family who were taken from me. 

“This here’s Anne Marie.” I smiled at Emery with a wink, knowing she’d catch on. “Anne, The Banshee.”

“Nice to meet you?” Emery cracked a crazy fake smile, reaching out her hand. 

Shirley ignored the pleasantries and got down to being nasty right away. “Anne Marie. Just Anne Marie? No leathers? She your property, Scar?”

“Now, Shirley you know the Gods don’t really own women.” 

She shrugged, hoping her words scared off my girl, knowing her. “It’s only a matter of time. The General isn’t getting any younger.” Shirley never let an opportunity to remind me about her plight slip by. 

“Anne’s getting ready to go suit up for the ride.” I piled a wad a cash into Emery’s hand and gestured toward the door of the dealership. “Go on inside and tell them you need the works.”

Emery walked off without a word, and I just had to trust her. I had Emery’s money after all, but as I watched her walk away, her ass swinging back and forth in her hooker clothes, I realized I needed her to come back. 

“Never thought I’d see the day you’d show up on my doorstep with a back warmer. You trust her?” 

“Yes,” I lied, quickly grasping my mistake. If Shirley knew I’d brought anyone I wasn’t sure about into her vicinity, I’d be crap on toast. I knew now I’d never be able to explain who Emery really was to Shirley, even if I said she’d been paying me to kill her. Who’d buy that? “She’s my girl.” I added for good measure.

“You bringing her to my roost after we ride?” She asked with a pout.

“With your permission of course.” I took hold of Shirley’s waist, towing her in tight against me, despite the onlookers. “It isn’t like that. Anne doesn’t change the relationship between you and me.”

“Good,” she grabbed my crotch. “Mama’s hurtin’ for you boy. Until later.” She blew me a kiss as she sashayed away. 

“Let’s ride,” she announced to the crowd and folks started revving their engines.

Emery walked out of the shop just in time, looking like a different woman. She’d pulled her hair up, showing off the diamond hoops I’d stole off Kym’s corpse. Emery sparkled, a vision in leather as she strapped on her half helmet and slid her shades on. Painted on black leather pants with Kym’s sparkly, tight, red tube top revealed her tight tan stomach with all her white little scars. She’d topped off the look with a black, sleeveless half leather vest, shaped to let her boobs run the show. Plain, of course, since she wasn’t prospecting and this shop doesn’t cater to posers. She kept her shiny red heels on, saying she was only going to be on the back and didn’t need boots. I wanted to fuck her on the bike, right then and there, but knew it’d make Shirley as jealous as hellfire. I didn’t know how I was going to spend a night with Shirley and leave Emery alone tonight. I’d have to too because, knowing Shirley, she wouldn’t hand over the money until I satisfied her. 

Emery and I jetted out of the lot right after The Banshee and Legs. We’d be riding high and tight, so it didn’t matter if I didn’t know the route. Watching the flaming high heels on the back of Shirley’s cut, I wondered why I didn’t leave the Gods when she did. Unlike some other outlaw gangs, the Asphalt Gods allowed women to become fully patched members. We didn’t really own women even if we called them our property. Sure, we had our whores and the women prospects had it the worst. Traditions don’t change overnight. Wives still liked to be called old ladies and men were still just as protective over them as ever. And they still weren’t faithful and could be found at the clubhouse with a whore impaled on their dicks rather than sitting round the dinner table. The women members were just as bad, bringing in prospects they fancied fucking. But Shirley earning rank, being an officer was too much for the men to handle. Shirley fought hard, put the others in their place too many times to count. She’d been Road Captain for three years before she’d had enough disrespect from her so-called brothers. Truth be told, she’d have been the natural successor to the General. The men had known it, and wouldn’t have it. 

They’d tried to frame her for various offenses against the club, but ended up fucking up and getting caught red-handed every time. For a while, it was comical and commonplace to see how much abuse The Banshee could take. Then they started going outside the club and got Shirley fired from her job at the hardware store. The General couldn’t punish every officer, or maybe he just wouldn’t, so he decreed whoever wanted to leave the club could do so with no punishment, for a limited time of course. Eventually, Shirley shipped out.

The General offered Shirley the Presidency of her own club, a support club. She’d said fuck that, that she’d start her own Outlaw club. She left and traveled as far away as she could and formed Hell on Heelz eight years ago. I could have left with her. She’d offered. Unfortunately, the promise that one day, I’d get revenge on the Sons of Satan or, at least what I’ve been waiting for, held me back. 
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