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Judge’s Fire is dedicated to my mom. You have stood at my side through everything and been there for every setback and steps forward I’ve taken since getting sick. No matter what, you’re always there for your family and friends without hesitation. I love you to the moon and back! 
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Please note this book may contain the following trigger warnings: sexual assault/rape, kidnapping, mental abuse, physical abuse, emotional abuse, swearing, sex, drinking, drug use, and other trauma. Please read knowing there’s a chance you’ll see these in this series. 

*This does NOT mean you will find any or all of these possible triggers in this book. It is just a warning of any possibilities to see this in the pages as you read.
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Wren Thompson

It’s one hit after another in my life. I feel like I take two steps forward and five steps backward no matter what I do or how hard I try. When I finally get a break, I think my luck is changing. Instead, my world turns upside down once again. However, I’m given a new lease on life when I become a business owner. I have no clue what I’m doing, but I’m determined to continue the previous owners legacy. 

I meet the one man who can break me and own me all at the same time. He’s arrogant and not the type of guy I need in my life at all. While he may look good and takes care of me in a way no one ever has before, I’m the one losing out as he continues his life like nothing has changed. It’s time for me to move on once and for all, leaving the town that holds my past behind. 

Braydon ‘Judge’ Whittaker

I’ve never wanted an ol’ lady. I witnessed what my parents went through when my brothers and I were young. They spent most of their time with the club or on the road away from home. Instead of living my life, I spent all of my time helping raise my brothers. I will never regret that time in my life because I was doing what was best for them. Everything I do is with them in mind. Even though they’re grown and have families of their own now. I don’t even live in the same town and I still try to do what I can for them. 

When the club goes through one of the worst moments, I meet a woman who is like nothing I’ve ever experienced before. She is full of sass, determination, and fire. A fire I want to burn me. However, I can’t give her what she needs. I’ve given her more than any other woman in my life, but it’s still not enough for her and she’s the one to end things when I like how they are. Am I about to lose the best thing to ever happen in my life?
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Wren

WORK IS BUSY as hell tonight. There’s hardly any time to think or breathe as I maneuver around tables, customers, and dancers. It works out great for me because today I was dumped right before heading into the bar for my shift. My ex-boyfriend doesn’t like the fact that I wouldn’t have sex with him. I’m still a virgin at twenty-three and he did absolutely nothing for me. Everything we did was on his timetable and he thought having sex on the first date three months ago was the right move to make. I wasn’t about to be with him when we were just starting out. So, now I’m alone again as I have been for my entire life. Not that we really spent all that much time together. Seth, my ex, spent most of his time with his friends going out and having a great time acting as if he were single when I was working or at home alone. The only time he called me was when he couldn’t find someone to fuck that night. Yeah, he informed me he’d been cheating on me all three months. I’m glad I was never with him. 

I didn’t even cry when Seth broke up with me. Instead, I yelled at him for cheating on me and told him to get the hell out of my apartment. He didn’t like that I wasn’t crying and begging for him to give me another chance or stripping out of my clothes and laying on the floor for him. I was ready to slap the hell out of him because of the names he kept calling me and how he treated me during the three months of my life I wasted on his sorry ass. My roommate, Karmen, laughed her ass off and said he was more than welcome in her bed again anytime he wanted. Yeah, that’s the kind of girl I moved in with because I had no other option but to share an apartment with someone else to afford the rent. 

I’m not holding onto my virginity for any particular reason. I don’t believe in waiting until I’m married to have sex for the first time. My feeling is if there’s a mutual attraction between two people and they want to take things that far, they should. Seth just wasn’t the person for me to lose it to. He’s the only boyfriend I’d ever had because I’ve been focusing on working and keeping a roof over my head for the last five years. Seth and I literally ran into one another on the street and he asked for my number. I thought he was cute and nice so I gave it to him. There were no fireworks or butterflies in my stomach when he touched me. His kisses honestly made me sick. The man slobbers like a dog when he kisses, it’s disgusting. Not that I have a lot of experience, but I shouldn’t feel as if I need to wear a bib so my clothes don’t get soaked. 

“Wren, pick up!” Carl calls out from behind the bar as I look around for Tanzy, the other waitress scheduled for tonight. She’s nowhere in sight and I’m really not surprised. 

Tanzy doesn’t work most of the time when she’s on shift. Her entire reason for working at the bar is to get laid and find the next man to spend all of his money on her. The Hide Out, the bar we work at, isn’t known for bringing in rich clientele. It’s a dive bar that’s only clean when I’m working. I arrive two hours before my shift to wipe down all the tables, clean the floors, and make sure everything is ready for the night ahead of us. It doesn’t matter what I have to do as long as I get paid and make enough money to cover my portion of the bills. 

Walking to the bar, I smile at customers as I pass them and quickly dodge the wandering hands trying to grab my chest and ass. See, I don’t even stand five feet tall and have generous curves in the right areas. At least according to the perverts who frequent The Hide Out. I’m the perfect target I guess. It doesn’t help that the uniform we have to wear consists of a halter top and booty shorts or the smallest skirt I’ve ever seen. Tonight I’m wearing the skirt because I have to do laundry. I can wear my sneakers, but the clothes show more of my body than it covers. It took me forever to get comfortable in the clothing because I’ve never been one to show more skin than I cover. Seth hated it and said I was dressing like a slut for everyone but him. Yeah, that’s the kind of asshole I was with. 

“This goes to the table in the back. Be careful, Wren. Those men are bikers. I saw their cuts when they walked through the bar. They’re in the Knight’s Rebellion MC. So far they haven’t started any trouble, but they’ve never been in here before. I’ve heard of them around town, but everything I’ve heard is bad news,” Carl warns me and I nod my head in response before grabbing the tray and making my way to the back of the bar. 

Carl is like an older brother to me when I’m on shift. We don’t talk or spend time together outside of work, but he’s been my protector from the first night I worked here. Carl’s a big guy and only a year or two older than I am. He works out daily and most of the women who come in want to fuck him. I’ve been asked for his number, been given napkins with women’s numbers, and asked a million questions about him. Carl has a wife and loves her deeply. He would never cheat on her and no one here knows because he won’t allow her to enter the bar. I don’t blame him. So, I take his protection and anything he tells me as the truth. 

Keeping my head held high and a fake as hell smile plastered on my face, I take a look at the four men sitting around the table. All of them have muscles, look as if they’d tower over me if we were standing next to one another, and are gorgeous from what I can see. None of them are paying attention to anyone in the bar, but I bet that’s a lie. With the way they seem to absolutely command everyone’s attention, I have a feeling they know where everyone is and what’s going on around them. Always watching their surroundings even if they look as if they’re the most relaxed person in the world. 

One man in particular catches my attention. He’s facing the room in front of him and leaning back in his chair. What captures my focus is the smile on his face. It’s genuine and lights his entire face up. I don’t know what’s being said, but I could stand and watch this man smile and laugh all day long and never once get tired of seeing it. I’m guessing one of the other men is telling some kind of story based on the wild gestures he’s making like no one is near them. The closer I get to the table, the more I focus on the smile. I can make out the laugh lines around his mouth as if he laughs every single day without reserve. I haven’t been lucky enough to witness many people who have those laugh lines while I was growing up, but there’s been a few who’s laugh was contagious and I found myself joining in because of who I was around at the time. This man’s laughter is the same as it pulls me in closer to him. 

Just before I get up to the table, a man violently stands from his seat, swinging his fist. It catches me near the top of my head and I’m instantly dizzy. I can’t hear what’s being yelled as I drop the tray and glass shatters all over the floor. Shaking my head helps slightly clear the dizziness as pain radiates from where the punch landed. It’s not as bad as it could have been considering how drunk the asshole is, but it still hurts and I know I’ll have a bruise in no time. I’ve always bruised easily. 

Before I can say anything to the men fighting across the table from one another, strong arms wrap around my body and lift me from the floor. My back is pressed against a hard chest and the most delicious smell surrounds me. It’s leather, oil, and something woodsy. There’s the faintest hint of alcohol that doesn’t turn my stomach. I let my eyes slide closed as I’m carried through the bar at a rapid pace. 

“Gonna take you in the bathroom,” a deep, smooth voice says as I snap my eyes open and see the bathroom door right in front of me. “Need to clean up the cut before it gets infected,” he informs me while kicking the bathroom door shut behind him. One of his arms releases me and I hear the click of the lock sliding in place. 

The man sets me on the counter by the sink and I get my first look at him. This guy easily stands over six feet tall and has the build of a swimmer with defined muscles like he got them from working out but also putting in hard work doing manual labor. Even with me sitting on the bathroom counter, I have to tilt my head back to look up at him. His dark brown hair has a slightly reddish tint to it mixed in with streaks of blond. It’s longer on top while the sides and back are shaved close. He’s got the warmest light brown eyes I’ve ever seen even if it appears like he’s staring deep into my soul. They remind me of melted chocolate. 

“How are you feelin’?” he asks me while pulling a bandana from his back pocket. 

“I’m okay,” I answer as he runs the cloth under the water. When he deems it wet enough, I feel the soft cloth touch my skin and wince slightly from the contact with my injury. 

“Sorry about that. I wanna make sure you don’t need stitches. What’s your name?” he questions me as I stare at him and take in the five o’clock shadow covering his face. I’ve always preferred clean shaven men, but this look definitely works on him as I feel butterflies take flight in my stomach with how near he is. I can feel his body heat from the inches that separate us. 

“I’m Wren. What’s your name?” I return, looking at the patches on the front of his cut. 

“Judge.” 

One word. That’s all I get in response. I guess this guy doesn’t feel the need to talk a lot when he’s with someone other than the men in his club. He might have the sexiest smile I’ve ever seen and been laughing with his friends at the table, but it doesn’t seem like he allows himself that luxury very often. There’s a quiet seriousness to him I’m just noticing as he finishes cleaning my face and inspecting the injury. 

“You don’t need stitches. You’re gonna have one hell of a bruise. If you get a chance, ice it to keep the swellin’ down,” he says, stepping back slightly and letting his hands drop to rest on my bare thighs. Goosebumps instantly cover my skin from the contact as a warmth I’ve never experienced flows through me from his rough hands. “Need to quit lookin’ at me like that, Love.” 

“Looking at you like what?” I ask him, not sure what he’s talking about as my eyes find his staring down at me. 

“Like you want me to fuck you in this bathroom,” he states and I feel the blush covering my face while my lips part from the bluntness of his words. 

“Um,” I say before my voice drops and I have no words. The thought of this man fucking me doesn’t turn me off. I let my eyes drag down his body and want to reach out to slide my hand under his shirt so I can feel his body. 

“Fuck it,” he mumbles before tilting my head up with his pointer finger just before his lips crash into mine. 

This man deepens the kiss immediately and dominates me. He explores my mouth as his finger moves from under my chin and I feel his hand slide to the side of my neck. Reaching out, I slide my hand under his tee-shirt and am met with hot, hard skin. I slowly move my hand up, dragging the edge of his shirt with me as I count his abs and feel them ripple beneath my touch. I let my nails drag against his skin as he breaks the kiss and I hear him suck in a breath. 

I’m unable to move my eyes from his as he once again rests his hands on my thighs and I feel them slowly slide up my smooth skin creating a fire to burn low in my stomach. His touch sets my body on fire, a new experience for me. His eyes finally drop as his fingers disappear under the short hem of my skirt. My legs are already spread wide to fit his body between them from when he was cleaning my face. I feel him push my panties to the side without removing them. 

“Gonna be hard and fast, Love. You sure you want me to fuck you?” he asks me, his voice husky as I feel one of his fingers enter my pussy and my back arches while my head drops back and I can’t stop the moan from escaping. “You’re so fuckin’ wet. Is this all for me?” 

“Y-Yes,” I stammer as his finger slowly slides in and out of my pussy. “Please, don’t make me wait.” 

The thought of my virginity and everything else flies out the window from one touch of this man. I listen as he undoes his belt and jeans. Judge removes his finger from my pussy and that hand disappears as I look down to see him unwrapping a condom and sliding it on his long, thick dick. When the condom is in place, Judge grips my hips with his hands and pulls me so my ass is barely on the counter. My legs wrap around his waist as I brace myself on my hands. Judge leans down to kiss me again as he pushes his cock into my pussy. He doesn’t stop or take his time. I scream into his mouth as pain shoots straight through my body. I can feel a tear fall from one of my eyes but don’t stop him from sliding in and out of me. 

As the initial pain finally starts to fade into pleasure, I break free of the kiss and look down as I slide my hands up Judge’s chest again. This time I take in every tan inch of skin I reveal. His lips find the side of my neck and I tilt my head as his thrusts become faster and harder. Judge’s hands remain locked on my hips as he holds me steady. 

“You’re so fuckin’ tight, Love. I’m already fuckin’ close,” he growls, releasing my skin from between his teeth. 

Reaching between us, Judge finds my clit and I arch my body closer to his once again. The sensations flowing through me are intense as something coils deep in my stomach. My moans are loud and coming one after another as Judge pounds into me. 

“I’m . . . I’m . . .,” I start but can’t find the words to tell him I’m about to shatter. “Judge!” 

I scream his name before leaning my head forward and biting his chest through his tee-shirt so the entire bar doesn’t hear me. My entire body is tight and shaking as ripples of my release flow one after another. I feel weightless and as if I’m flying. Judge thrusts deep in me a handful more times before his entire body goes stiff and he buries himself as far as he can. A deep groan leaves him that’s guttural as it echoes off the walls of the bathroom. His head drops back and I watch as Judge’s eyes slide closed. My heart is racing and I can hardly catch my breath as I watch the man still buried inside me find his release and lose control. I don’t think he loses the tight leash of control he keeps a hold on very often. 

“Fuck,” he says when I feel his body finally relax. 

Judge doesn’t look at me as he grabs the base of his cock and holds the condom in place. Looking down, I see the blood covering it and know he’s about to realize I was a virgin. 

“The fuck?” he asks, looking up at me when he’s finally pulled free from me. “Were you a virgin?” 

“Yeah,” I say, watching as he stumbles back quick as hell while removing the condom and tying it off before throwing it in the garbage next to us. “Don’t worry, I won’t be one of those clingy girls who won’t leave you alone. I wasn’t holding onto it for any reason. I’ve just never wanted to have sex before.” 

Judge doesn’t say a word in response. He grabs paper towels from the dispenser next to the sink and wets them. I watch as he cleans his softening length before pulling his boxers and jeans back up. Once his clothes are back in place, Judge leaves the bathroom without saying another word to me. I don’t let it bother me because I knew this wasn’t going to lead to some grand romance or even a relationship. This was a one night stand in the bar’s bathroom because for the first time in my life I found a guy I actually wanted to have sex with. I’ve heard girls can become emotional and attached when they have sex for the first time. The only thing I feel right now is satisfied and a little sore. I learned a very long time ago to shut my emotions off and not let them get involved in any aspect of my life. This situation will be no different. 

Following his move, after going to the bathroom, I use paper towels to clean myself up before making sure my clothing is back in place. I smooth down my hair the best I can before leaving the bathroom. Since I don’t typically wear a lot of make-up, I simply wipe under my eyes to remove the mascara that now coats my skin. I’m covered in a fine layer of sweat, but that can’t be helped until I get home and shower. Knowing there’s nothing more I can do to fix my appearance, I leave the bathroom and head back out on the floor. My eyes find the table the bikers were sitting at and it’s now empty. The asshole who hit me is also gone. I simply walk to the bar under Carl’s watchful knowing gaze to grab the tray filled with drinks so I can get back to work. The rest of the night, Carl keeps a close eye on me as if he’s waiting for me to break. It’s not going to happen. 
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Wren

CLUSTERFUCK DOESN’T EVEN begin to define my day today. While I didn’t enjoy working at The Hide Out, it paid the bills and gave me enough money to get some groceries for myself. Things I could hide in my bedroom away from Karmen because she steals everything in sight. I managed to get myself into a routine that works for me. I go out applying for jobs in Briar Glen and the surrounding towns during the day, take an hour nap in my car, shower at the apartment really quick, go to The Hide Out for my shift, and then go back home again. The only reason I don’t nap there is because when Karmen’s home, you can’t get any sleep. Once or twice during the day I eat something and Carl always made sure I had a meal at the bar each night. He caught me once or twice getting dizzy because I was working too hard and skipping meals throughout the day. Like with my food, I got used to hiding money in the apartment when I was there and keeping it with me when I left for the day. Unless it was a large amount. Then I have a spot in the wall I hide it in. Karmen has proven to me repeatedly she can’t be trusted and I’m not about to give her more money than my share of the bills so she can pay them. 

I don’t have a checking account, I’ve never had one for some reason. So far, all of my jobs have either paid me in cash or I’ve gotten one of those pay cards where the money automatically gets deposited on it. The Hide Out always pays in cash. I simply give Karmen the cash to deposit into her bank account for the rent and utilities. Every month, the process was repeated and she always wrote me out a receipt. I went without food and necessities countless times just to ensure I had the correct amount to give Karmen so she wouldn’t bitch about having to cover for me. She never did, but I added in money to cover when she was short more than a handful of times. It was no big deal as long as she was the one making things difficult for me. The second I said or did something that wasn’t what she wanted, Karmen would throw a tantrum like a damn toddler before giving me the silent treatment. I never minded because it meant peace for me. 

Anyway, I get to The Hide Out only for Marlon, the owner, to pull me into the office before I could clock in. He sat me down, told me he had to cut back on staff and since I was the newest one to be hired, I no longer had a job. Marlon handed me over the cash to cover my hours as usual and sent me on my way. He didn’t even apologize for having to let me go. Marlon isn’t always a thoughtful or nice man. He leers at women, says the most vile things about females, and is a pervert. I’m not sure why I expected this interaction with him to be any different. I only stopped long enough to talk to Carl because I wasn’t about to walk away from him without saying goodbye. 

“What’s going on, Wren. You look shattered?” he asks while sliding a glass of soda over to me. 

“I just got fired. Marlon said he had to cut back on staff and I was the newest hire, so I’m the one losing my job. I don’t have another one yet, Carl. I haven’t even managed to get an interview anywhere,” I tell him before taking a long sip of my drink. It’s cold as hell and burns on the way down, but I don’t drink alcohol so soda is my go-to when I’m here and Carl knows that. 

“Are you shitting me? You’re the only one here besides me who actually fucking works. This isn’t about Marlon having to cut back on staff, Wren. He fired you so he could bring in his daughter. I overheard him on the phone when I got here a little while ago. She doesn’t even need the job, but her mom wants her to get some kind of experience or something like that. This is bullshit!” Carl shouts, anger lacing his voice as he slams his palm against the top of the bar, startling me. “This place is about to fucking go to hell because you’re the only one who cleaned the dump. Everything that’s gone wrong has been handled by you. Who the fuck is gonna take on those jobs now? Tanzy sure as fuck won’t lift a finger to do anything.” 

“It’ll be okay. Thank you for the drink,” I say, finishing the soda and pulling out a few bills to slide across the bar.

“You’re not paying for it, Wren. It’s on me. Get the hell out of Briar Glen. There’s no reason for you to stay here any longer,” Carl says, pushing my money back toward me before I gather everything in my hands and leaving. “Live your life somewhere warm all year round and find the woman you’re meant to be. Go to college and continue your education. I know you graduated high school at the top of your class, Wren. Put that mind to good use and don’t waste a second more in this fucked up town.” 

I give Carl a hug across the top of the bar before turning and walking out. This is the last time I’ll ever step foot in the bar because I won’t come here as a customer. The only person I’ll miss is Carl. He actually gives a shit about me and that’s rare in my life. I can count on one hand the number of people who ever made me believe they cared and still have fingers left over. 

The drive to my apartment doesn’t take very long. In fact, I could walk to work every day in under ten minutes. The only reason I don’t is because the neighborhood I live in isn’t the best. I’d be harassed and threatened the entire time. Or dragged into one of the many alleys to be beaten and raped. It happens every single day but I had no choice except to move in with Karmen. I learned really quick it’s best to drive no matter how close my destination is. Carl’s right, I need to get the hell out of Briar Glen and start my life over somewhere new. Somewhere I can find a job and live in an apartment on my own. This town holds absolutely nothing for me. I don’t have any family. 

I grew up in foster care because my parents decided to leave me on the side of the road during a horrendous thunderstorm late one night. Someone happened to find me and they rushed me to the hospital from what I’ve been told. I don’t know much about my condition, but I was told by one of my foster families that I spent two months in the hospital before they discharged me into the custody of the county. My first foster home kept me for three months before they decided I was too much trouble or something. All I know is after that, I was moved from one home to the next after six months to a year. 

When I was almost eighteen, I was put in my last foster home. The lady who took me in was Mrs. Smythe. Her husband had died from a heart condition they didn’t know he had and they weren’t lucky enough to have children of their own. That’s when Mrs. Smythe decided to become a foster parent. She was the best. I was never abused in any of the homes I was placed in. That’s about the only lucky aspect of the situation I was in through no fault of my own. There were two boys in the home when I was taken there—Tristan and Zach. They were close as hell and about five years younger than me. For the first time, I had a foster mother who treated me as if I were her own daughter and two brothers.

Tristan and Zach accepted me without question. We hung out after school, helped Mrs. Smythe with chores, sat outside and just let the silence fill the air as we got lost in our own thoughts, and spent all of our time together. They annoyed me the same way I imagine younger brothers annoy their older sisters. It was the best six months of my life and I miss the three of them every single day. The only reason I haven’t tried to look for Tristan and Zach is because I want them to live their lives without any painful reminders of that period of time. I want them to be successful, happy, loved, and have the best of everything. If anyone deserves it, those two do for sure. I also don’t want to remind Mrs. Smythe of the day I left her home. She cried while holding me tight and told me she didn’t want me to go. It’s one of the memories I have and relive on a constant basis.

After parking close to the road so I’d have a street light nearby, I head inside the small apartment complex. There are six apartments in this building. It doesn’t get taken care of and is falling apart more each day. The front door has a large crack through the glass that won’t take much to shatter completely. Every single step inside sags and I feel as if I’ll fall through any second. All the walls have peeling paint and large holes that have never been repaired. The walls are so thin you can hear everything in each apartment on your floor and the one directly under you. There’s also no insulation to speak of. As I get upstairs to my door, I find an eviction notice taped to it. Ripping it down, I read it and discover rent hasn’t been paid in four damn months. 

“One of you finally decided to show up,” I hear from behind me and turn to find Cliff, the landlord from hell. “Where’s my money?”

“I don’t know. I thought Karmen was paying it as usual. Can I still get inside? I have some money hidden. I can pay you and I’ll talk to her to find out what’s going on,” I ask Cliff as he glares at me.

“This is the last time you’ll be allowed inside the apartment if I don’t get all the money I’m owed. I’ll give you a break of two days on this month’s rent, but that’s it,” he states, reaching around me to unlock the door so I can go inside. His arm brushes against my chest as I recoil from his touch. 

The apartment is trashed as I take in every inch. This is not how I left the place when I headed out to go to work. Heading for my room that’s no bigger than a small closet, I take in the destruction there. My mattress on the floor has been flipped, blankets are all over the place, and my clothes are tossed all over the room instead of being in the laundry basket. Grabbing my clothing, I stuff it all back in the laundry basket unfolded and notice over half of them are gone. All of my uniforms for The Hide Out are missing minus what I’m currently wearing, jeans, shorts, and two of my favorite skirts are missing. Most of my tank-tops are also now gone. Karmen raided my shit and took what she wanted once again. 

I walk over to the closet and move the door that’s leaning against the wall because it isn’t on the doorframe any longer, I reach into the hole where I hide my money. My hand comes back empty. Bending down, I look inside to find nothing there. Karmen found my stash and took what money I had saved up. 

“Fuck!” I yell to no one as my landlord enters the room.

“Where’s the damn money?” he questions me, glaring harder now than before. 

“It’s gone. Karmen took it,” I state, defeat lacing my voice as my shoulders hunch and I realize I’m about to be homeless with no job or employment prospects. 

“You got five minutes to gather what you can and get the fuck out. I’m timing you,” Cliff says, his voice cold and hard as he watches me scramble around the room. 

I grab everything important to me. The one picture album I have filled with the time I shared with Tristen and Zach, what clothes I have left, the blankets from my bed that are worn and thin, and the one pillow I have. Grabbing the backpack I’ve had for years, I stuff all of the food I’ve stored in my room inside. There’s not much left and I won’t be able to buy much more because I’ll have to put gas in the car so I can get the hell out of this town. 

“Two minutes,” Cliff states as I gather the last of my things. 

Placing my backpack on my shoulders, I stuff the blankets over the basket and grab it. This is all I have to my name. Twenty-three and I’ve got one basket and a backpack. This just shows how fucking pathetic I am. It’s time to move on and build something bigger than this. 

Cliff follows me outside and locks the main door of the complex behind me so I can’t get back inside. Karmen really fucked me over and I know she doesn’t give a damn about anyone but herself. I put the basket on the trunk of my used Chevrolet Cavalier. It has more spots of rust on it these days than paint. I got this car just before I aged out of the foster system and have done the best I can to maintain it. Opening my back door, I load the basket and bag inside before slamming my door shut and getting back in the driver’s seat.

I lean my head against the steering wheel for a second, letting tears of anger and frustration fall unchecked. Today has been one more day in a very long line of horrendous days. It’s simply how my life works and I’m over it. One day I’ll catch a break and be able to not stress about money, somewhere to live, and living the life I deserve. I’m not a bad person, but all this shit seems to keep coming for me. Today is just another example of that. Finally, I reach up and wipe the tears away before starting my car and leaving the apartment complex behind. It doesn’t take me long to get to the sign announcing that I’m leaving Briar Glen and I smile a genuine smile for the first time all day. 

“Welcome to your new life, Wren,” I say to myself as I pass the sign and turn to get on the highway. 

As I cruise down the highway, I’ve got my window rolled down and the music blaring as loud as the ancient speakers will play. It’s not very loud if I’m being honest. Too many days spent listening to loud music has blown them. I sing along to each song that comes on the radio. My car is so old, I don’t have all the fancy inputs for me to connect my phone to the radio so I can play one of my playlists. The radio is good enough for me, though. 

***
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Driving on the empty road, I start to smell smoke. That very distinct smell of something on fire you can’t mistake. I’m not even an hour outside of Briar Glen. Looking to the left of the deserted highway, I spot the fire immediately. It’s a little down from an empty diner I passed. I immediately pull over and rush across the road. The heat from the fire is overwhelming as I try to look through the smoke to see if anyone is around. Walking around the area, I find a motorcycle on fire. Directly in front of it is a large vehicle and I can hardly make out the raised hood. The entire bike is engulfed in flames and I can smell gas leaking from one of the vehicles. Pulling out my phone, I go to call for a fire department when I hear a choked cough from a few feet in front of me. At least I think it’s a few feet. The smoke is so thick I can’t really tell where anything is. 

“Is someone there?” I call out, immediately coughing from the smoke I’m not inhaling with each breath. 

“Help,” I hear someone try to call out weakly with a hoarse voice and I strain to hear anything to help guide me toward where I think the voice is coming from.

Moving forward, I step slow and careful while trying to navigate through the smoke. I have nothing to cover my mouth and nose with. I take about fifteen steps into the smoke when my foot nudges something. I immediately drop to the ground and feel a foot. Moving my hand up the body, I don’t stop until I find the person’s arms. Reaching underneath them, I pull with every ounce of strength I have. The person barely moves, but moans out in pain. 

“I’m so sorry,” I start to say on repeat as I manage to turn the person around and drag them from the fire. 

By the time I feel as if we’ve moved far enough from the fire, I’m covered in sweat, sore, and about to collapse. No one else has come to help me and I don’t hear any sirens of trucks coming to put the fire out. As I take a few breaths and start coughing horribly, the heat at my back becomes even worse causing me to drop to the ground, partially covering the person I just pulled from hell. An explosion goes off and I’m hit with all sorts of debris. The only thing I can do is cover as much of the person underneath me with my own, small body. 

“Fuck!” I hear someone say through what sounds like water. It’s all distorted and muffled sounding. I don’t know what the hell is going on as my body feels like it’s on fire. “Razer! Wyatt!” 

Two names are shouted repeatedly as I try to lift my head. It won’t move. Nothing on my body will. The shouting sounds as if it’s coming closer, but I can’t tell as a ringing starts to sound in my ears. Everything around me is starting to fade when I start to see someone moving closer to where I’m laying. I can’t make out any details, but I try to call out for help. Nothing comes out of my mouth. There’s absolutely no sound as I try to call out again and again.

“Fury,” the person under me says and I feel him slide something in my hand before my fingers automatically clench around the object. 

I hope the person I saved is okay. Maybe I was able to save their life while I lose mine. This is the last thought I have as I’m pulled into a blank abyss where no sound, heat, smoke, or anything else can touch me. 
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Chapter Two
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Judge

FURY AND I are sitting in my office at the clubhouse. Today has been long as fuck and I’m ready for a few drinks and maybe a woman to lose myself in. Well, I’d love to fuck one of the Rebels or get my cock sucked, but it doesn’t seem to work these days. Not unless I’m thinking of the woman I fucked in The Hide Out about two months ago. I haven’t been back to the bar again because there’s no point. She was a damn virgin and didn’t inform me before we had sex in the bathroom. I wouldn’t have touched her if I’d known. Virgins can be clingy as fuck and I don’t do that shit. A woman gets one chance with me and that’s it. It can last all night at most and then I’m done. I don’t do sleepovers, relationships, or any of the other bullshit that comes with women. I have one night stands and rarely go to the Rebels for more than getting my cock sucked when I don’t feel like going out to find some random woman for the night. 

Wren. That’s her name. I wasn’t planning on asking for it, but seeing her get punched by a grown man shifted something deep in my chest. I was instantly out of my seat and picking her up in my arms. It didn’t take much because she’s so damn short. I know she doesn’t stand five feet tall even in her sneakers. The woman is tiny with generous curves in all the right places. I just wish I had taken the time to actually explore her body and discover every single inch of those curves. She has long hair that’s white with baby blue streaks throughout the length. I could tell the white wasn’t dyed, it’s her natural hair color. I’ve never seen someone so young with white hair like her. Her eyes were an ice blue that made me feel as if she could see straight through me without even trying. In the dim light of the bathroom, they seemed to glow the few times I allowed myself to look at her. I don’t ever give out nicknames, but the one for her was immediate. Little Bird fits her perfectly. 

“You’re thinkin’ about her again, aren’t ya?” Fury asks me and I look up to see the smirk on his face. 

“Who?” I ask, pretending not to know what the fuck he’s talking about.

Fury is my best friend. He was the first one who truly started to talk to me when I moved to Briar Glen from Braedon. Fury didn’t give a fuck if my dad was in the mother chapter or how every male in my family is also a member. I have two younger brothers in the mother chapter of the Knight’s Rebellion. All Fury cared about was my loyalty to the club and how I treated others around me. I wasn’t about hazing the Prospects or treating the Rebels like shit because they’re club girls who fuck every member in the club who’s not married or with someone. The two of us bonded over our family being club members and how it affected us growing up. Our experiences were completely different but still common at the same time. 

“Don’t fuckin’ bullshit me, Judge. You know you can’t hide shit from me,” he says, leaning forward as I sit back in my chair and try to force thoughts of Wren from my mind. “You’re thinkin’ about that girl you fucked in the bathroom after takin’ her off out of the way of that asshole who hit her in a drunken rage. The same fucker you beat the hell out of after fuckin’ said girl. Never seen you react to somethin’ like that, Judge. Yeah, you protect women and kids no matter what, but you lost your damn mind that night. It’s been two months and you haven’t been fuckin’ anyone else. Can hardly get your dick sucked by the Rebels. They talk and we’ve all heard them.” 

“The fuck?” I ask, anger filling me with the thought of those bitch’s talking about me when I’m not around. 

“Don’t get pissed. Angel and Roxy were talkin’ the last time you brought Angel in here. She was in tears, scared to death she was gonna be kicked out because she was doin’ somethin’ wrong with you. Roxy asked what she was talkin’ about and Angel explained the situation. You only get hard when you think of that girl. Called out her name the one time you did manage to stay hard long enough,” Fury informs me as regret hits hard because Angel is a good girl and doesn’t deserve to feel like that. “I took care of Angel and let her know she wasn’t gettin’ kicked out. Told her you’ve been stressed or some shit like that.” 

“Fuck. Thanks, Fury,” I say as I look at my desk where a million things wait for me to deal with. “I can’t get the fuckin’ chick outta my head. She never told me she was a virgin before I fucked her in a damn bathroom. Didn’t know until I pulled out and saw the blood streaked on the condom. Said she wasn’t gonna be clingy or anythin’ else. Said she just hadn’t ever wanted to have sex before and that’s why she was still a virgin. I walked out without another word. Just left her there to clean up and deal with the aftermath on her own. Haven’t seen her since that night either. She’s in my fuckin’ dreams, I think of her when I should be workin’, and I can’t get the sound of her moans or the taste of her out of my damn head.” 

“What are ya gonna do about it?” he questions me because he knows I’ll only open up to him, my brothers, Gramps, and Lash. The five of them are my inner circle and know almost everything about me. 

“Nothin’. You know I don’t want an ol’ lady. You know what Death, Talon, and I went through when we were young. Not gonna put anyone else through that shit when I know how busy I am. I started takin’ care of my brothers before I really knew what the fuck I was doin’. Yeah, we had Gramps, but he couldn’t do everythin’ for us. Now, I’m just gonna love my brothers, sisters-in-law, and my nieces and nephews. I don’t need anyone else in my life,” I state and get a pang in my chest with the thought of Wren never being mine. That’s been happening a lot lately and I don’t know why. 

“I call bullshit, Judge. That girl will be your ol’ lady before you know it. She’ll have your babies and give you the life you deserve. You’re a good man and should have a great woman at your side. Not just the Rebels and random women you fuck for a night before movin’ on. Your cock not workin’ should tell you all you need to know,” he returns as my phone vibrates on the desk in front of me.

I reach for it and see Agony’s name on the screen. Dread instantly fills me because he’s on a run with Razer and a few others. They should have been back by now. That’s why Fury and I are sitting in my office. We’re waiting on the recap of the run from the guys before doing anything else the rest of the night. 

“Agony, what’s goin’ on?” I answer on speaker so Fury can hear as well. Razer is his brother and it’s strange he’s not the one calling since he’s an officer in the club. 

“Bad news, Judge. Had to pull over on the side of the road about an hour out of town. Razer’s bike died when he was ridin’. Wyatt said he’d jump it to get the battery started so we could at least make it somewhere to replace the battery. That’s the only thing Razer could think was wrong with it. The rest of us walked just down the road to this diner to grab somethin’ to drink and eat. Was just gonna grab takeout so Wyatt wasn’t left alone for too long. Anyway, we were almost ready to head back when Razer started yelling about a fire. Looked out the window and you couldn’t even see the van or Razer’s bike anymore,” Agony says as the feeling in my gut grows worse. 

“Okay. Everyone whole?” I question the member while keeping my eyes locked on Fury.

“No. Don’t see a sign of Wyatt at all. There was an explosion and we don’t know where he was when it happened. Paramedics are almost here and the fire department is on the way. Called emergency services from the diner when Razer took off on his own. From what I can see, Razer is out of the danger zone. We can’t get close enough to him to check how injured he is. The fire has circled him with all the debris from the explosion. I’m pretty sure I can see a woman layin’ on top of him as if she was tryin’ to save him. She’s not movin’ at all from what I can tell,” Agony answers and Fury’s out of his seat and running from my office. 

“Stay with them and follow them to the hospital. I want to know what the fuck happened. Let me know what hospital you go to. Fury just took off, I gotta get to him,” I inform Agony before hanging up the phone. 

I race out of my office and run into Demolition and Vulture. Demolition is Fury and Razer’s dad while Vulture is their uncle. I briefly tell them what’s going on while never stopping as I continue toward the front door. I hear Fury’s bike roar to life before it takes off. Reaching my own bike, I don’t stop long enough to put my helmet on before starting the engine and rushing to get to Fury. We know the route they’re taking so we’ll be able to find the guys. 

***
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Pulling up to the scene, the only thing I can make out is the charred remains of the van. It’s essentially just a shell surrounded by thick smoke as the firefighters work to put out the last of the fire. Bike parts, or what I believe are bike parts, litter the ground all over the place and I notice a rusted out car sitting on the opposite side of the road. None of the guys who were on the run are still here as I run up to join Fury at the police tape. He’s stretching and looking for any signs of his brother. My best friend is going out of his damn mind with fear for his baby brother and he doesn’t have to be looking at me for me to see it. 

“Where the fuck is he?” I hear him shout to no one in particular as an officer starts to head in our direction. 

“Can I help you?” the officer asks when he gets close enough. 

“My brother was here. Where is he?” Fury questions him and I rest a hand on his shoulder because I can see him about to lose his shit on this cop. It’s the last thing he needs to do right now. 

“Two individuals have been taken by ambulance to the hospital. I’m not sure what one they were heading to. It all depends on the injuries and other circumstances,” the cop informs us as Demolition and Vulture step up next to us. 

“Call Agony,” I order whoever can reach their phone the fastest. “Officer, whose car is that over there?” 
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