
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


SUNRISE

Asphalt Gods’ MC

Morgan Jane Mitchell


Copyright 

Sunrise © 2017 Morgan Jane Mitchell

All rights reserved under the International and Pan-American Copyright Conventions. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing from the publisher.

This is a work of fiction. Names, places, characters and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to any actual persons, living or dead, organizations, events or locales is entirely coincidental.

Warning: the unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in prison and a fine of $250,000.

Cover design by Morgan Jane Mitchell 2015 

www.themorganjane.com



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


SUNRISE

“If you want a beginning, you must have an ending first.” - Emery
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When his President’s health takes a turn for the worst, Scar takes over to rule the Gods but the Sons of Satan are looking for revenge and their new President is looking for Halley, who for all Scar knows is dead. When he finally gets a call from Cowboy that his sister is alive and the General traded his woman to the mob, all hell breaks loose in Tucson. Can Scar keep his sister from the clutches of the SOS with backstabbers all around him? Can he keep his friend Cowboy out of his sister’s pants? Will he ever find Emery again?
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Dedication
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To everyone waiting xx
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Scar
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Seeing shit no kid should and then doing the same shit to survive—that’s been my life. Once I was safe, warm—loved, but all that was gone in one violent instant. I’ve done bad things since then—nearly lost myself. 

But what if you could take it all back? 

What would me doing one more bad thing, in the grand scheme of my fucked-up existence, matter if I could right a wrong? 

What would you do? Would you do the unthinkable? 

You’d do it, right? Even if you didn’t want to... because fate gave you the perfect opportunity to make up for the sorrow you’ve caused another. 

The one you love. 

Fate fucking forced my hand. 

...Didn’t think I’d find you. Thought you could hide?...
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Freedom 
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9 months ago

I pressed my pistol to her forehead. “Tell me where they are, bitch!”

“I can’t believe you’d make me. You know how much Cowboy means to me,” she pleaded.

I laughed at that one and tightened my grip on her hair which she’d dyed to look just like mine. “Didn’t I teach you better than that. Besides, you’ve kicked him out of your bed plenty of times.”

“Only because of your warnings.”

“I’m not your mama. You don’t have to listen to me.” I wouldn’t take the blame for her unhappiness. She sure as hell didn’t listen to me when she should, only when it suited her. I pulled her hair harder. “Now, tell me.” 

I could feel her resolve strengthen, as mine did, and about yanked out a strip of her hair. She didn’t flinch, so I tried a softer approach though it pained me to do it. “You know how much this means to me.” I let go of my sister’s hair. 

Her hair was just as red as mine, the unnatural primary color red of cartoon devils not the ginger, orangey color of the innocent. Naturally, my sister Anarchy and I had the same dirty blonde hair. Without the dye, we looked as washed out and ordinary as oatmeal, but we were anything but. Anarchy was three years younger than me, and yes, Anarchy was her real name and Freedom mine. We were born here, in Tucson, Arizona but more importantly, to the President of the Asphalt Gods’ MC. The General’s daddy served in World War II and bestowed in our daddy a love of discipline and guns, and apparently beat him so bad he ached to get away and never speak a word to the man again. 

The General, our daddy longed for freedom that he found in the form of a motorcycle, but his freedom was cut short when he was drafted into Vietnam. After his war left him even more dejected than his daddy ever could, he fell in love with anarchy, the absolute freedom he experienced when joining this Motorcycle Club. He fell yet again for our mama and then for us, first me and then my sister. While others earned their road names, Anarchy and I were anointed members of this club at only seconds old.

Another anointed member walked in. Hannibal’s family’s roots were deeper in the club than ours. The big, burly oaf, descendant of the founder had been fixing on overthrowing my daddy before I married him, joining our two families as one. 

There was none of that nonsense now. 

Hannibal looked between my sister and I. “What’s going on here? She know something?”

“Anarchy was just leaving.” I gave her a look, begging her to go. 

She started to but like she sensed my fear, stopped and stood her ground beside me. 

Hannibal sat down at our simple round kitchen table and leaned back, about breaking the chair legs off. He put his mud caked boots up right next to my centerpiece. 

So, what? I liked flowers, roses in particular. 

We stared each other down, sizing each other up for a moment like we often did. He made the first move, chewed off a dirty nail and spit it onto the floor. I liked my floor clean, too, and he knew it. 

Cracking a crooked, yellowing smile that asked, whatcha gonna do about it, he started, “Bet you’re dying to get to Scar before I do.”

I crossed my arms and turned up my nose. “No, I’m not.”

Squinting his eyes, he pointed a grimy finger at me. “Don’t lie to me, bitch. Your daddy’s not going to live much longer, and when he’s gone, nothing’s gonna stop me from teaching you a lesson or two.”

Rolling my eyes, I huffed. This was my marriage, being constantly reminded, if it weren’t for my daddy being top dog, he’d beat me into submission. Did I mention, Hannibal was a larger than life man and meaner than the devil. As strong and tough as I thought I was, I knew from experience he could hurt me—bad. 

And since when had he waited? I rubbed my arms, feeling memories of ache beneath my fingers. 

Chuckling, he went on, “It’s a damn shame I have to play house with a woman who won’t play the woman.” He turned to my sister. “You know she won’t even cook! Maybe you can answer me, Anarchy. Why didn’t your mama teach you youngsters how to take care of a man?”

My sister wasn’t having his bullshit. “A man? Have you seen one of those lately, Freedom?”

Hannibal got to his feet, rearing back his fist which was covered with rings on every finger, skulls mostly. Anarchy and I stood like pillars, not even cringing. She gave me strength and not because of any sibling mumbo jumbo, but because he wouldn’t dare lay a finger on me, not in front of blabber mouth Anarchy. I liked to keep the peace, at least the appearance of it, but she was itching for trouble to start, looking for a reason to go to daddy. Hannibal read it on her face—it infuriated him. He put his fist down in my centerpiece, sending petals, glass and water everywhere.

Not letting the mess faze me, I smirked. “I’d say a real man doesn’t have to prove anything.”

He stomped out. 

I hollered after him, “Asshole. Your mama should’ve swallowed you.” Again, I looked to my sister for answers. 

“Sorry, sis, but I promised Cowboy.”

Sighing heavily, I shook my head. That bastard’s secret was about the only one she kept. I shooed her out, so I could clean up the mess. 

Her promise to Cowboy hadn’t mattered long. Daddy found out soon enough where Scar and his crew were. Anarchy and I got out the big guns and went along in the van to bring them in. 

I was dying to lay my eyes on Scar. 

That soon changed. 

Come to find out, Scar had recruited some traitors, Bones and Cowboy. But here’s the kicker, he had a woman with him. The woman, I quickly heard, was the very one who killed Shirley, aka the Banshee from the Hell on Heelz MC. My daddy was none too happy about that. Shirley had been like a daughter to him before things went south. And since my daddy already had daughters, my mom hated Shirley’s place in the club and secretly rallied the men against her, to give her hell. Everyone thought it’d worked too. My mom, Wanda earned a reputation of someone you didn’t mess with. Banshee and her mom, Legs left to start their own club, completely unaffiliated with ours. 

However, like with all things, the truth became clearer as I got older. Mom had wanted Shirley to leave for forever and thought getting the men against her would do it, but the fighting only made the Banshee stronger. The actual story, the real reason Shirley left was because she’d been knocked up—pregnant and didn’t want the father to know. 

“To think all I had to do was poke a few holes in some condoms,” my mom bragged, but rumor had it, my mom had been afraid my daddy was the daddy. Mom had been jealous of the Banshee just as I was now jealous of this blonde headed murderer with my Scar. 

For real, I hated to see Scar with another woman. Especially a blonde bitch who looked like she hadn’t lived a hard day in her life. The woman in Scar’s arms looked a bit too generic for my tastes, like a doll—suburban Barbie, I decided. He, on the other hand, was smitten. Had to tear her away from him. 

I reminded myself that I’d made my bed with Hannibal and had to lie in it now. 

Didn’t mean I couldn’t give them hell, though. 

I’d start by making her work with one of our mamas, Jessy Bell tomorrow. After the men took Scar and the others to the barn, Anarchy and I took Ms. Barbie to the stables.  If she wasn’t already a whore, she’d be one after I was done with her. 

Jessy Bell told her I meant whoring. 

“No, I don’t think so,” Barbie said.

Laughing, I locked her up with the whores for the night.

The next morning the boys were still debating on what to do with Scar, but I stayed out of it. I knew daddy’s punishment wouldn’t cause him any permanent damage. Instead, I kept an eye on his Barbie bitch while she helped out at the clubhouse. When Jessy Bell took her upstairs for the night, I thought my work was done. However, I soon heard from Kipper, another mama, complaining that Scar’s woman hadn’t been seen all night. 

“Did she escape?”

“No, just locked in the room.”

Then Hannibal came in and really smiled at me, a rare thing. He’d just whipped Scar good and was high from the power. Part of me was intoxicated, too, and not just from the drinks I’d just shared at the clubhouse, watching Scar’s bitch sling them. I imagined Scar punished not just for betraying the club but for not being mine. 

That would teach him, or would it? 

Hannibal pulled me to him, and I straddled his big lap, sitting on his erection. His eyes widened with surprise. “You going to play nice and let me in, Freedom or is this just another cock tease session?”

“It’s been awhile hasn’t it?” I took his hands and placed them on my chest to cup my melons. After all, he’d paid for them. Being my daddy’s second, Hannibal raked in the second largest payout, a big sum from all our chapters. I didn’t love him, never did. When Scar left, I had to think of my future. What would happen if my daddy died? Patched member or not, I wouldn’t be President. My future in the club was more secure with bigger and better assets. 

He squeezed, and I could feel his dick stiffen under me. “You’re telling me. It’s been way too long. But why the change of heart?” No dummy, he was suspicious. 

“You dispensing some justice around here.” I bit my lip. That was partly true. I gripped his shoulders, moving my body on his, rocking against his cock. “Hardly, anyone gets beat anymore. The way you beat on Scar... well... it’s hot.”

“You like that, huh?” He slapped my ass.

“You know what else I’d like?” 

He went to undo his pants, rubbing my crotch as he fumbled. 

I was getting turned on, deviously so, but not in the way he thought. I breathed heavily, as I went on, “More justice. I just got word, Scar’s woman hasn’t taken on even one man tonight.”

He stopped fiddling and looked me in the eyes. “What are you getting at, girl?”

“Well... as usual, Scar’s getting off way too easy.” I licked my lips, leaning back and rubbed his massive chest. I gave him a good view of the girls. “What are you going to do about it?”

“I don’t know. You think I should go fuck her?”

My eyes narrowed, my chest heaving as I breathed. It was exactly what I was thinking. Batting my eyes, I put my finger to my lips and tried to look turned on in a sexual way. “That would show him he can’t mess with you?” It’s not like Hannibal wasn’t fucking everything that walked around here anyhow. Inwardly, I worried for a moment about what I could catch by being on his lap. I cursed my mother for convincing me I had to marry this baboon and had another nasty thought. “You could even take daddy with you.”

“Wanda would have his hide.” Hannibal liked that idea. 

Fuck mom. Her advice was the reason I’d married this asshole. I ran my finger against his cheek, right above his bushy beard. “Yes, and I give you permission. I want you to go have some fun and humiliate that bitch in the process. The more the merrier.”

He yanked me too him quick and kissed my ear. 

I yipped from the surprise of it. 

He growled in my ear. “And then come back here to you?” 

“We’ll see.”

Three hours later, Hannibal stumbled into my bedroom, waking me. The smell of weed, whiskey and pussy rolled off him, reminding me of where he’d been. Still, I jumped up and out of the bed as his voice boomed through the silence. “Your daddy and I tore that bitch a new pussy, she’ll be walking crooked for weeks.” 

I didn’t want to hear about it because of my daddy’s part in it. I didn’t care who Hannibal did, I just knew it wouldn’t be me. “Good.” I backed him up and started to close the door on him. After all, we had separate bedrooms, and he was wasted. 

Not having it, he forced his way forward and started to lie in my bed.

I crossed my arms around my waist as he got comfortable. “You’re not staying the night.”

“The hell I’m not,” started our argument that ended with me getting in bed beside him, to sleep. No, I wasn’t about to leave my bedroom, and he refused to go to his room. I’d wash his stink out of my sheets in the morning. 

“Don’t even think about it,” I warned him when he put his enormous arm over me. Since I only wore a big t-shirt and my underwear, his hand soon slipped up it and gripped a naked breast. I pulled back his fingers to the point it should’ve hurt, but it didn’t faze him. He bit my shoulder, hard. 

“Fuck,” I belted out.

“Oh, I plan to.” His hot breath steamed my neck as I tried to wrestle out of his vice grip, two hairy arms pulling me to him. “You leave this bed and you’ll wake up in a grave.” 

Still, I tried. Nevertheless, Hannibal was a big guy, a big persistent, bully. I almost got away before his fingers pushed into my throat. Confronted with my biggest fear, I froze. One day he’d kill me, and he’d get away with it. He’d be drunk, and I was known to be a big bitch—all the men in the club would give him a pass. My mother would pretend I never existed. My sister would be silenced to keep Hannibal free.  

I no longer had the energy to fight him. 

He inched my panties down and hoisted me back in the right spot, lined himself up. He entered me, quickly and carelessly. As he squeezed my neck, restricting my airway as he jetted himself in and out, I remembered, I used to love being dominated by him. That was until his domination left the bedroom. All I could think of now was the innumerable times, he’d showed me that this was all I was to him. A cum dumpster. As I suffered through the quickie, I smiled at the fact he was too drunk to remember it even happened. 

Thankfully the next morning, I woke to an empty bed. Then Hannibal walked into my bedroom, already dressed. I looked back to the clock on my nightstand. “Early, isn’t it?” No matter our differences, we both usually slept in. Pawn shop didn’t even open until noon. 

“Going on a run.”

“Where to?”

He hesitated before admitting, “Not supposed to tell you.” Meaning my daddy didn’t want me to know. Hannibal usually loved to rub the strained relationship I had with my daddy in my face. He sat on the edge of the bed to pull on his socks.

“But I’m your wife.”

A cautious smile overtook his face. “Did we?” 

The reminder of last night was wet between my legs. I still wore the oversized t-shirt I’d gone to bed in, but my panties were missing. Fighting my aching neck, I crawled to him and grabbed his big hand, pulling it to rest between my thighs. “Yes, we made up. Don’t you remember?”

“Of course,” he lied as he felt around. 

Rubbing the back of his neck, I lied too. “You said no more secrets, and I said I’d be your wife in more than just name.”

He shoved a finger inside me, telling me, “I’m taking Scar’s girl for a ride.” 

“What kind of ride?”

“Not the kind I gave her last night.” He hooked his finger and moved with purpose, rubbing my clit with his thumb at the same time. 

My breath hitched as I savored the sensation. It was only mechanical, unlike the violation of him entering me last night. Since he was sober, and I wanted to know my daddy’s plans, I’d allow myself to enjoy it. 

“I love watching your face. Come for me, baby doll.”

Closing my eyes, I moved on his hand, as he continued to help me along. I panted, “Tell me what’s going on.”

Hannibal had three fingers inside me now and was getting rough with my clit. I was almost there, about to get off when he laughed low. I opened my eyes and his met mine, his expression full of suspicion. “You think I’m buying this act?”

I blinked, and he was on top of me, pinning me down as he undid his zipper. His cock free, he forced his way in, as I instinctively began to fight him, just like most times. However, this time, I was already worked up and wet. I tried not to enjoy it, but the itch already created, needed to be scratched. Noticing me giving in, Hannibal had a big shit eating grin above me. He wasn’t too ugly, if I squinted my eyes, and with him just showering, he smelled unusually nice. Nevertheless, his type of cruelty could never be washed away. Trying to focus on the physical only, I clung to his neck as he pumped hard, like he was trying to prove a point. 

Then he said, as he always did, “Don’t you forget, you’re my wife.” 

Yes, I’d said, I do, but he never cared for me. Marrying me was the easy way for him to secure that his family, the founding family stayed in power in the club. My way of keeping my daddy safe since my mother swore the club had been planning a mutiny on him, led by Hannibal.  To this day, I wasn’t sure if that had even been true or if she just wanted to tie me to the club forever. 

She’d spent my childhood telling me I was no better than her. Making sure I did nothing else with my life other than be someone’s old lady. On my wedding day, she’d proved I was no better. Patched member or not, that’s all I was anymore, Hannibal’s old lady. It made me so mad, I had to quit thinking of it. Instead, I remembered what all this fucking was for. “You promised you’d tell me everything.”

He didn’t say a word but continued pumping. I’d let him maul it over. With Hannibal’s dick poking out of the zipper hole of his jeans, the roughness of the denim met my sensitive flesh with each stroke, adding to my pleasure. The intensity building, I decided to really get into it. My mind automatically went to Scar and a memory of my time with him. I thought about Scar being back and of Hannibal taking his girl away. Scar would be furious—and lonely. Suddenly, it wasn’t the big brute Hannibal using me like a sex doll, but Scar thrusting into me with that look in his eyes. He always had this look when we used to fuck like rabbits, a look that suggested it was more than just fucking. There was a wolf behind his eyes, a wolf I decided was a lone one when he’d gone Nomad and left me here. 

Scar’s glower had stripped away all my bitterness and let me feel love for the first time. The only time. The only man. With Scar staring into my eyes, like I was more than just pussy, I came like I hadn’t in forever. I floated on a high that I hadn’t felt in ages, the high Scar caused. A high that you can only get from making love to a man who looks at you like you matter to him. 

Hannibal shuddered immediately after, like he’d been waiting for me to go first. After a good minute of us lying motionless, he kissed my cheek and then did something completely unexpected. He told me his plans for the girl. Without a goodbye, he left, and I cleaned myself up, ditching the t-shirt in the trash and sponging off his mess, all the while feeling dirty. I didn’t love Hannibal and him telling me about his plans wouldn’t soften me to him. I thought of all the times he’d called me a stupid bitch, beat me for no good reason, and about all the club whores he’d slept with since marrying me. 

I flopped onto the bed completely naked now, closed my eyes and thought of my true love— Scar, remembering our forbidden romance. 

We weren’t actually blood, so the fact my daddy thought of him as his own son meant nothing to me. From only teens, we fucked like wild animals and spent most of our free time together, riding. I was there for him every time his quest to rescue Halley was foiled. Hell, before Scar went Nomad, him and I were on the road for what seemed like forever. We spent a year where there was just us, no one else. Then he’d asked, and I wanted to marry him, but my parents weren’t having it. They forbid it. Next thing I knew, Scar was gone. 

Now, he’s back. 

I sat up on the bed, lit a smoke and did something I’d been putting off. I called Florida, to give Legs, the Banshee’s mother my condolences. “I’m sorry about Shirley.” I really was. My heart was breaking for her. Like a daughter to my father or not, Shirley was like an older wiser sister to me. Taught me nearly everything I know about shooting, drinking and men.

Legs came right out with it. “It wasn’t Scar, couldn’t have been. He would never.”

“We don’t think so either.” 

“It was that woman with him.”

They said blood was thicker than water, and in the club, we’re all blood. Legs and Shirley may have switched clubs, but in my heart, they were still my blood. So, I wasn’t completely selfish when I made the deal. “I’ll tell you where the whore will be, if you do something for me...”

“Anything.”

“Kill Hannibal.” 
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Emery, 

You are the fire that consumes me. I’ll be back to watch the sunrise with you tomorrow. I’ll find a way for us to go far away, away from this life, all three of us. 

I promise— SCAR Edmond

The words in Scar’s note kept me fighting, fighting the man who raped me the other night and now had me holed up in Mexico, planning to hand me over to another man who wanted to own me. 

The ride from Tucson seemed to take forever like they were taking the most rural routes, and it’d been a bumpy one. Wearing only Jessy Bell’s pink frilly nightgown, my legs stuck to the leather seats, so when Hannibal tore me from the car, he nearly peeled my skin off. I tried to escape, kicking the giant guy as he dragged me from the car. He dragged me, and I stumbled up rusty metal stairs and into a ramshackle building with him. 

At least, once inside, he was letting me walk into the room he planned to lock me in. Until he shoved me. I tumbled forward and landed on my knees. Hannibal admitted he’d been ordered not to violate me again while we waited for Manul to show. “You’re lucky your man demands that you’re delivered, alive and well,” he threatened before he cut the duct tape off my wrists and mouth. 

“He’s not my man,” I choked out.

“Yeah, you’re one sick bitch. I hear he’s your daddy, too.” 

“Stepfather.”

“Ain’t no man go through so much trouble unless his dick is involved.”

He didn’t know how close to the truth he was. 

My stepfather, Stephan Manul—who just so happened to be the mob boss who probably killed my father and certainly married my mother afterwards, before she decided to take her own life—him and I had a troubled, intimate past. Long story short, I was young, but I grew up and got away. Nonetheless Manul wasn’t having it. Sure, he’d let me live out my life, only to snatch it from me. The man set me on a path, one where I became determined to follow in my mother’s depressed and desperate footsteps and end my life... until I met Scar.

Hannibal huffed out, “Inbreeding, whore,” as he locked me in the room that was no bigger than a walk-in closet. Stealing a glance around, I found it very much like a closet with a lone light bulb hanging from the ceiling. There were no windows either, but then again there was nowhere to hang clothes. Beneath my knees, a bare, dirty mattress sat—I’d seen this scary movie before. My stomach turned over. If I’d eaten anything, I would’ve made the mattress dirtier, but as it was, I dry heaved. 

After my belly’s fit, I rubbed my wrists that had suddenly become prickly like the blood and nerves could finally reach them again. I shivered, because I hated the feeling, but it was the least of my troubles. Standing up, I wobbled like a newborn foal. As soon as my legs stabilized, I paced on the strip of floor between the mattress and the door. 

I stopped when I heard a voice. Pressing my ear to the thin wood, I listened to Hannibal’s footsteps, squeak back and forth. He paced the floor, too. I overheard him on his phone to the General. “I don’t give a fuck who he is. I told you I don’t want to be in Mexico unless there’s a girl getting fucked by a donkey. No, I’m not going any further South... No, I’m not chicken. I’m a hop, skip and jump to the states and you know why. I’m not dying for you, old man. Put Freedom on.” 

His footsteps came close to the door again, so tiptoeing back, I sat down. 

I traced the pink scars, climbing my wrists. Just last week I’d tried to end it all and was amazingly saved, in more ways than one. The man who’d saved me, his road name, Scar, of all things, hadn’t just stitched up the cuts I’d put in my arms—over the last week, he’d mended part of my heart. I knew there were other parts that would never mend, the parts that belonged to my late mother and deceased baby. But he’d restored the right part, a big enough chunk that had all but shriveled up when I had thought there was no reason for me to live. 

Scar showed me, I had room in my heart for more... love. Had to, because I loved him. Now, I prayed he somehow made it back to Tucson alive, hopefully with his sister Halley in tow. I prayed he’d come to my rescue once more, literally, this time. 

Hannibal’s voice came through the door, louder, and I stilled, listening for any mention of Scar. “I always knew Halley was dead... Good. So, I won’t have to worry about having company? Your daddy’s a fucking genius.”

Halley dead... That hit me hard. The pangs of loss remembered, resurfaced. My heart ached for Scar who’d sacrificed so much, hoping to find his sister alive. As if my current situation wasn’t bad enough, I couldn’t help stewing over the last time I saw him. He’d asked me to watch the sunset with him, a beautiful moment we’d shared all week. My words back to him that night haunted me now as I lied on a filthy mattress in the middle of the floor in this scary slum of an apartment in Reynosa, Mexico—while waiting for Manul to fetch me. 

I think I need a sunrise, I’d declared, refusing to give Scar or myself any comfort. 

I hugged my knees and let my tears wet my skin. All I wanted to do now was to give Scar the comfort he needed and have some of my own. As I cried, a horrible thought hit me. Full of his own loss, what did Scar think of me now? Did he even know Hannibal stole me away while he was gone? Did he think I left on my own? 

Our last night together, I’d been so broken. And Scar had no idea that his so-called brother, Hannibal, here, and his President and adopted daddy had just had their rough and sick way with me, all as part of his punishment. Deep down, I’d blamed him for their actions. Yes, it’d hurt my heart to see Scar’s bruised body and bleeding back, but as soon as I knew he’d be okay, I’d started feeling sorry for myself. More than that, I’d been furious that I no longer wanted to die, even under the circumstances of just being gang raped. I expected Scar to somehow know, but how could he have known anything was off about me? A broken girl had been who he’d saved in the first place—the only Emery he’d ever known. 

Damaged had been my normal. 

And how could I have told him? He’d just been medievally punished, given lashes, whipped like a dog by a gang of bikers for betraying his club. 

No, nobody would whip a dog like that, would they? I recalled all the evil I’d seen in my life and decided, yes, someone would and more. 

At the time, I was so disappointed by the news, I’d have to live at that horrible place, the Asphalt Gods’ MC headquarters, just to be with Scar. I’d clung to my anger like it would change things. Angry or not, I’d fallen asleep in Scar’s arms, knowing despite it all, I’d bear anything to be with him. 

I should have told him. 

Maybe he’d remember that in spite of it all—I fell asleep in his arms. 

Maybe he’d remember that and know to come rescue me. 

Hope was all I had. 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Scar
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I’ve done bad things to survive... survive all so I could save my sister. And now she’s dead. 

I spent the week starfishin’. Too high and too hammered, I’d sprawled out like a damn starfish on my bed while Freedom done her best to make me forget about my sister Halley’s death and about Emery, who I thought would be the love of my goddamned life, running off. Yes, my ex bounced on my half flaccid cock, getting hers, but her stone-cold face told me she was pissed I wasn’t enjoying it. 

Tattoos of roses and skulls with spiders crawling out of their eye holes and full sleeves of other shit covered her arms. Up and down her left side she had a tattoo of a chopper, just like the one she rode and on her back, she wore Hannibal’s property patch right under our colors, the three-piece patch of the Asphalt Gods’ MC. Freedom’s face was painted up like a movie star’s with her lips as red as her fake hair and nails. Her humongous fake titties barely even jiggled. Usually, I’d love to fuck a woman who could pass for a porn star, but I missed Emery. She was a real woman. It had nothing to do with her body either. It’d been something more. Fact was, she’d been mine, plain and simple. I’d gotten her branded too. 

Wherever she was, she had “Property of Scar” tattooed across her navel, real down low—colored like the fucking sunset.

I pushed Freedom off my dick. 

She rolled on the bed and huffed. “I don’t know why you miss her so bad. Hannibal done told me she wasn’t much in the sack.”

What? Her words knocked the wind out of me. Studying her face now, I saw Freedom’s mouth creep up in an ugly, smug smile. Knowing her well, I knew the look. Freedom couldn’t hold in her venom long. She knew, I’d not known anything about anyone messing with my woman. Her man wouldn’t be alive, if I had. I rolled over and captured her by the neck. My thumbs pushing in, I started choking her, only letting up when I asked her to explain. 

She coughed.

I let go of her completely before I killed the bitch. 

She sat up and began throwing on her clothes. “Daddy and him took yours when you were getting whipped.”

Motherfucking shit. What she was saying was the General and Hannibal fucked with Emery as part of my punishment, meaning they actually fucked her when my brothers flogged me for going behind the club’s back to make a deal with the SOS, the Sons of Satan MC. 

They could’ve killed me, and at the time, I’d been thankful they hadn’t. I guess that had been the plan. Really screw me over by fucking with Emery, too, all because she wore my patch. Fuck, I should’ve known they would’ve. Hell, it’s what we did. 

Emery hadn’t said a word about it to me. I closed my eyes, remembering the night before I left for California, the night she’d cried herself to sleep in my arms. I’d had no idea anyone had hurt her. 

No wonder Emery left. 

Leaving Freedom behind, I went straight to the General’s house. Adopted daddy, President of the mother chapter of the Asphalt Gods’ MC or not, he and I were going to have it out. Amongst the trailers and RVs were three actual houses. The General occupied the biggest one with an upstairs addition and his two daughters the ranch style homes on either side. Since I’d left, Freedom had taken the house on the right, which used to be mine.  Her and Anarchy used to share the other. They’d moved my things to Hannibal’s old trailer when him and Freedom married. That’s where I’d been staying. 

When I made it to the General’s porch, his old lady Wanda guarded the door with her arms crossed, standing there looking like Freedom and Anarchy rolled into one, only wrinkled with an old woman’s hairdo, short and puffy. With one look, she read me. After all she’d raised me from a teen. “You’re not storming in there, no matter what he’s done,” she sang, stopping me from busting in.

“If you only knew.” I wouldn’t be the one to tell her. 

“Knew that he fucked that girl of yours? Yeah, I know. You know my daughter can’t keep a secret.”

“Did you know about my mother, too?”

She smiled and shook her head like she didn’t see that one coming. “Boy, there’s not a thing that goes on around here I don’t know. And don’t go believing Serpentine. The General isn’t your real daddy. If he were, don’t you think I would’ve told you about it to keep you off my daughter. Y’all would be kin then.”
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