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DEDICATION 
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To those who do the right thing in spite of themselves.

And, to Roman Reigns because he’ll never see this, but I wanted him to know that the moment a fan showed me his picture, I knew he’d be the perfect Digger.
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Prologue
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Fifteen years ago...

I WRAPPED MY arms around my big sister. I was beyond screaming, beyond tears. A storm raged around the house with thunder and lightning flashes that weren’t from Mother Nature. Shadows stomped through the room as I crouched over Becca. I wanted her to hold me, to tell me it would be okay, but her arms were limp. 

Men cussed, saying really bad words, words that Becca told her boyfriend not to say around me. Why wasn’t she moving? Why wasn’t she doing something to make the bad men go away?

“Fuckin’ shit.”

I stopped breathing as a huge shadow loomed over me. 

“Brick!” the shadow yelled.

An even bigger shadow appeared. “What the fuck?”

“That’s not a nice word,” I whispered. Or thought I did. My teeth were chattering I was so scared.

“The bitch is dead,” the first shadow said.

What? He shouldn’t call Becca a bitch. That was a bad word too. Then the other word he’d said hit me. Dead? No. She couldn’t be dead. She was my big sister. She took care of me.

“Fuck it all to hell,” the second shadow growled.

I cringed back as hands reached for me. I clutched Becca’s sweater, clung to it as those hands plucked me up.

“Let go, baby girl,” the first shadow said, his voice so low it rumbled in my ear like a Harley motorcycle.

“No!” Never. I would never let go of my sister. Something silvery glinted in a flash of light and then I was jerked away, my fists still grasping parts of Becca’s sweater.

“Bury this, Gravedigger,” the second shadow snarled.
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NOW...

A COP HAD found me sitting on a bench at the bus stop half a block from the police station. I was covered in blood—none of it mine. All I had left of my sister was two handfuls of unraveling yarn. They never found her body. Never found her boyfriend’s or any of the guys in his motorcycle gang.

Mitch Collins, the cop who sat with me at the ER, who walked me through the system, was a good guy. He and his wife took me in though they didn’t adopt me. That was fine. I didn’t want any of my baggage to taint them. You see, sitting there on that bench? I’d started to plan. I might have been only ten, but my sister was my whole world. Our old man had been a biker and our mother a biker’s old lady. They drank, smoked pot, did meth. Mom OD’d when I was five and Becca was fifteen. She took care of me because losin’ Mom? That just made the old man drink, smoke pot, do meth and fuck every pussy he could stick his cock into. He forgot he even had kids.

Becca got us away from that when she turned eighteen. She was going to community college, going to become a dental tech because there was good money to be made. Then she met Bozo. His name should have told her something. He was a biker. And Becca? She fell hard. And it got her dead.

Still, Mitch and Kathy were nice people. They saw me through high school and I think they were relieved when I joined the Army after graduation. I went into the military to get trained. I had an agenda, one I’d kept close to my chest since Mitch found me sitting on that damn bench, covered in blood, teeth chattering from shock, and scared out of my ever-loving mind.

That was then. This was now. I remembered three things from that night—things that haunted every last one of my dreams: a wolf’s head, fanged mouth open and ready to eat me alive, and two names.

Brick. And Gravedigger.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1
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Gravedigger

THE RUSSIAN FACED the room, flanked by Hardass, Easy, and me. Representatives from every local chapter of the MC stared back at us, waiting. The alpha Wolf energy in the room electrified the atmosphere and the air stank of burning tires. Rage. The Nightriders were entitled.

Russki glanced my way. “Show them.”

I grabbed the corner of the plastic tarp covering the conference table and jerked it off. Nobody made a sound, but the fury ramped up so high the temperature in church turned frigid.

“This is Spider, sent from the Hell Dogs as a warning.” Russki’s deadly voice dropped into the well of seething anger.

A man pushed to his feet. “I’m Ripper, president of the Mizzippee chapter,” he drawled. “Spider was mine. Went missin’ from Biloxi ’bout two weeks ago. Dropped right the fuck off the radar. Now I know why.”

Ripper’s face was devoid of emotion despite his struggle to keep from shifting. Growls and snarls edged in around the silence. I covered the body. Spider was a brother. We would treat him with respect in death.

“The Hell Dogs are without honor. They attack our women. Our children.” Every eye remained glued on the Russian’s face as he spoke. “We will hunt down the Hell Dogs and every club that thinks to align with them. We will not stop until we wipe them from the face of the earth. Until the one they call the Fallen Angel is strung up for my personal attention.”

A growling murmur ran through the Wolves. The Russian—before he challenged and killed Brick McIntire, the former national president of the Nightriders—worked for the Russian mob. He’d been an enforcer, assassin, a Wolf well-versed in the intricate art of torture. No one wanted to be the focus of Russki’s talents.

I remembered, years ago but it still felt like yesterday when I let the memory loose, when fucking Brick said words almost the same and sent us out to deal some hurt on a club that climbed into bed with the Hell Dogs. They were havin’ a party so we crashed it. Too bad there was collateral damage, not that Brick gave a fuck about that sort of shit. One of the rival riders had an old lady—only she wasn’t much more than a kid herself. She took a bullet to the chest. Her kid sister was there. Witnessed the whole fucking thing.

Even back then, as young as I was, Brick knew where my talents lay. “Bury it, Gravedigger,” he’d said. I was still a provisional, but I’d just earned my road name.

My nose flared as angry scents wafted in the stale air of the packed space—frustration, its acrid sulfur reminiscent of matches struck and blown out, and the hot pepper sauce of determination. Every man in this room was an alpha Wolf. Not one of them would hesitate to fight to the death. More than a few of us were having trouble keeping control of the wolves who lived under our skin.

Another fragrance tickled my consciousness, a teasing memory not even fifteen years could repress. Violets and brown sugar mixed with the rust-tinged scent of fresh blood. I shoved thoughts of her away. I had no time for regrets. My brothers and I were in a life-and-death fight. Too many innocents had already been hurt. Even if I knew where to find her...I severed that train of thought, grimacing as the stench of rotten eggs—my own guilt—washed over me.

Easy’s gaze cut to me, his brows pulled together. I gave him a headshake to divert his focus. 

The Russian caught my attention with a jerk of his chin. Time to do my job as club enforcer. I raised my fist. “We ride. We hunt. We kill. Nightriders forever. Forever Nightriders.” A hundred voices echoed my challenge.

My name is Gravedigger and I come by it honestly.
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SHY

I’D PROCESSED OUT at Fort Leonard Wood, Missouri, the same place where I’d gone to basic training to become a badass 31 Bravo—Army Military Police in civilian parlance—two weeks after I graduated high school at eighteen. And I became exactly that—a badass military cop. I learned all the skills and earned a few stripes to go with them. I did three tours, one of them overseas, and now I was done.

Mitch and Kathy were in Lee’s Summit waiting to welcome me home. They would have driven over to the Wood to pick me up but I’d nixed that. Stupid on my part, since I was currently trying to sleep in the Greyhound Bus station in Springfield. I’d gotten there too late for the afternoon bus and the next bus to Kansas City left at the butt crack of dawn, arriving in KC just after noon.

I didn’t own a car and I’d always lived in the barracks at my duty station. Mitch and Kathy had been generous, but I knew the sting of no money and hand-me-downs. I saved every bit of my paycheck that I could because I wouldn’t have time for a full-time job. Not until I’d done what I promised Becca I’d do. I had a couple of vermin to exterminate to avenge my sister. It didn’t matter that I was hunting men.

To kill time, I decided to jog down Kearney Street to the Supercenter just under a mile away. It was almost midnight but the guy at the ticket counter assured me it was a 24/7 store. I was half-way there when an angry buzz filled the air. The sound grew to thunder and I had to close my eyes and put my hands over my ears. Motorcycles. Probably close to a hundred of them. I crouched down, making myself small. Just like back then.

I watched them roll past, one man in the lead, then two more and then rows and rows of three abreast. I counted them. Twenty-one rows. Sixty-three plus three. Sixty-six bikers, all wearing leather jackets. And every last one of them wearing a patch on the back—a patch of a leaping wolf, red-eyed and fanged. Unable to breathe, I remained huddled up, my butt planted on the ground, my arms around my knees, face buried against them.

Strobing blue lights nudged against my eyelids and I opened my eyes, raised my head. Cop car. I straightened my shoulders then pushed off the ground, hands out to my sides all easy-like. I knew how I liked suspicious characters to act. I’d give the locals the same respect.

“Officers,” I called with a lift of my chin—a silent “yo” from an equal.

“You okay?” The driver held a flashlight but didn’t shine it in my eyes.

“Yes, sir. Just...” Just what? Peeing myself at the raw display of biker badness that had just rolled through? I gave a vague wave of my hand in the direction the bikes had gone. “Staying out of the way.”

“Smart girl.”

“I like to think so.”

“Not so smart bein’ out so late at night,” he hinted.

I gestured toward the west and the lights in the parking lot of the Supercenter. “My bus leaves at six. Thought I’d go wander the aisles to kill some time.”

The flashlight had covered me pretty much from chin to boots—desert sand combats, khaki cargoes—non-military issue but comfortable, black military issue sweater and green issue jacket, with a few patches left on for character.

“You from Wood?”

“Not anymore. I separated today.”

He turned away for a short conversation with his partner, then he waved me over. “Get in. We’ll buy you a late dinner.”

I weighed the pros and cons of that. Since they’d appeared so hot on the motorcycles’ heels, maybe these local cops had some intel to share—intel that I needed.

“Thanks,” I said, moving toward the back passenger-side door. I slid in and didn’t even crinkle my nose at the smell. Cop cars started to stink five minutes after you broke the seal on a new one. Gun oil, BO, piss, shit, vomit. Booze, weed. I laughed softly. I was gonna miss that smell. That made me some kind of sick puppy for sure.

“Care to share?” the ride-along asked, looking back between the seats.

“I can’t believe I’m admitting this, but I’m gonna miss the smell of eau de patrol car.”

The two cops laughed and introduced themselves. I reciprocated. “Shiane,” I said. “Shiane Rourke but everybody calls me Shy.”
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Chapter 2
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Shy

“BURY THIS, GRAVEDIGGER.”

I shivered in the late fall air as the memories washed over me. That’s why I was lying in the weeds, watching. I wanted my life back. No, I wanted a life. I had none, haunted as I was. I didn’t sleep easy so I prepared. And now I was ready. Ready to take back my nights, to fall into a peaceful sleep, to put me out of my misery, to avenge Becca. And it started tonight.

I lay low in the bushes across the road from the compound. The place was crazy. Years ago, it had been a train station but with Amtrak and the way Kansas City sprawled out, this place had been abandoned and the railroad tracks torn up. Now it was home to a badass biker gang. I knew their name, and their flavor. The Nightriders.

My dinner “date” with the Springfield cops had been enlightening. They’d had intel that the Nightriders would be coming through on their way to Mississippi, final stop probably Biloxi. SPD and the Greene County Sheriff’s Office had cars stationed along every major road in and around Springfield. It had been just my luck that I was standing on Kearney, which had once been the iconic Route 66, when they rolled through.

Nightriders were the worst of the worst, second only to the Hell Dogs. The two gangs had been at war for years and the body count was racking up. As far as the cops knew, it hadn’t spilled over to collateral damage. Yet. I didn’t add to their intel.

Becca’s boyfriend had been a Death Hawg, which seemed—then and now—like a stupid name for a motorcycle gang. The Hawgs were aligned with the Hell Dogs, though they were a small, localized group mostly in Tennessee and Kentucky, though Bozo’s bunch had set up shop outside of Kansas City—smack dab in Nightrider territory. I shoved the past back where it belonged. I needed to focus before I got my tail in a sling.

Car doors slammed and girl giggles drifted on the breeze. The Nightriders were having a party. Again. Three nights ago, on Sunday, they’d had a big party out back. I could smell the burgers, brats, and BBQ. I’d seen kids running around and old ladies showing off their property patches while herdin’ those kids. Lose the bikes and the colors, you’d think it was a freaking PTA picnic. But that was then.

No kids tonight. Tonight was evidently the Miss Biker Babe Missouri contest. I’d watched swarms of females park their cars along the street and strut their tails to the gate to flirt with the two young guys. One wore brand-new colors. A provisional, which translated to baby biker in training. The other guy wore a blank vest. I figured he was a prospect—a guy who wanted to join but the members hadn’t vetted him completely.

I’d done my homework on biker gang life to reacquaint myself. Growing up in the life? Didn’t matter. The details got lost in being a kid. The two on the gate let all the girls in. A few guys turned up. They didn’t make it inside unless they rode up on a big, bad motorcycle wearing leather with that damned wolf plastered on the back.

I halted the fear threatening to free climb up my spine using my vertebrae for handholds. I was here to scout the terrain. That’s all. To look and listen. And learn. Tonight, I planned to do that up close and personal. I’d go inside. I had names. It was time I found the bastards who wore them.

I slithered away, dragging my backpack with me, and trotted back to where I’d hidden my bike. My mountain bike. I’d splurged on it and figured riding it would keep me in shape. I didn’t want to expend the funds necessary to buy even an old beater car. I did some quick clothing adjustments and dragged the ponytail holder out of my hair. While I’d watched, I’d seen several people disarmed. “Must have a metal detector,” I muttered while stashing my Glock in my backpack and stuffing it up into the branches of a cedar tree. I did keep my Gerber combat knife, stuffed down the side of my right boot.

Returning to my original vantage point, I waited until another group of girls showed up, I approached the gate in their wake. They flirted with the wannabes, all tipsy tits and asses. The boys waved them in but the provisional stopped me with a hand to my chest. I managed not to flinch.

“Haven’t seen you before.”

I waved toward the gaggle as they giggled their way around the building. “First time and I’m the designated driver. Which pisses me off that I got the short straw. I wanted to party.” I hoped my flirty pout and batted lashes looked more sincere than I felt.

The guy leaned in and ran his nose up my neck from the dip in my collar bone to the spot behind my ear. Freaking creepy that. “Mmmm. Tasty. I’m off duty in an hour. I’ll come find you and we’ll have our own party.”

I swallowed the bile threatening to choke me but didn’t hide the shiver. He didn’t need to know it was fear not anticipation. “Sounds fun. Laters!” I ducked around him, wiggled my fingers his direction, and jogged after my alleged girl posse.

The noise was crazy loud even before I made it into the courtyard between the main building and what looked like a two-story barracks behind it. I stepped into the shadow at the corner and reconnoitered. There were probably a hundred, maybe a hundred-fifty people milling around, and it looked like there might be two girls to each guy. Good. That meant I could fly under the radar. There was a small bonfire in a fire pit. Coolers were lined up on some tables, along with a row of kegs. Music blared from somewhere and people—mostly girls—were dancing. Everyone was drinking.

I drifted over to a cooler. A guy stood next to it, long-neck beer bottle in his hand. As I approached, someone caught his attention and he turned his back to me. Adrenaline tingled in my fingers at the sight of the Nightrider patch. In my research on bikers, I’d done a quick internet “class” on reading a biker’s colors. His name was Hardass, he belonged to the original chapter, and he was the freaking national vice president. Oh to the hell no. I needed to back out of his way and find someone far less in charge and far drunker.

Turning on my heel, I made it about two steps before fingers with the strength of iron wrapped around my arm and halted me.

“Get’cha a beer?”

I schooled my face and turned to face the man I figured was Hardass. He wasn’t. Hardass, that is. This was someone new, someone I hadn’t tagged while surveying the crowd.

“Uhm...sure.” I managed not to grimace because my voice sounded anything but. He didn’t quite drag me back to the table but he didn’t let go of my arm either so I had no choice but to tag along. I kept trying to glimpse his colors to get a fix on him.

“Draft or bottle?” the guy asked.

“Bottle,” I blurted.

Hardass opened the lid on one of the coolers and snagged two beers. He twisted off the lids and passed them to the guy, who snagged both of them with one hand. Then I was hauled off toward some benches set back from the fire and away from the speakers so we could talk without having to shout. Much.

“You’re new,” the biker said, leaning close to my ear. “I’m Wizard.” He passed me one of the beers as he straightened.

“I’m Sh—” I choked off my name. “Shelly,” I finished. He gave me a funny look, like he didn’t quite believe me, then he shrugged. I scrambled for something to say. I needed to make nice with this guy to get intel. “Big party,” I noted.

“Yeah. We’re celebrating.”

I tipped the top of my beer toward him. “Obviously.” Then I took a swallow. I gazed around the open space and managed not to display my revulsion when I noticed a girl on her knees in front of a biker. He had his cock in one hand, the other fisted in the girl’s hair and he was forcing her head up so he could plunge into her mouth.

Evidently, I didn’t hide my reaction well enough because Wizard growled in my ear. “She wants to do it, babe. We don’t force women.”

“Yeah, whatever,” I muttered. Except Wizard heard me.

He stood and muttered back, “Yeah, whatever. Your cunt ain’t lined with gold, babe.” Then he turned his back and sauntered away.

Almost limp with relief, I glanced around, making sure no one was paying me any attention before fading back into the shadows of a garage building. From there, I could watch everything going on—whether I wanted to see all the sex stuff, and there was a lot of it to see, or not. I made myself small by squatting down on my haunches and pressing back into the corner where the garage bumped up against a cement block wall. 

I would wait, watch, and then decide on a plan of action. Just like I’d been trained to do in the Army.
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RUSSKI

“WHO IS SHE?” I’d noticed a ripple in the air not long after she arrived, and that discovery had nothing to do with any of the reports my Wolves now delivered to me. It was my job to know everything. This woman—and she was very much a woman, not one of the party girls or sweet butts who showed up to spread their legs for us—intrigued me. And not in a good way.

Hardy and Wiz exchanged looks and both shrugged. It was Hardy who eventually answered. “I’d say cop and it’d make sense for them to send in pussy. All I know is, she smelled like rotten apples from the moment she hit the front gate. Rebel reported to me after he let her in. She claimed to be with a group of party girls, said she was the designated driver.” He made air quotes with his fingers.

I stared toward the garage, made out the shape of the woman crouched in the shadows. “Where is Gravedigger?”

“He’s still at Doc’s checkin’ on Dancer,” Hardy replied. “Lucky is all up my ass about the Irishman getting sliced up on the Biloxi run so Digger’s makin’ arrangements to get him back to Oklahoma City.”

Hardy and Wiz both followed my gaze, but it was Wizard who voiced their instincts. “I got a bad feelin’ about this one, boss.”

I stared at Wiz. “Then why did you leave her inside the compound?”

“Because I figured we were all tuned in to the bad vibes and she bears watching. Gotta figure out her play so we know what to do, right?”

Yes, we did need to figure out her play. I wanted to know who she was and why she was here. “Call Digger. I want him back here as soon as he has dealt with Dancer.”

The looks Hardy and Wiz exchanged were not lost on me. “Watch her. Then she is Digger’s to deal with.”

[image: image][image: PawPrint-Moonstruck.png][image: PawPrint-Moonstruck.png][image: PawPrint-Moonstruck.png]

GRAVEDIGGER

I DID NOT want to be at this fucking party. The idea of sticking my dick in some nameless pussy didn’t appeal and that was the whole point of tonight. I did want a case of cold beer, my bed, and some peace and quiet. Still, when Hardy called me and told me to get my ass to the compound to see the prez, I didn’t argue. You only argued with the Russian if you had a death wish. Still, as I’d ridden through the gate, I got a whiff of something too fucking fragile to remain on the wind long. The scent intrigued my wolf, but I wasn’t enthusiastic enough to go hunting. 

Russki and Hardy were braced against the wall of the Barracks, the building behind the clubhouse. We all had rooms there and some of us lived there full time. I crashed at the Barracks. As club enforcer, I was pretty much on call 24/7.

“Dancer?” The Russian wasn’t big on formalities like hellos or goodbyes.

“He and his bike are headed to OKC. Lucky sent Tinker up in a club cab with a trailer. Dancer can sleep in the back seat all the way. Doc says he’ll be fine after a few more changes. Lucky can take care of those if Dancer isn’t up to it.”

The Russian’s head tilted in acknowledgment, but I wondered if he’d actually listened. His focus was lasered in on a spot near the back corner of the garage. Fuck. Someone was hiding there in the shadows. No, not someone. A woman. What the hell?

“We got a problem here, boss?”

“Yes. She lied her way in. Rebel called to tell Hardy. I want you to find out why she is here and then deal with her.”

So much for my peace, quiet, and that case of cold beer. “On it, Russki.”
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