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Foreword




Dear Reader, 

If your little dirty heart loves filthy men and your FMC bad as fuck? Then this book is for you. Now…If you have triggers, this book might not be for you. These men are raunchy, so the spice is spicing, and the plot is plotting.



 This is a dark why choose college-aged romance. 

Below, you will find a complete list of content warnings.


	Why choose


	Bad ass MC Princess


	Mafia Prince


	Cartel Enforcer 


	Senator’s Son


	Psycho Ex 


	Multi-POV


	Explicit Sex


	Insta-Lust/Love


	Dub-con/Non-con


	Grape(on and off page) 


	Fast Burn


	Violence


	Torture


	Cheating(not by MMC)


	Murder


	Light gun play


	Heavy Knife Play


	Heavy Blood play


	Breath play


	Carving


	Skinning


	Degradation/Praise


	Trafficking Elements


	Spitting


	Virgin Shaming 


	Childhood Trauma


	Past Trauma


	Pierced


	Face fucking 


	Orgasm Denial


	Edging


	Squirting


	Secrets.Lies.Betrayal 


	Drugs & Alcohol


	Arranged Marriage


	Hemophilia 


	Choking


	Sodomy


	Physical Assault


	Snowballing


	Electrocution


	Drowning


	Intrusive Thoughts







Are you still with me? If so, buckle up, bitches, get those vibes charged, and enjoy the ride.



Full Warning: This ends with a cliffhanger! 
















  
  
Preface




Slang Glossary: 

Crow-eater: MC Term for Slut

 ShitBox: Crappy Car

Sling: Sell

Old Lady: MC Term for Wife

Throw Down: To Fight

  Skins: Human Trafficking

 Chemical: Acid, Bombs, Tranqs

Fish: To look for guys to hook up with

 Run out of smoke: Run out of energy

Thot: That hoe over there.

Trap: Sell Drugs

No Dice: No Deal

Pleb: Bottom feeders

Meathead: Term for a massive guy with a big head 



This book is written with New York Slang. Which means the characters do not speak in proper English. Be mindful of that.












  
  
Dedication




For all my dirty little smut sluts! This one’s for you. 


&


 To my haters, Suck. My. Dick. 


-Love, Jade. 
















  
  

Chapter 1

The Hunt


Jade





“One, two, we’re coming for you.” 

Fuck! Keep going; I have to keep running. Further into the depths of the cold, wet forest, I run. The sound of my sneakers sloshing through the damp leaves, twigs breaking, and my heavy breathing are all that I hear. Drenched in sweat, my tank top sticks to my skin as I run. They’re hunting me. Closing in like I’m the sweetest prey they’ll ever taste. It’s all a lie–a fucking lie.

They’re liars–killers. And I’m the pawn on their board of chaos.

“Jade, you better run faster, Babygirl. You know I love the hunt,” a deep voice rumbles into the night.

 I can feel them all around me. It doesn’t matter that I can’t see them. I know they’re there.

“Come on, Kitten. Come play with us.”

Nope, I want to avoid playing their games tonight. How could I be so stupid? I rip the collar they made for me from my neck and throw it to the wet ground.

“You can run, but you can’t hide, Princess.”

I swear I can feel Jameson’s hot breath on my neck.

They’re gaining on me. My nostrils flare and I can smell Spade’s cologne–woodsy, vanilla and weed. The hairs on my neck are standing at attention, knowing Dario is close. And Jameson? He’s waiting to take the kill shot. I have to keep moving because if they catch me, they get to kill me.

After what they did, I can’t forgive them. There’s no coming back from that. I was nothing but a game to them, just a means to an end, and I’m not going down without one hell of a fight.

I need to get out of the forest, out of the dark, and circle the grounds to get back to the safety of my dorm room. Fuck! Just… keep… moving!

“Kitten, if you know what’s good for you, you’ll stop right the fuck now.” Dario growls.

“Big bad MC Princess is running from the big bad wolves. It’s so dark in this forest. Are you scared, Princess?” Jameson taunts, sounding much closer than he had been only seconds ago.

Shit! They’re so fucking close.

I’ve never had to run in the dark. I hate the dark, but I know these grounds like the back of my hand. It’s just so hard to see in front of me. I’m almost past the clearing, and just beyond that is the lake, I can’t get cornered there. My legs are all cut up from running through the woods. There are no trails here, just trees, twigs, and debris whipping against my skin, slicing it. I look like a mess, but I don’t care; I have to keep moving.

Looking forward, I see the light from the post illuminating the path along the woods, signaling home plate is just around the bend. I can feel my bed calling me. I’ll deal with those fuckheads tomorrow.

I stupidly take a glance behind me and see nothing. It’s eerily quiet; even the crickets and owls are silent. My heaving breaths are the only sounds echoing in my ears, and I need to focus to get that under control.

Why is everything so still, so silent?

This is not good.

There’s no way they stopped the hunt, no fucking way they gave up so quickly. They wouldn’t—not them. Not the obsessive, possessive, stalking asshole motherfuckers.

Fuck! I usually have them figured out, but this is their game. This may be my school and turf, but I’m stuck in their web and need a way out.

Just before I make it out of the forest, I trip over a log and nearly eat shit in the dirt. Fuck. I know they are on my tail, even if it’s silent. I know these boys. They’re lethal, unhinged, and calculated. I refuse to stop. Refuse to give in to them.

Chancing another look, I peer over my left shoulder just as I hit the tree line. Hell yes, no one’s there. Maybe they gave up after all.

My face whips forward just as a twang whirs through the air, pain suddenly lacing my shoulder. The impact has me hitting the cold dirt hard. I see a dark figure approach me, bending down, pulling me up by my wet, matted hair, whispering in my ear with a deep growl.

“Now, you’re MINE.”

Then everything goes black. 













  
  

Chapter 2

 Fight Night


Jade





Two and a half months ago… 

It’s the last weekend before the semester starts. Since arriving on campus, I’ve organized Friday Fight Nights. It’s my specialty aside from the guns I sling on the side.

Tonight’s lineup is exactly what I need to bring in enough cash to survive my junior year at this god-forsaken academy.

You’d think ‘Academy’ meant pretentious rich kids flown in by mommy and daddy, literally smelling like money. In reality, this is a school for the delinquent children of criminal families. I shouldn’t even be here. I’m almost twenty-one, and I don’t need any more lessons about the criminal world.

I’m MC royalty–a fucking Princess. I roll my eyes at the bullshit nickname. There’s nothing prim or proper about me or my family who run motorcycle clubs all over the East Coast. My dad is the President, my asshole twin brothers are his Vice President and Sergeant at Arms, and my fuckwit ex-boyfriend, D’mitri, is the club’s Enforcer. I should’ve killed him a long time ago, but his time will come. It almost did last weekend. He should’ve known what I was capable of. A smile creeps on my face as I think back to that night.

D’mitri has been ignoring my texts all day and it’s my last night at home before I head to Whitestone Academy for my junior year. I enter the clubhouse, and of course the crow-eaters are everywhere, lapping up all the men they can, hoping to become someone’s old lady. It’s sad how far they're willing to go to become one. When will they learn they're just a hole for them to dump their cum in?

The clubhouse is stuffy this time of night. It smells of stale whiskey and cigarettes, with a hint of weed. It’s a full house, and if my father knew I was here, he’d kill me. Luckily, he is fast asleep at home. Hopefully, I can find D’mitri without running into the twins.

Grabbing a shot of tequila from Slash, who is working behind the bar tonight, I nod a thanks as I move towards the back where the guys keep their rooms. I saw this fucker’s bike out front, so I know he’s here. I hear Slash calling out to me, but I’m too focused on getting to D’mitri’s room, plus I can’t hear a word he’s saying over the loud music. I throw back my shot, leaving the glass on the nearest table, and head for the hallway.

When I open the door, what I see throws me into a blind rage. I immediately grab my pistol from its holster that’s strapped to my chest, walk up to the cunt currently riding my boyfriend’s dick, point the gun at the back of her head, and pull the fucking trigger.

I don’t think about the spray back, or the fact that I killed someone in the middle of my father’s clubhouse, but it is what it is. No one makes a fool of me. D'mitri’s eyes go wide when I shove the body off the bed and press the gun to his temple.

“What the fuck, Jade?” he growls.

“What the fuck, Jade?” I press harder, mocking him.

“What the fuck, D’mitri? I should’ve blown your fucking head off along with that brainless bitch on the floor, but your pathetic ass gets to live another day. Have fun cleaning this mess up, cocksucker,” spitting at him. I put my pistol back in its holster and chuck both middle fingers at him as I stalk off toward his door.

He says some shit to me, but I completely tune him out as I exit the room, walking down the hallway and going back out the way I came. Everyone is looking at me, probably because I’m splattered with blood and pieces of skull fragments, but I don’t care. I look at Slash, who is readying a double shot of tequila. I say nothing as I nod at him, grab my shot, throw it back, and exit the clubhouse.

So here I am, ensuring I collect all the money for tonight’s fights and everything is ready to go. This is the only time I ever wear my cut. It’s a little different from the crews. They wear a black vest with our logo and the crew’s name, along with which chapter we are and their ranking. Even though I’m not a sworn-in member, I still have to represent the club, so these fools know they can’t and won’t walk all over me. If you don’t assert your dominance, they will eat you up and spit you right the fuck back out. My cut is a blood-red leather jacket with a matching logo, Devils Incarnate New York chapter, and my ranking, which is Princess.

I freaking loathe that title, I’d rather just have my name, or rather my nickname. I love the name Jade. My mother nicknamed me that because of how green my eyes are. I despise being called by my real name, Fallon.

The entertainment for tonight is exclusive–invitation only, and it’s sent via text with a time and passcode. Security at the door requires a secret code: it changes every event. We don’t let in just any ole riff-raff. These hoes ain’t loyal.

It’s a solid business transaction between the initial buy-in and the bets placed within the mill. My dad’s club owns this abandoned mill in the middle of nowhere in upstate New York, about an hour north of the city. There are no neighbors, no stores; there’s nothing for at least ten miles. It’s all just abandoned houses and farms. It’s the perfect spot to make particular exchanges and hold events without getting caught. The last thing I need is my dad, and my annoying ass brothers, breathing down my neck.

Oh, and don’t forget to add in the asshole ex who can’t get a clue to leave me the fuck alone. Yes, the dumb fuck thought it was hot that I blew some bitch’s head off over him.

Devils Incarnate: Damn, Jade. That made my dick even harder seeing you go all feral because some crow-eater was riding me, my little Sweetbottom.



I wanted to slice his throat when he texted me that bullshit. He still texts me daily, begging for forgiveness, but fuck that. I’m not sorry. Again, no one makes me look stupid, and we are not starting now.

I take in the setup around this shitty mill. There are a few windows on the bottom and an entire wrap-around balcony on the top, where I’m standing now, looking down at the ring. It’s nothing special. There are bales of hay lining a circle big enough for both men and women to throw down in. This is the space where we get to kick each other’s asses.

We don’t do this at school; we bring it right here and place bets on one another. I’ve got a DJ set up on the right side of the ring and a bar on the left: mostly kegs, bottom-shelf liquor, soda, and water. I ordered a shit ton of pizzas to sell for a dollar a slice and two dollar beers. Grabbing my phone, I see we have an hour until the first fight starts, so it's time to send the text out.

Me: The Mill, Eleven p.m. Creampie.



Now, I sit back, look over the roster for the night, and wait for the crowd to show. I know most names in the lineup except for one. Maybe Kayla added him to the list. I’ll have to ask her when she arrives.

Kayla has been my ride or die bestie since childhood. She comes from a family of criminals just like me, except her family deals in skins and chemicals, if you catch my drift. I trust her with my life. She’s a feisty little brunette with a mean bite.

Not everyone shows up to every fight, but mine are damn good, so it’s few and far between that I have to find replacements.

Twenty minutes go by, and I finally see headlights. A white Aston Martin pulls in, and I automatically know that it’s Kayla with the crew. We have a dozen people from the Academy who inform us of all the things we need to know daily. Kayla steps out of the car, and she is wearing her signature stilettos, tight black jeans, and a blood-red crop top that says, "I'm that B*tch." I cannot with her sometimes.

“Hey, Kay, love the shirt.” I chuckle at her. Kissing her on the cheek.

“Hey bitch, you’re looking hot tonight. Are we fishing? I want to sink my claws into something juicy,” she asks, smacking my ass.

“Depends on the fish, baby.” We both laugh at my antics. When I finally catch my breath, I ask, “Kay, who’s the add-on to the list that I don’t recognize?”

“Oh, Dario? Girl, wait until you see him. I hope he brings his boys. I've heard some crazy shit about them that we’ll discuss later, but for now, let’s finish setting up and get this party started. I need tequila, asap bitch,” she yells, heading for the mill doors.

Hmm…Dario and his boys. Damn it, Kay. Now, she’s got me intrigued. I follow in behind her and get started on barking orders and grabbing us some shots before the crowd piles in.

The night started off without a hitch. Money was exchanged, fights were won, and drinks were poured. Now Kayla and I can finally let loose before the last couple of fights for the night. We are on the makeshift dance floor, dancing to the sensual rhythm of the music. The lights are low, and everyone is moving to the beat; it’s like a whole vibe in here. I love the way my hips sway to the music, my hands in the air, and just feeling the vibrations. It makes me feel free, free from club life and free from the day to day bullshit. It’s so hot and stuffy in here, and it feels like we have been dancing for hours. I let Kayla know I needed some air. The night isn’t cold or hot; it’s the perfect temperature for late August. We had such a hot summer and I am so glad that it’s finally cooling after sunset.

Tonight, I’m wearing a black tank top with a skull on the front and skulls and roses on the back with black jeans, my cut, and my red Timberland boots. I threw my long black hair up in a high ponytail, curling the ends. Since I don't wear much makeup, I lined my eyes with black liner and mascara, and painted my lips with blood-red lipstick. I look fierce tonight.

Looking up at the clear night sky, I begin counting all the stars, getting totally lost in thought when headlights suddenly approach. The vehicle parks and three dark figures step out of what looks like a large SUV. Automatically, I reach for my pistol slowly, ready for anything.

As the figures approach, my eyes lock on steel-gray ones that say so many things, but nothing at the same time. I look at the next guy, and Jesus Christ, why are all three boys so gorgeous? They all look so different and don’t belong standing next to one another, but I can’t look away, and now I look like an idiot because I have no words. Luckily, one of them speaks first.

“Hey, Babygirl. Are you Jade?” Mr. gray eyes asks, all suave.

“Who’s asking?” I reply with a raise of my brow.

“Creampie, Kitten,” the other sexy fucker with bi-colored eyes replies with a smirk.

“Magic word, accepted.” I turn around and gesture for them to go ahead of me.

“Ladies first, Princess.” The third one with the piercing blue eyes says, smiling, my eyes immediately pulling to it as it showcases his one dimple. I cue the eye roll as I lead the way. These must be the guys Kayla was talking about. I will need to drill her about them because if I was intrigued before I laid eyes on them, I’m even more so now. 













  
  

Chapter 3

 Hard Dick & Pistols


Jade







Of course, when I lead the boys back into the mill, Kayla is nowhere to be found. Where the fuck did she run off to? Pulling out my phone, I send her a text.

Me: Where the hell are you? Those three guys you told me about just arrived, and hello bitch!!! I want answers, hoebag. Who are you hooking up with?



Kayla: Bahahaha, I told you! I’ll be back soon. You know that guy I was telling you about from chemistry? Well, he’s currently eating the kitty and doing an outstanding job at it.



Me: Then why the fuck are you texting me? For fuck's sake, bye, bitch.



I slide my cell back into my pocket, watching as the three guys speak to one another in whispers. Dario takes off his black t-shirt, and sweet Mary, mother of God, this guy is covered in tattoos, but not just any tattoos, he’s a walking work of art. Dario is tall and muscular with abs for days. He has chin straps with a goatee littering his strong jawline, and those eyes, green on his left and turquoise blue on the right. They’re hypnotic.

The type of eyes that can put you in a trance and never come out of it. He enters the center of the makeshift ring in nothing but black ripped jeans and Timberland boots. I don’t know how he will throw down with boots on, but I guess we shall see.

He fist-bumps his opponent, who is twice his size. I’m intrigued by his confidence against this brickhouse; it’s a massive turn-on if he can beat him. I don’t want this guy to mess up his pretty face. I was so entranced by the sight before me that I overlooked one of Dario's friends sliding up behind me. I turn, looking to see that it's the one who called me “Babygirl” earlier. I raise my brow at him and wait to see what he has to say.

“Hey Babygirl, I’m Spade.” He puts his hand out for me to shake. I give him my hand, but he grabs it, bringing it to his lips. Oh, he’s smooth. He’s a little shorter than Dario and much leaner, with black hair and steel-gray eyes but no facial hair. He’s got a baby face with high cheekbones and very dark features. His lips are plump and suck-able. Tattoos cover his arms and down his neck. I’d love to see what’s under his white tee.

“Spade’s your name?”

“Nah, just like Jade isn’t your real name either,” he smirks.

“Touché.” I smile at him. Leaning into his touch, he eyes me up and down, licking his lips. Damn, I wonder what he can do with that tongue.

“What’s your real name? Don’t be shy. I’ll tell you mine if you tell me yours.” He bites his bottom lip as his hand toys with the hem of my tank.

A guy who looks like sin, and probably fucks like a god, surely has better lines than that.

“What are we in, elementary school, Spade?”

“I know just by looking at you that Jade is significant because of those sexy eyes.” He breathes, inching further into my space.

“You’re a smooth talker and observant. I like that.” I playfully roll my eyes at him before glancing at the fight in front of me. I missed the first punch, but damn, Dario is holding his ground. It looks like he’s making this big guy run out of smoke. His movements are precise as he’s dodging all the punches and letting his opponent hit him at just the right moment. I didn’t even notice Spade getting closer because I was too engrossed in watching Dario and this colossal dude go blow for blow. Dario is a great fighter, very calculated and methodical. It’s like watching a dance; all his moves are perfect. Does he do this professionally, or has he been trained?

“Jade, come on, tell me what your real name is.” Spade sticks out his bottom lip, pouting.

“The only way you’ll learn my name is to get on your knees and beg me.” I say as my lips tip up at the corner in amusement.

Spade leans in closer, almost caging me in. His scent is intoxicating; woodsy, vanilla, and weed. With his body pressed against mine, I can feel how my words affected him. His cock is rock-hard and substantially large. I wonder what it would feel like inside me. He bends down, grasping my hip with one hand while the other brushes along my collarbone and wraps around my throat. His lips graze against my ear as he whispers in my ear, sending chills straight up my spine,

“If I got on my knees for you, Babygirl, it would be for one thing and one thing only. I’d eat that tight little pussy and make you cum all over my face while you’re screaming my name.”

His dirty mouth causes me to rub my thighs together, trying to release some of the ache. My breathing picks up as he trails the hand that was wrapped around my throat down my neck to my breast, feeling my nipples perk from his touch. He groans as he brushes his thumb over the pierced peak.

“You would love that, wouldn’t you, Jade? My tongue lapping up your sweet juices, flicking your clit. Mm, I bet you taste so good,” he groans.

I don’t say a goddamn word, just moan like the whore I am, and that eggs him on more. He presses harder into my pelvis, and I can feel how badly he wants me. He pulls on my nipple, flicking it through my tank top, causing me to moan again.

“I really want to suck these pierced nipples. I bet I could make you cum by doing only that.” His hand on my hip grips tighter as the other drifts down my stomach, causing my hips to move.

“If I dipped my hand into your jeans, I bet I’d find your panties soaked." He nips at my ear before kissing and licking down my neck. "Are you soaked for me, Jade?” he whispers.

“Why don’t you find out for yourself, Spade?” I ask, raising an eyebrow at him. Grabbing the bottom of his shirt and pulling him to me, I look up at his lips, wanting to bite them; suck them. He leans down, brushing his lips against mine. I suck his bottom lip into my mouth, running my tongue over the tender flesh. I nip it, tasting copper on my tongue. He groans into my mouth, gripping my hips tighter. He takes over the kiss, deepening it; it’s a battle for dominance. Fuck, he can kiss. He better not stop now. His filthy mouth, taste, and hands on my body have me ready to come so hard for him. Jesus Christ, bitch, get it together.

“Mm, you are a dirty girl. Bet.” He breathes, nipping at my swollen flesh.

The crowd cheers and it’s so loud from Dario’s win that I’m taken out of the trance I was in with Spade.

“Maybe next time, Babyboy.” I wink, unwrapping myself from him. I walk away without a backwards glance, utterly pissed off that we were interrupted.

I stroll up to Dario, congratulate him on his win and move to hand him his cash. I look down as I hand it to him and that’s when I notice his hands are soaked in blood, holding a knife. Drawing my weapon, I point it at his head. Not today, motherfuckers. Dario slowly hands Spade the knife and puts his hands up in surrender. The music has now stopped, and I can feel everyone’s eyes on us, excitedly waiting to see what will happen next.

“You want to fucking explain to me why you were holding a bloody knife? Did I give you permission to kill someone at my event?” I spit.

“Jade, it needed to happen. Now lower your weapon. I’m not a threat to you,” Dario states softly, never breaking eye contact with me.

I hold my ground because I don’t know this fuck from a hole in the wall, and I don’t know who the fuck he thinks he’s talking to. “Not going to happen,” I sneer.

“Jade, lower your fucking gun before I remove it from you,” he growls.

I slowly narrow my eyes at him, smiling to show him how crazy I truly am.

“Number one, I’d love to see you try. Number two, I don’t think you realize who the fuck you’re talking to or who the fuck I am. What’s going to happen next is, you’re going to take your cash and your boys, and get the fuck out of my mill. The next time you show up at one of my events, you’ll show me some respect, or I’ll slice your fucking throat and watch you bleed out. I might even fuck your boy Spade in your blood. Now get the fuck out of my face.”

Dario steps closer, trying to intimidate me, but Spade and the other guy, whose name I never got, grab him and whisper some shit in his ear. All three men turn and walk toward the exit. The third guy turns back arrogantly, and just smiles at me.

“Clean-up crew will be here in fifteen minutes, Princess.” He winks and spins around to follow his boys out.

I finally lower my weapon and shut down the event for the night. I need a shot or two because I’m done with the bullshit.
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An hour later, I’m ready to head home. I climb into my matte black Jaguar, blasting music with the windows rolled down, enjoying the breeze in my hair. There’s no one on the road so I gun it, doing at least a hundred, making it back to my off-campus house in no time. As soon as I’m parked, I roll all the windows up, shut the car off and grab my bag. I get out and head towards my place, locking the car behind me.

I take a second to inhale the crisp fresh air at four a.m. and look at my old Victorian Gothic-style house. It’s been in my family for generations, so it’s old as fuck. It gives people the vibe of a haunted house, but once you walk inside, it’s renovated and gorgeous. High ceilings, all-black walls, and dark-colored fixtures.

The house has three levels. Level one is the living space, equipped with a living room, dining room, and kitchen. The second level is the entertaining level. That’s my favorite place besides my bedroom. I have a home theater room, a room with a pool table and bar, and an indoor swimming pool. Last but not least, on the third floor is my bedroom, featuring a balcony with a wrap-around library. Behind a specific wall is a room filled with all my weapons, money, and anything else I find valuable.

I key in the code to my front door and open it to be greeted by Atticus, Augustus, and Apollo, my three Dobermans. Before heading to the library, I give all three some love and treats, then head upstairs to put my earnings away in the safe. I am so fucking tired, but I need a hot shower before going to bed, so I decide to take the elevator because I’m too lazy to climb all the stairs.

Once I’ve reached floor three, the doors open, and I step out, heading to the library. I open the door and move to the desk. Hitting the button underneath the left side, the doors behind me open wide and I step in, heading deeper into the room. To my left, the wall is adorned with guns of all different magnitudes. To the right are knives and swords of various sizes. In the middle of the room is an island with drawers filled with ammo and grenades.

There’s a safe where I keep all my money and jewels straight ahead. After entering the code, I put my hand on the thermal scanner and it clicks open. I place tonight's winnings inside. I get to keep anything that remains after I pay all the fighters and vendors. I still walked away with twenty large, so I’m pretty happy with the night.

Shit. I need to text Kayla to make sure she got home okay and grill her about those guys. Right after I take a fucking shower.

Spade was a smooth operator that had me wanting to get on my knees and worship that fat cock in his pants. Jesus, Jade, settle down, you thot. I shake my head of the image.

After closing the safe, I lock up the vault and walk out of the library heading around the balcony to my room. First, I remove my holster, laying my guns on the nightstand, then I strip out of my clothes and head to the bathroom to start the shower.

Dipping my fingers into the water, I test to ensure it’s nice and hot before stepping in and letting the water cascade down my body. I do my thing and get out to towel off. Grabbing panties and a tank top, I get dressed before brushing out my hair to throw up in a messy bun.

I lay in my big ass king-size bed all alone. I could call the boys up here, but I need them on guard while I'm asleep. Feeling around the bed for my phone, I grab it and text Kayla.

Me: Yo, hoe…Did you make it home, okay? How was Chem Boy?



Almost immediately.

Kayla: Yes, I’m home, unfortunately. Why can’t we live together already? I don’t understand why we can’t. It’s bullshit. Oh, Chem Boy was good. He made me come three times…I hope his dick game is as good as his tongue game, lol. I saw you with Spade. Dirty whore, lol.



Me: You know why we can’t live together yet, and I agree it’s fucking bullshit. One more year and you can move your ass in here. I hope, for your sake, his dick game is good, too, because that will be so damn disappointing.



Kayla: Fine, I’ll stop bitching. But it is stupid that we cannot live together when we are juniors in college. This isn’t high school. Ughhh. All these stupid rules. We shall see about Chem Boy. Also, you’re deflecting. How was it with Spade?



Me: I’m not deflecting. I’m just choosing not to answer your damn question.



Kayla: Bitch, I AM YOUR BEST FRIEND! FUCKING SPILL, OR I WILL CUT YOU!!!!



Me: Fine. He’s smooth and smells damn fine. Who are they? They don’t go to school with us.



Kayla: I’ll tell you tomorrow. Are we still on for the party at Monty’s?



Me: Yep, after I sleep all damn day. The last hurrah before the semester starts. Talk later, hoebag. xoxo



Kayla: Night, night slut.



I fucking love Kayla. I want to know who those guys were. Dario could throw down like no one I have ever seen before. I have no clue what the other guy’s name was.

And then there’s Spade.

I’m still super worked up over how his dirty fucking words made my pussy weep for him. I lean over to the nightstand, open the drawer, and grab my red vibrator Hank. Pushing my panties to the side, I hold it on my clit, rubbing it up and down. I’m still so wet that I don’t need any additional lube. I continue to slide Hank up and down my slit, dipping it into my pussy ever so slightly, causing me to moan.

I pull down my tank top, exposing my tits, wishing Spade was here sucking on my pierced nipples, flicking them, biting each one, and squeezing them. I use the toy to fuck myself while imagining his hard, thick cock slamming inside my tight cunt over and over again.

I keep teasing my clit and edging myself with the memories of his touch and his dirty mouth, spurring me on to the brink of gushing all over my sheets. I press the vibrator down harder onto my clit and flick my nipple, and with a loud guttural moan, I squirt so fucking hard. My legs are shaking and I can feel myself so close to gushing again, but I can’t stop. Keeping the same pressure on my clit, I use my other hand to finger-fuck myself,  increasing the pace on my clit, circling faster and thrusting another finger inside me. Oh my god, this feels so good. If Spade were here, I’d come all over his face. Just that thought alone causes me to explode all over my hands, soaking the bed while screaming Spade’s name.

Jesus fucking Christ. I need a cigarette.

Fucking Spade.













  
  

Chapter 4

Deep Throating Little Minx


Dario







The drive home was quiet. I’m pretty sure we were all stunned that I didn’t slice and dice Jade. The Little Minx had the audacity to point a gun at my head with no regard that I could’ve disarmed her in seconds and sliced her pretty little neck. She’s gorgeous, with long black hair and piercing jade-green eyes. A tiny little thing with a decently large rack and a bubble butt. She’s got that hourglass shape to her hips, suitable for bearing children. Her lips are full, plump, and fuckable.

Everything about her is pure perfection. Jameson, on the other hand, despises her. His father is a real piece of shit, putting lies into his head. I’m the only one who knows the truth. My asshole of a father told me why Dalton is obsessed with Jade, the real truth.

Unfortunately for me, I have a debt to pay. Last year was a bad year for all three of us. We were at one of the casino nights Spade holds every so often. This guy, Dominic Meyers, was getting aggressive with one of our servers. He cornered her outside the establishment and tried to rape her. I caught him just in time, and beat him to a bloody pulp. Unfortunately for him, with that beating came death. I accidentally killed the Governor's nephew. Dalton was the only person who could cover it up and make it all disappear. Mr. New York State Senator. So now, I owe him. Just another day of dealing with Dalton and The Aces.

I sit on my bed, thinking over tonight's events. I'm jealous as fuck that Spade got to kiss her sweet lips first. He wants to leave for the Academy ASAP. Once Spade becomes fixated on someone, getting him away is hard. If he gets away at all. We have shared girls before, but they were always a one-and-done kinda thing. I will have to discuss the parameters with Spade if we pursue Jade, but we have orders not to fall for the “MC Princess.” We have been taught many lessons, but love has never been one of them. Girlfriends aren’t allowed. We have been told time and time again that women are useless; they are only good to bear children and to suck your dick. That’s it. Women are evil soul suckers. But one look at Jade and I knew I was fucked.

I’m not going to lie; my dick was hard as fuck for the entire drive home. No other female has ever affected me that way. Sure, I’ve been with enough women who got my dick hard, but not like this girl. This little black-haired, green-eyed Kitten makes me want to wrap my hand around her pretty throat, sink my hard dick into her tight little pussy, and mark her with my cum.

Once we got back, I headed straight for my room. I am too worked up to deal with anyone right now. I squeeze my dick to relieve the ache, but it doesn’t help. I strip off my clothes and place them in a plastic bag to burn before starting the shower. Not waiting for it to warm, I step in and stand under the spray, seeing the water run red from tonight’s fight. Unfortunately for my opponent, his demise needed to happen. It was a direct order from The Aces to end the sorry son of a bitch’s life. Jared West thought it was a fantastic idea to sell his sister to the highest bidder after raping her. She was only fifteen. I wasn’t going to explain that to Jade in front of everyone at the mill. Although we were sent there to do a job, I will fight at any event she holds. I don’t necessarily need the money, but it’s the rush of the fight. Feeling bones crack underneath my fists and the blood that pools on the skin when broken, that excites me. Spade did an excellent job of distracting her. I know that Little Minx would have shot me if he hadn’t done what he was told. The idea of her shooting me has my dick hard all over again.

I grasp my hard cock and stroke it slowly, leaning my head against the tile, thinking of Jade on her knees, looking up at me with those big green eyes, my cock down her throat. I pump faster, picturing Jade gagging and spit dripping down her chin.

“You love my cock deep in your throat, don’t you, Kitten?” I thrust harder, grabbing her hair and pulling her head back.

“Take it,” I growl, going deeper.

“Take it like a good little Kitten. I bet your pussy is dripping for me; you want daddy to lick it?”

She moans on my length, putting her hand between her thighs and slowly rubbing her clit. I grip her hair tighter at the sight of her touching herself.

“Fuck, Jade, I want to taste that sweet pussy. Sink your fingers deep inside your dripping cunt and give Daddy a taste.” I command.

She shakes her head no, looking up at me with those green eyes.

I growl at her brattiness and pull my dick from her mouth. Thumbing her bottom lip, sticking it inside, and feeling her warm tongue on the pad of my thumb has my cock leaking for her.

“Oh, you are a bad little Kitten. Bad Kittens don’t get to cum, so sink your fucking fingers into that dripping pussy and give Daddy a taste.”

This time, she does as she’s told. Hearing the sounds of how wet she is, I shove my cock back in her mouth and thrust hard down her tight throat again. My thrusts become more erratic.

“You feel so good, just like that baby; you take daddy’s cock so well.” I groan, feeling that familiar tingle up my spine.

“I want you to swallow my cum, Kitten, All of it. Now take a deep breath and swallow around my cock, baby.” I give her a second to take that breath before I hold her down, gagging her, releasing ropes of cum down the wall of the shower. I punch the tiles, causing my knuckles to split and bleed.

“Fuck!” I yell, breathing heavily from cumming so hard to a fantasy of a stranger.

What is this Little Minx doing to me?

Getting out of the shower, I grab a towel and wrap it around my waist. Picking up my phone from the sink, I shoot Spade a text.

Me: We need to talk later.



Spade: Roger that.
















  
  

Chapter 5

 Blue Balls & Bikers


Jade







It’s Saturday night and Kayla and I are heading to Monty’s party on the river. I don’t particularly like Monty. He’s a loose cannon, and I don’t trust the asshole. Plus, Kayla needs to give me the details of how she met those guys last night.

“Bitch, you look hot tonight, as always. I’m not going to beat around the bush, no pun intended, I need the deets on those guys. So spill bitch,” I sass.

Kayla side-eyes me, as usual, the smug little bitch that I love so much. “So I went to the races one night with the crew while you were getting railed by D’mitri, and Spade was running the event with his boys. Spade can race, girl. It was fun to watch because we know I only go to the races to fish or make deals for my parents. Well, Dario was there fighting some guys who were trying to drive Spade off the road. And then I was watching Jameson, the other guy, trap all night long. But what intrigued me, was how different they all are, but yet the same. They work in sync, but if Dario likes to fight, why not invite him to your fight nights, you know? Yeah, before you start lecturing me about trusting people, I want you to know that I had Marco do some recon before I approached Dario and invited him.” My ears perk up at this little tidbit.

“Carry on, baby.” I smirk at her.

“Well, Dario is the son of Armando Roselli, 'The Roselli Don'. Spade is the son of 'El Hefe' of the Rodriguez Cartel, and last but not least, Jameson who is Senator Callaghan’s son. All ruthless players in our world.” She giggles.

"Well damn, no wonder why they were all such smooth operators last night!" I say, rubbing my finger along my lips.

“So, are we fishing tonight, or are we just going to sip and dance?” I ask, glancing over at her.

“Depending on the bites, otherwise, we can just go with the flow. Hopefully, Monty doesn’t corner us again, asking for a three-way.” Kayla rolls her eyes.

“I’m telling you now, I will gut the fucker if he tries again. I’m in no mood to deal with his bullshit and after the last time, he’s lucky we’re even showing up, let alone not killing him. So he better fucking behave himself.” I state.

"Oh, I agree. He gives me the fucking creeps." She adds, legit shivering in her seat at the thought.

A few minutes later, we pull up at Monty’s and the house is jumping. Tons of cars and people litter the lawn. The music is so loud it sends a shrill into my bones from how hard the bass is hitting. Monty’s place is set back off the road, closer to the lake. Let's make no mistake, this place is not his; it’s his “Daddy’s” house. When I say daddy, I don’t mean in a parental way either. Monty is a switch hitter and loves to take what he can get from older men. To each their own.

We get out of the truck with a little pep in our step. I bounce my head to the music playing, checking my surroundings as subtly as possible, scoping out who is here because I will never be caught off guard again. We climb the stairs, hand in hand, and slide through the door, heading straight for the bar. A few people say hello to us as we walk through the house. We make it to the bar unbothered by the plebs and order our drinks. Kayla is a beer kind of girl, but I need a much stronger drink. Usually I go for tequila shots, but I learned that lesson long ago. I only drink tequila at the clubhouse, so outside of there, I order a cherry vodka sour.

Kayla and I take our drinks and make our rounds. I solidify a few gun deals, and Kayla had her own shit to take care of. We always stick together and have each other’s backs. We step outside to smoke a joint I have already rolled up and ready. I light the bitch up, take a nice long pull, and pass it to Kayla as I exhale. We keep repeating this until it’s done, talking to a few people that pass us. We make our way back into the house and onto the makeshift dance floor.

We sway our hips to the beat, and I instantly feel eyes on me. I casually glance around the room, still feeling eyes on me as the hairs on the back of my neck stand up. I’m still scanning the room until my eyes find a hypnotizing set of turquoise blue and green. Dario. He’s here, staring straight at me. Shit.

He slowly approaches, never breaking eye contact. I’m mesmerized by his bi-colored eyes. I know he comes with caution. Clever boy, after last night’s interaction, he learned quickly that I’m afraid of no one.

He grabs my hips and spins me around so my back is to his front. He moves my hair off my shoulder and whispers in my ear, “You smell delicious, Kitten,” licking the shell of my ear and rubbing his nose down the curve of my neck while grinding his hardening dick against my ass. My body fits so well up against his, like I’m meant to be here with him. This is not going to be good.

With his hands on my body, and how close he is, I catch a whiff of his scent; sandalwood, whiskey, and patchouli. It does things to the bitch between my legs; she’s always a thirsty traitor. The beat of the song is so sensual that we don’t even notice how long we have been dancing, just lost in the rhythm and the sway of our joined hips. We don’t talk; we just let the music take over and enjoy the feeling of one another. It’s the most erotic thing I have ever experienced. His touch, and the feeling of him touching my body, is so different from when D’mitri touches me. D’mitri is always rough and straight to the point; I was a possession rather than a woman he worshiped. Dario kisses along my throat, causing me to moan and grind my ass harder into his now extremely hard cock, pulling me from the thoughts of that prick.

“Wanna go somewhere more private?” he whispers huskily in my ear. I nod and grab his hand, leading him off the makeshift dance floor and straight through the front door.

“Shit. I didn’t bring my car. Where’s yours?” I ask. In the blink of an eye, he brings my body closer to his, thumbing my bottom lip.

"Over there." He nods towards a matte black SUV, grabbing my hand to lead the way. He opens the back door for me, and I climb in, waiting for him to join me. Dario settles in next to me and I immediately straddle him, running my hands through his dark faux hawk and fusing my lips to his. He moans as I kiss him, running my tongue along the seam of his lips, coaxing him to open, which he does with zero hesitation. He grasps my ass, rocking me against him as he takes over the kiss. The feel of his tongue rolling with mine, is euphoric. I suck his bottom lip, causing him to grip me tighter and growl. Jesus Christ, my pussy is drenched for him.

“I need more, Rio,” I rasp.

“What do you need, Kitten?” He groans, kissing my throat, earning a moan from my lips.

“You. I need you to touch me,” I pant, silently begging for him to do something.

His hands pull down my tank top, the bra cup to my left breast going with it as he captures my pierced nipple into his mouth. He swirls his tongue, biting it, making me rock harder against his stiff cock.

“Rio, I’m sure you can put that mouth to good use elsewhere,” I moan as the seam of his zipper hits my clit the more I rock against him.

He chuckles, then flips me onto my back with ease, ripping down the other cup of my bra and pinching my other nipple. Good thing I’m wearing a skirt tonight because I made this easy for him. He wastes no time shredding my thong and throwing my legs over his shoulders. He runs his nose along my slit, nudging my already swollen clit.

“Fuck, you smell delicious. I bet you taste even better, Kitten.” He flattens his tongue against my clit, and he sends my body shivering.

“I’m going to tie your sexy ass up and take my time with you. I have something in mind for those perky little pierced nipples.” He pinches them before slowly taking my clit in his mouth and flicking it with his tongue. Jesus Christ, this man’s mouth. He slides a finger into my dripping pussy, causing me to moan like a bitch in heat.

His other hand is pinching my aching nipples at the same time and I can’t help but whimper at the way his tongue laps at my clit. Fuck. His fingers, too. They are so good at hitting my favorite spot. Why is it that this man can read my body in the few moments we’ve been together, but I need to give D'mitri a fucking road map? Shit, if he keeps this up, I’m going to cum all over his fucking face. As if he read my mind, Dario continues his onslaught, bringing sounds out of me I had never heard before.

“Don’t stop,” I whimper, grinding harder into his face, feeling him growl beneath me.

“Never,” is all he says as he sucks my clit so hard into his mouth, flicking his tongue yet again. I almost see stars as he picks up the pace, adding another finger. I’m so fucking close.

“I’m going to cum so fucking hard. Don’t you dare fucking stop,” I growl, biting my bottom lip.

He adds a finger to my puckered hole and I detonate, grabbing his head and grinding so hard into his face, gushing my release everywhere, and this mother fucker licks up every last drop. He looks up at me with his bi-colored, gorgeous eyes and smirks.

“You taste so fucking good, Kitten. Next time, I want to feel this tight cunt wrapped around my cock,” he says, slapping my clit. His dirty mouth elicits yet another moan, and as I sit up capturing his lips for another taste, he deepens the kiss. I push him back against the seat to straddle him again but the rumble of a motorcycle takes me out of the moment.

“FUCK!” I yell, climbing off of him and exiting the car. I quickly turn back to Dario.

“Stay in the fucking car if you want to live to see tomorrow,” I urge, pushing him back into the car.

He looks at me like I have ten heads.

“What’s going on? I’m not finished with you,” he says confusingly as he gets out of the car and grabs my hips, pulling me back to him so I can feel how hard he is.

“Rio, I know, but I need to go handle this before there’s a mass murder that I’ll have to clean up and that is not what I want to deal with tonight,” I say, pulling away from him, but he holds me tighter, like he doesn't want to let go.

The rumbling of the bike gets closer.

“Fuck, you have to let me go. He won’t hesitate to put a bullet in your head if he sees you touching me.” I say, panic laced through my tone.

“Who?” he mutters. He doesn’t seem phased by my word of caution. 

That’s the last thing I hear coming out of his mouth before I feel the loss of his hands on my body as he takes a step back. I turn to look at him and his face is white as a ghost. Shit.

“Just let me handle this fucker and we can finish our night.” I smirk at him, but he doesn’t move a muscle, nor does he return the gesture. Which can only mean he knows exactly who just pulled up.

This motherfucker really doesn’t get that I don’t want to see him, talk to him, or have anything to do with him, and I certainly don’t have to either, even if I am the club princess.

The motorcycle comes to a stop inches away from my feet. I narrow my eyes and look at his cold, dead orbs as he shuts the bike off.

“Can I fucking help you?” I spit as he hops off the bike, taking his helmet off.

“Fallon, I call and I fucking text. But since you won’t answer me, I figured, why not show up and speak to you in person where you can’t fucking ignore me?” He jeers.

“What the fuck do you want? I thought you were smarter and could take the hint. I blew a bitch’s head off in warning. What makes you think I have anything left to say to you, or better yet, what makes you think I want you anymore? That ship has officially sailed. So please, fuck right the fuck off.” I quip, turning my back to him, walking to the house.

Big mistake.

“You don’t call the fucking shots,” he growls, grabbing my arm harshly, spinning me to face him. “And most of all, Fallon, I love when you use that smart mouth; it just makes my dick harder. Now, get on the fucking bike!” He commands.

I take this moment to remove his grasp from my arm, one finger at a time, and insinuate that I will abide by his rules, but I won't. I take a step back, rearing my arm and punching him square in the face. The crunch of his nose is pure satisfaction under my fist, but when I look at his face, not only do I see blood pouring from his nose but he’s also wearing a wicked smile. He laughs, licking his blood. It's in this moment, I know I truly fucked up. I should've just stabbed him.

“You know violence does nothing for me. When stupid girls play stupid games, they win stupid prizes; now get on the fucking bike before I drag you by your fucking hair.” He spits.

Dario thought this was the perfect time to come to my defense.

“Get your fucking hands off of her,” he growls with his hands in tight fists at his sides.

I look at him with wide eyes like he’s lost his damn mind.

“Dario, stay out of it!” I yell. Moving to stand in between them.

“Who the fuck is this guy?” D’mitri points over my head, growling like an animal.

“D’mitri, let’s just fucking go, we don’t need to cause a scene,” I say, pushing him away. I am exasperated by the whole fucking thing already.

“No, we don’t go until I’m good and ready. Now, explain to me who the fuck this Dario character is and why he’s defending little Fallon’s honor,” he taunts, pushing into me to get closer to Rio. I roll my eyes at him, hoping Dario doesn’t say anything slick because I like his mouth, and I’d like to use it again soon. So I tell D the first thing that comes to mind, other than the earth-shattering orgasm Dario gave me only a few feet away in his SUV.

“He’s the new fighter at my fight nights. Plain and simple.” I reply, placing my hands on his muscular chest. He looks down at me and narrows his eyes.

“Okay, and why is he here, at this party?” he asks, quirking his brow.

Dario chimes in, “I’m right here, asshole. How about you interrogate me to my face?” he states coolly. For fucks sake. This night is never going to end if these boys don’t just shut the fuck up. 

“Jesus Christ, the two of you. D, let’s go back to my house. Dario, see you for the next fight night,” I wink at him as I push D towards his bike.

All Dario does is stand there, glaring at me. D’mitri grabs me and wraps his hand around my throat, whispering in my ear with a warning, “That better not be your pussy I smell coming off him because if I find out it is, I will kill him while you watch, and then I will shove your favorite knife up your pussy and shred you to death from the inside. Nod if you understand me.”

I do the only logical thing and nod as I run my hands up and down his chest and lean my body into his.

“Baby, I gotta go tell Kayla I’m leaving with you. I rode with her, and you know she won’t leave without me,” I whisper seductively, cupping his junk with one hand and kissing his chin. He stares into my eyes, looking for signs of deceit. Deciding he finds none, he lets me go, slapping my ass. I don’t dare spare Dario a glance, instead, I head for the house, looking for Kayla, trying to get far away from the two men outside, still glaring at one another. Fucking men.

I walked into the house searching for Kayla, and of course, I couldn’t find her. So I text the bitch to let her know I’m leaving with D’mitri and will explain later. I head back out of the house, but not before taking two shots of tequila because I know this is going to be a total shitshow.

As I leave the house, I hear skin hitting skin and see D’mitri and Dario going blow for blow. I’m going to put a bullet in each of them, I swear to God. Picking up my pace, I retrieve both pistols and fire off a round into the air. Everyone stops, including D and Dario. I point my guns at both of them.

“Cut it the fuck out before I put the next round in both of your heads at the same time. D, you know my aim is on point. Get on the fucking bike and take me home,” I command, my pistols still aimed at their heads.

They both back away slowly. Dario gets into his SUV without saying another word. D hops on his bike and starts it, waiting for me to get on the back. He hands me my scarlet red and black helmet with Jade written on the back of it. He had it covered with cherry symbols because this sick fuck constantly tells me my cunt tastes like cherries. Sliding the helmet on, I climb onto the bike behind him, feeling the vibration of the bike against my traitorous clit. Bitch simmer down. I wrap my arms around D’s middle and he whips around, grasps my face, and lays a brutal kiss on my lips, biting my bottom lip. “MINE” is all he says before straightening, clicking the clutch, putting the bike in gear, and taking off down the long driveway towards the main road back to my house.

I hate this man that my body is wrapped around, but I can’t help but feel like I’m home on the back of his bike, like it used to be. But then I remember the crow eater riding his dick, and I feel the hate radiating off of me, once again.

D grabs my hands that are around his middle and squeezes them. I’m not sure what it means, but the gesture is almost affectionate, or reassuring, I don’t know, but it makes me uneasy. I know the night isn’t over. I also know that when we get back to my house, he’s not going to leave, and all I want to do is get into my bed and cuddle under the blanket, wishing Dario’s mouth was on me finishing what we started. ﻿﻿
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