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​​Royal MC  Code
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PROTECT: The club and your brothers come before anything else and must be protected at all costs. CLUB is FAMILY.

RESPECT: Earn it & Give it. Respect club law. Respect the patch. Respect your brothers. Disrespect a member and there will be hell to pay.

HONOR: Being patched in is an honor, not a right. Your colors are sacred, not to be left alone, and NEVER let them touch the ground.

OLE’ LADIES: Never disrespect a member’s or brother’s Ole’ Lady. PERIOD.

CHURCH is MANDATORY.

LOYALTY: Takes precedence overall, including well-being.

HONESTY: Never LIE, CHEAT, or STEAL from another member or the club.

TERRITORY: You are to respect your brother’s property and follow their Chapter’s club rules.

TRUST: Years to earn it...seconds to lose it.

NEVER RIDE OFF: Brothers do not abandon their family.
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​​​Dedication
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FIRST AND FOREMOST, I’d like to thank all you amazing readers for loving my Royal MC series and I truly hope you enjoy Royally Tempted just as much. If you like a little “cough” big and bad alpha with a bit of an edge, you’re sure to love this hero. King is one of my favorite heroes EVER. 

Of course, you’ll get a HEA at the end, so buckle up and enjoy the ride.

XOXO,

Elle Boon
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TO AVOID SPOILERS THIS LIST ONLY INCLUDES THE CHARACTERS MENTIONED

IN THE PREVIOUS BOOKS

ROYAL MC MEMBERS:

King Royal – President – Son of King Royal Sr, brother to Duke VP (Royally Tempted book 3)

Duke Royal – Vice President – Son of King Royal Sr, brother to King (Royally Treasured book 4)

Traeger – Sgt at Arms (Royally Taken book 2)

Keys – Enforcer (Royally Broken book 5)

Hollywood aka Scott Haven – Enforcer (Royally Chosen Christmas book 7)

Digger – Road Captain – Owns Royal Towing

Cosmo – Enforcer and money man (Royally F**ked changed to Royally Saved book 6)

Timber – Tattoo Artist (Royally Twisted book 1)

Ayesha – King’s Ole’’ lady

Ivy – Timber’s Ole’’ lady, former best friend of Luke Royal

Luke Royal – Twin to Duke Royal who committed suicide in Royally Twisted.

Kailani – Traeger’s Ole’’ lady – Mob boss’s daughter the Royals took out

Lennox – Duke’s Ole’’ lady – Doc’s daughter – Doctor and old timer

Palmer – Keys’ Ole’’ lady

DaiTai – Cosmo’s Ole’’ lady

Talena – Hollywood’s Ole’’ lady

Former Originals: None have books or have been mentioned except King Sr...yet “wink”

King Royal Sr – President – Deceased

Ryno Marx – VP - Deceased

Argo Peters – Sgt at Arms – Deceased

Crazy Jax – Treasurer – Deceased

Torpedo (Tinny) – Deceased
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​​Chapter One
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KING NODDED TOWARD Duke, making it clear Ivy and Tymber were to be allowed to leave relatively unharmed. The sight of her purse and its contents mocked him. “Frog, Groot, front and center.” He waited for them to be within striking distance. “You took it upon yourselves to mess with my family. What do you have to say for yourselves?” The entire club went silent.

The loss of his little brother Luke still cut like a knife to the gut, but he didn’t let it show. Ivy was like family regardless if she’d been fucking his brother or not. Shit, he still wasn’t sure how he felt about the little news she’d just blurted. He glanced over at Luke’s twin brother, Duke, watching his reaction and seeing only anger burn in his dark gaze. Duke was more like him. Mean as a rattlesnake that’s been poked with a stick one too many times, while Luke was the complete opposite, clearly in more ways than one. Fuck, Luke had been into guys and would rather have killed himself than face him or Duke. He pushed that knowledge to the back of his mind to go over when he was alone.

Frog’s hands fisted at his side while Groot stood as still as a tree as he’d always done.

“Well, don’t make me ask again. You won’t like the outcome of the evening if you do," King promised. His voice didn’t raise. He didn’t have to. If King needed to yell, shit would go down, and nobody would be left standing who he didn’t want to be, and the two idiots with their eyes looking anywhere but at him would be the first to fall.

Groot shrugged. “We thought it would show our loyalty if we messed up the bastard who made Luke off himself.”

Yeah, his brother, his flesh and blood, had taken his own life, thinking he had no other choice, and that was on him. He was the head of his family, not only the MC.

He could hear the sneer in Groot’s tone as he said Luke’s name. “So what? Finding out my brother lived with a dude changed your mind? You decided to fuck the shithead up and destroy the place my brother called home?”

“He was fucking that prick.” Frog defended his actions.

“You went behind my back and took it upon yourselves to take action as a club and decided to keep information from me. This upsets me deeply.” He sighed and stood to his full six-foot-three-inch height. “Groot, if I told you to get on your knees and suck my dick, or you were out, what would you do?” King waited, crossing his arms over his chest, his leather cut creaking as he moved, the only sound in the room.

Groot wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. “Fuck, King, that’s not...that ain’t right. I don’t swing that way, man.”

King nodded, spearing Frog with his will. “How ‘bout you, Frog?”

Frog shook his head, but he moved forward.

“You see, that right there is why Frog is getting to keep his cut for now. You on the other hand, Groot, you’ve disappointed me. Get the fuck out of my sight and leave my property on the table,” he ordered, tapping the table with his finger.

“You gonna stay and suck his dick?” Groot snarled, ripping the leather vest off his back, and tossing it onto the ground. Everyone in the MC knew there were rules you didn’t break. One was that you never let your club colors touch the ground.

King gave an imperceptible tilt of his head, sighing as Traeger moved out from the darkened corner along with Wheels. The two men grabbed Groot, one clamping down on each arm.

“I thought you knew the rules, Groot? Don’t disrespect the club, being high on that list of things to do and not to do. However, it appears you don’t give a fuck about any of that, right?” He grabbed the front of Frog’s cut, pulling him in close. “What do you think, Frog?”

Frog shook, fear etched on his features, but he had grit. “I think he’s wrong. We fucked up, King.”

“Fucking pussy,” Groot snarled. “You gonna suck his dick just to stay in the club? Fuck that, I didn’t sign up to take any dick in my body.” He twisted, trying to free himself from Traeger and Wheels, something King knew wouldn’t happen until they were told to release him.

“What do you think we should do to him, Frog?” he asked, not taking his eyes off Groot. Sweat beaded on the other man’s brow, but he never lost the look of disgust.

King could’ve reassured him that no man’s lips or dick was coming anywhere near his own dick, but he wanted to see Frog’s reaction. “I...I’m not sure. It’s not my place...to tell you what to do.”

He released Frog, slapping him on the shoulder. “That’s very wise of you. Next time, don’t blindly follow where others may lead.” King pulled a gun out from the back of his pants, laying it on the table, then slid the blade from his boot, all while looking directly at the prospect named Groot. After he placed the knife next to the gun, he waved at the table. “Your choice, Frog, which do I use to teach Groot a lesson, and don’t say it’s not your place. I know it ain’t. It’s mine, but I’m asking. So now you need to answer.”

Frog looked from the table to Groot before glancing back at the table. “The knife,” he said after clearing his voice, the croak evident in his tone, which was why he’d gotten his nickname.

“Excellent choice. I always did enjoy a little knife play.” King picked up the blade, the handle fitting perfectly in his palm. “Here you go, Frog. Teach him a lesson.”

King met Duke’s stare, each knowing whatever went down would be handled inside the club. Frog gripped the knife in his fist, lifting his shoulder to wipe the sweat rolling down his temple away. Like an automaton, he moved to where Traeger and Wheels held Groot.

“Don’t you fucking do it, Frog. We’re brothers,” Groot snarled.

“The club comes first, Groot. You knew that coming in,” Frog muttered.

“That’s where you’re wrong, Groot. You ain’t got no family here. No friends, nothing. When you tossed my property on the ground, you lost any right to call yourself a brother,” King said calmly. Hell, everything was done calmly. It was how he operated. Most thought he was cold. It was how he kept level. If King yelled and was out of control, his brothers should run fast and far.

Frog adjusted his grip on the knife, his fear almost tangible. “Screw you,” Groot snarled.

“I’d rather be judged by the guys behind me than carried out by six to my final resting place.” Frog’s words had the Sons murmuring in approval as he uttered their oath. He stepped closer to where Groot was being held, the knife gripped in his palm so tightly King could see his knuckles were turning white.

Duke moved in like lightning, stopping the forward movement of Frog’s hand that held the blade. “Good job, kid.” Duke expertly took the knife away, holding it to the side for King to take. “You, on the other hand, aren’t worthy to wipe the shit off my ass, let alone wear our colors,” Duke said quietly. He tilted his head, making a jerking motion toward Groot. “Let him go. Don’t want him thinking I’m a pussy and only hit a little bitch when he’s being held by two big bastards.”

As soon as Groot was free, Duke lunged at him. King watched as his younger brother lashed out, hitting the other man solidly in the chest. He followed him down to the concrete floor, his fist striking Groot several times before he stood. “Some think I’m crazy, that we’re crazy. Newsflash, fucker, we are. The difference between us and you, other than the obvious, is we enjoy every second of our insanity. Oh, and if you think to spill any club insights to anyone, we’ll know. Trust me, there’ll be nowhere you can run or hide from us if that happens.” Duke pointed at King. “You think what I just did is bad? Next time, he’ll be the reaper, and you won’t get to walk away, feel me?”

King used to hate being referred to as the reaper, but as the President of the Royal Sons, he had many responsibilities—ensuring the safety of the Club was only one of them.

Traeger helped Groot to his feet. “Get outta here, boy.” He shoved Groot toward the door, the man’s plain white T-shirt smeared with his blood. A stark indicator of what went down. As Groot walked out, holding his side, King didn’t need to see what his brothers outside did. He knew they’d not recognize him in any way. To them, he was dead.
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AYESHA TRIED TO STIFLE her cry. Shit, she’d come to ask for help, but what she found was like nothing she’d expected. Oh, King Royal, the President of the MC, was everything she’d heard he was. What made her pause and sweat pool beneath her breasts was the lack of care he paid to what had just happened. Her stomach was in knots, having watched the VP named Duke beat Groot without so much as disrupting a bit of hair on his head. The two men were, in a word, dangerous. “I should’ve listened to Quincy,” she whispered.

“That would’ve been smart,” a deep voice spoke from behind her, making her scream.

“I wonder what you’re doing hiding back here when I told everyone to clear out?” King’s warm breath fanned over her shoulder, making her shiver.

“I...I’m sorry. I came here to ask...a question, but now I realize that was a mistake. I’ll just be on my way,” she said with more bravado than she felt.

King sighed. His hand was gentle as he turned her to face him. “Little Dove, you should’ve thought of that before you broke the rules.”

Ayesha shook her head back and forth. “I don’t—what are you doing?” She yelped as he tossed her over his shoulder.

“Sssh, I’m taking us out of the clubhouse while you explain what the hell you had planned and who sent you.” King strolled past a smirking Duke, ignoring the look his younger brother tossed his way. “You’re in charge while I’m gone. Make sure someone tails that shithead. We don’t need the heat coming down on us.”

“If you don’t let me go, there’s gonna be much more than you bargained for coming up here. People know where I am.” Ayesha tried to reason with him.

The feel of his palm running over her ass reminded her she’d worn a miniskirt, which made her wriggle harder to get free. A sharp slap made her tense. His words did the same as he told her to quit fucking moving in such a deep voice her body instantly heated. Ayesha had never had a man do what King was doing, taking complete control of everyone and everything around him. “King, I mean, Mr. Royal, listen to me. I needed help, and I heard you guys were the ones to come to.”

He froze in mid-step. “Wait ‘til we get to the big house.”

She’d met Chloe several months back when she’d come into High Maintenance, the salon Ayesha owned, for a haircut. They’d ended up talking about hair color because the other girl liked Ayesha’s blue and black hombre fade. When Chloe said she’d have to ask her boyfriend before doing something so daring, it shocked Ayesha since it was the year two thousand and nineteen. Ayesha refrained from saying anything to the other girl because protecting Chloe's feelings was important, and she hoped to gain her trust. A couple days later, Chloe called and made an appointment for a cut and color. That had been the beginning of a great new friendship and an eye-opening to a world she’d only seen on TV or read about. If Ayesha was being honest, she envied the other girl and what she had as she’d watched her being dropped off by her boyfriend. He walked her into the shop and looked around as if making sure it was safe. His gaze took in everything and everyone, possession stamping his features. He would take Chloe into his arms, staking his claim one last time before he left, demanding she call him when she was done. It had taken monumental effort for Ayesha to tear her eyes away from the kissing couple as he devoured Chloe’s mouth while his hands held the other woman’s ass, their bodies fused together. Yeah, Ayesha knew they’d be getting it on the moment he had Chloe alone, and the other woman would be more than happy when he was done. She’d only fantasized about having a man do those things to her but had never found one who actually could deliver.

Chloe mentioned the club was more than just a biker gang that ran drugs and guns. She’d been a little tipsy and went on and on, talking about how they helped damsels in distress, Chloe’s words. So when Ayesha’s little sister came up missing or, if the cops had their say, ran away, she followed her friend after doing her hair. Big mistake. Huge. She was coming to realize her foolhardy plan could now cost her own life, while her sister Tiana would most probably be sold to the highest bidder in a sex trafficking ring in some third-world country. A sob left her throat, but she choked back the next one.

Fear was an ugly bitch, but Ayesha couldn’t stifle the sensation from working its way through her, making her break out in a cold sweat. “I think I might be sick,” she muttered.

“Don’t. You won’t like me very much if you do.”

“I don’t like you very much right now anyway,” she muttered angrily. At least if she was angry, it kept her from wanting to vomit all over her sexy kidnapper’s back.

King chuckled, walking into his house without pause. The door banging shut behind them was like an omen to her. “Alright, you got five minutes to explain. I’ll decide your fate after I hear what you say.” He lifted her from his shoulder, placing her feet on the floor. His hands spanning her hips kept her steady.

It still took her several seconds to get her bearings. She glanced around the room, surprised to see that it looked like a... regular home.

“You’ve got four minutes now. Better start talking.” He let go of her but didn’t move away.

She wanted to wipe the smirk off his face with a swipe of her palm across the cheek, but her need for his help kept her hands down. “My sister was kidnapped. I need help getting her back.” Shit, she sounded like an idiot.

King raised a brow. “Why are you telling me? Shouldn’t you go to the cops?”

Ayesha rolled her eyes. “Don’t you think I tried that first? She went willingly for all intents and purposes, but I know better. I heard you help do this sort of thing...bring home people who are taken. My sister is one of them.”

King tilted his head to the side. “What do I get out of this?”

Ayesha barely controlled her instinct to roll her eyes again. “What do you want, a blow job?”

King laughed, the sound louder than the beating of her heart. “Little Dove, if I wanted a blow job, I could open the door and whistle. Within minutes, I’d have my pick of women willing to let me fuck their face.” He held his arm out, palm facing toward the door.

Oh, there was no doubt in her mind he could and had done that very thing in the past. So why did her heart skip a beat at the image of him opening his jeans for some nameless, faceless woman? The thought of King getting his rocks off with another made her angry. She pulled her focus back to her sister and the very real danger she was in. “I would do anything for my sister, even though I know you don’t need me to...whore myself out to you. Tell me, what do I need to do to get your help? Get on my knees and beg? Offer you my firstborn? Give you a million dollars? What?” she begged, desperate for a reaction, her voice rising.

The door opened behind her, but she didn’t take her eyes off King.

He stepped closer, his body heat making her feel as if she was on fire, or maybe it was her hormones. “Let’s start by you telling me a little more about who told you this story about me being this hero bullshit, hmm?”

Ayesha shook her head. “This was a terrible mistake,” she said, her voice too loud. She backed away, inching from him.

King looked over his shoulder, his eyes finally resting on her face after a couple seconds. “I want you to sit down and don’t say another fucking word.”

“Hey, you don’t have the right to order me around. I’m not one of your club...whatever you call them, brothers, bitches, whatever. You have no right—” she yelped out, the air leaving her lungs at the abrupt motion of being pulled against his rock-hard chest.

“Little girl, I have more than just a right. You’re in my club. My territory. I’m not only the President. I’m the fucking King. That’s not just my name; it means I’m the ruler of all you see here. I wear the patch and crown, baby. Push me, and I’ll gladly gag you, then I’ll paddle that fine little ass until you’re crystal clear on that subject. Do you understand?”

She tried to put space between them, silently wishing he was some fat, weak asshole who couldn’t actually back up his words. “I came to you for help, not to be...be threatened.”

King gave a humorless laugh. “You shoulda done your research first, Little Dove,” he said, turning toward the door. “Duke, get your ass in here. I want to know how the fuck she got past Parker and Clown. If there’s a hole, I want it found and plugged permanently, one way or another. Feel me?”

Ayesha watched as Duke nodded. His eyes were the same determined color as his brother’s. King turned around, pinning her with such a look that she wasn’t sure what he planned, but there was no mistake. King was in charge, and whoever Parker and Clown were, they were in big trouble for allowing her to slip inside.
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​​Chapter Two
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AYESHA TRIED TO SWALLOW. Her mouth and throat felt like she’d been in the desert for days without water. “I...it wasn’t anyone’s fault but my own for getting in here. I followed Chloe in and told the guys I was with her.”

“They both know better than to just let anyone roll into the club grounds without verifying they were invited, no matter how fuckable they look.”

“This is stupid. My sister could be getting beaten or raped, or worse, while you’re worried about how I got into your precious backwoods club. Just let me go so I can find someone else willing to help me find her,” she cried, uncaring that tears flowed from her eyes.

“Newsflash, princess, your sister has probably already been raped,” Duke said.

“Shut the fuck up, Duke.” King stepped toward the other man, shoving him out the door. “Find the answers I want, asshole. Come back here after you have something to tell me that I want to hear.”

Duke laughed but didn’t say another word.

“I’m well aware of what could’ve already happened, but I’m holding out hope that the guy she went with likes her enough that he’s kept her safe. Or at least kept her with him until...well, until he’s tired of her. God, how did I come to this?” She sank down on the closest surface she came to, the surprisingly soft, comfy chair enveloping her.

King squatted down in front of her. “Listen to me, Little Dove, I don’t know where you got your information, but coming to the Royal Sons clubhouse and announcing shit like that can get you dead and a lot of people hurt or killed. So, let’s start at the beginning and don’t leave anything out.”

The way he looked at her. The way he dipped his voice made her want to spill every secret she possessed, even the ones she’d never told anyone. “I overheard a client talking about these men who worked around the FBI but not with them. These were guys who didn’t have to follow the law but could go in and out of places without waiting for proper channels. My sister has been considered a runaway, but I promise she’s not. I mean, yeah, she left of her own volition, but she wouldn’t have just up and gone unless she thought she could come back. Rico isn’t who he pretended to be. He’s not some eighteen-year-old kid with a rich family with a yacht on the ocean just waiting for them to come party it up. Yes, he’s a rich guy, but his family are drug dealers who deal in prostitution and human trafficking. They’ve been investigated for the disappearance of several young girls, girls they met online and promised all kinds of things, but it's like...bam, those girls are all of a sudden runaways. However, Rico, or one of his many cousins, always have solid alibis for when the girls have gone missing.”

She swiped at the tracks of tears flowing down her cheeks. Her sister had met the little bastard on Instagram, where he’d started messaging her. The next thing she knew, they were meeting behind her back. Ayesha had never approved of her sixteen-year-old sister seeing a nineteen-year-old boy, or she’d have looked into him and his family. She’d have found out the fucker wasn’t nineteen but twenty-four, who was way too old for Tiana. The account he’d used had been deactivated as if it had never been. When questioned, he'd sworn the pictures her sister and Rico had exchanged had been “hijacked” from his real account. Of course, he’d reported it. He’d claimed the same thing had happened numerous other times. She didn't believe him. He was too smooth, too creepy. He was a liar.

How the police or the FBI hadn’t caught on to the MO of all the times he and his family members had done the same thing countless times before amazed her. By her count, over twelve girls aged sixteen to twenty had recently disappeared up and down California's coast. Ayesha only put in her sister's features and was sure the number would rise if they widened the search with other missing girls' criteria. She didn’t tell King all of that, not wanting to see the disbelief on his face. The same skepticism on the detectives' faces when she’d spoken to them at the precinct, even when she’d shown them the evidence.

Obviously, Rico’s family either had friends on the payroll. There was no way they'd bought the story he was selling. Ayesha, on the other hand, knew better. Her sister, while young and impulsive, and yes, if she were being honest, was wilder than all get out. She would probably make Ayesha’s hair turn grey sooner than she’d like, but no matter what her little sister did, she’d always be her baby sister, and Ayesha would always, always protect her.

“I have no doubt you love your sister and are worried.” King held up a hand, stopping her protest. “However, barging onto private property thinking we’re some modern-day vigilantes isn’t the way to get her back. You need to take your sexy little ass back out to your soccer mom's car and file a report. Your sister’s sixteen. Once a certain amount of time has passed, they’ll file a report and search for her.” King stood up.

She didn’t protest, seeing the resolve in his rugged face. God, she’d been stupid to come out to a place she knew nothing about on the word of Chloe, a woman who was clearly not as in the know as she’d thought. Shit, thinking of the trouble her client might get into, she opened her mouth to deflect, then thought better of it. Maybe King would forget her earlier outburst about who she’d followed or think it had just been a coincidence. Whatever the reason, she was sure she’d lost a client. “I’ll be on my way and won’t bother you again.” Dread settled in her stomach, her last hope for saving her sister gone. No, she wouldn’t give up, not now, not ever.

“Duke’s outside with your car. I’ll be seeing you.” King tilted his head toward the door as heavy steps pounded up the wood planks.

Two hard knocks heralded the arrival of the VP. “She ready to go?” Even though Ayesha was closer, Duke’s gaze bounced to King’s first. She realized he wouldn’t glance at her unless his brother gave him some silent indication. It would’ve disturbed her, except she felt comforted on a level she wasn’t ready to define just yet.

“Yep. Did you get what we needed?” King gripped her elbow, guiding her toward the door.

Ayesha shivered at the touch, knowing it was impersonal, yet her skin prickled. Get a grip, she scolded her inner hussy.

“Absolutely. All good here?” Duke lifted his chin in her direction.

She wanted to point out she could speak and hear but kept her lips sealed. No reason to antagonize the bikers any further. Hell, she was lucky to be making it out of their clubhouse relatively unscathed from what she’d seen earlier, unlike the one named Groot or Frog. She wasn’t sure which was which. Motorcycle clubs gave their members road names that had some significance behind them, but she couldn’t puzzle out what they were, not even Chloe’s boyfriend Tag, and she wasn’t brave enough to ask.

The walk to her car felt like forever, her shoes weighing her down as if she’d stepped in cement and now was dragging hundred-pound weights with each step. She tried to think of what to do next, who she could contact that would take her case seriously instead of thinking she was overreacting or that her sister was just a teenager who left of her own free will and would come home—eventually. However, they didn’t know Tiana or want to see Rico like Ayesha did. She knew her sister had thought she’d gone off on some grand adventure with a teen boy, not met up with a grown-ass man who had god knew what planned.

“Everything’s under control. See that Ayesha gets home safely,” he ordered.

Duke nodded, holding the door open. “Come on, princess, your chariot awaits.”

Ayesha snorted. “That thing is ten years old. I don’t think it’s anyone’s idea of a chariot.”

“It’s a cage no matter how old or new it is, but it’s a nice one,” Duke replied.

Pride at his words made her stand taller. She’d worked her ass off to buy the Mercedes SUV, saving up until she had enough to make a sizable down payment and paying it off within a year so her interest would stay down.

“Wait, a cage?” she asked.

“It’s what anything on four wheels is called, little girl,” Duke answered as he waited for her to get in.

“Oh, that’s...that’s fucked up, but yeah, okay. I’m outta here. Thanks for nothing.” Ayesha hurried into the driver’s seat, slamming the door behind her before she broke down in front of them. She hadn’t realized how much she’d hoped they could help her. Now, with her headlights highlighting the driveway, the stark realization of her situation hit her. She made sure to use her blinkers, following all the laws, as she didn’t want to draw any attention to herself. Her eyes kept going to the rearview mirror, checking if anyone was following her. Once she hit the freeway, she relaxed, merging with the fast-moving traffic even late at night or early morning.

Her nerves were strung so tight she felt a migraine beginning behind her right eye, the stabbing pain one she hated. With her right hand, she felt for her purse in the passenger seat, not taking her eyes off the road while she searched inside for the little bag that held her rescue meds. If she took the prescription early enough, she could usually stave off the harshest symptoms of the migraine. “Fuck, I hate this shit. I hate this entire situation. Why’d you do this to me, to us?” she screamed, slapping her hand against the steering wheel, angry tears flowing down her cheeks, making it hard to see the road in front of her. The sound of a car horn had her swiping at her face, pissed that she was allowing herself to cry again.

It took her less than an hour to get from the clubhouse to the quaint house she and her sister shared, the one she’d bought with the small life insurance policy after her husband’s death. It was the only thing good that had come from her marriage. She looked around the neighborhood, checking to see if there were any strange vehicles. The porch light was on, a habit she’d made sure both she and her sister did for an added safety measure.

She pressed the opener for the attached garage, waiting until it was open, easing inside like she’d done many times. She shut the car off before pressing the button to close the door. A sliver of something she couldn’t put a name to worked its way down her spine. She wasn’t sure what it was, but she got out of the small SUV, grabbing her purse and phone off the charger as she went. At the door to the house, she keyed in the alarm code, waiting to see all the clear signs before entering. The house felt empty, lonely, and even a little scary. “Shit, I’m a little pussy. Next, I’ll be jumping at shadows.”

On the counter, she noticed the bananas had started to turn brown. The only person who really ate them was Tiana. Pulling one off the bunch with her right hand, she felt her heart constrict. “These will rot before you get home,” she said, squeezing the offending fruit between her fingers, wincing as the yellow mush flowed out, making a mess.
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“FOLLOW HER AND MAKE sure she doesn’t have a tail. When you return, Keys should have everything we need on her and her supposed missing sister. I want to talk to Gator and his ole’ lady first thing in the morning. We’ll need to meet, but I want more intel before calling Church. This could be a shitshow if word’s gotten out we are some do-gooder motherfuckers.” King ran his hand through his hair. “Take Gator and Cross with you,” he ordered Duke.

“You worried about my safety, bro?” Duke asked, his dark eyes flashing.

“This is about us, all of us. I’m not gonna let some hot chick fuck up our brotherhood. Besides, if you get into trouble, I’ll have to save your sorry ass, and I just don’t got time for that right now.” Losing their brother Luke to suicide hung heavy between them.

“Yeah, well, I don’t got no plans to meet my maker anytime soon either. I’ll keep you posted once we see your girl safe at home.” Duke lifted two fingers to his temple, turning toward the clubhouse. His fingers flew over his phone while he refrained from saying another word.

King didn’t correct him about Ayesha being his girl. Duke would take great pleasure in giving him shit if he did. Seconds later, the sound of three bikes rumbled out of the drive, following their mark. His phone beeped, getting a message from Keys. He scrolled through, reading what Keys had gathered on Ayesha and her sister Tiana. He clicked on the pdf to read the information. Ayesha was her sister’s guardian since their parents were killed a few years back. She and her husband. King narrowed his eyes as he read the other man’s name, exhaling when he read Ayesha’s husband had died in a one-vehicle car crash only months after their marriage.

“Damn, that had to suck,” he muttered, scanning over the document Keys had put together. The other man got his name because he was a computer hack. His fingers could fly over the keys of any keyboard within seconds, getting the information they needed without so much as leaving a footprint or whatever hackers do. He ground his back teeth as he read on, seeing Tiana’s report and what she’d been up to on the World Wide Web. “Little sister clearly didn’t know big brother was watching her. What a brat.” Not that it was bad to look at porn, but to have different social media accounts. She probably told her sister about one, and the other she hid because she knew she’d get into trouble. Well, he probably would’ve done the same if he’d been a teen and in her shoes. However, now her dirty little lies were coming back to bite her on the ass, and her sexy big sis was the one who was paying the price.

He pocketed his phone. The need for something to drink had his feet taking him to the kitchen to grab a beer. He thought about what Ayesha said and her offer to suck his dick. He’d told her he could have someone willing to do that and more within a minute, and he wasn’t kidding. Being the President of the Royal Sons MC came with perks. His father before him had been President, as had his grandfather. They’d come over from Ireland, but they sure as fuck didn’t have the luck of the Irish. Well, they did have a pot of gold and then some, yet the Royal men wanted more, and they’d do anything to get it. Getting what they wanted, when they wanted it, hadn’t been a problem for any of them. “Maybe we do have the luck of the Irish,” he mused. With a flick of his wrist, he uncapped the beer and took a long swig. The cold brew sliding down his parched throat quenched one thirst while another was left wanting.

After he finished the beer, he walked over to the window, staring back toward the clubhouse, seeing the lights still on, music barely audible where his house sat. He glanced over his shoulder, his stare caught on the last picture he and his two brothers had taken hanging on the wall. It was of the three of them standing next to their bikes. He and Duke had smirks on their faces while Luke was smiling. His kid brother always smiled. He had been the one to bring him and Duke out of any funk. Now, it was just the two of them, both assholes who were prone to being dicks.

“I would’ve accepted you, you little shit,” King said, squeezing the long-neck bottle between his fingers. The glass shattered from the force. He ignored the pain and the warm blood that dripped down unnoticed. “I’d have kicked the shit out of anyone who fucked with you,” he growled, looking down at his hand and what was left of the bottle. Instead of dropping the glass, he carefully walked to the kitchen, depositing the remnants in the garbage before running his hand under cold water. Once he had his hand clean and wrapped in a towel around it, he cleaned up the floor.

An hour passed before his phone rang again. He finished sealing the cut with the glue Doc had given them when his brother’s number showed on the caller ID. “What’s going on?” he asked without preamble.

“She lives in a small house with an attached garage. It's a nice neighborhood, but not the Hills. She’s got a tail, and definitely not the police, either,” Duke said calmly.

“Did her tail have a tail?” King sat forward, his fingers flying across the keyboard of the computer. The silence that greeted him let him know Duke was checking with the other guys.

“Nope, only the G-Wagon that was pimped out. The dumbass was following her. Seriously, a white G-Wagon with chrome everything is a conspicuous rig. Either these dudes are dumbasses, or they think she’s that stupid.” Duke let his distaste show in his tone.

Although they had money, they put their cash in the club, their bikes, or on shit that had tangible meaning rather than a cage that meant nothing in a few years. “What did they do once she got home safe and sound?”

“They drove around her neighborhood before disappearing. We parked a couple blocks away. I moseyed on in for a closer look on feet. I didn’t see anything unusual, but we chilled for a few just to be safe. The others kept a lookout in case there was another coming in from the other direction. So far, all is good. I think they’re just watching her coming and going. If I were to guess, I’d say they’ve got her car tagged.”

King would agree with that assumption, especially if they had the kind of money it would take to make girls disappear without a trace and if they were rolling around in pimped-out cages like Duke said. “I think we’re dealing with a somewhat sophisticated group here, but also one that is ballsy. You know what that means?”

Duke snorted. “It means these fuckers are going to hate to meet us in a dark alley.”

“It means they ain’t gonna meet us in a dark alley because the fuckers will be too scared for that, yet they’ll think they hold all the cards. Head on back, and I’ll check with Keys. By the time you get here, I’ll probably know more about them.” King laughed, knowing Keys would likely have found out the type of underwear the others bought, just so he dotted all the I’s and crossed every T.

“You need anything before I head back? Maybe a burger or some lotion to help me rub one out? I saw the way you were looking at this one, brother. Remember, we don’t get involved with trouble, and this one looks like she is all capital T R O U B L E.” Duke disconnected before King could tell him to mind his own business.

“Like I fucking need you to tell me that, little brother.” King looked down at his phone, staring at the screen like it would give him answers. He went back to the computer in front of him, waiting for the files to open from Keys. The first file had been a preliminary one. A surface glance is what Keys called it. This one was deeper.

Hell, if he wanted, he could find out what both sisters had gotten in sixth-grade science, but that wasn’t what he was looking for. He was searching for anything that appeared off. A file, or email, some correspondence that shouldn’t be there. Ayesha might look like she was the upset older sister looking for the younger sister who had been tricked into a situation, but she could be setting them up. They were an MC who lived by several rules, never fuck over one another being one of them. However, they also took on slightly ethical jobs, but ones the law might not be able to do without a whole lot of red tape. King and his club didn’t like tape. It gave them hives. Besides, the money they got from some of their wealthier clients filled their coffers and allowed them to do pro-bono shit, like pull spoiled little brats like Tiana out of stupid situations. The downside was figuring out if they were being set up. If they were being set up, depending on who was doing it, it could mean jail time or death. Personally, King liked living a whole hell of a lot.

His phone chimed with an incoming message from Keys. “She appears on the up and up, and you know I’ve looked deep, brother. Need anything else? Let me know.”

King swiped his thumb over the lock button, opening up another file. This one contained pictures of both girls. Ayesha had long dark hair in the first, the ends nearly reaching her very round ass. His hand twitched to spank her like she’d tempted him. Damn, he couldn’t remember the last time a woman had gotten him so hard, so fast, just by daring him. He shifted in his seat, scrolling through the images. Both girls were dark-haired and dark-eyed, obviously mixed heritage with their caramel complexion. Ayesha’s hair had been soft and smooth beneath his hand when he’d touched it. He wondered if she was as soft and smooth all over. It took him a second to realize he was fantasizing about a woman he had no right to be thinking that way about. The following image popped onto the screen, a younger version of Ayesha. The girl could be her twin, but she hadn’t yet gotten the fuller curves like her older sister. King clicked through the images, freezing as he came to an image of Ayesha dressed in a wedding gown, smiling up at a young blonde man in a tux.

“Little prick looks like he drives a Volvo and likes to play Yahtzee, or Pinochle, or some other all-American nerdy ass game.” He sat back in the chair, folding his hands over his stomach.

What was it about Ayesha that had his insides twisting in knots? Sure, she was hot as fuck with curves in all the right places. He liked his women to have a womanly figure, not the typical model body you saw on the covers of magazines or the ones who looked as though they only ate salads and drank water. No, he wanted a woman who could handle a good hard fucking all night long. A woman who could take what he gave and still look up at him from her perch on her knees and still ask for more with a smile on her lips and a little bit of his come sliding out from between her legs. Yeah, he liked it dirty and rough, and that sexy little bit of fluff was precisely his type on the outside. But could she handle who he was and all that came with being his woman?
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