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Wrath’s Deceit is dedicated to my sister from another mister. We have been through a lot together and I know you’ll always be there. Thank you for everything!
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Wrath

The Blazing Outlaws MC is my life. Just being a part of the brotherhood, the family, is more than I could ever have asked for. Until everything is taken from me in a matter of seconds. Choosing to give my life for the ol’ ladies of the club takes me away from everyone I love. Everything I know. I’m lied to, manipulated, and used to further plans to take out my family and there’s nothing I can do about it for months. Not because I don’t want to, but because I don’t remember anything. 

When I finally get my memories back, I choose to remain away from my family. If I can help ensure they’re safe, that’s what I’m going to do. I don’t care what happens to me as long as the men I’ve called my brothers are safe and happy to live their lives with their ol’ ladies and children, I’ll be happy. They’re the only ones who matter to me. Until that’s no longer the case. 

Oakley

Can my life become any more cliché? I get home from a long day at work to find my now ex-boyfriend cheating on me. Instead of making my presence known, I choose to take off and get my mind right before confronting the duo. Yes, I know exactly who he’s cheating on me with. I’d say I’m surprised, but I’m really not. It’s almost to be expected at this point. 

Then, to make my horrible day even worse, I’m kidnapped from the side of the road. A small group of men decide they want to take me, torture me, and do anything else they come up with in their sick little brains. One man takes a chance and saves me from hell. He shows me there’s more to life than what I’ve experienced and I finally find what truly makes me happy.

Can we find love and heal together? Are we destined to be ripped apart no matter how hard we fight for one another? 
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Wrath

WAKING UP, I have no idea where the hell I am. Pain fills my body and there isn’t a single part of me that doesn’t hurt worse than anything I’ve ever felt before in my life. Even my eyes hurt as I try to keep them open so I can look around the room I’m in. There’s no overly sterile smell to say I’m in a hospital or anything else I remember smelling before in my life. Instead, all I smell is decay, rot, and something more like death than anything else. Don’t ask me how I know what death smells like, it’s just something I sense deep in my gut as I can finally start looking around the small, barren room I’m in. There’s a small bed I’m currently lying in, frayed curtains covering the only window in the room letting me see the bars filling the window, paint peeling from the walls, stains covering the threadbare carpeting, and nothing else in here with me. With the exception of the rusty pole holding whatever is being pumped into my body right now. 

Turning my head to the left, I see a woman slumped against the wall. Her head is resting on her legs and every part of her body is exposed. Yeah, she’s wearing clothing, but it does absolutely nothing to cover up any part of her. Disgust rolls through me. Why would a woman be sitting in my room almost completely naked? Is this someone I know? What the hell is going on and where am I? These are just some of the questions flying through my head as I take another look around the room. Nothing jumps out as being someplace I’m normally in, but I can’t seem to remember anything at all either. I can’t really say this isn’t my room at this point. 

“You’re awake,” the woman says, her voice grating on my nerves worse than nails scraping on a chalkboard. “I was beginning to worry you’d never wake up again.”

“How long have I been out? And who the fuck are you?” I croak out, my voice not wanting to work right as pain fills my throat. 

“You’ve been out for almost two weeks. And what do you mean? You know who I am. I’ve known you for a long time,” the woman says, not giving me any indication of who she actually is. 

“I don’t know who you are,” I state simply, accepting the pain which seems to come from talking.

“What’s your name? Do you know that?” she questions me, a weird look on her face as she ungracefully stands from the floor and moves closer to the bed I’m in. 

For several minutes I don’t say a word in response to her questions. I’m trying to figure out the answer as I dig deep inside myself. There’s nothing there. No memories, nothing to tell me what my name is, no clue of where I’m from, or anything else. There seems to only be this humungous void and I don’t know why it’s there. I can’t tell what kind of man I am, if I work and what I’d do for a job, or anything else. What the fuck is wrong with me? Why is there nothing there? 

“I don’t know what my name is. What the fuck did you do to me?” I bark out, my voice breaking as I raise it in anger and confusion. 

“I didn’t do anything to you. You really have no clue what’s going on, where you are, or who you are?” she questions again, angering me even more. 

“I don’t know if you’re stupid as fuck or what, but I said I don’t know my name. What else do you want me to fuckin’ say? So, again, what the fuck did you do to me. Not buyin’ you didn’t do anythin’. Especially since I can’t seem to remember anythin’ from before the second my eyes opened up,” I growl out, not sure why there’s so much anger coursing through me. 

“I’ll be back,” the woman says, a smirk on her face as she leaves the room.

After hearing the door click shut, there’s the distinct sound of a lock clicking in place as well. I have no clue why I’d be locked in this small room if I’m injured and don’t know who the hell I am or what’s going on around me. My mind is spinning with all of the possible scenarios going on right now. Not only does my entire body feel as if I’ve been run over multiple times, but my head is pounding, and I’m dizzy as fuck. I don’t know if it hurts from whatever injury is making me not remember anything or if it’s because I’m trying too hard to remember even the smallest detail about who I am and what led me to being here. Instead of laying here and doing absolutely nothing to remember a damn thing, I push myself to remember anything. I don’t give a shit how small the detail is or what it is. All I know is something doesn’t feel right and until I can remember who I am, I won’t know what’s wrong.

The harder I push myself to remember anything about who I am, the more my head pounds. It’s so bad I’m nauseous and can’t see straight. The edges of my vision are blurry and I’m getting even dizzier than I was when I woke up. Letting a growl out, I push myself deeper into the hard as a rock pillow. I’m not going to get anywhere if I push myself too hard. Nowhere other than setting back any type of recovery I have because I’m too stubborn to listen to what my body’s telling me to do. Right now, it’s telling me to rest and not force anything beyond this moment. I can only hope I’ll eventually get my memories back and know what has me feeling like something is going on. 
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I have no clue how much time has passed since that woman left me in this room all alone. It’s enough time the sun is no longer shining straight in my window as it was before. Now it might still be light out, but the sun is starting to sink lower in the sky. I’m hungry as fuck too. And could use a bathroom. No one’s been in here since she left, and I don’t see any other doors but the one she left through. So, there’s not a bathroom in here. I’m not about to piss myself either. With determination filling me, I push myself up to a sitting position before coming to a complete stop. The room spins around me as I slam my hands into the filthy mattress under my body. I have to brace myself to keep from collapsing. I’m not sure I wouldn’t fall from the small bed and land on the floor with a hard thump. There’s no need to inflict more damage to my body than what’s already been done to it. 

Before I can get my bearings, the click of the lock sounds in the room and the door opens once again. The woman steps back in the room followed by a small group of men. They’re all staring at me as if I’m some kind of science experiment and they’re not sure what to do with me. What the hell is going on? 

“Can I get somethin’ to eat? Maybe a drink of water or somethin’?” I ask, not looking at a single individual but giving the entire group my attention. 

The feeling in my gut about something being wrong is all but jumping at me now. It’s telling me not to trust any of these people for any reason. I don’t even know if I’m the type of man who follows those gut instincts, but this time I think I’m going to. I’ll keep whatever guards in place I need to until it’s time for me to get my memories back. While the men remain back a little bit from the bed I’m in, the woman doesn’t hesitate to stride right up to it and sit down next to me. She wraps her hands around my arm in a possessive move while staring up at me. 

“Baby, my name’s NeNe. I’m your ol’ lady. These men here are your brothers. You’re in a motorcycle club with them,” the woman says. 

For a brief second there’s a flash of something when she told me her name. I’m not sure what the hell it was and can’t pull anything up from it. It was literally there and gone in the span of a second. Frustration coils in my gut and wraps around everything in me. As I turn my attention from the woman to the men standing in front of me. They’re all dressed in stained clothing and appear not to have showered or brushed their teeth in years. Greasy hair hanging limply is on all the men with the exception of one. The man standing in front of me is immaculately put together. His clothing doesn’t have any stains or wrinkles on them, there isn’t a single hair out of place, and his smile is filled with bright white teeth. This man is the leader if I’m guessing correctly. He’s the one I need to focus on. 

“Who are you?” I question him, my voice hard even to my own ears.

“Wrench, why be like that?” he returns, his voice smooth with just a hint of some kind of accent. “I’m Mark, the President of your club. The head of your family if you will. We’ve all just been waiting for you to wake up so we can find out what the fuck happened to you. Do you remember anything at all?” 

“No, I don’t. I told the bitch here I didn’t even know my name. You think that’s changed since she’s been gone?” I ask, shaking her hold from me. 

Everything about her touch feels wrong as she pouts at me. I’m not sure if I’m supposed to find that shit sexy, but I don’t. It’s annoying me and I only want to shove her off the bed and away from me. She’s a woman though and I’m not going to hurt her. I’m so much bigger and stronger than she is.

“Baby, we’re just trying to figure out what’s going on with you. We’re all so worried and don’t know what to do to help you,” she purrs trying to latch onto my arm once again.

“Don’t fuckin’ call me baby and keep your hands to yourself. I don’t know who the fuck you are and I’m not takin’ anyone’s word about you bein’ my ol’ lady. Don’t even know what the fuck an ol’ lady is. So, get the fuck off this bed and away from me until I can remember you. Think you can handle that?” I bark out as the men in front of me begin laughing as if I’m telling a joke or something. I’m not.

“Wrench, I get your upset. I’m sure I’d be pissed as fuck too in your position. However, NeNe is your ol’ lady. In our world it means she’s as good as your wife. There doesn’t have to be a wedding ceremony per se, but in the biker world she’s yours to protect, love, fuck, and keep in line by any means necessary,” the Mark guy tells me, his voice gaining a hard edge to it. “You are one of my most valuable men here. You do all the jobs no one else wants, carry out the hits we get paid to handle no matter who the target is, and let all the guys fuck your ol’ lady. You’ve always been a sharing man when it comes to her. Now, as for food and a drink, NeNe will handle it. Go get your man some fucking food while we talk about shit.”

“You’re tellin’ me I kill women and kids if there’s a hit put on them for some reason? I’m not fuckin’ buyin’ it. I might not remember anythin’ about myself, but that doesn’t seem like anythin’ I’d ever do,” I respond, searching my mind for any hint of doing shit like that.

“Listen, Wrench, you’re our highest earner here. You work hard and party even harder. Hell, you find the best drugs and supply the entire club at a moment’s notice. You use when you’re not out on a job and don’t when you’re focusing on work. I’m not lying about you sharing your ol’ lady either. Everyone here’s had a go at her. I don’t know where you come from, you’ve always been a private man, but you’ve taken the partying and everything here up several notches and aren’t happy unless you’re blitzed out of your mind,” Mark informs me, as I look down at my body.

I have muscles, there doesn’t appear to be any evidence of marks showing I shoot drugs into my body, other than the needle currently sticking in the back of my hand inserting fluids and whatever else into my body. 

“Not usin’ any longer. If I’ve been without shit for the two weeks I’ve been out of it, guess I don’t need that shit any longer. Don’t feel anythin’ I would consider withdrawals either. So, I don’t know what to tell ya about partyin’ and shit. Won’t be happenin’ anymore. Not gonna be a fuckin’ hitman either. I won’t do another job until I remember who the hell I am,” I state, making my voice turn cold and deadly as I stare this Mark asshole down. 

“You’ll do whatever the fuck I tell you to do when I tell you to do it. I’m the fucking President here and I can kill you just as easily as keeping you on board here. Now, I’m a generous man so I’ll give you time to heal properly before sending you out on any more jobs. As soon as I deem you fit enough to get off the drip and go to work, you will not defy me. Is that fucking understood, Wrench?” he returns, making his own voice harder than I’ve heard it so far. It doesn’t instill fear in me, but the attempt is there.

“We’ll see what happens. If that’s all you got to say to me, you can get the fuck outta here,” I tell him, not taking my eyes off anyone in the room.

“You’ll be getting your medicine after eating something. It’s the first solid food you’ve had in weeks so I suggest going slow, so you don’t get sick. One of the guys will come in with the pain meds you’ve been taking the last two weeks. It will help with the remaining pain you’re feeling,” Mark orders, an evil smile on his face as NeNe walks back through the door with a plate holding a sandwich and a bottled water.

She looks at Mark and gives a small nod of her head. If I weren’t staring at her, I’d have missed the move. All I know now is I won’t be touching the water or food she’s handing over to me. I don’t want a single fucking thing from these assholes. Especially when I don’t know what the hell they’re trying to give me. This isn’t some kind of game; it’s my fucking life and I won’t be doing anything they want me to just because they expect me to blindly trust them. 

“Not takin’ anymore medicine. The pain I’m in is tolerable. You try to fuckin’ put anythin’ in my body and I’ll gut you where you fuckin’ stand. You got that shit? Now, get the fuck outta here,” I yell out, my anger taking over beyond anything I’ve ever felt before. 

“We’ll see. You’ll be writhing in pain by the time it’s given to you. I don’t believe you’ll be in any shape to demand it not be given,” Mark casually replies as if he’s talking about the weather. 

Yeah, I won’t be doing a damn thing. NeNe once again tries to sit next to me on the small bed that’s barely big enough for me as the men finally leave the room. They’re laughing their asses off about something and I can only imagine it has to do with whatever this bitch put in my food. Food I won’t be eating. As she hands me the bottle of water, I realize it’s already been opened. If it hasn’t been tampered with, why isn’t it still sealed until I’m ready to drink it. Yeah, something’s not adding up here and I’m not playing with a bunch of assholes and one bitch trying to pull a fast one on me.

“You can get the fuck outta here too. Take the food and water with you. Don’t want a damn thing you brought me,” I growl out making her jump a little as I force the water bottle back in her hands. 

“Baby, you’re upset. Just calm down and try to relax. I’m not going anywhere now that you’re awake again. I’ll even try to answer your questions,” she tries to get me to let her stay in here. 

“Get. The. Fuck. Outta. Here,” I yell, causing her to scream and jump up before racing from the room without looking back at me. 

She didn’t even bother to take the food or water with her. However, I might be able to use this to my advantage. If I can make them believe I ate it and drank the water, maybe I can figure out what the hell their game plan is with me. I mean, if they believe I’m drugged, they won’t watch what they’re saying when they’re in here. I’ll have to try it out to see if I’m right. 
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Wrath

Fourteen months later

THESE MEN FUCKING disgust me! I’ve been with a different club for longer than I ever anticipated I’d be away from my family. At first, I had no clue I wasn’t where I was supposed to be. I had no memory and didn’t even know my own damn name. The fuckers I’ve been hanging out with now filled my head with so much bullshit it’s not even funny. They gave me a new road name, made me believe as if I belong with them, and even told me I had an ol’ lady. She’s been with me every second of the day since opening my eyes. What no one realizes yet though is I have every fucking memory back. I’m not a member of this fucking club and NeNe sure as fuck isn’t my ol’ lady. She’s nothing more than a used-up club whore with no fucking loyalty to anyone but herself. However, for months now I’ve been playing a game. These fuckers want to lie and manipulate me, then I have no problem doing the same damn thing to them. I relish the second we’ll be taking them out and leaving them to rot in hell where they belong. Especially NeNe, the dumb skank.

My family is definitely not this mix of assholes, rapists, and heathens. The Blazing Outlaws are my family. I was free and happy with them. They’re a group of guys who go out of their way to ensure the safety of everyone in their community, protect those they love fiercely, and would never purposely hurt someone they call brother to get ahead in life. Our President is fair and wouldn’t ask a single person in his club to do anything he won’t do himself. None of the full patch members would ever make a Prospect do something we won’t willing do right alongside him. It’s just not how the Blazing Outlaws run and live their lives. The ol’ ladies are treated with respect and they’re our first priority when shit hits the fan. We protect them with our lives and have no fucking regrets about doing so. 

These guys here don’t give you the chance to be happy or live your life without looking over your shoulder every second. Even when you’re sleeping. They’re all about one upping the guy next to them and proving they should be in charge when there’s already a so-called President. No one in the Blazing Outlaws would ever think of manipulating, deceiving, or harming another member of our club for any reason. If I’m being honest, this merry band of fuck-ups doesn’t even truly have a club name. Their colors consist of a skull and crossbones on their nasty ass leather. Mark isn’t even here most of the time leaving the guys under him to run amok and do as they please with no repercussions. 

I remember getting shot at the clubhouse while I was trying to protect the ol’ ladies of the club during a cookout when the club started getting shot up. The last thing I remember is hoping the girls got to safety and didn’t get hurt because I couldn’t protect them the way they deserved. That my brothers would still have their women when everything was said and done. Everything around me was nothing but pure chaos and it made it hard to determine what was going on at any given second. Then, everything went black and when I managed to wake up again, I wasn’t in Blazing Outlaw territory any longer. 

Over the last several months, I’ve stayed away from NeNe, learned everything I can about the assholes who made me believe I would actually be on their side, and have checked on the members and ol’ ladies of the Blazing Outlaws. I’m not exactly hiding being there, but I don’t linger when someone sees me either. So much has happened to my family since I’ve been gone and it kills me to know I’m not there celebrating with them, giving comfort when it’s needed, or making sure my best friend is living his best life. I know he’s got an ol’ lady and at least one baby from what I’ve seen at a distance. Knowing Grinder, he’s happy as fuck and they’re his entire world. I don’t know the circumstances behind how they got together, but I wish I were there to make sure nothing bad happened between them from day one until now. 

The only time I’ve been able to get close to anyone from the club is when these assholes kidnapped Rock’s daughter, Marliegh. I couldn’t believe my fucking eyes when I saw her. However, I did everything in my power to ensure no one touched her, that she ate, and she never once left my sight for any reason. Rock wasn’t going to lose his little girl because these twatwaffles have no morals and will do anything or kill anyone to get what they want. 

Walking in the supposed common room of what these idiots call a clubhouse, I find them all sitting around with beer or other drinks in hand. Half of them are getting whatever their drug of choice is ready to use. There’s crack, heroin, weed, and everything under the damn sun strewn on top of the tables along with needles and whatever else they need to get this shit in their bodies. Disgust rolls through me as I spot NeNe fucking one of the guys with her eyes locked on me and a smirk on her face. I don’t really give a fuck what she does or who’s cock she rides. I’ve made it more than clear she won’t be with me in any way at all. 

NeNe is a fucking menace to society and deserves to be put down. I’m honestly surprised one of these douche canoes haven’t been the ones to do it yet. She’s a bitch and feels entitled to whatever she wants in that moment. It’s why she’s no longer with the Blazing Outlaws. No one there can stand her skank ass. And she fully believes I don’t remember her with the way she tries to climb all over me, make me jealous of her fucking whoever will slide into her used up pussy, and how she hovers around me at all times. This woman has no clue. I’d say it’s shocking, but it’s really not. Especially not now that she’s hooked on drugs with the rest of these scumbags here. She was quick as fuck to use whatever was pushed her way without any hesitation at all.

I walk through the room and take a seat at a table for two that’s empty. These assholes know I prefer my own company and don’t sit with me too often. Unless one of them wants to brag about some stupid shit or something like that. By sitting alone with my back to the wall, it gives me the chance to observe everyone, hear what’s being said around the room, and never have anyone sneak up on me. It’s just a matter of time before someone realizes I know everything and that I don’t belong here with them. That I’m just biding my time until I can get back with my brothers and family. For now, I’ll collect all the information I need on them and let them believe I’m still a member of this so-called club. 

Every single day I have to slide this leather over my shoulders it breaks something deep inside me. I can’t stand what these guys stand for and how they’re going after my family. If I thought I could get away with it, I’d be in contact with Satan or Grinder. It’s just not worth the risk to me though. Not when they’ve already gone after ol’ ladies and kidnapped Rock’s baby girl. I’ll do what I can to protect everyone in the Blazing Outlaws. Even if it means I die a little more inside every second I’m away from them. I’ll give up my life for my brothers, their ol’ ladies, the children, and anyone associated with the club. If this shit doesn’t prove it, I don’t know what else will. 

Here they call me Wrench and while it fits because I love working on shit, it’s not who I am. I’m Wrath. My brothers know what happens when I explode. When I let my darkness out. No one can stop me from whatever, or whoever, I’m intent on destroying. I let them feel my wrath and they pay for whatever wrong they’ve committed against me or someone I love. Much like these cocksuckers will be witnessing as soon as I have enough information to save my family and take these asses down once and for all. Mark is at the top of my list of men to torture as long as possible. He’s the worst of the bunch in my opinion with the way he leaves us all alone to do his own thing, doesn’t trust a single person around him, and mainly refuses to give me any information until it’s too late to stop anything from happening. That’s why I have to stay here and find things out from the loose lips of these assholes. 

Waving off the skank trying to move to my lap, I close my eyes and lean back in my chair. It’s not the smartest thing to do with these fuckers surrounding me, but it makes them believe I’m not paying attention to anything around me, and their lips become looser than NeNe’s pussy. This is when I gain most of my information since they all tend to clam up around me. Nothing they do is gonna work to take out the club I’ve called family for so long. Satan runs a tight ship and will have ensured every one of our businesses are safe and will be rebuilt as soon as humanly possible. They won’t let it get them down or make them feel as if they’re failing. Satan will rally the guys and they’ll come back stronger and better than ever before. 

“We’re gonna hit another business of those pussy’s tonight. Not sure which one yet. It’s bein’ scoped out now. All I know is this one is gonna be set to take out several buildings at once. Make the town see the bitches aren’t all they believe they are. Get them run the fuck outta town before we move in and take everythin’ over,” one of the guys says as he slams the remainder of his drink back. 

“How many more times can we take out a business they own? All they do is rebuild and the town fuckin’ loves them. Not gonna be easy to tear them apart,” another asshole says as I agree silently in my head with him.

“That’s why this is the last buildin’ we’re takin’ out. From here on out, we’re goin’ after kids and ol’ ladies. You saw how easy it was to get to the brat we took before. Those assholes were scramblin’ tryin’ to find her. That’s the key to takin’ these fuckers down; women and kids. Let’s not forget the surprise Mark is puttin’ in place either,” the first asshole says as my entire body tightens up. 

My time here is about up. I know everyone’s routines, when Mark’s here and when he’s not, and when they bring in more pussy for their orgies. I even know when the bitch Mark is at his skank’s house fuckin’ and abusin’ her. He’s a damn pussy who doesn’t know the meaning of not putting his hands on a woman. I know where he is every second of the day. The dumbfuck is a creature of habit and doesn’t know how to deviate from his schedule on a daily basis. Even when Marliegh, Rock’s daughter, was taken, he didn’t change up his schedule to be here. The more distance he puts between these assholes and himself he believes makes him untouchable when they eventually get caught up on the shit they’ve been doing in his name. It’s not gonna work. Not with me around at any rate. I’ll gut the fucker where he stands and not give a fuck if I spend the rest of my days in prison for it.

For the next hour or so, I keep my eyes closed and listen to everything around me. Including NeNe screaming out louder than a porn star as she lets the guys pull a train on her. It’s annoying as fuck and I’d rather be anywhere other than this rundown warehouse in the middle of nowhere. However, I need to find out if they’re planning on doing anything else tonight or the next few nights. The more information I can take back with me, the better for my family. Right now, there’s nothing concrete being said, but I’ll find it. One way or another. 

Just as dusk begins to settle, the guys are drugged out of their minds or drunk as fuck. This is when the most information will be spilled. Mark isn’t the only one who tries not to talk to me about what’s going on around here. Just another example of these bastards only being out for themselves and no one else around them. Especially when they truly believe I’m sleeping right in front of them now. I haven’t moved or opened my eyes once no matter what I’ve heard around me. 

“By the end of the week, the Blazing Outlaws will be no more,” one guy says, excitement lacing his voice as he slams his beer bottle down on the table in front of him. “Mark has a plan to take them all out at once. Members, ol’ ladies, kids. Every-fucking-body at the clubhouse.”

Rage fills me. These fuckers think my family is gonna be taken out by bombing the clubhouse? That’s not gonna fucking happen. Not when I’m alive and can fucking prevent it. 

“He bringin’ in the ringer again to do the job?” another guy questions.

“Nope. Got a new guy doin’ this job. Has a huge vendetta against the club. Works for Juan or some shit like that. All I know is they’re on board with takin’ out the Blazin’ Outlaws and makin’ anyone who doesn’t blow up suffer,” the first guy states, glee filling the room around me as more men listen to his words. “He’s really hopin’ the ol’ ladies make it through the blast so he can sell them off to the highest bidder. Or we’ll just keep them for our use. I wouldn’t mind gettin’ my hand on one or two of them bitches. At least until they can’t fuck anymore.”

It's taking everything in me not to jump out of my seat and beat every single fucker around me right now. My fists clench and unclench as I try to keep the tension from my body. There’s no way in hell someone’s not paying attention to me in this moment. More than one person if I’m being honest. They all want to get on Mark’s good side and will cut out anyone to make it happen. The men continue talking about taking out the club as the music gets turned up louder. They’re in full party mode now which means I really can’t let down my guard. These fuckers have tried to shoot me up and spike my drinks so many times since I’ve been here. They don’t like the fact I don’t use and barely drink around them. 

As I continue sitting in my spot against the wall, I listen to the men start getting rowdier and rowdier. NeNe isn’t the only girl here, but she’s a favorite because she lets these sick fucks do whatever they want to her. Nothing is off limits. Some of the other girls have hard limits and they’ve put their foot down about what they will and won’t do. Not all the guys listen though. Other than NeNe, not a lot of girls stick around for any real length of time. They’re all damaged and fear for their lives sooner rather than later. It’s absolutely disgusting, and I can’t wait to take them all down. Make them feel even a small amount of the pain they inflict on others. 

Suddenly the sounds of a woman screaming, and a scuffle penetrate the warehouse, drowning out all other sounds. Her screaming echoes off the walls as my eyes fly open to find four guys dragging in one very small woman. Her hair is covering her face so there’s not much I can see while her tank top and leggings hang from her body. The material has been shredded in most spots showing me how hard she’s been fighting these pricks. I’m immediately on my feet and rushing to the small group as the music suddenly shuts off and I stop directly in front of them. 

“What the fuck is goin’ on here?” I bark out, my voice coming out so harsh it scares the woman even more.

“Found her broken down on the side of the road. She wasn’t very nice to us when we offered to help her out,” Barney says, his voice hard and unforgiving. “So, we’re gonna fuck some manners into her. Mark gave us the okay and told us to keep her here. She’s gonna be our new plaything until she dies, or we get bored of her.”

A whimper escapes from the woman as she looks up at me with large hazel eyes that are almost too big for her delicate face. There’s a sunburst of golden flecks bursting toward the outer edge making her look completely innocent. Even as fear fills her there’s a need to attack everyone here fighting against how frightened she is. Her long dark blonde hair is gripped in Barney’s fist as he yanks her head back while laughing maniacally now. Even with most of it hidden from my view, I didn’t miss the strands covered in blood framing her face from the gash in one of her cheeks. With her eyes, the woman begs me to save her. To get her away from the assholes who will be raping her in a matter of seconds if I don’t step in. One look from her eyes is more than enough to cast some sort of spell on me. I instantly want to protect her and make sure she’s at my side for as long as possible. I’ve never felt this way about a woman from a single look. What the fuck is going on?

“She’s mine. I don’t fuckin’ share,” I bark out, my voice going even colder as Barney stops laughing and glares at me. 

“I don’t fuckin’ think so.”

“I’m not askin’ you, Barney. This woman is mine and when I’m done with her, you’ll all get your chance. Fuck NeNe if you want. I don’t really give a fuck about the skank. This one is mine and I’ll make sure she’s good and broken in for you fuckers,” I state simply while not backing down from the fat asshole or trying to look as if I care about this girl at all.

I’m sure when he was younger, Barney could have been a good looking guy. Now, he’s got a beer gut bigger than any I’ve ever seen before with greasy hair hanging limply around his head, yellowed teeth for what’s left in his mouth, and flab instead of muscle. No one steps up to back Barney up in his attempt to fight my demand. Even Mark knows not to go against me when I do speak up and say something. 

“Fuck you, Wrench. Take the bitch. I want her in a day. Two at most. Break the bitch in. I want to hear her fuckin’ screams fillin’ this clubhouse,” Barney finally says, his voice flat despite the rage I see simmering just below the surface. 

If there’s a man here who believes he’s entitled the most out of all the depraved fuckers, it’s Barney. This isn’t the first woman I’ve saved from him while I’ve been here. 

Barney shoves the girl at my chest, and I catch her as gently as I can while still making it appear as if I’m going to be rough as fuck with her. I’m not going to. Right now, I’m gonna take her to my room, calm her down, and make her realize I’m not going to hurt her in any way. Plus, I need to check on any wounds she has from the altercation they’ve had. These fuckers are dirty as hell, and it wouldn’t surprise me if one of her cuts gets infected from their nasty ass nails or something. If anything needs to be stitched up, I can do it here, I’ve definitely had more than enough practice stitching my own wounds up over the years. 

The woman struggles against me as I bring her down the hall with me. My hand is wrapped around her small arm, but not in a bruising grip. She actually has room to move around in my hold so I know I’m not actually hurting her. I just had to make her believe I was as horrible as the fuckers who brought her in here. At least in front of them. Now, I can drop my guard and be the true man I am. As soon as we’re in my room, I slam the door shut and lock it behind us. 

“What’s your name?” I ask her, letting my voice soften as I release the tension from my body to make myself appear less threatening to her.

“O-O-Oakley. I don’t want to be here. Please, let me go,” she pleads with me, tears sliding down her face as her body begins shaking in fear of what’s about to happen. 

“Okay, Oakley. I’m not gonna hurt you. My name is Wrath to anyone who’s not in this buildin’. I’m not gonna fuck you, break you in, rape you, or anythin’ else. Any woman I bring to my bed is willin’ and wants my touch and cock. I promise you this. The men out there aren’t like me. I did what I had to do in order to save you and keep you away from them. Now, I’m gonna need you to let me look at the wounds they gave you. I don’t want you gettin’ some sort of infection from them. Can you do that for me?”

“Yes,” she whispers as I step up even closer to her body.

“We need to get these clothes off you so I can make sure they didn’t do damage to the rest of your body. I’ve got a first aid kit to clean up the gash on your cheek. Do you know of any other wounds you have?” I question her as some of her trembling begins to subside.

“I don’t think so. They manhandled me a lot, but that’s about it. The gash on my face is from when they busted the window open since I wouldn’t unlock my doors for them,” Oakley answers me.

Oakley strips out of her clothing, not shying away from my gaze as I slowly let my eyes roam down her body. She’s got curves in all the right places with big tits barely covered by the bra straining against their weight. Her panties are cut to emphasize the curve of her lower stomach along with her thighs. This woman is a work of fucking art as my cock hardens in my jeans. I’m a fucking man and Oakley is gorgeous. There’s no way in hell I wasn’t going to get hard seeing her almost completely bare in front of me. Now, I have to actually touch her body to ensure there’s no damage done to her ribs or anything we can’t see at this point. Marks don’t always show up as soon as someone’s hurt.

Reaching out slowly, I let her know I’m going to check her ribs. Oakley nods in response and stands completely still in front of me. Pressing my hands against her soft as hell skin, a jolt of electricity shoots through my body before goosebumps cover my arms. This is the weirdest shit I’ve ever been a part of. I don’t have reactions to women like this. I’ve never once felt an ounce of electricity or the need to protect a woman I’m just meeting. Oakley is going to be the death of me if I let her. She doesn’t wince or move from my touch letting me know there’s nothing wrong with her ribs from their manhandling. I make sure there’s no other cuts along her body, moving her silky hair out of my way to check her shoulders and upper arms since she was only wearing a thin tank top when they busted out her window.

“Everythin’ else looks good. I’m gonna get the first aid kit to clean up the gash on your cheek and make sure it doesn’t need stitches. I will cover it though,” I tell her, knowing I’m gonna be hurting her when I use the antiseptic wipes to clean out the wound. 

Before heading to my bathroom, I go to the small dresser and pull out a pair of sweats and a tee-shirt to cover her body up. I don’t really need any more temptation of her body right now. Leaving Oakley alone I take a few minutes to calm myself down and make sure she doesn’t see my raging hard on. I feel like I’m a damn teenage boy again with my first boner. What the hell is this shit? Once I take a few deep breaths and rearrange my cock so it’s not as noticeable while thinking of anything I can to deflate the fucker, I grab my first aid kit and make my way back over to Oakley where she’s sitting on my bed. 

Pulling out what I need, neither one of us says a word as I get to work. Including putting on a pair of gloves before doing anything to her. She doesn’t know a damn thing about me and I’m not going to make her worry about me giving her something for no reason. 

“This might sting a bit,” I warn her as I move the antiseptic wipe to the gash and begin cleaning it out.

“Shit!” she hisses out, her voice almost a whisper. 

Oakley doesn’t move a muscle as I work on cleaning her up. The smell of apples assaults me and it’s my new favorite scent. There’s an underlying hint of sweat and I’m not sure if it’s from fighting off the assholes who brought her here or another reason. Oakley smells phenomenal though. I want to breathe her in for the rest of my life. Working quicker, I know I need to put some distance between us. I won’t take advantage of her. 

Once I have the wound cleaned out, I take a good look and find it’s not deep enough to require stitches. I’ll just cover it with a band aid so nothing gets in it for now. Tomorrow I’ll take another look at it and make sure she doesn’t need anything else done to it. Hell, it’s already stopped bleeding which should have been my first clue she more than likely didn’t need stitches. 

“You’re good to go, Oakley. It doesn’t need stitches. Tomorrow I’ll check on it again just to be safe,” I tell her.

“Thank you, Wrath. Not just for taking care of me in here, but for getting me away from that asshole,” Oakley says, bursting into tears.

My heart breaks for this woman as I sit down next to her and pull her into my arms. Holding her brings a calm I haven’t felt since getting my memories back. Longer if I’m being honest. I don’t even know what I can say to her to make her feel even the slightest bit better about the situation she’s in. So, I remain silent and simply hold her for as long as she needs me to. Again, not something I typically do for any woman. 
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Chapter Two
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Oakley

PULLING MYSELF OUT of Wrath’s arms, I look up at him through my tear-filled eyes. They aren’t rolling down my face any longer, but I can’t seem to keep them from filling my eyes. I’m filled with the betrayal of what caused me to be on the road in the first place. He doesn’t say a word to me as he stares right back at me. There’s the strongest pull to let him keep me wrapped up in his strong arms while keeping my enemies away so they can’t hurt me any longer. I also want to kiss this man and let him do anything he wants to me. I’m not the girl who has one night stands or fucks a man I’ve just met and know nothing about. I’ve only been with two men in my life, and both were long-term relationships for me. However, I’m so insanely attracted to Wrath for some reason. My reaction to him is almost animalistic. Like I’ve been drugged and just want to feel his hard body rubbing up against mine until I cum and go soaring into orbit. 
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