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Out Now

BOOK ONE

Sin’s Bastards Next Generation Series




CHAPTER ONE

 

Troy, New York

over the next several weeks or so, everything settled into a routine in the Sin’s Bastards MC. Baby Daniel grew stronger, and Izzy was allowed to come home, babies Piper and Elliot flourished.  

Calico made good on his threat to stay and get to know his daughter. Sawyer and Jordan got to know the man their mother loved all those years. 

Leon was handling the mess Max left behind. A few days after Izzy had given birth to her son, Leon found another man to lead the Rochester franchise of the Family. Before he left to oversee the turnover, Calico came to see him. Leon was ready to get into his limo when Calico stepped up. The older man paused and stared at him. 

“Can I help you?” 

“I was wondering if I could travel with you,” Calico spoke in a firm tone. “I would like to be the one to bring Jolene back to her children.” 

Leon observed him for a moment, then nodded. “I can understand that. I have a feeling it may take me some time to straighten out the mess Max left behind. Yes, you can come along. The quicker we get this settled for Sawyer and Jordan, the better off they will be.” 

Calico nodded. “I’ll follow you on my bike.” 

Leon got into his vehicle.  

Calderone was already in there and he watched as Calico walked back to where he parked his Harley. “Is he going to become a problem?” 

“No,” his father answered. “He just wants closure and to give his child peace of mind.”

“Then let’s hope that he can,” Calderone replied. “Let’s hope there are no more surprises in store for us.” 

Leon laughed. “With a man like Max, there are always going to be surprises. Let’s hope they’re for the better and not for the worse.” 

The next three and a half hours in the limo were quiet, as both men had work to do…On their laptops and cell phones.  

When they arrived in Rochester, their driver headed towards Max’s mansion. 

There, they were met by an armed guard. Then Leon’s driver and the bodyguard stepped out to speak to him and they were waved through immediately.  

Calico followed and when they pulled up to the front door, he stared up at the mansion.  

 

~*  *  *  *~

 

Bane frowned as his driver drew closer to the Sin’s Bastards clubhouse gate. Glancing over at the young man beside him, he marveled that he was indeed his son. The son Grace had hidden from him all these years, the one he never knew he had. Until now. 

Grace had named him Michael before she gave him up. Surprisingly, he hadn’t been that hard to find. Armed with his birth certificate, Bane was able to track him down fairly easily. When Bane introduced himself and explained who he was, Michael told him he knew they would meet one day. He had a feeling, he would meet his father, and that was what kept him strong, kept him going in an uncertain world. 

Bane was bringing Michael to meet his half-sister, Cricket. Since they shared a mother, he thought Michael should finally hear about Grace. While Grace had given the boy up shortly after he was born, she had allowed him to be born. Bane was grateful for that at least, despite the fact he hadn’t known about him. 

But there was another reason Bane was here and again, it had to do with a family heirloom, one he wanted back. Now, that he had his son by his side, it had become very important. 

As they drove through the open gate, Michael sat back in his seat and stared at his father. “Why are we here again?” 

“I told you about my wife Grace, remember?” 

Michael nodded. “Yes, you did. You mentioned the fact that she didn’t tell you about me and that she left you to run away with your brother.” 

Bane nodded. “What I didn’t tell you was that you have a half-sister from that union. Your full sister, Cordelia died a while back but your half-sister, Cricket is staying here.” 

Michael looked around the compound then turned to his father. “Why does she stay here?” 

Bane curled his lip in a sneer. “She thinks she has to do penance for her actions toward the MC. She didn’t stop Cordelia from kidnapping the President’s twins but she did return them. They murdered your sister and sentenced Cricket to serve them for a year.” 

Michael glared. “And you agreed to this?” 

Bane shrugged. “She didn’t mean that much to me to object. I could overlook the insult, besides she wouldn’t let it go. She said something about honor and all that shit. We’re only here now, so you can meet her. She rejected the Jessin name and everything that goes with it. Besides, I had to find you.” 

“So, will she come with us today?” 

Bane looked away. “I doubt it, she’s taken one of these animals as a lover.” 

Michael stared at him for a moment, then glanced away.  

When they got out of the limo, they both gazed around.  

The compound was neat and tidy and the buildings were in good repair. The cabins behind the main building and wondered if everyone lived behind the chain link fence they passed through. 

Bane walked toward the front door and Michael followed.  

When they entered the clubhouse, Bane heard Cricket laugh and for a brief moment, he thought it was Grace as she’d been so very long ago, when he first met her. He closed his eyes for a moment then took a deep breath and opened them again. When he did, he found himself looking into Cricket’s angry eyes. 

Bane veered left and went to a table where Deke, Sam and Gator sat.  

All three men wore blank faces.  

Bane pulled out a chair, and sat down.  

Michael sat beside him then his gaze swung up to the tiger murals. He tilted his head in curiosity. 

“I wasn’t sure we would ever see you again.” Deke nodded. 

Bane acknowledged the statement. “I wasn’t sure you would either, but I had to introduce my son to his half-sister.” 

Deke stared at Bane for a moment, then glanced over to where Cricket was standing. He saw the rage in her eyes. Looking back at Bane he said, “I don’t think she wants to meet him or you again.” 

Bane shrugged. “I also have another purpose for being here that does concern her. She may or may not want to hear it, but hear it she will.” 

“And will you threaten our lives again, if she doesn’t listen? Or doesn’t want to cooperate?” Sam growled. 

Bane’s lips tightened briefly. “She told you that?” 

“She’s part of this club now and we take care of our own,” Deke assured him “More importantly, we don’t keep secrets from each other. If there is a threat against one of us, it’s against all of us and we have the right to know.” 

Bane nodded once. “I see.” He turned his head and watched as Cricket drew closer. 

When she came to stand near the table, she raised her head to glare at him. “I would have thought the warning you gave me the last time I saw you counted for you as well. You told me you have a reason to hate me. That the next time I saw you, you would kill me.” 

“No I told you if you ever came back to my home, I would take your life. You did not seek me out this time, I sought you out.” He paused and glanced over at Michael, then back to her. “I found my son and I wanted him to meet you, as you are his only living relative, beside myself.” 

 

~*  *  *  *~

 

Cricket glanced at the man sitting next to Bane. He had the same haughty look as his father, the dark hair and cruel face. When he lifted his eyes to hers, she grimaced. Michael had their mother’s eyes, the same shape and color she had but the look in them was all Bane. This man had no soul, just like his father, just like Cordy. She turned to Bane. “I glad you found him, now leave and never come back here. I will tell you again, I want nothing to do with you or him.”

She turned to go, but Bane moved quickly to grab her wrist. His fingers tightened on her skin cruelly and he dragged her over to a nearby table. He sat down and forced her to stand beside him.  

Cricket didn’t cry out at the painful hold he had on her and she didn’t raise her eyes from the floor.  

Bane’s lips thinned when she wouldn’t acknowledge him. “Do not disrespect me. You won’t like it.” Twisting slightly, he heard her gasp and he had to be happy with that. At least it was something. 

Deke started to get to his feet in protest but Cricket raised her head and shook it slightly. He sat back down but didn’t look at all happy about it. 

Cricket turned her gaze his son, Michael. Then she turned to Bane and sneered. “What do you want me to say? Welcome to the family?” 

Bane’s eyes narrowed at the tone in her voice. His fingers tightened on her wrist. He was hurting her but she wouldn’t give him the satisfaction of letting him know. His lips curled slightly as he released her wrist and noted the reddened skin was already turning purple. “Michael has some questions for you about your mother. Since you claim you knew her better than I, I brought him here to ask you himself.” 

Cricket closed her eyes briefly, then nodded. She sat down on the other side of Michael. “What do you want to know?” 

“Anything you want to tell me.” 

“My mother was an honorable woman.” Cricket sneered at Bane as she spoke, “She was kind and decent and loved only one man, my father. She taught me to be loyal to those I loved and to stand up for what I believed in. She hated the lies she had to live because of him.” She motioned at Bane. “But she also knew she couldn’t live any other way. He wouldn’t have allowed her to.” Cricket pulled her wrist free, got up and walked away. She never looked back at them as she walked down the hall to her room.  

 

~*  *  *  *~

 

Cricket was staring out the window when a knock sounded on her door. She made no move to answer it. 

“Are you all right?” Sam asked softly from behind her. 

The wrist Bane had squeezed was cradled in her other hand but she shed no tears. “Yes, I’m okay.”  

He came over and took her wrist gently to see if it was broken. “You may or may not care at the moment but I should warn you, you can’t speak to a man like your uncle the way you do. If Raine had been here, he would have gotten right in the middle of it. He has been my friend for a long damn time and I do not want him killed over your bad temper.” 

Cricket turned raging eyes on Sam. “I would not have acted that way if Raine had been here. I know better. AND that monster is not my uncle. He’s a sick sonofabitch that I want nothing to do with. Michael and I may share a mother but he is Bane’s son all the way. Did you notice his eyes?”

Sam shook his head. 

“He’s very much like Bane and Cordy. He has no soul, no compassion.” Cricket told him bluntly. “The only part of him like my mother is the shape and color of his eyes, everything else is Bane.” 

“It might not hurt to know Michael’s story, to know what kind of life he had outside your family’s reach.” 

“I’m not sure I want to know his story,” Cricket admitted. “He will be or already is a cold blooded killer, exactly like his father. That is NOT someone I want as family, Bones.”  

“You don’t mean that.” 

“Oh, but I do. Knowing Cordy and growing up under her thumb was bad enough. I have a feeling knowing Michael will be worse. He has the same cruel streak in him she had.” 

“How can you be sure until you know him better?” 

Shaking her head she said, “I spent my whole life under Cordy’s thumb, so I know by that cold glint in his eyes.” 

There was another knock on the door and when Sam opened it, Deke stood there.  

He glanced at Cricket then his father and whispered something to Sam. Then he left. 

Sam turned to her again, standing at the window. “Bane wants you to come out and talk to him.” 

“I don’t want to talk to him. I just want him to go away.” 

Sam shook his head. “He says he won’t leave until you speak to him.” 

Cricket leaned her forehead against the glass. She wanted to ignore the summons but she knew she couldn’t. She wouldn’t give Bane reason to think he’d frightened her. He didn’t, she just really wanted nothing to do with him. 

She turned and saw Sam waiting for her. She straightened her shoulders and walked to the door. Before she opened it she whispered, “Why do I feel as if this is going to be more than just a meeting? That Bane wants something he shouldn’t have and that if I don’t give it to him, he’s not going to be happy?” 

Sam didn’t say a word, instead he turned and followed her back to the main room. He stood beside the door and watched as she made her way over to the table and sat down opposite the two men waiting for her. 

Cricket raised her head and frowned at her uncle. “I’m here, what the hell do you want?” 

Bane glared back. “My grandfather left Orrin a matching set of daggers. They have been in the Jessin family for centuries. As Orrin is gone, I want them returned to me.” 

Cricket got to her feet. Her eyes blazed with fury and her lips curled in a sneer, “You go to hell. If the daggers were left to my father, then they now belong to me.” She got to her feet and stormed away, leaving Bane and Michael sitting alone.  




CHAPTER TWO

 

The Bordeaux Mansion... 

When Calico arrived with the Vincintis, he sat on his bike for a few minutes. The sun reflected on the windows and he thought he saw a face peering down at him from one of those windows.  

Calico frowned as he glanced over at the limo, then when he peered back up—the face was gone. It had looked familiar in some way, but he just could not place it from this distance. 

He followed Leon and Calderone into the mansion. He noted the fine furnishings and gleaming floors of the place. He watched as Leon and Calderone walked through the house. 

At one point, another man joined them and introduced himself as Simon, Max’s right hand man. 

Calico wandered around the main part of the house. Curious about the face he thought he saw in the window on the second floor, he vaulted up the steps taking two at a time. Turning right at the top of the stairs, he made his way down the hall. Checking each door as he went, he came to a door that was locked.  

The key was still in the lock and he reached out to turn it. Unlocking the door, he pushed it open and looked into the room. The bed was made but someone had laid on it recently. There were other signs the room was occupied. The afghan at the foot of the bed was half on the floor and there was a book opened on the bedside table. A glass of water and an empty cup of tea sat on an end table beside a rocking chair that was still rocking but no one was sitting in it. “Hello?” he called out. “Is someone here?” 

No one answered. 

Calico stepped further into the room. Glancing around, his gaze swept the room. His eyes skimmed over everything so fast he almost missed it. Almost. a set of bare toes tucked under the heavy drapes that framed the windows. When he looked again, he found a woman’s outline behind the drapes. He stepped forward and spoke quietly, “Hello, I’m not here to hurt you. Can you come out from behind the drapes? I’d really like to see you.” 

The woman stood frozen for a moment then her fingers gripped the side of the drape and pulled them away from her face. She frowned as she stared at the man facing her. Her green eyes seemed confused as she continued to stare at him. 

Calico smiled at the frightened woman and held out his hand.  

She stared at his hand, then searched his eyes for a moment. Her gaze went to his hair. She couldn’t seem to take her eyes off the different colors of his hair. She frowned briefly as if trying to remember something. 

When she completely stepped out from behind the drapes, it was Calico’s turn to gasp. She was dressed in a pair of well-worn jeans and a tank top. “Well, I’ll be god dammed! Jolene?” he whispered. “I thought you were dead.” 

The woman took a step closer. Cocking her head to one side she whispered, “Do you know me? Do you know who I am?” 

Calico stared at her for a moment. “Don’t you know?” 

She shook her head. “No, I don’t. The man that brought me here told me I was his wife but I didn’t believe him.” 

Calico’s fingers curled into fists. “Why? Why didn’t you believe him?” 

Jolene wrung her hands together. “I don’t know. He told me I was in an accident but I don’t remember. I can’t remember anything. I don’t know my own name but I would remember the man I loved, wouldn’t I?” She turned to him. “I do remember your hair. But even that confuses me.” She shook her head. “It’s so short. I remember it being longer.” She began to pace back and forth. “Why do I remember it being longer?” 

Calico shook his head. What the hell happened to her? Why isn’t she dead like everyone believed? He noticed a fairly fresh scar barley healed along her jaw. There was another level with her ear on the left side. It ran upward into her hairline and he wondered if that was from one of Gunner’s kicks. Her skin color was off, not by much but it still had a yellow tinge to it as if the bruises weren’t quite healed yet.  

Then he saw the ink on the inside of her left wrist. He grabbed her hand and turned it slightly to show the tattoo. He snapped off the wide, worn leather band that hid his tattoo. It was something he’d worn for a very long time now. Her tattoo was the other half of his, he moved to her side and brought his wrist to hers. Together, the tattoo was complete. It was a heart with Celtic knots and three names written in bold black ink, along the edge of the heart, Jolene, Clancy and Sawyer. 

Jolene gasped as she stared at the completed heart. Tears formed in her eyes and spilled down her cheeks as she studied the tattoos on their wrists. She raised her eyes to his. “Who are you?” she whispered. 

Calico raised his hand and gently brushed back a wisp of her hair. “I’m the man you loved once upon a time. I’m Clancy.” 

Jolene wrapped her arms around him and held him tight. “I think I still love you.” 

“What makes you think so?” he whispered and he held her in his arms.  

“Because this feels like I’m finally home.” Leaning back, she gazed into his eyes. “Am I? Am I finally home?”

Calico didn’t answer but did hold her close. A huge lump seemed to be lodged in his throat. Closing his eyes, he took a moment to relish in the fact Jolene was back in his arms again, after almost twenty years. “Yeah honey, you’re home. It’s been a long while coming, but you’re home.” 

Jolene hugged him for a moment, then leaned away. “Is this real? I’ve been so confused since I woke up. First, the man called Max tells me I’m his wife, then he leaves in a hurry and you come here. Can you tell me what’s going on?” 

“When did you wake up?” Calico frowned.  

“Only a few days ago…Max told me I was hurt in a very bad accident. That he almost lost me but that he was glad I survived.” 

“You said you couldn’t remember anything, what can you remember?” Calico asked as he brushed a few loose hairs away from her forehead. 

“I don’t recognize this room at all, nor did I know Max. He told me we’d been together for a while but I didn’t like when he touched me and when he looked at me it felt creepy.” 

“That’s because you were never his,” Calico assured her. “He’s been trying to get you to come to him but you never did.” 

Jolene gasped. “Why would he lie to me? I don’t understand.” 

“Because Max was crazy and he’d been chasing you for the last twenty years.” Calico nodded. “You have kept away from him all this time, but when you were hurt and didn’t remember anything, not even your own name he stepped in and lied to you.” 

Jolene had tears in her eyes. “How do I know what the truth is anymore?” 

Calico smiled. “I think you know the truth in here.” He touched her chest just below her ribs. 

“Do you know what happened to me?” 

Calico closed his eyes against the pain of her question. Should he tell her what happened or fudge the truth about the beating? He only knew what Sawyer and Jordan told him about what happened that night. Maybe she should hear the truth from her children. “I think there is someone else you need to ask that question.” Calico brushed the back of his fingers along her jaw. “I can take you to them.”

“Them?” she questioned. 

“Two very special people who will be very happy to see you again.” He smiled. 

“Who is she?” a voice called out from the doorway. 

Calico and Jolene turned.  

Jolene gasped and hid a bit behind Calico.  

Leon stood in the doorway and scowled at the two of them. 

“This is Jolene Moon.” 

Leon scowled. “I thought she was dead?” 

“So did I, but apparently, we were wrong.” Calico nodded. “She’s very much alive.” 

“I can see that.” Leon tipped his head to her. “Did Max not say anything when you saw him last?” 

Calico growled. “No, he didn’t.” His eyes narrowed as he remembered the last time he saw Max. “He did however, say something I thought odd at the time.”

“What was that?” Leon wanted to know. 

“He said she would never be mine again, not like she was before. That her fire was gone forever.” His eyes widened. “That bastard!” He turned to Jolene. “How long have you been locked in here?” 

Jolene stared at Leon for a moment, then turned toward Calico. She kept trembling and looked nervous but when he held out his hand to her, she calmed down. “I don’t know. I guess it’s been a couple of days or so. Usually, Max brings my food to me. He told me it was because I was still too weak to come downstairs.” 

“When did you eat last?”  

Jolene smiled sadly. “I haven’t been all that hungry.” She turned and showed them a plate that still held the remains of a sandwich that had long dried out. The crust was hard and the meat inside curled up. “He brought me that a couple of days ago. It’s been pretty quiet since then. I was beginning to wonder if anyone was still here.” 

“Has there been anyone else watching over you?” Leon asked. 

Jolene shook her head. “I haven’t seen anyone in a couple of days now.” Looking around the room, she frowned. “I hadn’t expected to be locked in though. Max told me it was because he feared for my safety but it just felt eerie, like he was keeping me prisoner or something.” 

Calico wrapped his arms around her. “Well, you aren’t a prisoner anymore and Max will never hurt you again.”

“Bring her downstairs and we’ll get her something to eat,” Leon ordered. “I have a team of men coming in later today to begin the task of going through his books and such. Calderone and I are just doing a quick search of Max’s office.” 

Calico nodded and assisted her to the door.  

She didn’t seem to give the room another thought as she went with him down the stairs and into the kitchen.  

He set her on a chair and opened the fridge to see what food Max had. 

A few minutes later, he put a sandwich in front of her and when she gazed at it, her eyes widened. She looked pale suddenly. “How did you know I would eat this?” 

Calico remembered that a sliced turkey meat and pepperjack cheese with mayo was her favorite. He grinned. “I told you I’ve known you a long time.” 

Jolene raised her eyes to his, then picked up part of the sandwich and began to eat.  

After a few minutes, she set the half eaten sandwich back on her plate and asked, “Can you tell me what’s going on?” 

Calico had been making himself a sandwich but at her question, he froze. He turned to look at her. The years since he’d seen her last hadn’t changed her much. She was still the most beautiful woman he’d ever seen. Her blonde hair had a few strands of grey in it and there were a few wrinkles around her eyes but she still looked like he remembered. 

He reached into his back pocket and pulled his wallet out. Opening it, he took a small photograph out and pushed it across the counter toward her. It was all he had taken with him when he left this town twenty years ago. 

 

~* * * *~

 

Jolene kept staring at the man who claimed he’d known her a long time. She was beginning to get a headache from thinking too much about the past. Trying hard to remember anything gave her a migraine. 

The doctors told her to just let it happen on its own, but Jolene couldn’t do that. She felt as if there was something important she needed to remember, something more important than her own wellbeing that she needed to get back to. She just couldn’t remember what it was. It was frustrating because the answers she wanted were just out of her reach. 

Looking at the man again, she kept staring at his hair. She recognized it but for some reason it was shorter than she remembered. He had a thick full head of hair and the ends brushed lightly on his shoulders but in her mind, the strands of every color from dark brown to almost silver blond should be much longer. 

Jolene’s fingers trembled as she took the photo and studied it. It was a photo of the man in front of her and herself. But the photo held another figure, that of a small child. A small child she held in her arms as she stared at the man behind her. She raised her eyes to his. “We had a child?”  

Calico nodded. “Her name is Sawyer and she turned out to be a beautiful woman just like her mother.” He paused then added, “You also have a son. His name is Jordan.” 

She stared at him for a long moment as new memories slammed into her. Nothing very clear but memories of two other people that meant the world to her. Closing her eyes tightly, she tried to remember their faces but she couldn’t see them in her mind’s eye. Tears rolled down her face as frustration clawed its way through her. She opened her eyes and stared at him. “I don’t remember them,” she whispered. “Why can’t I remember them?” 

“Maybe you need to see them in person,” he suggested. “You said you were in an accident, what do you remember about that?” 

Jolene shook her head. “Max told me I was in an accident. I don’t remember anything other than waking up in the hospital. The doctors told me I’d been there a long time. They told me they kept me in a coma in order for my body to heal. They never did say what needed healing. A few days ago, Max brought me here but he didn’t say what really happened to me.” 

Calico gripped the countertop hard. “I think you should hear about what happened but I wasn’t there the night you were hurt. If you like, I can take you to your kids. They will tell you the truth.” 

She smiled. “I think I’d like that.” She noticed his grip on the counter eased some. 

“But before we go, I think you should know they think you died from your injuries.” 

Jolene frowned. “Who told them I was dead?” 

“They were there with you that night in the hospital. Your heart stopped beating. They wanted to stay with you but your monitor flatlined, they thought it was too late. They were in trouble with—well, someone was after them and they had to leave but if they’d known you would come back they never would have left you.” 

“What do you mean someone was after them?” 

“Max did some pretty horrible things to you and them over the years,” he explained. “He forced his way into your life and wouldn’t accept that you wanted nothing to do with him. Well, his nephew was doing the same thing to our daughter. Sawyer refused him time and time again, then the night you got hurt, this nephew, Micah came after her and Jordan again. So, they had to run for their lives. She kept her brother safe but it cost them you. When I found them a few days ago, I took care of Micah. I came here to bring your ashes back to your kids, so they could have closure.” Then he smiled. “Now, I get to bring you back to them.” 

“Are you sure they want me back in their lives?” Jolene asked. 

Calico walked over to her and wrapped his arms around her. “Yes, I’m very sure they want you, as do I.” He inhaled deeply, then exhaled. “I understand you don’t remember me and you might not know your children but please know this…” He tipped her chin up to look into her eyes. “I fell in love with you a long time ago. It was a forever kind of love and when you pushed me away, I left but now I’m back and I’m not going anywhere without you. This time, I’m not giving up on us and I know your kids won’t let you go either.” 

Jolene felt more tears roll down her face. She buried her face in the curl of his neck and breathed in his scent. She might not remember the man but she did remember this feeling. It felt more like home every minute, something she’d missed for a long time. Looking up at him, she smiled. “Please take me home wherever that might be.”

Calico lowered his lips to hers. “Gladly. Sweet Jolene, I’ll take you anywhere you want to go for the rest of your life.” 




CHAPTER THREE

 

Calico walked down the hall in search of Leon or Calderone. When he found them they were in what he assumed was Max’s office.  

Leon was sitting at the desk looking at some books. Calderone was at his side reading over his father’s shoulder. Both men looked up when he knocked on the doorframe. 

Calico stared at them then stated, “I want to take Jolene back to Troy and her children.” 

Leon sat back in his chair and gazed at him for a moment. “Does she remember anything about the beating or what happened before?” 

Calico shook his head. “No, she still doesn’t remember anything. I was hoping that seeing her kids might bring back something but I’m not sure her memories will ever come back.” 

“That might be too bad,” Leon whispered. 

Calico frowned. “What does that mean?” 

“I’m not sure yet, but when I figure it out I’ll let you know.” Leon glanced at his son. 

“Will you be in Troy if we need to contact you or her again?” Calderone asked. 

Calico nodded. He wasn’t sure what was going on, but he had to get Jolene back to her kids. Sawyer and Jordan needed to know she was alive. “We’ll be there.” 

 

~*  *  *  *~

 

The Vincinti men watched the other man turn and leave.  

Calderone turned to his father. “Are you sure it’s wise to let her go?” 

Leon shrugged. “We know where to find her. We need to pinpoint when the item disappeared and if she was the one who took it. We also need to find the link to establish Max to this man.” He pointed to the ledger on the desk where Max had written several payments to a man he named ‘The Priest’. “Calico will protect her until we have more information.” 

“Let’s hope she gets her memory back,” Calderone stated. “The Council isn’t going to like this development at all. They will be screaming for her blood if it isn’t found quickly.” 

“We need to find it before the Priest can get to her. There won’t be anything left of her if we don’t. If he is who I think he is, he won’t stop until she’s dead. He doesn’t like leaving any witnesses behind.” 

“Yeah, I know. From what I’ve heard about the man, he’s been very careful in his career. No one knows what he looks like and he maintained that persona to keep his anonymity. Are you sure it’s the same man?” Calderone asked.  

Leon shrugged. “No I’m not, but there might be someone I could ask.” He threw the pen he had in his hand on the desk. “Damn it!” He got to his feet and began pacing the length of the office. “Max left us a fucked up mess to clean up.” 

“We knew he was hiding something. Sawyer and Jordan gave us a place to start. They told us Max was cheating the Family but we knew that already.” 

Leon snapped his head around the glare at his son. “Yes, we knew that but we did not know he lost part of our history. That, the Council will not forgive.” 

Calderone agreed. “Do you think that’s one of the reasons he kept her close to him? Could she have used it to keep him at bay?” 

“That’s one scenario,” Leon concurred. “If she took it, he knew he had to get it back. It was worth more than his life.” “Then we have to keep her close too, until we find it.”

Calderone shrugged. “And I think for her own safety, we need to keep her out of The Priest’s hands.” 

“That might be harder than we know,” Leon stated. “Once he takes a job from what I hear, he won’t stop until he gets what he was hired to find.” 

Calderone growled. “Great! Now, we have to babysit a woman who doesn’t even know her own name?” 

“Pretty much but we don’t have a choice. We need to recover the item.” Leon looked troubled. 

 

~* * * *~

 

Sin’s Bastards Mc Compound 

Three hours later, Calico turned off the highway and entered the driveway that would lead them to the compound. He felt Jolene’s hands tighten around his waist and he couldn’t help but feel her anxiety.  

From the moment she’d gotten on his bike, he felt the past rushing at him. He remembered well the feel of her behind him, the feel of her arms wrapped around his waist, the scent of her shampoo in the air as they rode down the highway. It just felt so right, he couldn’t contain this feeling of everything in his world being back to the way it should have been all these years. 

He’d known something was missing all this time and now that Jolene was back, he felt good again. 

He pulled up to the clubhouse and shut off the engine. His body still hummed with the reminder of the engine between his thighs. He got off the bike and reached for Jolene’s hand.  

She was trembling as she stepped off the bike and looked nervously at the front door. “Do you think they’ll be happy to see me?” she whispered. 

“Honey, they are going to be very happy to see you.” He held her hands. “They hated the fact they had to leave you behind but Micah didn’t leave them much choice. If they had stayed, he would have killed Jordan to get to Sawyer.” 

Jolene’s lips tightened in anger. “I hope he died slowly and in great pain.” 

Calico chuckled. “He did. I made sure of that. He learned the hard way not to mess with what was mine.” 

Jolene gave him her own quirky grin, one that he remembered so well. “Good, it doesn’t make up for what he did but it helps.” 

“I just wish I could do it all over again.” Calico clenched his fists. “I think I killed him too quick. I didn’t make him suffer enough.” 

She tilted her head at him. “Let’s go find our kids.”  

Calico decided then and there, he liked the sound of those words. 

They walked inside. 

The kids were there in the main room. They turned their heads and gaped as the both of them went white in the face. They gasped in unison. 

“M-mom?” Sawyer stammered. 

 

~*  *  *  *~

 

An hour later, Jolene sat at a table with her son, her daughter and Calico.  

Sawyer wiped tears from her eyes and stared at her mom. “That sound was the loneliest sound I ever heard when that machine flatlined. It took you away from us. I’m so sorry but I had to get Jordan out of there and somewhere safe.” Sawyer told her she heard the damn machine record a flatline, no heart activity for almost 2 minutes. Then the nurse rushed them out of the room. 

Sawyer and Jordan couldn’t get over the fact she was still alive.  

“Your dad told me what was going on and why you left.” Jolene hugged her. “Thank you for protecting your brother.” 

“No worries Mom, you know me better than that. I’ll always protect him.” Sawyer smiled. “I have since the day he was born.” 

“I’m just glad the threat is finally over,” Jolene told her. “We can get on with our lives again.” 

Sawyer felt a shiver grab hold of her heart and she whispered, “I hope so.” She so wanted to believe the nightmare was over but something inside her wouldn’t let her. She had a bad feeling there was something more to come. After living under the threat from Micah and Max for so long, she somehow knew it wasn’t over yet, maybe it never would be. 

 

~*  *  *  *~

 

It was almost midnight when Leon and Calderone walked into the clubhouse. It had been a long day and he knew the day wasn’t quite done yet. He noted Bane sitting at one of the tables near the corner studying the tiger murals that had been in the club as long Leon had been coming here. He went over to sit down with him.  

He and Calderone had found what they were looking for earlier in Max’s office. Now he was looking for confirmation. This man would know if anyone did. 

 

~*  *  *  *~

 

Bane sat in the corner with his back to the wall and watched everyone. He noted the tiger murals again and he still thought it was an odd thing to have in a place like this. Whomever the artist was, they knew how to paint for sure. But in his business, he learned not to be surprised. Surprises like letting someone sneak up in your blind spot could get you killed. His eyes kept everyone in sight. He sighed. It wasn’t that he was looking for a knife in the back, not here. But a lifetime of training was still in place. Lessons learned as a child had become a habit he couldn’t break. 

A movement from his left had him turning his head to see what was coming. He saw Leon and Calderone approaching him. He watched with narrowed eyes as the two men sat down at the table with him. They were the heads of the Family. These men were ones you did not cross, no matter who you were. 

Both of their gazes watched him carefully. 

“Can I help you gentlemen?” Bane asked quietly. 

Leon acknowledged his question with one of his own, “What do you know about a man they call The Priest?” 

Bane froze for a moment then searched the two men’s expressions carefully. They didn’t look like they meant the question as a threat and he sensed no rage in them. He leaned back. “Why do you want to know?” 

“I’m sure you’ve heard of Max Bordeaux and his interest in a woman called Jolene,” Leon stated. “With everything that’s been going on around here, it would be very hard to ignore.” 

“Yes, it is almost festive around here at the moment, now that the threat of violence is gone.” Bane rolled his eyes as he agreed. “But that doesn’t answer my question.” 

Leon leaned forward and rested his elbows on the table as he regarded Bane intensely. “While going through some of Max’s paperwork I found a number of payments over the years to someone called The Priest.” 

 

~* * * *~

 

Leon sat back and watched Bane’s face. He was looking for some change of expression in the other man’s face but Bane was too much the professional. He’d seen no hint of anything at all in his stony expression.  

Looking straight into Leon’s eyes Bane told the other man, “The man they call ‘The Priest’ is someone you never want to meet, personally. And you probably never will meet him in person, unless you’re the one he’s come to question. I may be the best assassin in the world but he is known as the best interrogator in the world. His method of finding answers is in torture and it’s said he can kill you without leaving a mark. But he isn’t known for killing people, he’s known for digging out secrets.” 

“What do you mean never meet him in person?” Leon frowned. 

“No one knows what the man looks like,” Bane assured them. “There are no known photos of the man and not even Interpol knows who he really is. He works all over the world, yet no one knows what the man looks like. He hides behind anonymity. He could be standing right next to you in his civilian life and you would never know it. He could be your neighbor, or someone you pass on the street. Like I said before, he is the best in his field.” 

“That doesn’t sound good,” Calderone stated. He and Leon shared a look. 

Bane felt curious. Nothing excited him, but he did enjoy intrigue. “What secrets did Max have that required The Priest’s service and why would he need a man like that?” 

Leon sighed. “That is a very good question and one I cannot answer at the moment. I’m hoping to find out within the next few days. I have a team going through his things to unearth his secrets.” 

“Do you know who his intended victim is?” Bane asked. “That could give you some information as to the why.” 

Leon shook his head. “We don’t really know at this point what Max was doing in his own town. We do know he had his hand in many different projects.” 

Bane’s lips thinned. “It sounds like the man loved secrets. You may never know the truth.” 

“That’s what I’m afraid of,” Leon admitted.  

Bane tilted his head. “May I ask why this would ever frighten a man like you?” 

Leon stared at him before answering, “Max represented the Family in this area. He had certain obligations to keep track of and expand upon. We’ve found evidence that he expanded on those obligations and began to branch out on his own. As an organization, we can’t accept that. We demand a certain level of loyalty from our people. It’s beginning to look as if Max’s loyalty was no more than lip service.” 

“And that doesn’t sit well with you,” Bane stated. 

“It does not,” Leon replied in a flat tone. “Max seemed to be only loyal to Max. That sets a dangerous precedent.” 

“One which you will have to set boundaries for and clean up.” Bane nodded. 

“Therein lies the problem,” Leon admitted. “We may never know the extent of Max’s empire.” 

“But someone out there knows the truth.” Bane understood the problem fully now. 

“We just have to find that someone.” Calderone nodded.  

“The answer may be closer than you think,” Bane suggested. His eyes moved around the room and found the one woman who might know the truth. 

Leon followed his gaze and his eyes found a woman sitting with her kids. “Yes, she may have some of the answers we need but she’s damaged goods and may not remember what she knows. It may take years to find what she knows and that’s another problem. She may never remember. At the moment, she doesn’t remember her own name.”  

The woman they were looking at was Jolene. Calico had brought her back earlier in the day. She appeared to be nervous about being reunited with her children. 

“She also doesn’t remember the two people she should.” Bane observed. “She doesn’t seem to remember her own children.” 

Leon stared at the woman in question. “According to her medical reports she was very near death. In fact, she did die for several minutes then her heart began beating again. The doctor tells me her memory loss may be permanent. She may never remember her previous life. For now, her whole life is a blank slate.” 

“And it may remain that way,” Calderone added. 

“Then the next best thing may be to talk to her children,” Bane suggested.  

“Her children?” Leon frowned. “Why?” 

“They were the closest to her.” Bane shrugged. “The way I understand it, she kept to herself and took care of her children. They’re the ones who knew her best. They are the ones she protected all these years. Therefore, they might be the very ones who knew of her secrets.” 

Leon glanced at Calderone. “That is true. If she shared her knowledge about Max with anyone, she would have shared it with them.” 

“But which one?” Calderone asked. 

“I’m thinking the daughter,” Bane stated wisely. “She is older and better able to understand what her mother went through. If anyone knows what her mother is hiding, it would be her. She’s been there the whole time and as a woman, she would have noticed more than her brother. Boys seldom pay attention to emotions the way women do.” 

“Point taken.” Leon nodded. “Women also see more than men.” 

All three men turned and stared at Sawyer for a moment.  

She turned and glared at all three of them, then turned back to her mother. 

“She may not know anything,” Calderone pointed out. 

“She may also know more than she realizes,” Bane spoke quietly in that low cold tone of his. “If that’s the case, The Priest will not stop until she reveals all she does know.” 

“And if that’s true, he may come close to killing her before she tells him what he wants to know,” Calderone stated as he ran his fingers through his hair. “How do we protect her from that?” 

Bane shook his head. “You can’t.” 

“Can’t?” Leon demanded. 

“You can’t protect her at all,” he insisted. “In fact, you won’t even see him coming and you won’t know he’s taken her until it’s too late. That is another thing he’s known for. The Priest gets in and out without being seen. If he has to get in and kidnap her, he’ll take her to an unknown destination for questioning.” Bane shrugged looking around. “He won’t  have any problems getting into this place. He might simply walk through the front gate. If he does return her, she’ll be as broken as her mother. Especially, if she doesn’t know what he’s after. He’ll break her for sure. Just how badly is a question only she will answer to.” He shrugged. “Of course, he may not know where she is just yet. That might give you some time to get her to a safe location. But he will find her eventually. He’ll wait until he has a secure place to question her in and then he’ll simply take her. Like I said, you won’t know he’s been here until it’s too late. That’s his MO. Many people have tried to stop him but he’s one that cannot be stopped. He waits until no one is looking for him then he moves in quickly and quietly.” 

Leon reached out and offered his hand to Bane. When Bane shook it, Leon told him, “Thank you for sharing your information with us. Now at least, we know what and who we’re up against.” 

 

~*  * *  *~

 

Bane watched carefully as the two Vincinti men joined the other group who sat with Deke and some of his other men. He thought about the information he’d shared with the other two, then he thought about the information he’d kept back. He had learned a long time ago not to share fully, everything he knew. In this case, he didn’t think the information he kept back would help anyone.  

There was something else The Priest was known for; he kept his anonymity by leaving no witnesses behind to identify him. His victims didn’t live long after he was finished with them and their bodies were never found.  

If he had any emotions at all, he would almost feel sorry for this young woman, Sawyer. If The Priest were after her, she wouldn’t escape his reach. In Bane’s business very few had ever earned his respect. The Priest was one of those who did. The other two were now dead, by the Priest’s hands, in fact. Both had been the best hitmen in the business too. Yet, the Priest had got to them and found out what he was hired to find, then they both disappeared.  

Bane knew by experience, this interrogator had taken them out. So, his explanation to the Vincinti men about the interrogator not being a hitman may have been misleading. 

He shrugged. He didn’t really care about any of it. If The Priest was coming for her though, it wouldn’t matter what the MC did to protect her or even if the Family tried to protect here. The Priest would get to her, period.  




CHAPTER FOUR

 

Deke sat alone at one of the tables and waited for dawn to break. It’d been a late night but with everything that went on, the club had been busy until the wee hours. As much as he wanted to be sleeping right now, there was too much happening no one wanted to talk about and if he wasn’t careful, it was going to erupt all over the place.  

He certainly wasn’t comfortable with Bane and Michael sticking around and while he didn’t mind Leon and Calderone being here, there was something behind their visit that needed to come out into the open. He had a sense for these things and he’d known the men for a couple of years now. There were just too many secrets and Deke didn’t like secrets. 

He was about to get another cup of coffee when Leon joined him. Deke motioned by lifting his cup to ask if he wanted one and Leon nodded.  

Deke came back to the table with two cups of hot coffee. He knew better than to ask the other man his business but he had to know. “Is everything all right? Is there something I need to know to protect my club?” 

Leon shrugged. “Normally, I would ignore your questions as you have no right to ask, but in this case, I think you should know what could be coming.” 

Deke swallowed hard. “And…normally I wouldn’t ask, but so much has happened and I don’t think it’s done yet.” 

“You are correct in your assumptions. This isn’t over yet,” Leon concurred. “I can’t tell you everything but I can tell you this much. It seems someone close to us, the Family I mean, has betrayed us. Max Bordeaux was supposed to be a representative for us here in New York. His job was to keep the interest up and support us in a way benefitting both him and us. We found out, he not only had his own businesses going but a sideline as well. When we found out, he’d been neglecting the business he did for us because of his obsession with a woman, we stepped in. We told him time and time again, over the years to give up his obsession with Jolene but he refused to do so.” Leon shrugged. “Max paid us lip service the whole time and we never knew why until lately that is.” He shot a look over to Deke and studied him for a moment before nodding absently.  

Deke waited patiently for the other man to continue. He knew the Vincinti men were good at heart as far as it could go, but they were Mob and you didn’t trifle with men such as them.  

His patience paid off a couple of minutes later. “As the head of the East Coast Family what I’m about to tell you must stay between the two of us.” 

Deke nodded. 

“When Max won his position he was entrusted with a very old relic. It had been carved from a very special piece of wood a long time ago when the Family first formed. Italian in origin, of course. Whoever holds this piece of the relic is very powerful within our ranks, he answers to only myself and the Council…” Leon paused then went on, “Apparently, Max has misplaced this piece of history. We couldn’t find it at his home or his office.” 

Deke’s mouth went dry. “What are you saying?” 

Leon stared hard at Deke as if he contemplated telling him more. “We also found evidence that Max hired someone well versed in the art of interrogations. A man known for getting whatever information he’s hired to retrieve.” He leaned forward closer to him and lowered his voice as he finished, “This man is even more dangerous that the one you have parked right over there.” 

Deke sat up slowly. The grip on his coffee cup tightened and the ceramic finally broke. Swearing, he brushed the cold liquid away from him. Glaring at Leon, he asked, “So now on top of everything else, we have another hitman coming after one of them?” He was referring to Jolene or her children. 

Leon nodded slightly. “He has accepted payment for his services and we have no way to contact him to call him off.” He shrugged. “Even if we could make contact, we aren’t sure he would simply walk away.” 

“Why wouldn’t he?”  

“Because the piece of our history is still lost. We need to retrieve it and The Priest may be the only way to get it back. Jolene’s memory may be gone forever, but her daughter may have seen something. She may know where the piece is and not realize she knows it.” 

“And you’d like it back,” Deke concluded. He understood the rules of the old Mob. The Family kept tradition above all else. 

Leon hesitated, then nodded in agreement. “Yes, I cannot lie, we need the piece back.” He shifted in his seat. “But I’m hoping not at the expense of either of the women.” 

“So what are you going to do about this?”  

Leon shrugged. “I will do what I must to get the piece back.” 

Deke stiffened as the other man’s words sank in. He glared at Leon. “I know violence is a way of life for most but we don’t condone it when it’s used against innocent people. Neither of these women have any reason to fear retribution from us and we will protect them, even against you and yours.” 

Leon sat back and nodded. “I know of your convictions Deke. I respect them as well. We also don’t condone violence in this situation either. I’m hoping I won’t have to use it, but I must do whatever it take to get the piece back. The Council will ask for blood when they learn of this.” 

Deke felt his hands curl into fists. “Who is this guy you’re so worried about, anyway?” 

“He’s known as The Priest. Bane confirmed for me the rumors I’ve heard about the man. No one seems to know that much about him other than the fact he’s very good at his job. He’s never been photographed, so no one knows what he looks like. But he is the number one man to go to when you need to find out something. He’s broken the best. He’s never missed a deadline and he is the top of the line. Bane agreed while he’s the best assassin in the world, The Priest is the best at finding out a person’s secrets. He doesn’t stop until he’s completed his job. Which is why even if we called him off, he probably wouldn’t stop.” 

“What was he paid to find out, do you know?” 

“We think he’s been paid to find out what happened to the relic Jolene took from Max. One of my men found Max’s books and there is a notation in it about the piece going missing thirteen years ago. It also stated that Jolene was brought to his home along with her daughter who was nine at the time. If she was with her mother, she might be the one The Priest will be after. Since Jolene’s memories have been wiped clean due to her accident, it’s possible Max thought the girl might know where her mother hid the relic.” Leon tapped his temple. “I know how Max thinks, he called in this man because he was desperate to find the Hand. He would never have been able to explain its disappearance, not to me or the Council.” 

“So, what are you going to do?”

“I’m going to explain to the women what the piece means and simply ask them if they know where it is and if so, will they return it.” 

“That simple, huh?” Deke had to ask as he raised his brows. 

“Despite what you think you know about the Family, we are not monsters,” Leon chided. “I am a business man and I do not like to use violence against innocent women.” 

Deke nodded. “I can accept that if you can accept this…” He glared at him. “…Calico has just found his family again, after a very long time. You know what that feels like, yourself. He isn’t likely to want to give up either of his women again. Those two women have been through enough. Enough pain and suffering to last both of them a lifetime. Please give them peace.” 

Leon got to his feet. “I understand what you’re saying and it is my hope that we can resolve this matter quickly and quietly. It is time to put the past where it belongs and begin again, with a clean slate.” 

“Please use my office to tell them whatever it is they need to know,” Deke offered. “I know you don’t want the whole club to know your business.” 

Leon nodded. “Thank you for understanding. I will do everything I can to protect your people through this transition.”

“As long as you understand that I will protect what is mine, my family, my club and my people, and that does include Jolene and her children.” 

“You are an honorable man I would expect no less from you.” Leon gave him a nod then smiled. “You know, you are quite unlike everything I’ve ever heard of in a motorcycle club. I expected something quite different when I first came here.” 

“Oh? What did you expect?” Deke raised a brow. 

Leon chuckled. “My first thought was illegal drugs and guns, followed by sluts and whores everywhere but that’s not what I found. You and your people are all about families and businesses. Cassie’s Redemption House is a wonderful thing for people who just need a helping hand. Yes, you run a strip club but it’s a decent place to go to. The garage and motorcycle shop are completely legitimate.” Leon paused then added, “When we got Peaches back after so many years on the streets, I was very worried about her. I didn’t know what she’d been through or what she’d seen in her young life. I thought she was merely playing a part for the money and the glory but she wasn’t. As I watched her those first few weeks, I realized something. I realized that under Cassie’s wing she had become the young woman she was meant to be. Cassie not only protected my granddaughter she raised her to be a fine young woman. Then when she met Iceman, I watched her even harder. I kept waiting for her to screw up but she never did. She’d been herself the whole time. I knew Iceman could have changed her but instead, she changed him. He could have gotten her into drugs and all kinds of trouble but he didn’t.” 

Deke was floored by these revelations from this man. He sat stunned into silence.

Leon sat down again. “I watched the Sinner’s MC very carefully. I learned about their everyday activities and I saw for myself that for the most part, they were decent men and women. You still have your odd man that does something stupid once in a while, but they know how to come together and stand up for one another. Dominic told me when he first met Mountain…Mountain told him that your clubs were not dissimilar to what the Family was,  in the fact that they both stood for something and if they needed to, they would stand together against foes. As long as the cause was just. The more I saw of your club the more I began to believe that.” He shrugged. “The Family I belong to has been around a long time. We’ve had our battles to win as well. Not all of them have been to our credit but today, I’d like to think we’re more than a bunch of thugs ruling the streets with violence and threats.” 

Deke remained silent, as he felt respected by this man. He didn’t intend to allow the Family to roll over them, but he needed to consider also how a break between him and them would affect Peaches and in turn, Cassie herself. He couldn’t allow anything to hurt those two women, not while he still breathed. He turned to stare down the hall as he heard a door open. 

Calico and Jolene came into the room. Soon, they were joined by Sawyer and Jordan.  

Deke turned to Leon. “Best get this over with. Like I said, you can use my office to let them know what’s going on. May I offer a suggestion?” 

Leon paused, then he nodded. 

“Tell them the truth. If you want this relic back, then be honest with them. Give them the option of giving it back, rather than threatening them if they don’t. Jolene has lived too long under the threats from Max and I don’t think you want to get on Calico’s bad side. From what I know of the man, he’s ruthless against those who piss him off.”

Leon raised a brow. 

Deke knew this man thought that others were not a credible threat to him or his outfit, but he felt obligated to try to avoid trouble for his club and family. 

Leon got to his feet and held out his hand.  

Deke shook it.  

“I’d like to see this ended as swiftly with as little disruption as possible but I will not lie to them. Until the piece is restored to us, there could be a problem. The Council was very upset the piece is missing. The fact Max lied to them all this time is not acceptable, to them or to me.” 

Deke watched as he walked over to the table and spoke to the family. They all got to their feet and followed him down the hall. When the door closed behind them, 

Gator joined Deke and asked, “Is that something we should worry about?”

“Maybe.” Deke looked over at his Vice President and longtime friend. “Get some of the men on lookout.” 

“And what are they looking out for?”  

“Hopefully nothing, but there could be someone after either Jolene or Sawyer.” Deke took a swig of his now cold coffee and grimaced. “I’m praying Leon can find his answers before this escalates into a situation we don’t want or need. But if it does, we need to contain Calico. His temper won’t help and it might get someone killed.” 

Gator sucked in a deep breath. “What’s coming?” 

“Max lost a piece of the Family’s history. Leon believes Jolene took it to protect her and her family. The problem lies with all this, is it may have happened thirteen years ago and Jolene can’t remember yesterday. Max hired a man called ‘The Priest’ to recover the piece.” He shrugged. “It could be Jolene or Sawyer he’s coming after. Sawyer was apparently with her mother the day she took the piece.” 

“The Priest?” Gator gasped as all the color drained from his face. “Are you sure?” 

Deke stared at his friend. “You’ve heard of the man?” 

Gator nodded. “I think everyone has heard of him, if he is a man. More like a demon for sure. Most pray to never meet him. He’s ruthless and he doesn’t stop until he gets what he wants.” 

“That’s why I want the men on alert. He may not know where the women are just yet, but he will find them.” 

“I’ll let the boys know we are on alert,” Gator agreed. 

“Just have them watching and report any strangers in the area,” Deke warned. “We want to keep this low key for now. We have to give Leon time to do this his way but we don’t have to give this Priest time to get in and out of here.” 

Gator nodded and got to his feet. “I’ll get the men out there.” He took a step away before turning back to Deke. “I’m glad I’m not you in this situation.” 

“And why is that?” Deke raised his head up. 

Gator grinned but his eyes told another story. “Because it will fall on your shoulders if something goes wrong and one of Calico’s women goes missing. He is not going to be understanding if that happens. I have seen this guy take on a whole room full of bikers just for an insult.” 

“No he won’t be happy and I wouldn’t blame him one bit. He’s going to go ballistic and take half the club with him.” Deke shook his head. “We have to convince him that the best way is to let us handle this and not go off halfcocked.” 

Gator snorted. “Yeah, tell all those guys he’s beaten down over the years.” 

Deke watched him walk away and prayed Leon could get the piece back before shit hit the fan. Calico will not be understanding. He’ll be out for blood. 




CHAPTER FIVE

 

Leon sat down and stared at the group of people in front of him. He needed them to understand what and who he was in order to get the information he needed. He swung his eyes around and met everyone’s gaze as he explained, “You all know I am the head of a very important part of American history. The Family began in New York and when it began, violence was a method of insuring things got done. As we spread out and became stronger, territories were established and five very strong factions were formed. To commemorate the five families coming together under one umbrella, a symbol was made. Five hands made of a special dark wood to recall the original Black Hand of Italy. There are only those five black hands, given out to the five top branches of the family. Each person given one of the hands has the ultimate honor of protecting it. With his own life if necessary.” 

“What does this have to do with us?” Calico asked. 

“I’m getting to that point.” He paused and looked over at Jolene and Sawyer. “Max was given one of the original hands when he became the head of the New York division. He swore to guard it with his life.” He paused then gazed at Jolene. “When we searched his safe and home we couldn’t find the Black Hand. My people looked everywhere. We did find the stand the hand belonged in and we found a fingerprint on the base of the stand. The fingerprint belongs to you, Jolene.” 

“Me?” Jolene looked stunned. “Are you sure? I mean why would my fingerprint be on the stand? I’ve never seen this Hand.” She shuddered. “The few days I knew Max I didn’t even like him, he scared me.” 

Sawyer reached out and ran her hand up and down her mother’s arms. “Max has bothered her for years. Is it possible that at some time she touched the stand and it meant nothing?” 

Deke leaned against the wall as he’d come in shortly after Leon started his conversation with them. He looked very troubled. His father, Sam stood next to him, his expression reflecting the same. Both men remained silent. 

Leon shook his head. “The stand was located in his safe. Max would have kept the Hand in there as well. He shouldn’t have shown it to anyone. It is a symbol of strength and is most certainly supposed to be a secret. How do you explain that? The only way your mother’s prints would have been on the stand was if she actually saw the Hand. Max never would have allowed that, or at least he shouldn’t have.” Leon frowned. “But knowing Max had an obsession with this woman, I believe he did show her the Hand and I believe he explained its importance to her as well.” His frown deepened. “No one was supposed to know about the Hand, outside of the Council and the Family heads.” 

Jolene looked as if she was about to burst into tears. She glanced over at Calico while wringing her hands. “I don’t remember anything like that. I had an accident that took my memories” 

“We know,” Leon agreed. “But that brings up a problem we just discovered.”

“And what would that be?” Calico asked, wrapping his arms around Jolene as he pulled her into a comforting embrace. 

“We also found evidence that Max hired someone known to get information out of unwilling people. A specialist. He’s a dangerous man and no one knows what he looks like.” 

 

~*  *  *  *~

 

“Do you think he’s coming after my mother?” Sawyer asked. 

Leon shook his head. “That would be counterproductive. The family and Council checked out her medical records. We know she can’t remember her own name. This specialist would know that as well.”

“Then who is he coming after?” Calico asked. 

Leon paused then looked back over at Sawyer. “We think he might be after you.” 

Sawyer gasped. Her mind flashed back to the warehouse when John and Jack kidnapped her. She remembered seeing a flash of icy blue eyes in the shadows. For a moment, she could almost hear him breathing. But that memory was a year old. He wouldn’t have been after her that long ago, would he? Then the flash of memory was gone and she was back facing Leon. She shivered in fear as she felt her body go cold. “Why would he be after me? I don’t know anything about this relic.” 

Leon shrugged. “He may think you know something without realizing it. If Max was protecting Jolene, this man would go after you.” 

“When did the payments originate?” Sawyer asked. 

“More than a year ago,” Leon replied. 

Sawyer sucked her breath in. She got to her feet and went over to the window to gaze outside. Thinking back to the warehouse…what she thought she’d seen could have been real. There was a man standing in the shadows. There had been a bigger threat than just John and Jack. But if he’d been there why had he allowed them to beat her? Had the two of them been working with this man? Were they supposed to soften her up before the real questioning began? 

Jordan came over to his sister and wrapped his arms around her shoulders. “He won’t get you,” he whispered in her ear. “I won’t let anyone hurt you.” 

“You can’t stop him,” Sawyer stated in a shaky voice. 

“So, who is this guy?” Calico asked,  

“He’s called The Priest. According to the information we have on this man, he’s the best in his field. Bane tells us his work is worldwide and he’s the best there is. Once he has his sights on his target, he never misses.” 

“And just what type of work does this man do?” Calico asked. 

“He uncovers secrets,” Leon admitted. “Using various methods he gets the information he’s asked to retrieve.”

“What kind of methods?” Sawyer whispered. 

Leon didn’t want to answer that question. He didn’t want to frighten the girl any more than necessary. He shrugged but didn’t say anything.  

“My sister asked you a question. The least you could do is be honest with us,” Jordan replied. 

Deke let out a sigh and met Leon’s gaze. 

Sam merely shook his head as if he too, knew the answers and they weren’t pretty. 

 

~*  *  *  *~ 

 

Leon turned and glared at the boy. “Do you really want the truth? Fine, I’ll answer the question. He uses various methods of torture to get his answers. No one knows for sure because his victims often do not live through what he does to them.” 

Sawyer paled as she stared at him. “What the hell does he think I can tell him?” 

Leon shrugged. “No one really knows except for Max and The Priest. And with Max dead, only this man knows for sure.”

“But wouldn’t the fact Max is dead negate the contract?” Calico asked.  

Leon shook his head. “Not necessarily… The Priest may think he can sell the information he was hired to collect.”

“Who would he sell it too?” Calico glared at him. 

Leon looked him in the eye and replied with a single word, “Me.” 

“The Black Hand?” Calico asked. “He thinks Sawyer knows what her mother did with the Black Hand? That is if she took it in the first place?” 

Leon nodded. “I’m not saying she did take it but if she did, she could have used the theft to protect her from Max’s pursuit. That scenario makes the most sense.” 

“But my mother isn’t a thief,” Sawyer protested. “She wouldn’t have taken something that didn’t belong to her.” 

Leon turned to look at the girl. “Maybe she felt she had no choice. Maybe she felt she was cornered with no way out of a situation she couldn’t control. Max had been told many times by me, Dominic and the Council to leave your mother alone and just do the business at hand. He didn’t listen, he didn’t comply with our demands. Maybe your mother felt she had no choice but to blackmail him into leaving her alone. She had you to protect and she couldn’t do that if she was under Max’s threat.” 

Sawyer looked over at her mother. 

Jolene had tears running down her cheeks. Calico had her wrapped in his arms but there was a look of loneliness in her eyes. She couldn’t meet Sawyer’s eyes, not because she was guilty of the theft but because she couldn’t remember it.  

Sawyer’s gaze swung back over to Leon. “When you put it that way, it makes sense but when would Mom have done that? And what makes you think I would know anything about it?” 

“We’re sure that is what The Priest was hired to find out.” Leon gazed into her eyes. “As for when it happened, it could have been any time over the last few years. Max finally stopped pestering her a number of years ago, that is as far as we know.” He paused then added, “We did find a notation in his records that both you and your mother visited him thirteen years ago. You would have been around nine years old. Do you remember the visit?” 

Sawyer thought back. “I don’t know. That was a long time ago and you’re right, Max did leave her alone for a time but he always kept track of her. For a while, everything calmed down then it started up again.” 

“When was this?” Leon cocked his head to one side. 

“I was around nine I think. Yeah, that was around the same time she seemed to calm down again.” Glancing over at her mother, she noted her soft smile. “She became my mom again. She didn’t have to look over her shoulder or duck behind buildings to escape people following her. The three of us were a family again, and for a while we were happy.” 

Leon thought about her words for a moment then asked, “Did you ever visit Max’s house?” 

Sawyer shrugged. “Not that I know of but some things you forget when you’re a kid.” 

“Is there any way you can contact this Priest character and tell him the contract is void?” Calico asked. “Tell him that Max is dead and there is no information to find out.” 

Leon shook his head. “That wouldn’t work.” 

“Why not?” Calico growled. 

“Because the Hand is still missing and Sawyer might be the only one who knows where it is.” 

Calico and Jordan rushed to their feet and moved over to surround her. “No one is going to get near her without going through me!” Calico growled. 

“They’ll have to get through me too,” Jordan spat. 

Deke and Sam although silent, didn’t have to speak as they both crossed their arms over their chests and stared daggers at Leon. 

Leon held up his hand. “I’m not looking to antagonize anyone or stir up any trouble. I’m just stating the facts. An important part of our history is missing. It does need to be recovered.” 

“And how far are you willing to go to get it back?” Calico narrowed his eyes at him. 

“Not as far as Max was willing to take it,” he assured them. “But we do need to recover the item.” 

“What does this man look like?” Sawyer asked after a brief moment of silence. 

Leon shrugged. “No one really knows. He’s never been photographed.” Then he noticed something in her eyes. “Why do you ask?” 

“Because when John and Jack held me in that damn warehouse a year ago, I thought I saw someone in the shadows. I remember a pair of icy blue eyes staring at me. I couldn’t see more than that. My eyes were swelling shut but I remember those eyes. They were there one moment and gone the next.” 

“Did you see anything else?” 

Sawyer shook her head. “No but for a moment, I thought I could hear him breathing. How weird is that?”

“Not so weird at all. If he was close enough to you for you to hear him breathing, you’re lucky to still be alive.” Leon raised a brow at her. 

Sawyer glanced over at her brother and shook her head. “No I’m lucky to have Jordan as my brother. Just moments before the man in the shadows could get closer…Jordan and his boys broke in and got me the hell out of there.” 

Jordan shook his head. “We didn’t run into anyone else in the warehouse. We knocked out John and Jack and got her out, but that’s all we did.” 

Leon stared at Sawyer and Jordan for a long tense moment. “If he was there you two and your friends are very fortunate to still be alive. He doesn’t normally hurt anyone but his intended victim but he will protect his anonymity. If he was there and felt that you saw him, he would have taken you out of the program.” 

“Or hidden himself until we were gone,” Jordan countered. “We weren’t after him, we just wanted to get my sister out of there.” 

“That’s one scenario.” Leon nodded. “Another one could be he was watching you, taking notes as it were, in order to know who else to come after for what he wanted. If he can’t get to Sawyer directly, he might come after you in order to get her.”

“Then they’re both in danger?” Calico asked.  

“I don’t know. The Priest is not above using a close friend or a relative in order to get to his mark.” 

“Would it help to lock down the compound?” Deke finally asked. So far, he’d been listening but hadn’t broken in until now. 

Leon shook his head. “I doubt it. From what I’m told, The Priest can get in and out of just about anywhere he wants to.”  

“But to get her out he’d have to create a diversion,” Sam added.  

Sawyer sat there in stunned disbelief. She knew someone was coming for her and there didn’t seem to be any way to stop him. Glancing over at her mother, she could see the distress on her face. The stress of this situation wasn’t helping her recovery at all. 

She took a deep breath and went over to her mother. Kneeling beside her, she suggested, “Mom, maybe you should lay down for a while and get some rest.” 

Jolene looked down at her daughter. “How can I rest when I put you into all this?” 

“Mom, you didn’t do anything wrong,” Sawyer insisted.  

“But I did.” She began wringing her hands. “I apparently took something that put you in danger.” She lifted her hands to her head and began rubbing her temples. “I wish I could remember. What happened to me? Was I really in a car accident like Max said or was it something else. Do I even own a car?” 

“No Mom, you never owned a car.” Sawyer knew it was time her mother knew the truth. “You were badly beaten by Max’s nephew, Micah.” 

“Why would Micah beat me up?” Jolene looked confused. 

Sawyer felt tears run down her face. “Because Micah was trying to do to me what Max did to you all those years. He wanted me but I wanted nothing to do with him. I couldn’t stand the thought of being with him. He was a monster. He had his men hold Jordan and I…then his man, Gunner beat the hell out of you. We got you to the hospital but you weren’t in very good shape. Then you know what I told you before about us thinking you were dead. Max must have kept it that way, so we would never find out you were alive. 

Calico took Jolene’s hand. “I was on the phone with the doctor for your case a little while ago. The Vincintis’…” He paused and nodded at Leon. “…Arranged it, so I would know what we were dealing with. The doctor told us your heart did stop for two whole minutes. They had taken you off the respirator when suddenly you began breathing on your own. Your heart appeared to stop, then after all that time it began beating again. The lack of oxygen in your brain caused it to seize. You were unconscious for another two weeks before you woke up again. We figured when your children were gone, Max came up with the story you were his wife. When he brought you home, he lied to you and locked you in that room. That was a little over a week ago.” 

“Will I ever remember everything?” Jolene asked. 

“Nobody knows for sure,” Calico replied. “Your doctor said the brain is still a mystery and admitted they know very little about it. You could remember everything or nothing at all. There is some brain damage but they don’t know for sure how bad it is. That’s something only time will tell.” 

Jolene grabbed the cross she always wore and began rubbing the silver. It was something she’d always done when stress got to her.  

To Sawyer it was a comforting action. Only she and Jordan understood its significance. They both knew she found comfort in her religion and while she might not go to church on a regular basis, she often went in the middle of the night just for the comfort she got from being there in the House of God. She always wore the silver cross with blue sapphires. 

Calico took her mom to go and rest. 

Jordan went to get something to eat. 

For Sawyer, the tension kept building during the day. People came and went and the anxiety increased. She racked her brains trying to remember things from her childhood but she had no recollection of Max’s mansion or ever being there. Finally, by late afternoon, she couldn’t take the pressure of being inside anymore. Slipping out the back door, she began walking toward the tree line. She stopped and looked around. There were many mean patrolling the grounds. They were everywhere, watching everything, she felt she would be safe as she stared at the rifles some of the bikers carried. 

She just needed a moment alone to think. 




CHAPTER SIX

 

Michael sat down at the table with a cup of coffee and stared at the sister he didn’t know. His gaze rose to see the tiger mural on the wall, as it looked ready to attack. This reflected how he’d felt his whole life. On the edge, ready to attack.  

Cricket was trying to avoid him but Michael wouldn’t let her. He wanted answers and he was determined to get them. “Tell me more about my mother,” he demanded. 

Cricket turned her head and stared at him for a moment. “Okay, what do you want to know?” 

Michael shrugged. “What kind of a woman was she? What did she like or dislike? Why would she give up her child?” 

Cricket took a drink of her coffee while her mind raced. “My mother was a beautiful, caring woman. She loved to laugh and she would get a look of wonder in her eyes at the sight of nature’s beauty. She loved to build birdhouses and take care of the garden. She loved life and she once told me every day was a new adventure. Or at least, it could be. She taught me how to love and give life everything I had. She told me she loved only one man and that was my father. She spoke of Bane only one time and that was the time she told Cordy and me about the night she and my father left him. She told us very little of how he treated her, other than to say there was a great need for her to leave him. I understood it as the fact Bane raped her after he beat Orrin to unconsciousness. That Bane was stifling to be around. He was so dark most of the time that she felt she couldn’t breathe around him. Then she met my father and for the first time, she fell in love. She told us she couldn’t believe the difference in the two brothers. Where Bane was dark, Orrin was light, where Bane was harsh, Orrin was not. Orrin showed her love and all she ever got from Bane was pain and coldness. She and my father found their happiness but it cost them dearly. She died too young but her memories will last me a life time.” 

Michael sat there for a long time before he finally asked, “If she was so wonderful, why did she leave me behind? I was her child too.” 

“She did tell us of a time of great sorrow for her. From what your father told me, when my mother told him she carried his child, he got angry with her. He told her he didn’t want the child and when he got back from his business trip he would take care of the problem. She knew then, if she wanted her child to be born, she would have to leave while he was away. She left him but when he came back, he hunted for her. He never loved her but she was his possession. He felt he owned her and he wasn’t going to allow her to leave him. He found her ten months later, only after he threatened her family. He took her home again, and she stayed there for three years before she met my father. Bane found them together and beat the hell out of both of them. After they escaped, they found their own life away from Bane….” Cricket looked away as if she was done talking. 

“And later on?” he asked. 

“My mother died a five years later from breast cancer. By then, they had my sister Cordelia and me. After Mom died, Orrin moved us to Maine and we stayed there until he died when I was fifteen. Then Cordy took care of me until she died a few months ago.” 

“My father told me what happened to her.” Michael nodded. “But that doesn’t tell me what I want to know.” 

“And what is that?” 

“Why did my mother leave me behind? Was it because I was Bane’s child and not your fathers?” 

Cricket carefully put her cup down and turned to observe him for a moment. “No, I don’t think it was that at all, you see Cordy was Bane’s child too. I think she left you behind, so you would have a chance to live. She ran away from Bane to allow you be born. He threatened to have you aborted. I told you this. You were still part of her, even if Bane was your father. Where he would have destroyed you in the womb, she wanted you to live. She carried you full term and gave you to someone she trusted…to give you the chance to live.” 

“If Bane wanted me to die before I was born, why did he come looking for me after all this time? Why did he bring me here and allow us to meet?” Michael asked. 

Cricket shrugged. “Who knows why Bane does anything? Maybe he finally realized that he’s human? That’s hard to believe but I’m willing to give him the benefit of the doubt. Maybe he finally wanted to have something beyond his own life? Who the hell knows? You’ll have to ask him if you want to know.” Cricket got to her feet and began to walk away then she stopped and turned back to Michael. “Tell him something for me will you? Tell him he won’t get the daggers. I don’t have them nor do I know where they are but even if I did, I wouldn’t give them to him. They belonged to my father and now, they belong to me. End of story.” 

Michael watched her walk away and thought about what she told him. Bane had told him most of it already. He knew the reason behind his birth. He also knew his father hadn’t wanted him at first but later, regretted that decision. Bane also told him he was elated when he found out about his son.   

Michael got to his feet and went in search of his father. He still had so many questions and no answers. 

 

~*  *  *  *~ 

 

The Priest watched Sawyer’s progress from inside the shadows of the trees. He watched the compound with a small pair of binoculars. He’d arrived shortly after Leon Vincinti drove in and he had spent the night watching and waiting to see if his quarry was inside.  

He’d waited all day, taking notes of where everyone was. He’d seen people in and out of the clubhouse but they held no interest to him. He knew who he was after. He’d seen her before. In a warehouse in Rochester. He had gotten there too late to save her from a beating and the two men responsible had almost gotten a taste of his wrath but then her brother had come in and rescued her.  

He had stayed in the shadows and watched everything play out. Why he did that he couldn’t say. When he first saw her hanging there with her arms above her head something inside him took notice. There, he saw what Jack Fremore and John Paulson had done to her and for a moment, he felt a rage like no other. He stood there stunned. He’d never felt this emotion before and why he it happened at all surprised him. Then she had raised her head and for a brief moment, he locked gazes with her. He’d taken a step out of the shadows and almost came into the light but her brother chose that moment to break into the room she’d been held in. He quickly stepped back and watched as Jordan freed her. 

Since then, he’d been there. Always watching, always hidden. He couldn’t explain this obsession he had with her. Max had hired him shortly before the warehouse incident to find the Black Hand Jolene had taken years ago. He hadn’t pushed for results until after his nephew beat the hell out of Jolene. But by then, it had been too late. Sawyer and Jordan had taken off after they thought Jolene died in the hospital. It had taken some time to catch up with them but he’d been there when Micah caused the accident that had injured Sawyer. 

He’d also watched as her long lost father reunited with her. He watched when daddy took care of Micah and silently toasted the man and his method of vengeance. It had been beautiful to watch the light leave Micah’s battered body. Then again, he was glad to watch Max’s demise. Max had been a despicable creature and the world was better off without him. 

For a week now, he had Sawyer in his sights again, and this time he was determined not to lose her again. 

Now she’d come out alone and for a moment, he couldn’t believe his luck. He waited and watched. When no one came out after her, he thought he was safe. He waited then checked the spot where the guard watched over the compound and found the man’s back toward him.  

He made his way to the checkpoint. Moving silently, he slipped behind the man who was supposed to be watching for intruders. Strong fingers hit the nerve along the side of his neck. Pressing down, the man staggered then fell to his knees. He hit the ground unconscious.  

He then slipped back into the woods. Making his way parallel to the path Sawyer had walked. He found her. She was standing at a man-made pond. The place was hidden but someone knew its location as it seemed well used over time.  

Sawyer was sitting on a bench staring at the waterfalls. The sounds of rushing water falling over the rocks hid his movements and allowed him to creep up behind her, unnoticed. While he stood behind her, he moved in and reached for her neck. Hitting the same nerve as he had the man on watch. He caught her in his arms before she could fall. 

Lifting her up, he threw her over his shoulder and made his way away from the compound. He got to his car and placed her carefully in the backseat. Before he left, he slipped her hands behind her back and held them together with a zip tie. He slipped a bandana over her eyes and a gag into her mouth. He had a way to go before he could secure her in his lair. It was an obscure place, as he hated surprises. 

Swiftly, he slipped behind the wheel and drove away. He glimpsed into the rear view mirror and found himself filled with a sense of the anticlimactic. While he was glad he found her alone, he felt let down somehow. The chase was often the most fun for him. That she had fallen in his grasp so easily almost made the whole trip a letdown. As he drove away, he couldn’t help but chuckle. He had the one person he was after but he knew he wouldn’t have her long. He’d done his homework when Max told him what he could be up against. Then he dug deeper on his own just recently. While Leon Vincinti had his own connections to worry about, he also knew Deke Tory had a whole other set of connections to call upon. Between the two of them, he was more worried about Deke’s connections than even Leon’s.  

His main home and workshop were in Watertown, a three hour drive from Troy. Too long a distance from where they were presently. He was closer to his workshop in Utica. He got on highway 90 and made his way to Utica.  

The man known as The Priest smiled. Looking in the rearview mirror, he found himself staring into his own pale blue eyes. His snow white hair was on the long side and brushed back away from his face resting on his shoulders. He was not a young man, but not old either. In his early thirties, he’d already built up the persona of The Priest and he took his work seriously. His kept his moustache and goatee trimmed close to his face and his skin was tanned, so his light colored facial hair stood out. 

He was a tall man at six foot three but his body was trim and well defined. He knew he was as strong as he needed to be and could lift about five hundred pounds if called upon to do so. He liked to work out and his muscles were toned but not bulging as some men got to be.  

His real name was Sebastian Castel but his friends and family called him Bastian. No one he did business with knew his real name and that’s the way he liked it. For his business, he called himself The Priest.  He grinned at the name he’d chosen. Because sooner or later…you would confess everything to him. 

An hour and a half later, he pulled into a private driveway. The lights of the city faded into the distance and that was the way Bastian wanted it. The driveway led to an old barn and a farmhouse that on the outside and even on the inside of the buildings, it appeared to be abandoned.  

He didn’t live near any city too closely. When he worked, he liked the privacy required to do his job. 

He pressed a key fob on his keyring and the barn door opened. Driving inside, he pressed another button and the floor began to sink below the ground. He closed the barn door remotely as he drove underground.  

Parking his car, he moved to the backseat. Lifting Sawyer out, he carried her down the hall and entered one of the rooms. He laid her on the single bed and stepped back.  

She groaned as she came to. With the blindfold still in place and her hands tied behind her back, Bastian removed the gag. He knew the moment she fully realized her surroundings.  

“What the hell?” She struggled with her bindings. The more she struggled the tighter the bindings became. 

“You’ll only hurt yourself if you struggle.” He sat down on the bed beside her. 

Sawyer stilled and cocked her head. “Who are you and what do you want with me?” 

“Who I am is unimportant but I will tell you this much, you may or may not have information I require to locate something that has been lost for a number of years. It’s my job to determine if you know where this item may be.” He watched her body language to determine his best route to get what he needed.  

Sawyer stilled as she heard his voice. “You’re the one they call The Priest?”

Bastian smiled. “So, you’ve heard of me? From whom I wonder?” 

 

~*  *  *  *~ 

 

His voice was low and strangely comforting, yet Sawyer knew she had every reason to be afraid of this man. Be terrified, run for her life—afraid. She began to struggle as her fear rose. She didn’t want him near her. She didn’t want to know pain again—pain she’d felt in the warehouse by the hands of Jack and John. She didn’t think she would survive something like that again. “I don’t know anything. Leon explained what Max lost but I swear, I don’t know where it is.” 

“Max said you wouldn’t say anything against your mother. She protected you all those years ago. It only stands to reason you would protect her now.” 

“But I don’t know anything!” Sawyer cried out. Being bound and blind she didn’t know where he was or what he was going to do next and that fact was freaking her out. 

 

~*  *  *  *~ 

 

Bastian leaned closer and placed his hand along her jaw. “Easy sweetheart.” He tried to soothe her. He noted sweat beading on her forehead. “I’m not going to hurt you.” 

“But isn’t that what you do?” she whimpered as she tried to pull away from his reach. “You hurt people to give up their secrets.” 

Bastian considered her words. Usually, this part of his job didn’t bother him so much. He knew his methods weren’t always pleasant for the people he needed information from but he seldom hurt the innocent, despite the rumors of his cruelty. Since the first time he’d seen her in that warehouse in Rochester, he felt an in explicable connection to her. He hadn’t understood it then and he didn’t understand it now, but he knew his normal methods of interrogation wasn’t going to work with her. “I don’t always hurt people. Sometimes, I just talk to them.” 

“That’s what I’m afraid of,” she whispered nervoulsy.  

He leaned over her and reached for the knife on the table beside the bed. Slipping it around the band on her wrist, he released her but caught her wrists quickly. He raised them up and zip tied them to the headboard. 

Sawyer stiffened when he sat back down next to her.  

His fingers trailed down her cheek. “One thing I’ve always found fascinating.”

“What’s that?” she whispered as she leaned into his fingers. 

Bastian smiled when he saw this, as he knew she felt some tender reaction to his touch, though she did not realize it. “When you lose one sense, even temporarily, your other senses fill in the gaps.” He leaned closer and whispered in her ear, “Do you feel it?” 

 

~*  *  *  *~

 

“Feel what?” Suddenly, her other senses did kick in. Sawyer took in his scent and found it quite to her liking. He smelled of the woods, earthy and like sunshine. Yet, there was more than just that. He also smelled of sweat and of all things cinnamon. She could feel her mouth water in anticipation. She had an unexpected urge to see if he tasted as well as he smelled. 

His warm tongue touched her skin and Sawyer shivered.  

“You’re blind, yet you tremble when I touch you.” His mouth closed in on a spot on her neck, just below her ear.  

Sawyer quivered as his teeth nibbled on her skin.  

“You’re using your other senses to make do, aren’t you? Can you smell my scent? Do you know how much I want you? I can smell you and it is making me hard.”  

His words were a mere whisper but Sawyer heard them loud and clear as she moaned. “How is this even possible?” 

“I’ve wanted you since that warehouse in Rochester,” he whispered in her ear.  

Sawyer shivered as the memory washed over her. The fear, the pain and the absolute desperation she’d felt that day, then she remembered those pale blue eyes she’d seen in the shadows. She caught her breath. “You were there that day.” 

“Yes, I was. I arrived and found you hanging from a ceiling hook all beat to shit. One look into your eyes to see the misery there and I wanted to rip those two men apart. But before I could stop them, your brother broke in and rescued you.” His fingers trailed a path along her chest, though he did not go any further. “Can you feel my gentle touch? It is not meant to cause you pain. I just want you to realize this. I will not hurt you. I only want…” His voice fell away.  

She felt confused by all of this as her ears caught the sound of his ragged breaths. 

“You don’t need to fear me. Please believe I would never hurt you,” he whispered in her ear. “I want to make you feel things you’ve never felt before.” 

“Wait,” she called out. “I think you should know something.” 

 

~*  *  *  *~ 

 

Bastian hesitated briefly. “What is it?” 

“I’ve never known—well, I have never had—umm, relations before,” she told him softly. “I-I am untouched.” 

Her skin took on a rosy hue and Bastian halted. “You’re a virgin?” 

Sawyers’ blush deepened. “What can I say? I never found a man I wanted to share my body with.” 

“Do you feel this Sawyer?” Bastian whispered as his finger reached out to touch her neck. “Your heart is beating a mile a minute. Your body is heating from a place deep within itself. Your soul is getting ready for something incredible.” 

“And what would that be?” 

“Sexual fulfillment,” he whispered in her ear as his lips caressed the skin just below her ear lobe. He could taste the sweat on her skin and it was like ambrosia. His tongue traced the outline of her lips and she gasped. He then took her mouth with his.  

He wanted her badly but he also knew he couldn’t, not yet. She wasn’t ready yet. He wanted her beyond all reason but he wanted her willing, not just caught up in the moment. Or…for her to comply out of fear. He forced himself to move away from her. He went and retrieved a sleeping pill. He didn’t wish to harm her and he would only use the syringe on her when it was time to retrieve her secrets. He would be very careful with this one.   

She hadn’t said word when he left her and she seemed to know when he returned. “Why did you stop?” 

Bastian smiled, even though he knew she couldn’t see it. Carefully laying his hand on her cheek, he leaned toward her and whispered, “Because little one…For now, I need you to rest. If you would swallow this, it will help you rest.” He tapped his finger on her lower lip. 

“What is it?” 

He sighed. “A sleeping pill. I need you to rest. Please try to trust me. I do not wish to harm you. If you simply do what I ask while you are here, you will be safe.” 

Sawyer paused as if she were contemplating his words. Then she opened her mouth. 

Bastian’s body grew rigid at the sight of her sweet pink tongue. He needed to keep control of himself. He gently laid the small pill onto her tongue. Then he raised a glass of water to her lips. “There now, you will sleep for a little while.” 

She swallowed and then spoke, “Can you stay with me, till I go to sleep?” Her voice was steady and quiet. 

He set the glass down and sat on the bed. “Yes, little one.” He caressed her arm as she let out a sigh. My god, I wish to protect her, comfort her…Have her. Not hurt and interrogate her. 

Bastian watched her for at least twenty minutes. He wished he could see her eyes and see her gaze as she looked into his eyes. He wished for all sorts of things to be different than they were in fact. He waited a few minutes longer as she dozed off, then got to his feet and left the room.  

He walked down the hall to another room set up as an office. Sitting behind a desk, he watched the camera feed in the small monitor on the desk as he reached for the phone on the desk and dialed a number. 

 

~*  *  *  *~

 

Sin’s Bastads Mc Compound 

Leon felt his cell phone buzzing and when he reached for it, he found the caller id was unlisted. He thought about not answering it but he knew somehow, this call was important. One of Deke’s men had stumbled into the clubhouse over an hour ago and told them he’d seen Sawyer walking alone in the woods. Everyone had gone on alert since then and every man jack of them, were out scouring the area for her but so far, no one had found her. 

“Hello,” Leon greeted the caller. 

“Mr. Vincinti, I assume.”  

“Yes, this is Leon Vincinti. Who is this?” 

“Someone you don’t want to know.” 

Leon’s fingers tightened on cell phone. “Are you known as The Priest?” 

“Yes, that is one name I am known by.”

“Do you have the girl?”  

“Yes, I have her,” Bastian admitted. “I was hired to find something for Max Bordeaux. I assume you still want the item?”

“Yes I do, but I’m not willing to trade the life of an innocent woman to get it back.” 

“Are you willing to possibly lose the item in question for all time then? Or shall we make a deal?”

“What kind of deal?” Leon frowned. 

“I want three days with her. Three days without her father or the Sin’s Bastards coming after us. They will not find us anyway, but I don’t want them to interfere with my work. If I have to worry about them coming after me, I might make a mistake and hurt her and I really don’t want to have to hurt her. Do you get what I’m saying?” 

“Yes, I get what you’re saying.” Leon growled. “I don’t know if Calico will agree to the three days or not, but I will try.”

“I think you’ll do more than try, Mr. Vincinti. Convince him that if he ever wants to see her again, he’ll give me the three days. If they come after her before then, I’ll keep her and they will never find her.” 

Leon’s lips pressed together in rage. “You don’t have to hurt her. She is innocent of the mess Max was into.” 

“Then keep her father and the others away. Three days is more than enough time for me to get what we need from her.” 

Leon waited as the line went dead. He wanted to throw the phone at the wall and watch it smash to pieces but he couldn’t do that. Instead, he slowly closed it and laid it on the table. Turning his head, he saw the members of Sawyer’s family.  

Calico had his arms around Jolene who was crying and Jordan was sitting beside them looking like he’d lost his best friend. In a way, he had.  

Leon knew Jordan and Sawyer were close. They were all the other had when they thought Jolene was gone. Now she was missing as well. Taken by a man that was more myth than real to them.  Leon couldn’t be sure this Priest wouldn’t hurt her but he said he wouldn’t. He turned around and saw Deke watching him carefully. Leon got up and joined Deke at another table. “You need to call your men back. Stop the search.”

“Why?” Deke asked. 

Sam and Gator came over. They stood behind Deke and listened the exchange carefully. 

Leon stared at Deke and ignored the others. “The Priest just called me and told me he has Sawyer.” 

They all heard Jolene gasp behind them. Then they heard a chair scrape the floor and footsteps approaching. Leon didn’t bother to turn and look as he felt Calico, Jolene and Jordan join them. He stared at Deke and gave them the Priest’s message, “He wants three days with her. He promised he wouldn’t hurt her if we gave him that much time. He also said if he found out he was being hunted by Calico or any of your men, he would take her and disappear and we would never find either of them again.” 

“Do you think he’ll keep his word?” Jordan asked with clenched fists. “That if we give him the three days, he won’t hurt her?” 

Leon slowly turned his head and stared at the young boy. “Yes, I believe his word. He has no reason to lie to the Family. After all, he holds all the cards and did not have to call us at all.” 

Jordan studied the older man for a moment then turned to Sawyer’s father. “Give him the three days. If we want Sawyer back, give him the three days.”

“And if he doesn’t keep his word?” Calico growled. 

Jordan shrugged as the fire in his eyes flashed. “Then we hunt the fucker down and kill him.” 




CHAPTER SEVEN

 

When Carla Benson drove down the dirt road with her daughter, she was more than a little apprehensive. She had come here to bring her brother news of their father but he might not want to hear what she had to say.  

Looking over at her daughter, Caitlyn she knew she had to try to connect with her brother. It was all about family. Taking a deep breath, she gripped the steering wheel a little tighter and her foot pressed down on the gas pedal.  

When they came to the gate, a man in a leather vest stopped the car and leaned into the window. “Ladies, I’m sorry but this is private property. I think you need to turn around and find your way back to town.” 

Carla took a deep breath and let it out then stated her purpose, “I’m looking for Sam Tory. I was told he would be here.” 

The man stared at her for a moment, then nodded. “Yeah, Bones is here. Does he know you’re looking for him?” 

Carla shook her head. “No but I do need to see him.” 

“Wait here.” He stepped away from the car, went to the gate and dialed a number on his phone. After speaking to someone for a moment, he looked back at the car and nodded. Then he stepped back over to the car and squatted down beside the driver’s side. “Sam is at the clubhouse. He said he would talk to you for a moment but he’s not in the mood for bullshit.” He motioned toward the parking lot. “Park anywhere but leave everything in your car, including your purse. There will be someone at the front door to escort you to Sam.” 

Carla pulled her car into the lot and parked it. Seemed like a lot of security and fuss for an MC. As she unbuckled her seatbelt, she glanced over at her daughter. 

Ten year old, Caitlyn smiled at her. 

“Am I doing the right thing?” she asked her. 

“I think so,” Caitlyn replied. “Even if he doesn’t want to hear it, he needs to know.”

“You know there are hard feelings between them. Sam might hate his father for a very good reason and he might not want to know me and you at all.” 

Caitlyn shrugged. “You’ll never know if you don’t try. Granddad needs this and so does Sam, whether he admits it or not. You know after you found the letter that is was the right thing to do.” 

Carla nodded. “Like you said, we have to try but we’ll more than likely get tossed out on our rears.” 

They both got out of the car and hand in hand walked to the front door of the clubhouse.  

Another man wearing a leather vest, proclaiming him as a member of the Sin’s Bastards MC, met them. “I’m Wiley. What is your name and who are you here to see?” 

“I’m Carla Benson and this is my daughter Caitlyn. We’re here to see Sam Tory.” 

“Bones is inside, follow me.” Wiley turned and led the way into the clubhouse. He took them both to a side room leaving them while he went to search for Sam. 

A moment later two men entered the room. 

Carla caught her breath. Sam hadn’t changed much over the years, except to grow older. He remained as she remembered. Tall, lean but built well. His dark hair was beginning to go grey but his face was the same as it had been when he was younger. She turned a bit to look at the other man and frowned. He looked enough like Sam to be his brother but she knew he wasn’t. Sam’s only brother Benny died a long time ago. 

Sam stared at her for a moment. “You wanted to see me?”

“I did.” Carla was suddenly nervous. Wringing her hands together, she began to pace. Now that she was here with him, she wasn’t sure this was such a good idea. 

The younger man with him glanced over at the little girl. Leaning closer to Sam, he whispered, “Is this another kid you forgot to tell us about?” 

 

~*  *  *  *~

 

Sam frowned and searched the little girl’s face. He saw the same resemblance Deke had but then he looked at her mother. He didn’t know this woman but she did remind him of someone, he just couldn’t think of who. “No, I don’t think so.” 

“Excuse me but who the hell are you and what do you want of my father?” Deke finally asked. 

“Sam is your dad?” the woman asked. 

“He is,” Deke answered.  

She nodded. Taking a deep breath, she looked at Sam and blurted out, “You may not want to know this but we have something in common.” 

Sam crossed his huge arms over his chest and glared at her, his skull tatt on his forearm showing under the lights off the room. “And just what would that be?”

“Nicholas Tory,” Carla whispered. 

Sam halted for a long moment then he looked enraged. He stalked over toward her until she was up against the wall then he stepped in front of her. His hand wrapped around her throat.  

It all happened so fast, Deke and the little girl didn’t have a chance to move until it was too late.  

Sam’s fingers tightened on her throat. “Don’t you ever mention that asshole’s name again, in my presence. If you came here to claim the girl is his kid, it won’t fly. I don’t give a shit about you or her. I suggest you leave now, while I’m still giving you a choice.” 

Deke wrapped his arms around his father shoulders attempting to pull him off 

“Let my mother go you butthead!” The little girl attempted to aid her mother as she screamed at Sam and tried to pull his hands away from her mother’s throat. “Let her go, nutcase!” 

Sam ignored both the girl and his son, instead he stared at the woman in front of him. He then let her go and stumbled back a step. “Who the hell are you lady?”  

Grabbing her neck, she stated, “My name is Carla Benson and Nicholas Tory is my father. I’m your sister, Carla—Sam.”

“The fuck you are!” Sam growled. “I only ever had a brother and he died a long time ago.” 

Carla shook her head “We had different mothers, but we shared the same father.”  

Sam ran his fingers through his long hair as he stepped away from both Carla and the little girl. He was muttering under his breath but he wouldn’t look at her.  

Deke stepped forward and searched Carla’s face. “Are you okay? He didn’t hurt you, did he?” 

Carla glanced over at Deke and shook her head. “No he didn’t hurt me. I expected some anger but I had to tell him.” 

Sam snapped his head around and glared at her. “Why? Why did you have to tell me you were my sister? Why did you have to bring me this news?” He stalked over to stand in front of her. “What the hell do you want? Money?” He laughed. “Honey, I don’t have any money. So if that’s what you’re after, you came to the wrong place.” 

Carla shook her head. “I didn’t come here for money. I came here to meet my brother.” 

Sam’s gaze narrowed as he glared at her. “I’m not your brother, sweetheart.” 

“Tell him the rest Mom, so we can get the hell out of here,” the little girl swore as she glared at Sam and Deke. “I don’t like him. He sucks.” 

Deke chuckled softly. 

Sam turned to glare at him. Turning back to the young girl, he spat, “I do not suck young lady and watch your mouth.” 

She glared back and crossed her arms across her chest. “Make me, Uncle Sam.” 

Sam’s lips narrowed and his glare was flinty. “I am not your uncle, little girl.” 

She snorted. “Oh yes you are, whether you want to be or not. Grandpa looks enough like you to be your dad and he…” She jerked her thumb toward Deke. “…reminds me of pictures of Grandpa when he was a lot younger.” She stuck her tongue out at Sam. “So there, you big bully.” 

Sam inhaled deeply and exhaled. He turned to Carla. “What the hell did you come here to say? Tell me, so I can boot your dumb ass out of here.” 

“I only wanted you to know we existed,” Carla explained. “Dad wanted us to know you. I’ve always known about you and Benny, but you never knew about me. Dad wanted to see you one more time before he died. He wants to know if you can ever forgive him for the past.” 

“Fuck you and fuck that old man,” Sam replied. He didn’t scream and he didn’t yell. His voice was flat and his words were hard. 

Deke knew his tone but Carla didn’t. 

Sam turned and walked toward the door. Before he went through it, he turned and stared at Carla. “Don’t come back here, don’t call me or send a letter. You are not my sister and I don’t give a damn about Nick Tory. He stopped being my old man the night Benny died. I thought he was dead all these years too, and I was fine with that.” Then he went through the door and slammed it behind him. 

 

~* * * *~ 

 

Carla jumped when the door boomed and tears began rolling down her face. She knew her daughter’s arm wrapped around her shoulders but she couldn’t feel it. She couldn’t feel anything. She hadn’t known Sam would be so cruel. This reunion hadn’t happened the way she’d always envisioned it would and right now, she felt lost. She had come here to find her brother and maybe bring him home to see their father. Nick wasn’t well. She had failed and she could feel her heart breaking into tiny pieces. She curled into her daughter’s embrace and let the tears fall.  

Caitlyn rocked her mother and just let her cry.  

Deke watched them for a moment, then motioned toward the sofa. “Why don’t you sit down and tell me your story,” he said quietly. 

Caitlyn glared at him. “It isn’t a story asshat, it’s the truth.” 

 

~* * * *~

 

Deke ran his fingers through his hair and shook his head. “Sam has a lot of demons in his past. His brother’s death is one of the bigger ones. His parents are another one.” 

Carla nodded. “I can understand that. I’ve met his mother a time or two. She was not a nice person. I can only imagine what growing up with her would be like.” 

Deke sat down on the other end of the sofa and stared at her for a moment. “So you really are Sam’s sister?” 

Carla smiled. “Yeah, I really am Sam’s sister.” She laughed slightly. “I’ve known all my life that Sam Tory was my brother but he never knew about me. I would watch him and Benny but I could never say anything about being related. I used to see them walking down the streets of Quincy and I so wanted to just go up to them and tell them my secret but I couldn’t. I had to keep the secret of who and what I was. Sam’s mother had spies all over that town. She was an evil bitch all the way.” 

Deke frowned. “Where did you grow up?” 

“My mom and I were in a little town called Randolph, about nine miles away from Quincy. We were never supposed to come see Nick or Sam or Benny.”

“Why not?” 

“It wasn’t safe. Sam’s mom was crazy and it wasn’t in any way considered good. She didn’t care about anybody but her. She used drugs and ran with an unsavory group of thugs. Nick told us once that he was worried if she found out about me, she would hurt me or my mom. He told us she didn’t want him but she wouldn’t let anyone else have him either.” 

“Sam told me once that he took care of Benny, that his parents never gave a damn about either of them,” Deke told her. 

Carla shook her head. “That might have been true about their mother but Nick cared. He just couldn’t show it or she would have turned it against him. Yeah, he drank, probably more than he should have but he never did drugs. He did the best he could for his sons but she wouldn’t let him do much.” Shrugging she continued, “Nick once told me that not being able to show the boys that he loved them was the hardest thing he ever did.” She gazed at Deke. “And he did love them.” 

Deke snorted. “He doesn’t sound like much of a man if he let his woman rule him.” 

Carla shook her head. “You just don’t understand. She was vindictive and used threats to get her way. Threats she usually made good on. And it wasn’t only her ruling that household. It was the thugs she ran with and she would get them to beat up or hurt anyone she wished. They truly were outlaws. The only reason Nick allowed them to come and go when they wanted is the fact they threatened Sam and Benny’s lives. Nick was caught in the crossfire. Estelle, Sam’s mother was hooked up with the leader of this group and he told her he wouldn’t let her go. The night Benny died he was the one Benny was going to shoot. He was the one who shot and killed Sam’s brother and he was the one Sam killed.” 

“What ever happened to Sam’s mother?” Deke asked. 

“Estelle died the same night as Benny. The brother of the man Sam killed, murdered her the same way his brother died. He told her that she had to pay for his brother’s blood spilling. After Sam left town, Nick buried his young son and then he left Quincy too. He came over to Randolph and moved in with me and my mom.” 

“Does Sam know any of this?” Deke asked. 

Carla shook her head. “When Sam left town that night, he never looked back. Nick never heard from him again.” 

Deke stared at her for a moment then asked, “Why do I hear a ‘but’ in there somewhere?” 

Carla shrugged. “But Nick kept track of Sam all these years. He has watched over him since the night Sam left Quincy. He still had friends in the clubs. He might not have seen his son but he kept track of him all the same.” 

“Did Sam ever know his dad was looking after him?” 

Carla shrugged. “I doubt it. If he did, I think he would have put a stop to it a long time ago, judging by his reaction just now. Nick had no illusions where Sam was concerned.” 

Deke sighed. “So why make contact now? I mean it’s been a long time.” 

Carla began worrying her hands. “Nick is getting old. He wants to have the chance to make peace with his son before he dies. He doesn’t know I’m here either.” She looked up at Deke and grinned. “You Tory men can be stubborn bastards when you think you’re right all the time, you know?” 

Deke snorted. “Yeah, you got that right. Sam was always a bastard when it came to these kind of things.”  

Carla shook her head. “No, he wasn’t always mean, not from what I saw when I was young. I think that happened the night he watched his brother die right there in front of him. It changed the man he became. He really loved Benny, even I could see that and I didn’t get to see either of them very much.” 

“Then how do you know he loved his brother?” Deke raised a brow at her. 

Carla looked up at him and her eyes were sad. “My Dad told me. He said when Sam brought Benny home that night, he carried him in the house and laid him carefully on the couch. He said he knelt down next to his brother’s body and prayed over Benny. He told the boy how much he cared about him and that from that day on, he would always hold a special place in his heart. Dad said it broke his own heart to hear the vows Sam took that night.” 

Deke had wondered all these years about what happened to Bones back then, now he was finally hearing it.  

Taking a deep breath, she went on with her story in a rush of expelled air, “Sam told Dad, ‘He deserved more than he ever got with you as his father but I expect you to be there for him now. Take care of the funeral and bury him under a tree on top of a hill. If I ever came back and find him anywhere but there, I’ll hunt you down and fucking kill you.’ ” Carla shuddered. “Dad buried him on top of a hill under a tree just like Sam said.” 

“Was Estelle buried next to him?” 

Carla glared at him. “Hell no, that bitch was not buried next to her son. She was buried in an unmarked grave as far as I know. Nick didn’t want her anywhere near his kid. She was the one behind Benny getting shot in the first place.” 

“How so?” Deke frowned. This is the part he never heard about before. Gator had told him something different as he’d been with Sam since the military days. 

“The stupid bitch was finally leaving them behind. She was pregnant again and this time, she was leaving Nick and the boys behind to take up with her biker lover. She was in her late thirties already and knew the baby she carried would probably be her last. Nick didn’t care if she left him or not, he figured things would be better if she was gone anyway, and I don’t think Sam cared one way or the other either, but Benny still had hope in his heart that she could change and finally be the mother he always wanted her to be. When he confronted them that night the biker she was with laughed at him. He told Benny that his mother was nothing more than a good fuck and he almost felt sorry for the boy, if he expected her to be any kind of mother to him.” 

Deke shook his head at this. 

Carla shrugged. “I guess Estelle hadn’t told the dummy she was pregnant with his kid yet and when she did that night the biker was furious. He told her he didn’t want any kid she might have in her belly and that if she was pregnant, it wasn’t his. They got into a big fight and things were said that no fourteen year old kid needs to hear about his mother. Benny got mad as hell and picked up a gun. The biker shot him before he realized what was going on. Then when Sam saw his brother fall, he grabbed the gun and shot the biker.” 

“How do you know what happened that night?” Deke asked. “Where you there?”

Carla shook her head. “No I wasn’t there but Nick was. He followed his boys and was close enough to see and hear everything. When Sam picked up Benny’s body Nick walked behind him all the way back to the house.” 

“What did Sam do when he saw his dad?” 

Carla shrugged. “I don’t know if Sam ever knew his dad was even there. Sam can be very stubborn when he wants to be. He was only looking out for Benny that night. I don’t know if he saw anybody but his brother. It broke Nick’s’ heart that night to look into Sam’s eyes and see nothing but hate for him. He told me he lost both of his sons right then and there.” 

Deke stared at the woman sitting next to him. “And did Nick expect you to make it all right again, by coming here and blindsiding Sam with this story?” 

The little girl got to her feet and faced Deke. Her small hands were curled into fists and the rage on her face rivaled the same type of rage that filled Sam. “My grandfather never asked Mom to come here and he doesn’t know we’re here now. He’d be pissed off if he did. This was something Mom wanted to do. She wanted the chance to know her brother after all these years. Having met the man in question, I’m not impressed. I think Sam Tory is a douchebag and the meanest man I’ve ever met. He’s also the stupidest man alive.” 

Deke almost laughed at the little girl’s attitude. When he stood up to his full height he towered over her but she didn’t back down. He quirked his eyebrow at her defiance but she didn’t even flinch. He turned to Carla. “I think for now, you two better leave. I’m not sure Sam will ever want to talk to you or Nick but that’s his choice.” 

Carla got to her feet. Reaching into her pocket, she pulled out an envelope and handed it to Deke. “Would you give him this? I want him to have it.” 

Deke took it from her and nodded. “I can’t guarantee he’ll open it but I will give it to him.” He watched as they walked to the door and went through it. He followed them all the way to the front door and stood there while they got into their car and left the compound. Then he turned and went back inside.  

He found his father sitting alone at one of the tables with a bottle of Black Velvet in front of him. Deke went over and sat down next to him. Carefully placing the letter on the table he didn’t say anything. Instead, he got up again and walked away, noting his father’s eyes never left the letter on the table in front of him. 

 




CHAPTER EIGHT

 

Sam stared at the letter and downed a couple more shots. The whiskey warmed his belly but never took the edge off. The writing on the outside of the envelope was his father’s. He knew it the moment Deke set the letter down. He hadn’t seen his father’s handwriting in years but he knew. Sam just wasn’t sure he wanted to read it. He hadn’t spoken to the man since the night Benny died and he wasn’t sure he wanted to ever again.  

His father had let him down most of his life and he couldn’t wait to leave home. He’d done just that after his brother was gone. He couldn’t even stay to see him buried and had only come back one time. He cried when he saw Benny’s grave on that one visit. He felt he let him down somehow, as if he were responsible for Benny being where he was. He tried to tell Benny this, the very night he died, but he couldn’t get the words out. 

Sam poured and drank another round and as he placed the glass on the table, he reached for the letter. Tearing it open, he read the words his father wrote, 

 

Sam, 

I know you have no interest in whatever I have to say and maybe I should have told you this a long time ago but I think you need to hear the truth at long last. I know I never seemed like much of a father to you or Benny and maybe I wasn’t there when I should have been but that’s on me. I have to live with that fact the rest of my miserable life. 

I made a mistake when I got hooked up with your mother, a mistake I compounded when I stayed. I never should have gotten mixed up with the crazy woman you called Mom. She wasn’t much of a mother to you or your brother either. The only reason I stayed was because she threatened violence against you if I left. She once told me she brought you into this world and she would take you out if I left her high and dry, but she wouldn’t have been left high or dry. She had other men in her life, Benny’s father being one of them. 

I knew I wasn’t his dad as soon as she told me she was pregnant. I hadn’t been with her in years the day she told me she was pregnant but I knew I couldn’t leave. I tried to look after you boys but I wasn’t always there and for that I’m sorry. I was a selfish bastard and found me a real woman with a heart in another town. I know there is no excuse for what I did but there it is. I know I made mistakes and you probably hate me but I always loved you. You are my son and I truly wish we had a second chance to discover each other.  

Carla is the daughter I had with Shawnee. Shawnee is the woman I found my happiness with. Your mother was cruel and crazy. She was so high most of the time that she didn’t know her own name. The biker she was sleeping with when Benny was killed had been passing her around to his brothers and she didn’t care. She thought they loved her but they were using her the whole time. 

I’m not telling you this to hurt you, I need you to understand what was happening at the time you left. Estelle’s body was found the day after Benny died. The man you shot had a brother and he killed your mother the same night. I buried Benny where you told me to, but I buried your mother as far away from him as I could. I didn’t want her to taint him in death as she had in life. 

I know I have no right to ask this of you but I would give anything to see you one more time before I die. If nothing more than to apologize for what I didn’t do, when I should have been a father to you and Benny. But I feel I owe you more than that. 

I’m being selfish again, in hoping you and Carla will meet one day and get to be friends. I know I have no right and if we lived in a perfect world, one of you would not exist but the world we live in is not perfect and neither am I.  

Shawnee, Carla and Caitlyn are my whole world but there has always been something missing and that something was you. I’ve watched out for you over the years but I never got too close. I know you found your own son a while back but I also know he didn’t stay long. I have a feeling that was my fault. I couldn’t teach you how to be a dad when I didn’t know myself how to be one.  

I have a lot of regrets in my life but you are not one of them. From the moment you were born, I loved you and I will love you until the day I die. You may not believe it but I do. A man only has his name and his honor, if he loses his honor his name doesn’t mean much. For a while, I lost my honor but I finally have it back. It was partially because of the good woman I found in Shawnee. I don’t know what your life has become because I tried to respect your wish and stayed away but I pray that you found a good woman and have with her what I found with my Shawnee. 

I hope you can find it in your heart to forgive me someday, for the mistakes I made with you and your brother. I loved that boy as much as you did and the day he died, a big piece of me died with him. When you walked out the door that night, you took another huge piece of me with you. I was so lost for so long without you, I didn’t know how I could go on living but Shawnee and Carla showed me I could. They healed a big part of my soul but there is still another part only you can heal. 

I know I don’t have the right but someday, I want to be buried next to Benny. I’ve already told Shawnee this but I wanted you to know as well. You may or may not ever read this letter but I hope you will someday.  

I love you son, Dad. 

 

Sam grabbed the letter and held it tightly in his clenched hand. The words were forever burned into his brain, as he tasted the ashes of his childhood in his mouth. Memories he thought long forgotten flashed in his mind. Benny’s face smiling at him, the sound of his brother’s laughter ringing out, Benny calling out his name, even the sounds of the many nights Benny sobbed himself to sleep, tired and scared. Sam’s arms around him holding him in the dark while they both had to listen to the sounds of yelling and screaming from their parents. 

These were the memories of his childhood Sam had tried to block out. There wasn’t any good moments between him and his parents’ only harsh words, slaps, sneers and yelling. Sam had secretly hated his mother long before he ever knew he was supposed to love her. He’d cringed when Benny made the mistake of trying to tell her that he needed her. She had shown the boys that she didn’t need or want them near her. 

She kept pushing them both away and while Sam finally figured it out, Benny hadn’t yet. He died because Estelle couldn’t be the mother he craved. 

Sam poured another drink and slowly sipped it. Now this woman came to him and told him she was his sister and that she knew his father. She knew him and loved him. Sam felt furious. His father had told him in a letter that he had loved this woman. He loved her as he had never loved Sam or Benny. He told Sam he loved his daughter while all Sam could remember of his father was nothing. 

Sam got to his feet and walked out of the clubhouse. He got on his bike and roared off. He didn’t know where he was going he just had to get away from his demons. Riding on the open road gave him some peace and the longer the ride, the more he felt at peace. When he finally stopped, he was surprised to find himself at the Haven Cemetery in Quincy, Massachusetts.  

Looking down at the headstone buried in the ground he saw the name Benjamin Daniel Tory etched onto the stone marker. Sam got off his bike and sat down next to his brother’s grave. “Ah Benny, how did our lives get so fucked up?” he asked softly. 

“I think I can answer that,” a woman’s soft voice spoke from behind him. 

Sam twisted around and stared at the older woman. He hadn’t seen her sitting on the bench behind his brother’s grave.  

She was older but she stilled looked good. Her hair was mostly grey but he could see dark strands running through it. Her eyes were brown and she gazed at him with warmth.  

“Who the fuck are you?” Sam growled.

“I’m Shawnee,” she told him quietly.

“What the fuck are you doing here?” Sam seethed. “You have no right to be here.” 

“I know I don’t have the right. But somebody had to come. Your dad couldn’t make it today, so I came instead.” She motioned to the fresh flowers at the base of the stone. 

“Why would you come here?” Sam sneered. “You didn’t even know Benny.” 

“I came here because this boy meant a lot to Nick and Nick means a lot to me.” She turned her head and stared at Sam. “Nick should mean something to you too.” 

“Nick Tory means nothing to me.” Sam seethed as he turned around to stare at the marker with his brother’s name on it. “He lost that right a lifetime ago.” 

The silence between them was filled with tension. Sam didn’t know why he had come here but he was glad he had. It’d been too long since he’d been here last. He couldn’t make up for his absence but he could sit here for a while. 

Shawnee got up and left without saying a word.  

Sam was happy to see her go. He resented the fact that she’d been here at all. She didn’t belong here. Sam waited for a long time before he began talking to his brother. Then without warning, everything began spilling out. Sam ranted and raved for a while, then his words grew calmer. At first, he’d been angry. All the pent up anger had spilled out, the rage of the way his parents treated them, feeling so helpless as a kid to protect his little brother. At the events of the night Benny died, at what happened after he left. Next came the disbelief of what happened earlier when Carla came to Troy to explain who she was.  

Sam held his head in his hands as tears dripped down his face. “I couldn’t fucking believe it, Benny. She came to see me and claimed she was my sister. Said Dad had her with another woman but kept her a secret. God, I wanted to fucking kill him. He couldn’t bear to be in the same room with you and me but he raised her? He lived with them after you died and I left. Ahh Benny, why did you have to leave me all alone like you did?” 

For a moment, there was silence then Sam heard footsteps behind him. He turned and asked, “What the fuck are you doing here?” He glared at the one man he never wanted to see again. 

Nick Tory gazed at his first-born son for a long time before he answered, “Shawnee told me you were here. I had to come.” He motioned at the headstone and sat down on the bench behind Sam. “I come here often to talk to him. We both take care of his grave.”

“You have no right, no right at all!” 

Nick nodded. “Probably in your mind but in my mind, he’s still my son.” 

Sam’s grabbed a handful of grass. “But he wasn’t your son, was he?” 

Nick shook his head. “Not by blood but by love he was. I loved that boy.” 

“Yeah, you had a funny way of showing your so called love.” Sam scorned.  

Nick hung his head. Then he raised it and glared at Sam. “I admit, I made my share of mistakes, what man hasn’t? Have you been right in all your decisions? Or has the infamous Sam Tory never made one fucking mistake in his life?” 

Sam matched his father’s stare. “I’ve made mistakes but my kids were never one of them. I took care of them all the best I could.” 

“Them?” Nick frowned. “I thought you only had the one boy?” 

“I have four kids,” Sam admitted. “Deke is my oldest, then I have Quinn and Adriana and finally, I have a baby, Talon.” 

Nick’s eyes rounded and soon a smile split his face. “Four kids, huh? That’s great.” Then his eyes went to the headstone again, and his smile faded. “Why did you come here today?” he whispered. “You haven’t come back here in years.” 

Sam turned around, so he couldn’t see his father. “I came here because I had a visitor today. She claimed to be your daughter.” Sam scoffed. “I didn’t know you had another kid. You weren’t much of a father to Benny and me but you could be to her, I guess.” 

“Son, there are so many things you could never understand—” 

“Don’t call me your son!” Sam seethed interrupting his father. “You lost that right the night he died.” He motioned toward the headstone. 

Nick pressed his lips together and anger flashed in his eyes. Very carefully, he reached inside his jacket, pulled out a small wooden box and laid it carefully on the bench beside him. “I lost more than Benny the night he died. I know that. I buried him just the way you wanted him buried. I hoped I would be able to talk to you finally, but you won’t let me, so I’ll leave this for you. Benny had some things he wanted you to have.” Then he got up and with a defeated look in his eyes, Nick Tory turned and made his way down the hill. 

Sam turned his head away and didn’t watch him go. He waited until he knew the old man was gone before he turned and looked at the box. Getting to his feet, he walked over to the bench and sat down. 

With shaking hands, he lifted the box and smiled. He knew this box. It used to hold his own treasures. It was an old box of cigars that old man Weston had thrown away when it was empty. He smoked only the best cigars. Sam could still remember the scent of burnt tobacco. 

Benny had seen the cigar box one day and begged Sam to give it to him. He needed something to keep his treasures in. Sam had given up the box without any trouble. He’d only been using it to keep his cash in anyway. But Benny had been ecstatic about having a place to hide his treasures.  

Sam opened it and the first thing he saw was a letter with his name on it. The handwriting was childlike and scrawling—it was Benny’s! For a moment—Sam couldn’t breathe. He carefully lifted out the letter and opened the envelope. A single sheet of paper was inside. Sam pulled it out and began reading the words Benny had written over thirty five years ago. 

 

Sammy, 

You’ve been the best big brother a boy could ever have. I love you so much. You loved me even when you didn’t have to. I know you’ve always taken care of me, better than mom ever did. I hate her so much sometimes. You may not know this but Nick isn’t my real dad. Mom made sure she told me about it one day. She told me that my real dad was some guy by the name of Brett Matthews but he’d left her when she told him about the baby she was carrying. The baby being me.

She said she hated me ever since then. She thought Brett would take her away with him but she’d been wrong about him. She stayed with Nick only because he would take care of us both. She told me she never loved him and she really didn’t like you, even if she gave birth to you. 

I know this makes no sense to you and I don’t understand it all either but I want to tell you about a man called Tobar. He’s the man she’s been running with the last few months. He’s a mean bastard but she doesn’t care about that.  

Something else you might not know is that I’ve been sick a lot lately. I try not to worry you. Nick took me to the doctor and he told us I had a blood cancer. I don’t remember the name of it but it’s bad and the pain is getting worse all the time. Nick wanted me to get treatment but Mom told him no. She told him I wasn’t his kid and if she didn’t want me to get treatment, then there was nothing he could do about it. 

She told him she had a new man now, and he didn’t want her kids. She told Nick she was leaving him. Nick begged her to leave me behind, so he could take care of me but she told him she wanted me to die. He tried to tell her the cancer would be painful for me, but she just laughed. She didn’t care. Sam, I was in so much pain all the time I could barely stand it and it was only going to get worse. You were gone, with school or working at the garage, I barely saw you anymore, not that I blame you. I wouldn’t stay here either if I was old enough to get out. 

Tonight I plan to face Tobar and Mom. I found out Mom is pregnant again, this time with Tobar’s kid. From what I understand, that isn’t going to make him happy. I’ve been watching them and when Nick is gone, Tobar comes here and they drink a lot and he’s mean to her when he gets drunk. He hits her and tells her she’s a slut. Why she puts up with that shit I’ll never know but she does. 

I know you won’t agree or allow me to do this but for once, I’m going to prove to her that I am worth something, even if I die trying. Please don’t hate me. I love you so much big brother, but I have to do this. Not so much for her sake but for mine. Nick always told us we needed to stand up for ourselves, well this is my way of doing that. Tobar might kill me but at least I stood up to the bastard. 

I just hope you can forgive me someday. I hope you can forgive Nick someday too. I know you hate him and so did I until I got sick. Then I saw a side of him he never showed either of us before. He does love us, unbelievable but true. He told me he planned to take us both away from her soon and keep us safe, so I can get treatment. He’s not a bad sort when you sit down and talk to him.  

Please don’t be mad at me for doing this.  

Benny 

 

Sam felt the tears rolling down his face and he made no attempt to hide them. He finally understood what was behind his brother’s death that night. He hadn’t known Benny was sick and that made him feel so small. The last year he’d been home, he hadn’t been around much. He was busy in school and every moment he hadn’t been in school he’d been working his ass off, trying to get enough money together to get both him and Benny out of Quincy. He’d wanted to take his brother and get away from their parents. Neither one deserved to have kids. Sam thought Benny would be better off without their mother and father.  

At seventeen, Sam believed he could take care of Benny himself, then Benny died and he found out the hard way he could barely take care of himself. 

Sam gripped the letter in his hand and something in the box caught his eye. He had to laugh when he realized what the item was…a small tin soldier Benny had played with when he was small. The paint on the toy was faded with time but even so, it brought back memories Sam thought were long gone. He lifted the soldier out of the box and searched the remaining items in there. He found Benny’s birth certificate and a couple hundred dollars. He frowned when he saw the money but he shrugged. It didn’t matter where the money came from.  

Then Sam found something in the bottom of the box that took his breath away. It was a picture of him and Benny. They were still kids but Sam remembered the day the picture was taken. He’d been sixteen and that was the day he’d gotten his driver’s license. The two boys were standing in front of the heap he was able to buy with his earnings. It wasn’t much of a car but it was all he could afford. The two boys had spent hours trying to get it to the point it would run, then one day it ran, and he took Benny for a ride. Benny laughed and smiled that day until his face hurt, at least that’s what he told Sam. 

It hadn’t mattered that the car broke down two miles from home and the boys had had to walk back the whole way. All that mattered was the fact they had been together. Sam grinned as he remembered it. Then his eyes caught sight of the letter again, and the grin faded from his face. 

Carefully, he replaced the items into the box. He pulled the letter Carla left for him on top and before he closed it, he took note of the return address. He got up and carried the box over to his bike then carefully placed it into his saddlebag.  

Throwing his leg over his bike, he stared the engine. He had questions about what really happened the night his brother died and there was one man who had the answers he was looking for. He would see his father one more time and this time…he wouldn’t leave until he had his answers. 




CHAPTER NINE

 

Sin’s Bastards Mc Compound 

Michael sat with his father and stared at his half-sister. Cricket was doing her best to ignore them and Michael was getting mad at her. She was acting like he wasn’t even there. Bane was watching her too.  

Michael turned his head and saw the blank expression on his father’s face. He frowned for a moment. He’d been sure his father was upset with her. He’d come here to get his family’s daggers from her and she refused to even consider his request. “Do you think she’ll give up the daggers?” he finally asked. 

Bane shrugged. “She’ll either give them up willing or unwilling, it doesn’t matter which way but I will get them back.” He studied his son’s face. “Have you found out what you wanted to know?” 

Michael glared at her again, and shook his head. “She hasn’t said anything significant about our mother. It’s almost as if she doesn’t want me to know about her.”

Bane shrugged again. “Cricket can be a stubborn little bitch.” 

“But like anyone else, she can be controlled, can she not?” Michael asked as a plan began to form in his head. 

“Maybe but I can’t threaten her life, she’d give it up before she gave me what I wanted.” 

“What about the biker she’s shacking up with?” 

Bane shook his head. “I tried that already and that would cause more problems than I need right now, plus make me enemies where I don’t need them. This particular MC has affiliations with the Family. I do not need that kind of complication.” He turned to stare at Cricket again. “No…I will wait. There has to be something in her life she would give up the daggers for. I just have to find what that something is.” 

Michael gazed at his father for a moment then turned to look at Cricket. Bane had spoken to him about the daggers before they came here. He said they were part of his family’s history going back hundreds of years. His grandfather had left them to Orrin but Orrin never wanted them. Bane told him the only reason Orrin took them was because Bane wanted them. His grandfather had left Bane something of equal value- a collection of medieval aged swords, some dating back hundreds of years. Bane had them on display at his home. Michael had admired them greatly then Bane told him about the daggers. 

Now Michael wanted his father to get the daggers back. He hadn’t had a real family up until now, and these daggers were a part of his family’s history. Something that could be his someday. All he had to do was convince Cricket to give them up. His eyes narrowed as he stared at the only person standing between him and his father. When Bane found him a couple of months ago and told him who he really was, Michael felt everything in his life fall into place. Bane’s shoes would be hard to fill but he knew he could do it. Bane was the best for now, but Michael had a secret dream too. He wanted to show the world he could be better than his father. 

Michael felt his blood run hot. All his life he had these feelings, feelings of uncontrolled rage. Rage that pushed at him so hard, he had to kill to settle the beast within him. Until now, it had been animals that died when the fury got too strong. Michael was proficient with knifes and a bow and his last kill had been a wild wolf he’d taken down after tracking it for days but now this anger was looking for new blood. He turned to study the one person who shared his bloodline but not the rage within him. He’d been told his real sister Cordelia had shared it but not Cricket. 

The corners of his lips curled slightly. It wasn’t a smile per say, but an acknowledgement of his next quarry. 

 

~* *  *  *~

 

Utica, New York 

Bastian watched the monitor on his desk. From the angle of the camera inside the room next door, he could see Sawyer’s every move. She’d been awake for an hour now and was growing restless.  

She held the secret of finding the item Max hired him to retrieve, he just had to dig deep into her mind to get to the memories of this. More importantly, if he failed, the Council would take her someday and their men would torture her for the truth. He’d never failed a job, unless the info wasn’t there in a mind. With this one, he could not fail or Sawyer would suffer horribly, then lose her life in the end. He just couldn’t let this happen. 

He silently he walked to the door that separated the two rooms. When he closed the door behind him, he locked it and slipped the key in his pocket. He went to the bed and sat down beside her. She was awake but still groggy. He leaned toward her and began whispering in her ear. The drug he’d given her while she slept was a truth serum. He knew from experience how the drug worked. She would sleep for a while then just before the drug wore off, he could ask her anything and she would tell him. He had used this method before and it had gotten him what he wanted.  

Now, he needed to put her into a hypnotic state of mind. He wanted to take her back to the age of nine and to the day, her mother had been taken to Max’s mansion. “Sawyer, I want you to listen to the sound of my voice. Nothing here will hurt you, just listen to my voice.”  

Bastian shifted his position and got more comfortable. He laid down beside her on the bed. “I want you to remember the day you and your mother were taken to a big house outside of town. Do you see the big iron gates?” 

Sawyer frowned as she tried to remember. “No I don’t want to go there. It’s a bad place.” 

Bastian leaned in. “Why do you think it’s a bad place?” 

She shivered. “Bad man lives live there. Mama doesn’t like him.” 

“Who lives there, Sawyer?”  

“Max lives in the big house,” she whispered.  

“Did you ever go inside the big house?”

Sawyer shook her head.  

“Are you sure you never went inside?” Bastian pressed the issue.  

Sawyer began to cry. “Mama told me to forget that day. We went to church and she talked to Father Riley. She cried when she went into confession. Father Riley forgave her for her sin. He told her she must never do it again and he forgave her. Then she sat and prayed for hours. She cried the whole time. She held me so close, I couldn’t breathe. She kept rubbing her cross and begging God to bring him back to her.”

“Who did she want back?” Bastian frowned. 

“My daddy. He told her once that no matter what, he would come back for her one day. He would save her from herself if he had to. He gave her the cross and he swore before God, he would never give up on her.” 

“I thought your father left when you were two? How do you know all this?”

“My mother told me. She told me stories about my father every night before I went to bed. She loved him so much.” 

“If she loved him why did she send him away?” 

“It was the only way she could save his life.” Sawyer’s voice shook. “Max wanted her but she didn’t want him. He threatened to kill my daddy when I was little, then years later he threatened to kill me if she didn’t give in.” 

“But she didn’t give into him. What changed all that?” 

“I’m not supposed to tell,” Sawyer whispered in a small voice. 

“Why?” 

“The bad Max told me to keep the secret.” 

“When did Max threaten your life?” 

Sawyer began to shiver. “I don’t know!” she cried out. She tried to bring her hands down but they were still tied to the headboard of the bed. The more she struggled the more she cried out.  Bastian didn’t know if she was reliving something from her past or just trying to free herself. “Shhh, don’t struggle so.” 

Sawyer didn’t seem to hear him. She began screaming and fighting in earnest against the ties that bound her. The zip ties bit into her skin breaking it, causing her wrists to bleed.  

He reached for his knife and cut the ties. Then he grabbed her wrists and held her down. “Don’t struggle so much. I won’t hurt you.” 

“Mama, don’t let them take me! Mama please don’t let them hurt me.” She kept crying out.  

Bastian knew she was caught up in her past. He had to bring her forward in time again. “Shhh, Sawyer listen to the sound of my voice. I won’t hurt you. I’m here to help you. You and your mother are safe. Max is gone and he won’t be back.” 

Sawyer couldn’t stop shaking. Her fear seemed so great it threatened to overwhelm her. “You don’t understand. Max isn’t gone, he’s just hiding. His mansion has secret rooms where he goes sometimes. He hides and he watches. He has evil eyes. One Max has green eyes but the other Max has black eyes.” 

“The other Max?” Bastian whispered as he frowned. “There is more than one Max Bordeaux?’ 

Sawyer nodded. “One Max likes to hide and watch. He only comes out when something bad is about to happen.” 

“Something bad? Like what?” 

“I’m not supposed to tell anyone,” Sawyer confided. “It’s a secret.” 

“Does your mother know this secret?” 

Sawyer shook her head. “He would kill Mama if she ever found out.” 

“Who would?” 

“Max number two.” 

Bastian frowned. She spoke as if there were two separate people. “How do you know he would kill her if she found out the secret?” 

“He told me. He came into my room the night after we’d been to the big house. He was all bloody and he leaned over my bed. He told me I must never tell anyone about him or he would kill my mama. To always keep his secret or he would come after me. Then he drew a symbol on my sheet and he left. I was so scared I didn’t talk for a long time.” 

Bastian frowned at her words. He didn’t understand what they meant. He told her to sleep and when she woke up she would feel happy and everything would be okay. Her body relaxed into unconsciousness. Then he went to the bathroom and got the first aid kit. As he dressed her wrists, he thought about what she’d said. He couldn’t help but wonder if she was just confused or did she really believe it? 

The serum he used on her had never brought about this type of reaction before. The person under this drug was supposed to tell the truth. Was this the truth? Or something she only believed that happened when she was a young child with a vast imagination? He gently wrapped her wrists and left her unbound.  

Going to the kitchen, he made her a sandwich and took a tray to her room. When she woke up, she would need something to eat. Before he left the room, he checked her again. She would wake with no memory of what she told him. She was breathing okay and her heartbeat was normal. He wouldn’t hurt this woman for all the world. He halted for a moment. Odd…to care so much for her. He shook his head. He couldn’t explain it at all.  

When he left the room, he made sure to lock the door behind him. Then he went back to his office and for a long time, he just watched her sleep. His mind was racing with possibilities of what he’d learned from her. 

Bastian got out his laptop and fired it up. Then he began delving into the past. He needed answers and he needed them quickly. After all this was his job and do it, he would. 

 

~*  *  *  *~

 

Sin’s Bastards Mc Compound 

Michael felt someone step up close to him. He looked up and smiled.  

Cricket stood there studying him. Then she sat down at the table with a cup of coffee in her hand. “You’ve been watching me all morning and again, you look like you have something to ask me.” 

Michael shrugged. “I came here wondering about my mother, something you have yet to tell me about.” He hesitated then stated, “I grew up with something missing in my life. I felt the people around me weren’t the right people. That I had no connections to them at all. I was very lonely growing up, never feeling like I belonged there.” He shrugged. “Then a few months ago, I found out I didn’t belong there. That my mother gave me up days after I was born. My father didn’t even know I existed until then. My whole life had been a lie.” 

Cricket swallowed a sip of her coffee and stared at him. Frowning, she looked away. “I don’t know what you want me to say. My mother didn’t have a whole lot to say about that time in her life. She certainly never told us about you. I didn’t know about you until Bane found your birth certificate that day.” 

“Why didn’t she love me like she did you?”  

“She loved you,” Cricket replied.  

“Why do you say she loved me?”

“You were part of her,” Cricket explained. “She may not had loved your father but you were part of her too. No matter what the circumstances of your conception, she wanted you to have the chance to be born. Bane didn’t want you, he had told her that much. She escaped him to make sure you would be born. She gave you to strangers, so Bane wouldn’t find you.”

“But he did in the end, didn’t he?” Michael stated softly.  

“Yes, he did.” Cricket nodded. “For as much good as it did her.” 

“What is that supposed to mean?” Michael frowned. 

“I think she was hoping without his influence, your life would come to mean something.” 

“I don’t understand what you’re trying to say.” 

Cricket snorted. “I’m not surprised. One look in your eyes told me the whole story.”

Michael’s frown deepened.  

Cricket shifted in her seat. “You know damn well what I’m talking about. You’re just like him, aren’t you? Just like Cordy. Your eyes tell me. You have no empathy, no compassion for your fellow man. You are a true son of Bane Jessin.” 

Michael finally understood. All his life he never felt connected with the rest of his family. He always felt like the outsider. “And this lack of feeling is something you feel is wrong? I finally found someone like me, someone that doesn’t make me feel like I’m a freak of nature.” 

Cricket shook her head. “But that’s the whole point…you are a freak of nature. Most people have a spark of compassion, somewhere in their soul. They are capable of love. You, Cordy and Bane were born without that and I feel sorry for you.” 

“I don’t want your pity,” Michael spat. “All I came here for was answers about the woman who gave me birth, something you refuse to tell me.” 

Cricket shook her head. “I have told you, you just refuse to listen. My mother was everything you are not. Everything you and Cordy would never understand. She was someone Bane never took the time to understand either. Did you know that when he first saw her, he just took her? Never gave her the choice? For all he said, he loved her, but he never once took the time to understand the woman she was. I feel he just wanted to own her. Maybe he truly did not have it in him to understand her…I don’t know. Maybe Bane doesn’t have it in him to really know what love is.” She got to her feet. “If so, that’s truly sad because she was a hell of a woman. She was warm and funny, her smile could light up a room. She smelled like sunshine and flowers. She didn’t deserve to die in pain like she did. I would like to think that she could have made you a better person if she had raised you.” 

Michael watched as she walked away and the rage inside him grew. He finally felt connected to someone with the same blood running through their veins as he had and this stupid girl felt nothing but contempt for him. He hadn’t come here to receive her pity. His eyes narrowed as he watched her. He could show her real pain if that’s what she wanted. 

Then he thought of Bane. He couldn’t help but feel that he was partly to blame for everything Michael had gone through. All the pain and uncertainty of his childhood. All those years he lived through while feeling like he didn’t belong. 

He glanced up when he heard Cricket laugh and found his half-sister laughing at something Reva said in the kitchen. 

Michael’s fury grew hotter inside him, like red hot lava flowing through him. Then his eyes narrowed as a plan of sorts began forming in his mind. As the pieces fell into place, his lips curled into a half smile. This plan would work toward his advantage as well. He could do it too.  

Since meeting his father, he’d been watching and learning all he could. He had plans to someday take his father’s place in the world, now he had decided that his first victim would be his half-sister. But not before he got the daggers from her. He would need those to get closer to Bane. He needed to his father to train him to be an assassin and he would finally have a place in the world. To kill, like he was born to do. Those daggers would give him an edge by getting Bane to lower his walls and let Michael into his inner circle. 




CHAPTER TEN

 

Randolph, Massachusetts… 

Sam rolled up to the house on Prescott Street and turned off his engine. The house itself was just like the one next door. A low one story building painted yellow. With a two car garage attached currently filled with two cars. One car he recognized as belonging to Carla. He’d watched her drive off in it this morning. The other car he could only imagine belonged to Nick Tory. 

The front lawn looked well cared for and there were flowers near the front of the house. Sam studied the windows but the blinds were drawn and he couldn’t see inside. The front door stood open but the screen door didn’t allow him to see inside. He sat there staring for quite a while. Then he made up his mind. He swung his leg over his bike and walked up to the house. When he rapped on the door her heard footsteps coming his way.  

Carla answered the knock and when she saw him standing there she gasped. Without saying a word, she pushed the screen door open and moved aside to let him in.  

Sam stepped past her and looked around. The house had an open floorplan and from where he stood, he could see a kitchen and the living room to his left. To his right, he could see a hall leading to what he assumed were the bedrooms. 

Turning to his left, he saw them.  

Nick, Shawnee and Caitlyn. All of them were sitting in the living room staring at him.  

Carla laid her hand on his arm and Sam flinched. She snatched it back but motioned for him to go into the living room. 

Sam came to stand in front of Nick. “I have one question for you and I expect the truth, was Benny sick?” 

Nick’s eyes glittered with tears. “Yes, he had some sort of blood cancer. He got it from his mother’s use of drugs while she was pregnant with him.” When Sam didn’t say anything else for a long time, Nick asked, “Is that all you have to say? After all this time?” 

Sam frowned. “What do you want me to say? Too much has happened and too much time has passed for any words to make a difference now.”

“It’s never too late, if you really try,” Carla whispered.  

Sam turned to glare at her. “Maybe he was a father to you but he never was one to me or Benny. Our lives were shit growing up because he didn’t care about us. Do not tell me how to treat him. He made his bed a long time ago, now he has to sleep in it.” 

“And there is no room in your heart to forgive him?” Shawnee asked. 

“This jerk would have to have a heart to do that.” Caitlyn scoffed.  

Sam snapped his head around to glare at her. “You don’t know shit about my life little girl. I’ve made my share of mistakes, same as Nick but I never let my kids go hungry, so I could have beer in the house. At least, I supported my kids. I may not have been in their lives much but I gave their mothers money every month to keep them happy and whole.” 

Carla looked as if she would argue the point but Nick held up his hand to silence her. “No, he’s right. I didn’t give them the support they needed. I should have kicked Estelle out of our lives right after Benny was born but she would have taken him with her. I couldn’t let the boy go with her. She would have killed him sooner.” Nick got to his feet and glared at Sam. “But I did try. I did try to be a good father to you boys. I made mistakes but from the sounds of it, you have too. We all make mistakes and mine was getting hooked up with Estelle in the first damn place. She was sucking me dry and I was so far in, I couldn’t get out. Before I knew it, I had you and Benny to watch out for and after a while, I just got so tired of all the bullshit with her I wanted out. I found Shawnee and she saved my soul. I thought I lost my soul the night Benny died and you walked out of my life. I didn’t give a shit about Estelle but I did care about you boys. When I heard the door slam behind you on your way out that night, my world went black. I felt like I would die. Shawnee came over and brought me home. She made the plans to bury your brother. She emptied the house we lived in and sold it. She threw all your mothers things in the trash. She healed me.” 

“You weren’t the only one broken by that bitch.” Carla stared at Sam. “Your dad might not have been there for you like you tried to be for your own kid, but he tried. He loved you and Benny. You didn’t ever know his side of it. He couldn’t tell you because your mom was a controlling psycho bitch…I am sorry to say.” 

Sam hung his head. His childhood was nothing but misery for him and he didn’t really want to relive it now. He understood his father about feeling empty when he left. The day Deke walked out of his life, he too had felt broken. He’d been so happy to know he had a son but he also made his share of mistakes. He’d gotten his second chance with Deke, maybe he should think about giving his father one. “Benny hoped one day, I could forgive you. I know the woman who gave me life was not a good person. She had no feelings for anyone else but herself. I know about the mistakes a man can make. I’m just beginning to know my kids for the first time in my life.” 

Shawnee frowned. “How many kids do you have?” 

“I have four. Deke is my oldest and I have a baby boy less than a year old. I have two girls in between. Plus, I have three grandkids under the age of two.” He turned to Nick. “I was given another chance with Deke, so I will try to give you the same offer. Benny left me a letter and told me why he went after Tobar that night, that reason alone might be the one thing that makes a difference here. That and the fact he wanted me to give you a second chance. For Benny, I’ll try to forget the past.” 

“I’ll take whatever chance I have,” Nick replied his eyes full of tears. “I know I have a lot to make up to you. All I wanted was the chance to do that.” 

Sam nodded. “I can’t stay here but you can come to Troy. You can meet the rest of my kids. We can build it back up from there.” 

Nick nodded as he swallowed hard. “I can do that.” 

“What about us?” Carla asked. 

Sam turned to her. “You are welcome to come along.” 

“Me and Shawnee are a package deal. Where I go, she goes,” Nick stated. 

Sam rolled his eyes. “Kinda figured that much, old man. I’m going to head back but Carla can show you the way.” He turned to leave but his father’s hand on his arm stopped him. Sam stared at the hand then raised his eyes to look at his father. 

“Thank you,” Nick stated softly. 

Sam nodded then turned to leave. When he got to the door, he turned back. He wanted to say something, then changed his mind. He didn’t trust his thoughts just now. Instead, he went through the door and out to his bike. He headed back to Tory and his family. Soon, the family would be bigger. He also knew Melora would be happy with what he’d done and for that alone, it would be worth it. 

 

~*  *  *  *~ 

 

Utica, New York 

Bastian watched the monitor on his desk and frowned. He’d left off the ties as he’d felt concerned about her wrists. 

Sawyer had been awake for over an hour now. The first thing she did was tear off the blindfold. She had gone into the restroom then had come out and eaten the sandwich he left for her. She went over to the corner of the room and sat down with her back to the wall.  

She’d been crying for a while but now she was quiet.  

With her head down, Bastian thought she might be sleeping except for one thing. She was tapping her fingers. He watched for a moment then noticed a pattern in her taps. 

He smiled as he realized what she was doing. She was tapping an SOS in Morse code. How did she ever learn that? What she was doing was very old school and there was no one but him watching, so he didn’t understand why she was doing it. 

Bastian’s gaze moved to the reports he’d downloaded from the internet. He read them again for the fourth time. Shaking his head, he reached for his phone and dialed a number. When Leon Vincinti answered, he said, “I think you should know some things I found out this afternoon.” 

“What things?” 

“Did you know for instance that Max Bordeaux is one of a pair of identical twins? That his brother looks enough like him to fool most people?” 

“And this is supposed to impress me how?” 

“Did you also know that there are secret rooms in Max’s mansion? Rooms that a person can hide in for days if necessary? Rooms that hid Malvin Bordeaux’s existence from the rest of the world?” 

“Malvin?” 

“Max’s twin brother.” 

“How did you discover him?”

“Sawyer mentioned a second Max, an evil Max. A Max that came to her in the middle of the night and threatened her mother’s life if she told anyone about him. She’d seen him the day she and her mother were at Max’s mansion. He didn’t want anyone to know about him. She said he was covered in blood and drew a symbol on her sheet.” 

“Interesting but what does this have to do with our situation?”

“Whose blood was on him that night? Why was he hidden in secret rooms inside the mansion? Where is he now? Is he still there watching your men? Knowing there was another man living there, are you still sure Jolene took the Hand?”

“Did you have any luck finding any answers as to where she might have hidden it?” 

“I’m still working on it but I have a good idea where it could be.” 

“So, she did know something.” Leon sighed. 

“I’m not certain of anything yet, but if I were you, I would check out to see if Malvin is still living at the mansion. He could be considered dangerous. He might be waiting for Max to return. Your men could be in trouble and never realize it until it’s too late.” 

“I’ll let them know and see if they can find the hidden rooms,” Leon assured him. “Thank you for letting us know about this. I wasn’t aware of Max’s brother at all.” 

“This is what I do. Also, I found an old newspaper clipping. It came out a day or so after Jolene and Sawyer were taken to the mansion.” 

Leon frowned. “And what does this have to do with anything?” 

“A day after the trip they found a priest brutally beaten. He didn’t die from his beating but was in the hospital for a long time. His name was Father Riley. Sawyer told me Father Riley was her mother’s priest. She spoke to him right after they visited Max’s place.” 

“I really hate to say this but find out whatever you can.” Leon sighed again, sounding very unhappy about the prospect. “I’m holding Calico back for now, but you’re running out of time. He may have given you three days but he will not let this go one minute beyond the seventy two hours.” 

“He gave me three days and this is only day one,” Bastian reminded him. “If I can find out what I need to know before the three days are up I will return her to you sooner, but he has to give me the three days.” 

“Yes, I know but the man is upset and holding on to his sanity by his fingertips.” Leon growled. “He just found his family again and you take his daughter? Now, he’s hearing the details about the struggle Max put Jolene through and he’s not happy, even though he took Max and his friends out.” 

Bastian scoffed. “Yeah, about now, I’m sure Calico wishes he hadn’t killed Max so quickly.” 

“Yeah and I have a feeling if you hurt one hair on this girl’s head, he’ll hunt you down and make you pay,” Leon warned him. “He may not know who you are right now but as a father, I can tell you if this were my family, I would do whatever it took to find you.” 

“I won’t hurt her.” Bastian swore to him. “But if he comes after me. I will take him out. It won’t matter if its four days from now or four years. I’ll tell you one thing, if he comes after me before the three days are up I will take her away with me and they will never see her again. They won’t know if she’s dead or alive somewhere. They will have lost her forever.” 

Bastian hung up the phone before Leon could respond. He watched the monitor and saw Sawyer lay her head on her knees. Closing her eyes, he could see her lips moving as she mumbled under her breath. He couldn’t hear what she was saying but he knew she was still awake.  

He picked up the dark blue robe draped across the chair next to the door. Wrapping it around his shoulders, he pulled the hood over his head, hiding his face within its folds. 

He went in to the room next door and walked over to where Sawyer was sitting. 

He could see she was almost asleep. He’d slipped a light sedative into the juice she drank earlier and he could see she was under its influence. He carried her over to the bed and laid her down carefully. 

Brushing the hair away from her face Bastian studied her carefully. Reaching inside his pocket, he withdrew a syringe filled with truth serum, the lightest dose he could give her. Injecting it into her, he rubbed the injection site. He watched when she wrinkled her face in pain but otherwise, made no other indication she knew he was with her. 

Bastian began calling her name softly about ten minutes later. He whispered for her not to open her eyes but began asking questions he knew she would answer. “Tell me more about your trip to the church and seeing Father Riley.”  

She immediately answered, “After our visit with Max, we walked for a long time, cutting through backyards and alleys. Mama didn’t want Max’s men to know where we were going. She held my hand tight, so she wouldn’t lose me. It was almost dark by the time we got there. She went in the back door and we made our way to the confessional. At first, Father Riley forbade her confession because I was in there with her but she told him she wouldn’t turn me out because she couldn’t trust that someone might come along and take me while she was talking to him. She spoke in whispers and had me plug my ears. She was crying as she whispered her sins to Father Riley. They spoke for only a few minutes then Father told us to leave….” Sawyer voice faded away.  

“Tell me what happened next,” Bastian urged. 

“…We went out into the church and sat there for the longest time. She prayed and prayed. I slept for a while and when we left the church, the sun was just rising. We’d been inside all night.” 

“What else?” Bastian asked. 

“I thought I heard her talking to someone but I was trying to sleep, so I didn’t pay attention. I did wake up at some point but she told me to go back to sleep.” Sawyer had tears running down her cheeks. “When we got home that morning, she held me close and whispered in my ear, ‘Remember prayer is always the answer. Third row outside isle is the best place to pray.’ ” 

Bastian’s ears picked up the hint Jolene gave her daughter that fateful day. Sawyer never knew it but she had held the secret of where her mother hid the Hand all these years. He had read the newspaper article about the break-in and beating of Father Riley. The poor man had been surprised before early mass at the Northridge Church. He leaned over her prone body and gently kissed her forehead “Sleep now and when you wake up, you will feel fine. Everything is all right now.”  

He kept silent and simply watched her as the sleep took her. 

Very carefully, he gathered her wrists and slipped silk ties around them. He didn’t tie them tightly. He didn’t want to damage her skin any more than it already was but he did want to disable her. He reached into his pocket and brought out a blindfold. Securing it around her eyes, he leaned forward again and this time, he kissed her lips. He had a four and a half hour round trip to face and he didn’t want to go without something from her. Even if she didn’t know she was giving it. 

 

~*  *  *  *~

 

Near Troy, New York… 

Sam was almost back to Troy when his phone rang. Pulling over to the wayside, he answered the call, “Hello.”  

“Hell, I’d know that voice anywhere. How the hell have you been Gunny?” came a voice from his past, his long distance past. 

“Stone? Stone Masterson?” 

“Hell yeah, it’s me.” 

Sam tipped back his head and laughed out loud. “Damn Sarge, where in the world are you calling me from?” 

“I’m at a place called Saranac Lake, and I’m not a Sergeant anymore. Hell, I’m not even a Marine anymore. I retired about five years ago, a full bird Colonel.” 

“Well shit, back when I knew you, you were lucky to hang on to those Sergeant stripes.”  

“Tell me about it.” Stone chuckled. “I spent all my time keeping you smart ass fuckers in line.” 

“What are you up to these days?” 

“Got me a gig in Texas. We call ourselves the Hell’s Fire Riders,” Stone informed him. 

“If you’re based in Texas what the fuck are you doing in New York?” 

“Personal business.” Stone’s voice was curt. 

“I’m in Troy if you want to stop by. My son is President of the Sin’s Bastards MC.” Stone chuckled. 

“Still running them cycles huh, Gunny?” 

“Yeah, I am,” Sam replied quietly. “Gave up my own club over a year ago to be with my kid. Found a couple more along the way and then I found me a good woman and had another one. Not only that but I’m a grandpa now too.” 

Stone laughed loudly. “You never could keep it in your pants, boy.” 

“Yeah, you’re right about that. I always lived every day like it was my last. I have no regrets though. My kids are worth it.” 

Stone seemed to hesitate then said, “Gunny, if I were to need some help in the future could I count on you?” 

“Always, you know that,” Sam assured him.  

“Maybe I will stop and see you in a couple days. I’m working on a project that could use some of your input.” 

“Call on me anytime.”  

“Be careful Gunny, I just might do that,” Stone teased. “Catch you in the next couple days.” 

Sam hung up the phone and couldn’t help but wonder what Stone Masterson was doing in New York. He hadn’t seen or heard from the man since he got out of the service, more than thirty years ago. He chuckled, as he also knew the man had people with him who could find anyone’s cell number. He always ran a top flight and tight operation.  It didn’t surprise him that Stone was a full bird Colonel. What did shock him was the fact that Stone called him at all. But they were both the same type of men deep down inside. Outside, Sam was a rebel while Stone acted more like he was for the system. They both lived by the same set of rules though. If it was wrong, they fixed it. 




CHAPTER ELEVEN

 

Sin’s Bastards Mc Compound 

Early morning found Cricket alone in the clubhouse with Raine. He’d been gone as he went to see his family for a few days. 

She’d felt so glad when he came back. Now, she would try not to make Bane mad, if she could help it. Not in front of Raine. He was overprotective of her. It was sweet but with her so called ‘killer’ family, it could get him dead. 

No one else was up yet and they were sharing a cup of coffee before the day began. 

“So what did your uncle want this time?” Raine asked. 

“I really wish he would forget about me.” Cricket sighed. “He brought Michael to meet me but what he really wants is a set of daggers my father had. Their grandfather left the daggers to my dad in his will. I’m not sure what the old man left Bane other than the safe and that damn jar but why he left the dagger set to Orrin is beyond me.”

“What is so special about these daggers?”  

Cricket shrugged. “According to my father, the daggers were given to an ancestor by King Richard the Lionheart after he stopped an assassination attempt. The ancestor, Gowain was named the King’s Protector after that and it was the beginning of a family legacy.” 

“Some legacy.” Raine raised his brows. 

“Tell me about it. A legacy of rage and murder.” Cricket nodded. “Bane seems to think he should have the daggers back because he’s the true Jessin and will follow through with the legacy. I think he wants to train Michael to follow in his footsteps.” 

“Is Michael the type to follow his father?” 

Cricket nodded. “Hell yeah, he’s just like Cordy and they both take after their father. Neither one of them have a soul.” 

“Do you know where the daggers are? I mean it’s been a while since Orrin died. The daggers might be gone forever by this time.” 

“I think I know exactly where they are. My dad has a hidden vault at the cabin, if they were anywhere, that’s where they would be. And they can stay right there for all I care.” 

The back door opened and Cassie came in with her daughter Jemmia in her arms. Jemmia was crying and Cassie looked rattled.  

Cricket smiled at her. “Uh-oh, somebody isn’t happy.” 

Cassie stomped over to the table and handed her daughter to Cricket. “She’s been up all night with a bellyache. God, I miss sleep.” She sat down and leaned on the table. “All I need is a couple of hours before Piper and Sammy gets up. I had to get her out of the house before she woke everybody up.” 

Cricket giggled. “Yeah, that would not be a good thing.” 

Cassie rolled her eyes. “No it would not. Sammy is a demon when he doesn’t get enough sleep.” 

Suddenly, movement sounded from behind them. Cricket turned to see Michael step forward swinging a pipe. He struck Raine in the back of the head with the pipe then went after Cassie. She hit the floor hard when the pipe hit her head. Raine tried to grab the table but then slid down off his chair with a thud.  

Cricket pushed back her chair hard and almost fell. She still had Jemmia in her arms. “What the fuck are you doing?” she screamed. 

Michael threw the pipe off to one side and reached into his pocket for the gun he had in there. Pointing the weapon at Cricket, he told her, “I’m all done playing nice with you.” He snarled. “I want those daggers and I will kill you to get them.” 

“I haven’t seen those daggers for fifteen years.” Cricket held the baby to the side away from him. “I have no idea where they are nor do I care.” 

“You just told your lover you knew where they were.” Michael growled. “You either lied to him or you’re lying now. One thing for sure though, your life and that brat’s depends on you knowing where the fuck they are! Where is this cabin you told your lover about?” 

Cricket took a step backward. 

Then Michael stepped closer. When he grabbed her by the arm, he shook her. “Don’t make me hurt you, or the kid. You’ve told me enough times I have no soul and you were right. I could hurt you or her and not be bothered by it. Is that what you want? Let’s go NOW!” 

 “I will just put the baby down here—” 

“NO! You will keep the kid. Let’s go and no funny business or the kid will suffer for it.” 

“You bastard.” Cricket turned and led the way to the parking lot. She settled Jemmia in the backseat of her car and got behind the wheel. 

Michael got into the passenger seat and kept the gun pointed at her.  

They passed Sam when they cleared the gate. 

 

~*  *  *  *~

 

Sam turned to watch the pair leave through the gates. Parking his bike, he went in through the front door of the clubhouse just as Deke was coming in through the back door. They both noticed Raine and Cassie at the same time.  

“Cassie!” Deke called out in panic. 

“Raine, what the fuck?” Sam yelled as they hurried over to the table. Sam knelt beside Raine and saw the welt the pipe left where it connected. He turned him over on his back. 

Raine was groaning as he came around. 

Deke knelt beside Cassie and pulled her up into his lap. 

Her head wound was bleeding but when he moved her she moaned and her eyes fluttered open. “Oh, my head…” She winced. “What the fuck hit me?” 

“I don’t know but I’m gonna kill whoever it was.” Deke growled. “Are you okay?” 

Cassie’s eyes closed. “I think so.” 

Sam helped Raine to a sitting position. “How about you? Are you all right?”

“Yeah, I’ll be fine but I’m gonna kill that little bastard.” Raine seethed as he wiped the blood from his neck.

“Which little bastard would that be?” Sam asked as he sat back on his heels.

“Michael!” Raine shouted then winced as he grabbed his head. “He came out of nowhere.” 

“Cricket!” Cassie called out. “Where is Cricket? Where is Jemmia?” 

“What about Jemmia?” Deke looked pale. 

“Cricket was holding Jemmia when Michael—knocked us o-out,” Cassie tried to explain. 

“I saw her driving out of here as I came in. Michael was with her,” Sam volunteered. “I didn’t see Jemmia but she could have been in the back seat.” 

“Where would she be going?” Deke frowned.  

“Bane came here after a set of daggers, an old family heirloom,” Raine told them as he shook his head to focus. 

“I thought he came here to introduce his son to her?” Sam asked. 

“That was part of it I think.” Raine sighed. “But he came here to get the daggers. I think Michael must have convinced him he could get her to give them up.”

“And when she does?” Cassie cried out. “Will he kill Cricket and Jemmia when he gets what he wants?” 

Deke wrapped his arms around his wife and held her while she cried. He looked at over Raine and Sam. He read the truth in Raine’s eyes. “He wouldn’t dare,” Deke said softly. 

“He would and you fucking know it,” Raine told him just as softly. “Cricket says he’s just like Cordy and Bane. He has no soul.” 

Sam got to his feet. “Let’s ask Bane himself. I want to know why he came here in the first place.” 

“I came here to introduce my son to his only living relative, besides myself,” Bane spoke as he walked into the room. “I also came here to get a set of daggers back from Cricket. She had no use for them and they belonged to the Jessin family.”

“Would Michael kill her and the baby when he gets the daggers back?” Deke asked. 

Bane sat down at the table where Raine and Cassie were at. “He could. I think he very well could, but he won’t hurt either one until he gets the daggers.” 

“If he hurts my daughter I will kill him myself,” Deke vowed.  

Bane narrowed his eyes as he stared at Deke. Turning he gazed at Sam and Raine, he found the same expressions on their faces as he saw on Deke’s. “I can perhaps stop him if I knew where they were going.” 

“You don’t have to know that,” Sam spat. “We can stop him on our own. But there’s one thing, we may have to kill him to stop him. I just want you to know that before we go in.” 

“I really wish you wouldn’t do that,” Bane replied in a cold flat voice. “I just found him after almost thirty years. I’d like to know him before I die or he does.” 

“Then you fucking better hope he listens to reason and doesn’t fucking hurt the girls,” Deke swore. “I don’t give a god damn who the hell you are. No one hurts my family and lives.” He glared at the world famous assassin. 

“And you’d better kill us both too. Because Deke and his kids are my family and I will murder you in a hot second,” Sam added. 

Gator and Reva came in the front door. Gator joined them while Reva went to get the first aid kit. “What the fuck is going on here?’ Gator demanded. 

“Michael has Cricket and Jemmia hostage,” Deke told him. 

“Fuck!” Gator growled. “What does he want?” 

“A set of daggers,” Sam told his old friend. “That’s the real reason Bane brought him here.” 

“And if he doesn’t get them?” Gator asked. 

“Then Cricket and Jemmia could be in a world of hurt.” Sam turned his head to glare at Bane. “But that isn’t gonna happen. I might have just the thing to give us the edge. Something Michael won’t expect.” 

Bane’s lips tightened. “If you can bring him back here alive. He’s all I have left in this world.” 

“I ain’t promising you anything. If he’s hurt my granddaughter, he’ll pay the price,” Sam vowed. 

Bane remained silent.  

Sam looked over at Deke. “I have to make a call.” 

“Do what you must but get my daughter back, Bones,” Deke replied. 

“Get ready to ride,” Sam told his son. “But I want someone to watch him while we’re gone.” He jerked his thumb at Bane. 

“He stays behind.” 

“He’ll stay with us.” Leon and Calderone joined the group. 

Cassie got to her feet and grabbed Deke’s shirt.  

When he looked down at her, he could see her tears.  

“Please bring Jemmia back to me. Go get our daughter and bring her back. I want to hold her in my arms again.” 

Deke leaned toward her and kissed her lips. “I swear she’ll be home again, where she belongs.” 

 

~*  *  *  *~

 

Cricket gripped the steering wheel a bit tighter as she drove north toward the cabin in Lake Placid. She glanced into the rearview mirror and saw Jemmia was sleeping in the back seat. For that, she felt thankful. Michael was a loose cannon and she wasn’t sure what he would do to the child if she acted up. 

All those years of reading Cordy’s moods had helped her get by, but Michael wasn’t Cordy. She didn’t know him that well. “Can I ask you a question?” 

“Sure, who knows I might even answer it.”  

“Why do you want the daggers so badly?” 

Michael shrugged. “Before Bane came to get me I didn’t know who I was. I was part of a family but I wasn’t. I know it doesn’t make sense but I never felt like I fit in. They were like you, as normal and boring, as the day is long. I always felt like I was the outsider. My old life was crushing the breath out of me, but with Bane, I could breathe. I knew where I stood when I was with him. Then he told me about the daggers. He’d already showed me the weapons he used in his business and they intrigued me. He told me what he does and it fascinates me. Everything finally made sense.” Michael shrugged. “Last night, Bane told me it was time to go home. He didn’t think you would give up the daggers. I knew I only had today to get them. I wanted to give my father something he couldn’t get on his own.” 

“And you didn’t care how you got them.” Cricket snarled. 

“Not really.” Michael shrugged. 

“What’s going to happen to me and Jemmia when you get what you want?”  

Michael shrugged again, and stared out the window.  

“Okay, well tell me what you want to do with the rest of your life?” 

“Why do you want to know?” Michael asked. 

“Just making conversation. It’s a long drive.” 

Michael shrugged. “I want to learn all I can from Bane. I plan to take over from him one day.” 

Cricket frowned. “You’re going to become an assassin like your father?” 

“Yeah, why not?” 

“Your father kills for a living.” Cricket shivered. 

Michael shrugged. “His job is necessary.” 

“No, it isn’t,” Cricket argued. “Not everyone he kills deserves to die.” 

“If they didn’t deserve it, he wouldn’t kill them.” Michael pointed out. 

“He kills them because somebody pays him to do it,” Cricket corrected him.  

“True enough, but Bane has never been caught,” Michael crowed. “That’s what I want to learn from him. The skill of not getting caught.” 

“My father never got caught either, that doesn’t mean I want to be like him,” Cricket said quietly. “I hated what my father did.”

“That’s the difference between us.” Michael shrugged. “I haven’t killed yet, but I don’t think it will bother me that much. I’ve thought about it all my life.”

“That’s just wrong.” Cricket shuddered. 

“For you maybe, but not for me.” 

Cricket bit her lip. Her eyebrows came together in a frown as she contemplated what he meant. Every scenario she ran through her head didn’t bode well for her and Jemmia. She could only pray that Raine and Cassie were all right and that someone was coming to their rescue.  

If she knew anything at all about Deke, Raine and Sam, they would come and bring hell with them. Only she didn’t know if Raine was even alive to tell them where she was headed. Michael had hit him really hard. As she drove, she worried about the man she’d been with over that last several months. He was so good to her and she loved him. She knew he would protect her with his own life. She just hoped he was alive. Tears rolled down her face. She’d again…brought trouble to the MC. 

When she pulled off the highway near Lake Placid, she had a feeling something was off. She couldn’t place it but she felt as if she were being watched. What she didn’t know was if the ones watching her were friendly or not. It was too soon for anyone at the clubhouse to have gotten here before them, so she wasn’t sure who was out there, she just knew someone was. Her senses had never failed her before. 

Pulling into the driveway, she shut off the engine. Turning to face Michael she asked, “Now what?” 

“Now you give me what I want and everyone’s happy.” 

Cricket shook her head. “The only one that will be happy is you. I’m here under protest, remember?” 

“Just get inside the damn cabin,” Michael ordered in a cold voice. “And bring the brat with you.” 

Cricket stared at those cold eyes and all she could see was Cordy. Evil and a killer to the core. She opened the back door and grabbed Jemmia.  

The little girl must have picked up on the danger because she didn’t say a word as they went inside the cabin. Big fat tears rolled down her cheeks but she didn’t even whimper.  

The cabin smelled a bit musty until she opened some of the windows and aired it out.  

Michael disappeared for a moment, then came back. “Nice place.” 

“I grew up here,” Cricket told him.

“Why don’t you ever talk about our sister? I mean other than to tell me how much alike her and I are.” 

Cricket shuddered and held Jemmia to her a little closer. “Cordy and I didn’t get along that well. She liked to bully me and I’d rather not say anything bad about the dead.” 

Michael shrugged. “You just needed to know how to stand up to her that’s all.” 

“I tried that once. It was after my dad was killed.” 

“What did she do?” Michael wanted to know. 

“She beat the hell out of me.” 

“Why?” 

“I told her I didn’t want to go with her. I said I would stay with our old MC,” Cricket explained. “She didn’t want that. She wanted me with her in case she needed me.”

“How old were you at the time?”

“I was fifteen and she was over twenty. I was old enough.” 

“Maybe she was just afraid to be alone.” Michael shrugged. “Some people are like that. They need someone else around to make them feel better. Maybe Cordy just didn’t want to be alone.” 

Cricket heard a note of something in his voice that spoke volumes. “Is that how you are? You don’t like to be alone either?” 

Michael shook his head. “I’ve been alone all my life. Even in a room full of people, I was alone.” 

Cricket shook her head. “I never minded being alone. It always gave me time to think.” 

“Well, I need you to think about where the damn daggers are,” Michael warned as he now pointed a knife at her. 

“What did Bane tell you about the daggers?’ Cricket sat down with Jemmia in her lap. 

Michael frowned. “What does that matter? Where are they?” 

“Did he tell you they have a curse on them?” she asked. “My daddy told me a story about the daggers. He told me Gowain, our ancestor who got them from King Richard had a curse put on them by a witch he once saved. He wanted to keep the daggers from ever being used to kill someone.” 

“What the hell are you talking about?” 

“It’s said that Gowain saved the King from an assassination attempt and he was made the King’s protector. The King himself gave the daggers to Gowain. He did what he was supposed to do. What he liked to do. He was like Bane and you. Gowain didn’t have a soul either but he wanted one thing in his life. He wanted them to be pure, to be what he never could be. He loved those daggers. To him, they were worth more than their weight in gold and jewels. So, he found himself a witch and had her lay a curse on them. The curse is that if blood is spilled with the daggers…the one that used them will end up dead by them. That’s one reason why the daggers are in such good condition. The blades have never been used.” 

Michael scoffed. “That’s pure horseshit.” 

Cricket shrugged. “Believe what you want, but the daggers were like brand new when I last saw them, many years ago, and they are several hundred years old.” 

“Where are they?” Michael demanded. “I want them now.” 

Cricket shrugged and got to her feet. She kept Jemmina with her and carried her on her hip. There was no way she would let this bastard near her. She went over to the wall opposite the huge fireplace. She took a small picture off the wall and set it down with one hand, then broke through the wallpaper under it.  

Michael came to stand behind her. 

The she felt the knife he had in his hand as he pressed it into her back. The tip of the knife pricked her skin and she felt a drop of blood run down her lower back. 

Michael watched as she punched in a code on the keypad under the wallpaper. 

A section of the wall slid back, showing off a rack of weapons that hadn’t seen the light of day in over a decade.  

Michael’s jaw slacked as he viewed his uncle’s gun collection.  

Cricket moved a step away and swiveled Jemmina away from him, but Michael grabbed her by the arm. Pressing the knife deeper into her back he snarled, “Don’t go too far. I’m not sure I trust you.”

“I’m not sure she should trust you,” a whisper of a man’s voice came from behind them.  

Michael gasped and tried to turn but something hard slammed upside his head. He crumbled to the floor. 

Cricket screamed and pulled Jemmina to the side shielding her with her body. The little girl cried quietly into her shoulder. Cricket’s scream wasn’t so much because Michael fell to the floor but because the knife he had in his hand was pushed into her back by the momentum of his fall. Raising her head, she found herself looking at four men standing there.  

All of them wore combat fatigues and had their faces blackened by grease paint. The biggest one had pure white hair and looked to be older but who could tell under all that paint. He was the one who struck Michael and she could still see his weapon butt end up.  

He lowered it as he nodded at his men. Turning back to her he spoke, “Don’t worry darlin, Sam sent us.”  

“Oh, thank God!” she cried out as she trembled badly. She carefully set Jemmina down. “P-please take care—of h-her…” Then she fell into his arms and collapsed. 

 

~*  *  * *~

 

Stone looked over at the other men with him in confusion.

One of them stepped closer and noticed the hilt of the knife sticking out of her back. That and the growing patch of red as her blood seeped into the fabric of her shirt. “Damn Colonel, he stuck her!”

“Fuck a duck!” Stone swore. “Sam’s gonna kill me. I must be getting old. I didn’t even see the knife.” He glanced over at the men with him. “Doc, get your ass over here! We need a medic.” 

One of the men stepped forward as Stone picked up the screaming baby and stepped away.  

Another of his men secured Michael while the man he called Doc eased Cricket to the floor. Turning her over, they could see the knife sticking out of her back. Doc grabbed his pack and began grabbing gauge pads as he eased the blade out. “I don’t think it hit anything vital.”  

“It better not have.” Stone sighed as he rocked the baby in his arms. He peeked over at her and smiled. “Don’t cry, your dad and granddad are on their way to get you and take you home to your mama.” 

The little toddler stopped crying and repeated, “Mama?” 

Doc glanced up and said, “Let’s get her on the sofa where I can get a better idea of her wound.” 

The other men carefully picked Cricket up and laid her face down on the sofa.  

Doc knelt beside her and began cleaning the blood off her skin. A short time later, he finished taping a bandage on, just as the door swung open hard enough to smack against the wall behind it.  

The first one who entered was Sam, then Deke and three others. All had their weapons ready and they all looked slightly disappointed when they saw the calm scene in front of them.  

 

CHAPTER TWELVE

 

Utica, New York… 

Bastian drove into the barn slowly. As his car slowly lowered to the basement level, he looked over at the small box sitting on the seat next to his. With Sawyer’s help under the influence of the truth serum, he knew exactly where to look for the missing item. Now that he had it, he knew his time with Sawyer was running out. 

He raised his gaze and glanced into the rearview mirror. His battered blue eyes looked weary to him. The bruise on his cheek told its own story. He was two hours later getting back, but then he never expected to run into Malvin at the church either.  

Malvin had caught him unaware. He must have been waiting in the shadows until someone came for the Hand. He’d turned his head at just the right moment. The flashlight in Malvin’s hand was set to crack his skull but Bastian turned and caught it alongside his face instead. The pain from the blow would have laid him low except for one thing—Bastian was used to setting his own pain aside. His survival instinct often put him in this position and he needed to push through it. 

The battle between the two men was over quickly as Bastian instinctively struck him with the heel of his hand in the throat. Unfortunately, for Malvin, Bastian had been holding a small screwdriver in his hand when he struck out. He watched as the other man collapsed on the floor. The screwdriver he’d been using on the pew bench had gone deep into Malvin’s neck and it didn’t take long before his wheezing stopped altogether.  

Rather than stay and explain things to the police, Bastian had dragged the man into the confessional booth and closed the curtain. He was thinking about the awful surprise someone was going to get when they opened the curtains to confess their own sins. 

Bastian went about taking the loosened board off the outside bench. Reaching inside, he found the relic, then after replacing the board, he tucked the relic inside his pocket and left the church. Snapping off the latex gloves, he shoved them in his pocket and escaped the area before anyone knew he’d even been there. 

Now after a two hour trip back, Bastian was exhausted. His head was pounding and he could feel the skin around his wound cracking as the dried blood broke with his every movement. He made sure he closed the doors behind him then checked the outside cameras. Nothing moved outside, so he went down the hall. 

Sitting down heavily at his desk, the first thing he checked was Sawyer. Turning up the volume, he heard her calling his name.  

“Hey, Priest. Where are you? I need to talk to you.” 

“Can you give me a little time to clean up?” Bastian asked. His words echoed back through the microphone in the speaker. 

Sawyer nodded.  

He closed his eyes for a moment as his head pounded, then got to his feet and opened another door opposite of the one that led to the room Sawyer was in. He entered his bedroom, stripping off his clothes as he went. Going to his dresser, he grabbed a clean pair of jeans and T-shirt then walked naked to the shower. After a short cleansing shower, he dried himself off and got dressed. 

Going back into the office, he checked the monitor again. Sawyer was still laying on the bed, blindfold still in place. Bastian ran his fingers through his hair. His wound hurt but it had stopped bleeding. Straightening his body, he went to the door pausing in front of the mirror. He studied his face. The bruised eye and cheek didn’t hurt as much anymore but he still had his headache. 

Not wanting to think too hard about it, he pushed open the door and went over to the bed. Sitting down beside her, he asked quietly, “What can I do for you?” 

 

~*  *  *  *~

 

His voice made Sawyer tremble, but not from fear. It caressed her and made her feel warm inside. The clean soapy smell of him was pleasing but she could still smell his real scent. It smelled clean and fresh almost like being outside in the woods. 

Why wasn’t she afraid of this man? Her feelings puzzled her. She did know that whenever he was near, her heart pounded and it wasn’t from fear either. “So did you find the Hand?” she asked. 

“Yes, I did. It was right where you told me it was.” 

Sawyer shook her head. “I never would have remembered that day. My mother told me to forget everything that happened, then Max’s evil twin told me the same thing. I was so scared I didn’t want to remember. What was that stuff you gave me?” 

He didn’t answer for a moment then he replied, “It was a simple truth serum. I’ve used it before. Then all I did was ask the right questions.” 

“I remembered things I thought long forgotten.” Sawyer shuddered. “I had forgotten the church we went to after the meeting with Max.” 

“Fear will block a lot of things. You were only a child at the time and Max’s brother threatened your whole world.” 

“Max’s brother?” Sawyer frowned. “I didn’t know he had a brother.” 

“Neither did anyone else,” he whispered. “He didn’t want anyone to know about his brother, or the fact that his brother was living with him.” 

Sawyer stretched her arms out uncomfortably. “Is there any way you can untie me? I can’t lay here anymore.” 

Bastian studied her for a moment. “As much as I’d like to I can’t. I don’t want anyone to know what I look like or where I am.” 

Sawyer stilled for a moment then asked, “If I promise not to move the blindfold, can you let my hands go? My arms are sore from being tied so long.” 

“Do I have your word that you won’t take the blindfold off?” 

Sawyer nodded. “I promise.” 

“Before I do that there is something I’ve wanted to do for a while now,” he whispered. 

“What would that be?” Sawyer asked. 

He kissed her. It wasn’t a gentle kiss but a needy kiss.  

Sawyer felt his lips on hers and something strange lit up inside her. Her breath quickened and her heart began to race. She opened her mouth and his tongue slid inside. Colors spun out of control behind her closed eyelids. She groaned as her body heated from within. 

She felt something unfurling inside her and she wanted so much more.  

 

~*  *  *  *~

 

This was the kiss that Bastian had held back for a whole year. He didn’t realize the depth of passion he felt for this woman, until this kiss. They both were breathless after a couple of minutes and he pulled his mouth from hers. 

“Please…” she begged. 

“What? What do you want?” Bastian whispered brokenly. His lips found hers again and his tongue began doing what he wished his body could. It went in and out of her mouth. Then he knew he needed to stop himself from going too far and he pulled his lips from hers again. 

“I want you,” Sawyer whispered to his lips. “I need you.” 

He brushed his groin against her thigh. “I know it’s too soon for this and you aren’t ready for any of it, but I just want a small taste, just a sneak peek of what we could be together.” He unbuttoned her jeans. His fingers traced a path along her leg inside her jeans. His lips kissed along her skin as he made his way back up her body. “I can smell you. Your need is getting stronger as is my own.”  

She paused then whispered, “It’s insane, truly, but I do want you to show me what passion is. I want you to take me where no other man ever has.” 

“Or ever will,” he whispered back. 

Sawyer groaned when his lips nibbled their way along her neck to her collarbone.  

Bastian stopped and laid his forehead against hers. “I can’t do this.”

“Why?” she cried out. 

“I promised your father I wouldn’t hurt you. I promised Leon.” 

“How can this hurt me?” Sawyer asked. “I’ve never wanted anyone the way I want you right now.” 

“I just feel as if you may just be feeling fear and its’ not—” 

“Please?” she pleaded. “You were right before. I cannot see or touch you, but somehow my other senses know you so well. Like you were meant to be the man for me. I have never felt anything for a guy before. Some tried to kiss me or touch me and it just felt wrong. Your touch is so…” She bit at her lip. “…It’s like I know your touch. I even love your scent. I know just when you are near. It’s like you’ve crept right into my soul.” 

Bastian let out the breath he’d been holding as he couldn’t believe this woman was saying what she was. “I don’t want you forced or to feel like you need to bargain for your life by—?” 

“It is of my own free will. I already know that you won’t kill me. You may even love me?” 

Bastian tilted his head. Yes, he might indeed love her. He should have caught her before this, gotten his info and then dumped her, but no…he’d instead, followed her around for almost a year. Dreaming of her at night. Thinking of her instead of other things. This is in fact is what he’d dreamt of. Her lying beneath him, wanting him. He reached for her shirt and began unbuttoning it. He parted the material and sucked in his breath at the sight. Her breasts were full and barely contained in her bra. With his knife he cut the material away from her skin. Her rosy nipples stood erect. Waiting for his mouth, his fingers. Her skin looked smooth and slightly tanned. Her bruises were mostly gone but faint traces could still be seen on her ribs from her ordeal with that scum. His gut twisted. The man was lucky he was dead or Bastian would kill him for what he’d done to her.  

He clenched his fists telling himself to stop right here…right now. He just wanted a taste is all. He would just take a taste. It may have to last him a very long time. Then his lips were on her unbound breasts. Kissing and caressing her skin. His teeth nipped on her nipples. 

Her waistline was bare as were her breasts, but Bastian couldn’t help himself. He had to see all of her—taste all of her. 

He slipped her jeans all the way down and off her legs and now the only barrier between them was a pair of dark blue panties. Bastian rubbed his hand over her hot wet core. He could feel her excitement and smell her arousal. Her scent was driving him crazy. 

He leaned down and began tonguing the wet spot on her panties. Her essence was diluted but still there. He growled when he couldn’t get close enough to what he wanted. Then he pushed the cloth aside and went after it again. This time, he could taste her and her flavor drove him wild. She smelled of chocolate and tasted like sweet cream. His fingers brushed against her mound and found their way to her core. He smoothed her dark brown hair away from her clit and she gasped in awe as he parted her lips and thrust two fingers deep inside her. 

Bastian reached inside her as far as his fingers could go. His own body betrayed him as the blood rushed to his cock. His muscles bunched as he tensed. He wanted to replace his fingers with his cock. He closed his eyes and could smell her arousal and it was driving his need to possess her. 

“I need you,” she whispered. “Please…” 

He pulled away and his fingers found their way into his mouth. He closed his eyes again while he tasted her essence and groaned aloud. This was what he’d wanted for so long. He fought with himself even harder now. Taking a virgin wasn’t something he ever wanted to do. Despite his reputation, he’d never delivered pain with sex and never violated any of his assignments in that way. 

“Why have you stopped?” she asked in a breathless voice. “I know there’s more. I want you to be the one to show me.” 

Bastian watched her bare breasts heaving with her panting, he leaned forward and swiped a finger through her cream between her thighs again. She was soaking wet, her nipples were hard an erect while her body was quivering with need. She did want him. He tugged her thighs apart, gathered her into his arms and groaned again, as her wetness covered his face. His tongue speared inside her body and she cried out in pleasure. He nuzzled her outer lips and found her clit. Licking it roughly, he heard her moan. Sucking the tiny nub inside his mouth, she screamed. 

Bastian knew she just came and the sensation made his cock hard. He lapped up her sweet nectar and he knew he was a doomed man. She was made for him. He could feel her body responding and he slipped two fingers inside her again. Her core walls tightened around his digits. As he fingered her, he leaned close to her and whispered in her ear, “I want to fuck you so bad right now.”  

“Please do it,” she begged as she panted. “Fuck me. I need you so much. I don’t think I could stand it if you don’t take me. I have never wanted anything so badly.”

Bastian couldn’t deny her what they both wanted so badly. He quickly shed his clothes before he could think about the consequences again, and moved over her. He settled between her thighs and pressed forward. His cock felt her tightness and he pushed in gently. He felt her maidenhead and halted. He knew it would kill him to remove himself, but he pulled himself back. What the fuck was he doing? He couldn’t do this…take her while she was bound as his captive! God dammit, it was wrong. His body told him how right it was and his mind disagreed. He raised himself up, intending to move away. He couldn’t have any innocents on his conscience. 

Just then, Sawyer wrapped her legs around his waist and tightened them tugging him forward into her.  

His pelvis pushed forward again, breaking through. He sucked in a breath as he paused. “Are you all right?” he whispered as his body went rigid. She was so dammed tight. It was he who was imprisoned now. At the mercy of her. The realization floored him. 

“I-I—more!” She tugged him closer with her thighs wrapped more tightly around his waist. “I need more.”

Pulling back and thrusting deeper, he set the pace. Each thrust went a little deeper and soon, he was bottoming out. Closing his eyes, he simply let himself feel. Leaning over her his lips suckled her breasts.  

She moaned. “Harder, I need more of you. This is so wonderful!” 

Bastian picked up the pace and soon, lost himself in everything that she was. He felt her pussy flutter and contract and he knew she was close but so was he. Plunging deeper, he felt her give in to her passion. Her muscles clamped down on him and he felt lightening run along his spine as she came on his hard cock, then like a speeding train drove him, he felt himself give in. His cum flooded her insides, filling her. 

He stilled for a time to catch his breath and heard her do the same. Moving to one side of her, he brushed his fingertips along her breasts. He watched the heaviness of her breathing slow to normal.  

She smiled. “Wow,” she whispered. 

“Wow, indeed.” He chuckled. He leaned closer and licked a bead of sweat as it rolled down the side on her face. “Are you all right?” 

Sawyer smiled. “Yeah, I’m good.” She cocked her head and asked, “I don’t suppose you’d like to untie me? I would love to— well—feel you up with my hands next.” Her cheeks flamed with a bright pink hue.” 

Bastian grinned as euphoria filled him though he knew she could not see his amusement. “I suppose I could but then I would have to kill you.” 

 

~*  *  *  *~

 

“What?” Sawyer gasped. Fear dried her mouth up and her heart beat rapidly in her chest. 

“Sweetheart, there’s a reason for everything that I do. This…This is not how I usually do business. I had a job to do and for some reason with you, I just couldn’t resist breaking one of my own rules.” 

“So now what? I already told you everything I knew and you found the Hand, did you not?” 

He settled back on the bed and gathered her into his arms the best he could. “Yeah, I found the Hand but I also ran into some trouble at the church.” 

“What kind of trouble?”

“Malvin Bordeaux was waiting for whoever showed up what was lost. Apparently, he followed you guys that night but he didn’t know where in the church the Hand was hidden.” 

“Malvin was the man I saw at Max’s house?” Sawyer asked. 

“Yeah, Max’s twin brother. When you told me about a second man, I looked into Max and found he was one of two. Malvin was his twin and they looked enough alike for a kid to mistake one for the other.” He shifted his body around. “I also warned Leon about the hidden rooms. I didn’t want Malvin to kill any of his men without them being aware he was there hiding.” 

“So what’s going to happen to me?”

“I can’t let anyone know who I am. I protect my identity for a reason. If I let you go, you could reveal who I am to the world and I can’t have that.” 

“So you’re going to kill me anyway?” she whimpered. Her fear took over, but she felt her heart breaking too. 

 

~*  *  *  *~

 

Bastian sighed as he brushed a strand of hair away from her forehead, then saw her lips trembling and realized that he’d frightened her. He kissed her lips gently. “I am sorry. I didn’t mean it that way. I was just—No I won’t do that but I can’t allow you to see me either. Don’t worry, you won’t be here long.” He touched his lips to her forehead. “Try and sleep now, little one.” 

He watched for a long while, then her body slipped into sleep. He knew he couldn’t keep her no matter how much he wanted to do just that. 

Bastian laid there a long time holding her and smoothing her hair gently, enjoying the feel of her body in his arms. He could see himself holding her like this every night of his life. He knew better though. For now, he would just revel in having her. Finally, he closed his eyes and let sleep take him.  

 

~* *  *  *~

 

Lake Placid, New York… 

Sam glared at the group of men in the cabin. Deke had his daughter in his arms. Both men had been happy to hear her cry out, “Daddy,” when they burst through the door. But they weren’t so happy to see Cricket laid out on the sofa with a bandage on her back. “What the fuck happened here Colonel?” Sam growled at his old Sergeant. He stared at the man who hadn’t changed all that much over the last thirty years.  

He was still a bigger than life size man. His muscles were still tight, his hands still larger than a phone book. The only difference between now and then was the shock of white hair, instead of the dark brown he’d had before. It was also longer than the stock Marine cut he had thirty years ago but his dark eyes hadn’t changed much. They still knew how to cut through the bullshit of everyday life. 

“We got here before they did and got set up just like we always do,” Stone explained. “But the little fucker got impatient and he hid the knife from sight until it was too late to stop him. We came up behind him and he had time to slide it into her before we took him down.”

“The wound is superficial.” Doc shrugged.  

Sam snarled at the man.  

Deke called out, “Dad, let it go. The girls are okay now.” 

Raine knelt down beside Cricket. He brushed the hair away from her face. When her eyelids twitched, he called her name. When she opened her eyes and smiled at him Raine asked, “Are you okay, baby?” 

“I am now. I am so glad to see you!” She closed her eyes again. Then she opened them and began looking around in panic. “Jemmia! Is she okay?” 

“Jemmia’s just fine darling,” Sam assured her as he squatted beside Raine. “Thanks to you, she’s just fine.” 

“Yes, she shielded that baby from dumbfuck over there, the entire time,” Stone spoke up. “Protected her with her own body.” He looked like he was in awe of Cricket. 

Cricket frowned and craned her neck to look at the others in the room. “Who are they?” she whispered. Turning her head, she looked at Sam. “They said you sent them.” 

Sam grinned. “Yeah, I did. This is my old Sarge from when I was in the Marines another lifetime ago. He was in the area and I knew he could get here before we could. I asked him to stop by and protect you till we could get here.” 

Cricket smiled. “Well, thank you very much. Michael was getting out of control.”

“What exactly was he after?” Stone asked. 

Cricket motioned to the wall of weapons in front of them. “He wanted the daggers. They belonged to my father’s family and he wanted to win his father over by retrieving them.” 

Stone and the others stepped forward and observed the weapons.  

Reaper, one of the men in the group let out a low whistle of appreciation.  

Sam nodded. “Orrin sure had a very nice collection of weapons and he’d kept them in pristine condition.” 

The weapons were old and new. Medieval swords and knives were mixed in with modern day rifles and handguns. Old west Colts and Henry repeating rifles over a hundred years old could be seen as well as Vietnam semiautomatic weapons. In the middle of the wall was a clear sided storage case that housed a set of daggers. The blades sparkled like new and the hilts were covered in jewels. 

Michael groaned as he returned to consciousness. He couldn’t move as someone had hogtied him with his hands behind his back. The rope went all the way around his ankles and back up to his wrists. “What the fuck?” he shouted as he struggled to get free. 

Stone ignored him as he turned to Cricket and motioned to the weapons. “How long did it take your daddy to get all this together?” 

Cricket sat up with a flinching from her wound and smiled sadly. “He worked on that collection most of his life. He was particular what he put into it.”

“It’s a damn fine collection,” Reaper commented.  

Cricket frowned. “I hate it.” 

Raine looked surprised. “Why is that?”

“I know guns don’t kill, people kill but guns are the weapon of choice for most people.” Cricket winced as she tried to sit up. “They are a fine thing to have when you respect them but not everyone respects the power they represent. My dad tried his hardest to teach us how to use the weapons he had but I never wanted to learn.” 

Sam raised an eyebrow. “Let me guess, your sister liked the knives the best, didn’t she?” 

Cricket nodded. “Oh yeah, she did. When she turned twelve after mom died, Dad gave her a knife and showed her how to use it. She loved it. She spent every waking minute learning all she could about handling the weapon. She got to be very good with it. She used to beg my father to allow her to try the swords but he never would.” 

“Why not?” Stone asked. 

Cricket shook her head in disgust. “He knew she was too much like her father and would use her skills against whoever refused her anything.” 

“Her father?” Reaper questioned. “Wasn’t he your father too?” 

Cricket sighed. “Orrin was my father, but Cordy had another father. All three of us have the same mother but I had a different father than the other two. It’s a complicated story.”

Michael twisted around to glare at Cricket. “My father will kill all of you!” 

 

~*  *  *  *~

 

Cricket got to her feet. Every movement was painful but she did it. She carefully made her way over to the wall of weapons and took down a short sword. Walking over to where Michael was bound she knelt down beside him. “Your father might and I stress the word might miss you but he wouldn’t kill us for killing you.” She pointed the tip of the weapon on his nose. “He has no feelings, remember? Neither do you. I could run this sword through you right now. I could watch you bleed to death and that would bother me a hell of a long time. The act alone would haunt me for the rest of my life but the same act done by you wouldn’t register for five minutes in your world or your father’s. That’s the difference between us, Michael.”

A drop of blood dripped down from the weapon as it pushed against his nose and Michael sneered at her. 

She ignored his reaction. “You brought me here as a hostage. You used the welfare of a baby against me to get me to do what you wanted me to do. You knew I wouldn’t do it willingly. You and Bane use people. Neither of you give a rats ass about anyone or anything that doesn’t revolve around you. I could give that damn collection away tomorrow and it wouldn’t bother me one bit. In fact…” She turned to the man Sam called Stone. “Do you want the whole fucking collection? You earned it by saving our lives. All accept the daggers, of course. Those I’m gonna shove up my uncle’s ass.” 

Stone looked impressed by her again, as he nodded. “Yeah, I’ll take it and give it a good home.” 

“I don’t care if you bury it alongside the dammed road…just get it the hell out of my house.” She turned back to Michael. “What do you think your father would do if I gave him a choice? You or the daggers?” she paused then asked again, “Which one would he chose?” 

“You fucking whore!” Michael growled. “You fucking know which one he’d chose.” 

Cricket nodded. “Yeah, and lucky for you, I would never ask him to pick one or the other. He can have you both as long as you and him leave me the hell alone. I never want to see either of you ever again.” 

“He isn’t going to get off scot free.” Deke growled. “I owe him for knocking out Cassie and taking Jemmia.” 

Cricket smiled. “By all means make the little fucker hurt but don’t kill him. I want his father to see what happens when you piss off an MC.” She lifted her foot and slammed it into Michael’s head. “Just take him outside. I don’t want his blood on my floor.”

Raine, Sam and a couple of Stone’s boys hauled Michael outside. 

Deke looked as if he wanted so badly to join them but he was holding Jemmina.  

Cricket sat back down on the couch and stared at him while patting the couch seat beside her. 

Deke stepped over and set his daughter down on the couch. “I will be back in a few minutes.” He then went out the door in a rush and then the screaming started.  

Cricket kept Jemmia in the house and tried to distract her. 

Stone stayed inside and sat down on the other side of her. “Are you okay?” he asked after a moment or so. 

Cricket nodded. “I’ll be fine. The little prick didn’t do that much damage.” 

“Were you serious about the collection?” 

She nodded and wouldn’t even look at the weapons. “Yeah, I want them gone. I’ll take the daggers back to Troy with me but you can have the rest of it.”

“Would his old man really take the daggers, instead of him?” Stone asked quietly. 

“In a heartbeat. My uncle Bane is a sweetheart like that.” 

“That’s just wrong.” Stone shook his head. “Just fuckin wrong.” 

“There isn’t anything about Bane Jessin that is right.” Cricket scoffed. 

“Your uncle is Bane Jessin?” Stone asked in astonishment. 

Cricket nodded. “Michael is his son.” 

“Is this going to come back and bite us in the ass?” Stone demanded. 

Cricket shook her head. “No I’ll make sure of that. If Bane gets the daggers, he won’t care about the beating Michael is taking.” She shrugged. “Besides, I’m saving his life. Michael told me he plans to learn what Bane can teach him then he’s going to take his place. I think he plans to kill his father to do it.” 

“Did he tell you that?”  

“Not in so many words but with people like him, you have to read between the lines. I could read his eyes though. I’ve spent my entire life with someone just like him. I learned to read her thoughts too.” 

When Raine, Sam and the others came back inside, Raine asked if she was ready to go back to Troy.  

Cricket went over to the wall and carefully brought down the case with the daggers in it. Her body felt sore and her wound throbbed. She placed it on the table and went to the cupboard to get something to carry it in. She grabbed an old backpack and put the case inside. She looked over at Sam and Deke. “Who is taking Michael back?”

“I put him in the truck of your car,” Sam replied. 

“Yeah, that’s the perfect place for trash.” Nodding, she turned to Stone. “Get the weapons out of here. I don’t care how you do it but get it done. Then please lock the place up again.” Cricket picked up the backpack and said, “Let’s rock.” Then she went out to her car.  

Deke was already there buckling Jemmia in the back seat. When he straightened, he held out his hand. “Keys.” 

Cricket handed over the keys and got into the passenger side. “What about Raine?”  

Deke shook his head. “He will need to ride my bike back. I had him ride bitch because he couldn’t ride his own bike with that head banged up like it was, a few hours ago. He seems fine now. I need to take my daughter back to Cassie myself.” 

They started out and when they hit the highway, Raine pulled Deke’s bike out on one side of the car and Gator was on the other as their escort. Sam didn’t come back with them. He told Deke he needed to parley with Stone and would be back later. 

 




CHAPTER THIRTEEN

 

Sin’s Bastards Mc Compound 

Two hours later, Deke drove along the highway nearing the compound and he let out a sigh as he peeked at his daughter in the rearview mirror. “You know before Cassie and the kids, my life was a hell of a lot more simple.” 

Cricket laughed out loud. “Yeah, but think of all you would’ve missed. Besides, you know you love them like crazy.” 

Deke grinned. “Yeah, I do at that.” He sighed heavily. “But I could sure use a break from all the drama around here lately.” 

“I’m hoping I can get my uncle to just go away,” she told him. “He and Michael can just leave and never come back and I would be happy.” She looked away for a moment. “Maybe I should think about moving on too. I have brought enough trouble to your MC.” 

Deke shook his head and studied her for a moment. “You don’t have to do that, you know. Cordy’s actions brought trouble here, not you. You have saved my children more than once now. I also know Raine doesn’t want you to go anywhere without him.” 

Cricket laughed. “Yeah, I would really miss that man.” 

“I think if you left, he would follow you, maybe all the way to hell and back.” They now entered through the main gates of the club. Deke’s men gathered near the parking area.

Cricket stared out the window for a moment at the club entrance. “You know my mother always said, home is where the man you love is. I love that man, so I’ve got nowhere else I’d rather be than right here. I was hoping you wouldn’t make me leave.” 

Deke looked surprised for a moment. “Why would I make you leave?” 

“Bane Jessin.” 

“Honey, you can’t help who your family is any more than anyone else can. It just so happens that your family is notorious.” Deke parked the car.

She sighed heavily. “Let’s get this over with. I want him gone.” She opened her car door and waited until Deke got Jemmia out of the back seat.  

By then, six other men were waiting. 

Deke opened the trunk and they lifted Michael out. One of the men untied his feet but left his hands tied behind his back. “Take this piece trash into the club boys,” he ordered.

Cricket followed them into the clubhouse and when they stopped, they were in front of the table Bane was sitting at.  

He looked up slowly. His eyes never flickered when he saw his son’s battered body. When he shifted his eyes to Cricket, his gaze held no emotion at all. 

She laid the backpack on the table. “I’ll make a deal with you.” 

“And what would that be?” Bane asked as he raised a brow. 

“I’ll give you the fucking daggers if you take this piece of shit and disappear. I don’t care where you go with him but I don’t ever want to see either of you again.” 

“Agreed,” Bane replied instantly. 

“I don’t want to see you, either of you again. You understand?” she repeated. 

Bane nodded.  

“I will tell you this. He wants you to teach him all you know.” Cricket leaned closer as she spoke, “He thinks you’ll teach him the trade and then someday, he’ll take over for you.” 

Bane shrugged. “It could happen.” 

“I think he plans to kill you one day, maybe as soon as you’ve taught him all you know.” 

Bane turned dispassionate eyes to his son and sneered. “He could have tried. But I’ll take him with me and we won’t be back.” 

Cricket pushed the backpack toward him. “I hope you choke on these, I really do. I hope you won’t retaliate against the club for beating the hell out of him. He hurt Cassie and used Jemmia to get me to take him to the daggers. He had the beating coming.” Then she turned with a wince as her hand went to the bandage on her back and went down the hall to her bedroom. 

 

~*  *  *  *~

 

Bane lifted his coffee cup to his lips and took a drink.  

Deke stared at him for a moment, then asked, “Are we good?” 

Bane nodded once. “We’re good. Apparently, my son needed a lesson and he got one.” 

“Then, I think it’s time you and Michael left. You’ve outstayed your welcome.” 

“We’ll be gone in a few minutes.”

“See that you are.” Deke turned and went to the back door.  

Bane sat there a few minutes longer, then looked over at Michael. He found the boy glaring back at him. The gag in his mouth held him silent. Bane leaned down to cut the rope binding his hands together.  

Michael groaned as feeling came back to his arms. A second or so later, he ripped the gag out of his mouth. 

Before he could say anything, Bane leaned closer and held his finger up. “Do not say a word until we are out of here. I don’t care what your excuse was, you got what you deserved. Now, get to your feet and walk behind me. Keep your damn mouth shut.” 

Michael got up and followed his father out of the clubhouse and all the way to the car. 

A few minutes later, the car left the compound and headed back for Geneva. 

Half way there, a light flashed inside the car and there was a loud bang, but the car never stopped. It kept going. 

 

~*  *  *  *~

 

Utica, New York… 

Bastian watched the dawn rise from the top loft of the barn. In the distance, he could hear the farmers beginning their day but when he glanced over toward the city of Utica, he couldn’t see any signs of life there yet. He knew he had to take Sawyer home but he sure didn’t want to. He wanted to keep her. 

Deep down, he knew he couldn’t but it didn’t help. They had made love three more times during the night and when he left her bed a short time ago, she’d been sound asleep. He’d never felt this way before for any woman. He didn’t know if it was love or not but he did know he couldn’t afford to fall in love with anyone. His lifestyle wouldn’t permit it. He knew no decent woman would care for what he did. He knew they would try to change him and that he couldn’t allow.  

He had enough money to last him a lifetime but he didn’t do what he did for the money, he did it because this was all he knew. Getting people to spill their secrets wasn’t a job for the queasy. It took skill and guts to do what he did. The need to break a person anyway he could, helped. Causing someone pain didn’t turn his stomach if he had to do it. He didn’t feel the need to do it, it just sometimes was the only option. He never killed unless he had to. The last time was those two hitmen. Both had more than their share of blood on their hands and they had become dangerous to the Family as well. 

He knew he couldn’t keep her but giving her up was going to bother the ever loving shit out of him. The only saving grace would be that he could check up on her from time to time. He could follow her and make sure she was okay, maybe even get close enough to rub his body against hers without her knowing it was him. It was sick and he knew it, but there wouldn’t be anything else he could have of her. 

Bastian got up and went over to the stairs. Opening the heavy door, he went downstairs and didn’t stop until he got to the room Sawyer was in. He paused for a moment just inside the door and stared at her. She was still bound and blindfolded. He knew he had to leave her that way. Oh, how he wanted to gaze into her eyes as she came. To see the fire there that she felt for him. To have her hands roaming over his skin and do all the things she kept whispering about last night. His chest tightened. I have to live without that. 

He went over to the table in the corner and picked up a syringe. Moving over to the bed, he slid the needle into her leg and pushed the plunger down. When the syringe was empty, he lifted her off the bed. It would be easier for her and less stressful if she were out for her return trip. 

For the next thirty minutes, he gently bathed her body. His eyes were drawn to her bare skin. Smooth as silk. Committing every crease, every bit to his memory. It would have to last him a lifetime. He tried to just bathe her without any sexual thoughts. He wanted her aware, awake if he made love to her. If she only knew how he really felt for her. But no one but him would ever know. 

He gently dried her off and dressed her with care. He paused at the sight of her damp hair. She had different hues and tints, some blonde like streaks as well and he remembered the first time he ever saw her mane. He figured at the time it was dyes or hair products, now he could see she inherited it from her father. It was natural. So beautiful, so different, much like his own light hair, so blonde it was almost white. He let out a sigh and shook his head. The next time he saw this mane, she would be entirely separated from him again, never knowing he was there. 

Carrying her out to the car, he laid her carefully on the back seat. Before he left the barn, he tucked his gun with the silencer into his pocket. He never trusted anyone. This policy had kept him alive. Then he placed a call to Leon. There was a wayside near Amsterdam that backed into a wooded area. He would wait for Leon to come and collect his bounty there. 

On his way to the meeting place, Bastian wondered what Sawyer thought of last night. He couldn’t help it. Last night had been the fulfillment of a dream for him. When he’d seen her in the warehouse last year, he’d fallen hard for her. When he’d seen what Jack and John had done to her he almost killed them then and there. He’d never felt such feeling for anyone. No one better ever hurt her in the future either, or they would be sorry. 

When he reached the wayside, he pulled into the woods and hid his car. Scouting the area cautiously, he didn’t see anyone else there yet. Then he lifted her out and carried her to the picnic area. He laid her on the table and carefully undid the bindings on her hands. Taking off the blindfold, he brushed the stray hair out of her eyes. His kissed her closed eyelids and caressed her soft cheek.  

Pressing his lips against hers, he kissed her one last time. “I think I could love you,” he whispered in her ear. Then he heard it. The sound he was dreading. A car engine slowing down to turn into the wayside. He also heard the sound of a cycle traveling with the car.  

Bastian reached up and took off the necklace he’d worn for the last ten years. Slipping it around her neck, he tucked the pendant into her shirt. Then he got up, walked to the trees and disappeared.  

When he knew no one could see him, he turned and watched as a car stopped beside the table Sawyer was laid out on. The bike following the limo stopped and Bastian watched as a big man got off and stepped over to her. Calico. At least he would be there in her life now, as well as her mother. Her father gathered her up in his arms and held her close. He had tears rolling down his cheeks.  

Bastian watched as Leon and Calderone Vincinti stepped out of the limo then went to the table. He saw Leon pick up the box next to Sawyer. In the box was the item Max had originally paid him to find.  

Bastian reached for his phone and called Leon. “I see you found the Hand and Sawyer.” 

“Yes, we did,” Leon confirmed, “I figured I’d have to pay for the item before you returned it.” 

Bastian chuckled. “Max paid for its return. I have my ethics, old man.” 

Leon chuckled at his sass. “May I ask how you found it?” 

“Sawyer was with her mother when Jolene took the piece. Malvin followed them home that day. When he didn’t find it in the house, he staked out the only other place they stopped at. The Northridge Church.” 

“So, it’s been at the church all this time?” Leon asked. 

“Yeah, it was still there yesterday when I went to get it. Oh, by the way, you don’t have to worry about Malvin anymore. He tried to surprise me with a flashlight upside the head but I took care of him.” 

“Thank you. He’d already killed one of my men the day before yesterday. The others found his secret rooms and a very interesting set of books. It seemed Malvin had his own gig going on in that town. Glad to know he’s out of the picture as well.” 

“I didn’t hurt the girl. I want you to know that,” Bastian finally told him. “I do not kill innocents, ever. Despite what the rumors say.” 

“I can see that, thank you.”  

“Yes, but just don’t let it get around, okay? Tell her father to take good care of her or the next time I take her, I will keep her.” Bastian ended the call before Leon could say anything more. He turned his back and waited until he heard the bike start up. He couldn’t watch as she was carried away from him. Only when the wayside was quiet again, did he turn. The place was empty and he couldn’t stand the silence anymore.  

Bastian got into his car and drove back to the barn. When he got there, he went into his living room and directly to the bar. He grabbed a bottle of whiskey and sat down on the sofa. Ripping off the cap, he lifted the bottle to his mouth and took a long swig. The liquor burned his throat all the way to his belly. 

He found nothing in the liquid fire, so he put the cap back on the bottle. Drinking wouldn’t help the situation and he knew better. In his line of work, he always needed to be sober and aware. But now, he was too aware…it was going to be a long night. 

 

~*  *  * *~

 

Lake Placid...New York 

Sam sat down on the corner of the sofa and stared at the older man in front of him. “Well Sarge, time has been good to you.”

Stone Masterson laughed out loud. “Yeah, fuck you too, Tory.” 

Sam chuckled and shook his head. “So…are you gonna tell me what the hell you’re doing in New York when your club is in Texas?” 

“The boys and I are setting up a network,” Stone replied.  

“What kind of network?” 

“The kind that will help a woman or kid in trouble. I want to set up a network nationwide that can provide a safe place, maybe a new start for these women.” He looked away for a moment then looked back at his old friend. “I’m also looking for my sister. I haven’t seen her in about fifteen years or so.” 

Sam frowned. “What happened?” 

“I was a snot nosed kid when I left home to join the core,” Stone explained. “I was mad at the whole fucking world but mostly at my stepfather. That man was truly a beast and he was a mean drunk. Anyway, when I left…I left behind a younger sister and my mother. I hated leaving them with him, but my mom knew the old man would likely kill me if I didn’t go. They came to see me after boot camp and they told me things were different, they were better. They were lying to me but it took five years before I knew it. By then, I was overseas and couldn’t get back to do anything about it anyway. My sister kept writing and I told her I would come back for her one day. The next time I was stateside, she met me. Surprised the hell out of me. She told me she’d gotten away from him and that she was okay. I talked to my mom and she told me not to worry about her, she was all right. I went back to work with the core and didn’t worry about it….” Stone paused as if the memories were too much. 

Sam waited silently for him to continue. 

“…Well, years passed before I knew the truth. Sadie kept in touch and so did my mom. Then twelve years ago, I get the news my stepfather was dead. I came home to find a cluster fuck. My sister was gone and had been for a long time. My mother wasn’t the same woman I left when I joined the core and my stepfather died after almost killing my mom. I got my mom set up in a nice place but she begged me to find Sadie and bring her home. I looked everywhere for her every chance I got, but you know how the core is, they don’t give you much time on your own. Then came the day five years ago when everything I worked so hard for was suddenly gone. My last assignment nearly got my whole troop wiped out. We were set up and when shit hit the fan, my boys paid the price. I was all done after that. I came home a full bird Colonel. The men who were left of the troop came with me and we settled in a place called Sabine Pass, Texas. We started our own MC and over time, we began to grow. Most of us are vets, some of us are damaged vets but together, we make a hell of a team.” 

“How does all this work with finding your sister?” Sam asked. 

“The boys needed something to do, you know? To give them a purpose again, then we stumbled on the need for this sort of thing. We found a woman, beat almost to death and left on the side of the road. Her old man likely wanted her to die but we took her in, gave her a chance to heal and got her set up in another town. She’s okay and well on her way to having a good life. She got us started and before we knew it, our network had grown.” 

“Okay, that explains what you do but why are you here in New York?” 

“I’ve been looking for my sister all this time,” Stone explained. “One of our ladies lives out here now and she mentioned a place in the area called Redemption House. I was hoping that if Sadie were in the area she might go to a place like that. The last time I heard from Sadie, she was in Albany. We were in the area dropping off another lady and I knew you were here, so I called.” 

Sam grinned when Stone mentioned Redemption House. “That little girl you saved tonight, the woman that runs Redemption House is her mother.” 

Stone was astonished. “Really? I thought your son was her father?” 

“He is. Cassie has quite a story to tell, but Redemption House is her dream. It has been doing really well. There is such a need for places like that.” 

Stone nodded. “I’ve been listening to horror stories from the people we rescue about how bad it is to live on the streets. I was hoping to find this Redemption House and learn how I can build one in my town.” 

“Cassie is the one you need to talk to then.”  

“Maybe I can ask her to help me find Sadie at the same time.” Stone let out a heavy sigh. “I just want to know she’s okay and give her the chance to find me. I would dearly love her to come home.” 

Sam glanced at Stone’s vest and smiled when he read the name of the MC. “Hell’s Fire Riders huh? Seems I’ve heard that name before.” 

“Yeah.” Stone chuckled. “I know you have. That’s what they used to call us when they sent us into battle.” 

“That’s because we were the group that got the job done,” Sam quipped. “We would rain hell’s fire down on the enemy and watch it burn. It helped that the flames of hell burned the hottest.” He paused then added, “I’ve been keeping track of you, old man. I’d catch a word every now and then, and I can truly say I’m proud to have served with you.” 

Stone shook his head. “I should have gotten out a long time ago.” 

“No, you stayed because there was a need for men like you,” Sam argued. “You taught them boys how to become good men. They may not admit it, but they needed you and you were there.” He got to his feet and looked around. “When you get done here, come on down to Troy and meet Cassie. She can get the word out about your sister and I know she’ll be happy to tell you about Redemption House.” Reaching out his hand he grasped Stone’s and shook it. “I got my own past to set right, so I got to go.” 

“We’ll be there later Gunny, you can bet your booties on it,” Stone replied. He went to the door and watched as Sam pulled away and disappeared. When he was joined by one of his men he didn’t have to turn to see which one it was. He knew already.  

“You should have told him everything. About our real mission,” Doc warned him in a low voice. “He needs to know about the shit storm that’s coming his way.” 

“I know. I will tell him,” Stone assured the other man. “We’re gonna make a stop in Troy on our way out. I can tell him then.” He looked over his shoulder at Doc. “Sam is a good man. He’ll join our network.”

“I hope so.” Doc nodded. “We need all the help we can get to stop this from happening. When you first laid out your plan, I never thought it would work but you got me convinced now that it will. Every day, we come one step closer to making it a reality. I just hope we aren’t too late in setting it up.” 

“It will never be too late.” Stone guaranteed him. “We’ll keep fighting until we’re the last man standing.” He turned and went back inside the cabin, closing the door behind him. 
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