
Riggs (Kings of Retribution Louisiana Book 
1)

 Novel
 Crystal  Daniels

http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/EaXe/OPMw/lrbQ/Riggs-Kings-of-Retribution-Louisiana-Book-1
http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/EaXe/OPMw/lrbQ/Riggs-Kings-of-Retribution-Louisiana-Book-1
http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/EaXe/OPMw/lrbQ/Riggs-Kings-of-Retribution-Louisiana-Book-1
http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/EaXe/OPMw/lrbQ/Riggs-Kings-of-Retribution-Louisiana-Book-1
http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/EaXe/OPMw/lrbQ/Riggs-Kings-of-Retribution-Louisiana-Book-1


Abel LeBlanc, better known to his brothers as Riggs — President for The Kings of Retribution
MC, Louisiana Chapter. As a former Green Beret, he runs the club with the same amount of
precision and grit he did serving his country.Dedicating years of his life to mercenary missions,
and to his club left no time or desire to settle down and start a family of his own. What good
could come of loving a woman if he could never promise her forever when he willingly puts his
life on the line every day.No one has ever come close to making him want more. No one until
Luna.A call from Jake; President and founder of The Kings of Retribution has Riggs and his men
on the road toward Montana. Their objective — protect a woman from falling into the hands of
another MC.Little did he know when his eyes fell upon the striking woman with violet eyes, she
would alter his life forever.Growing up in the system is hard enough for any kid. For Luna Novak,
not being able to hear the world around her made surviving in it the most terrifying and isolating
experience of her life.Though she doesn't have much, Luna feels she has finally gotten to a point
in her life where her future doesn’t look so grim. That is until she makes the mistake of putting
her trust in the hands of the wrong man — almost costing Luna her life.For Luna to protect
herself and survive, she must leave Arizona behind for a new life in Polson. When her past
follows her, threatening the lives of those around her, Luna soon finds herself under the
protection of the local MC.Leaving with Riggs and going back to Louisiana with him becomes
her only choice. Her heart tells her Riggs will keep her safe, yet fear screams for her to run.The
pull she feels toward Riggs is stronger than any feeling she has felt before, but can she put her
trust and her life in the hands of another man so quickly?
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devil's dick. With the back of my hand, I wipe the sweat from my brow and look through the
scope of my rifle to get a better look at the men milling around the campsite we pinpointed by air
from one of our drones deployed yesterday. I'm in my element out here in the middle of fucking
nowhere in Central America. I've been doing contract work for my country and occasional civilian
clients for the better part of ten years now. Once a soldier, always a soldier. I'm fucking good at
what I do though. So, I use my skill to help those who need it.Glancing over my left shoulder, I
watch my brother, Wick, pull a couple of protein bars and two bottles of water from his pack.
Keeping my weapon at my side, I duck low behind the fallen tree. Wick tosses my dinner to me.
"So, what is the game plan?" he asks. Catching it, I tear open the wrapper taking a bite.We've
been tracking these bastards going on two weeks now and waiting for them to lead us to the
women they plan to sell to the highest bidder. Their clientele; rich fucking assholes who get their
rocks off on underage children or those who run sex rings.Wick and I have seen things most
people could not fathom and been through situations that the most imaginative minds could not
conjure. But I can tell you this, the conditions we have found many victims left in by human
traffickers—there are no words. Those are the missions that fuck with my head the most. Those
are the images that haunt me. I take great satisfaction in doling out justice to sick fucks like the
ones we are trying to take down on this mission. Not one ounce of remorse or one fuck will be
given when I take their worthless lives and send their souls straight to purgatory.I look up at the
darkening sky above us. The sun has almost set. I take another bite of my protein bar. "Contact
Tequila. Tell her we found our target and give her our rendezvous coordinates."Wick twists the
cap off his water bottle and takes a drink, then pours a little water over his face, seeking a little



relief from the hot, humid air of the jungle. "The clearing just on the other side of the river — you
good with that being our pick-up point?" he asks, tearing into his snack bar. I pull out my map
and lay it on the forest floor."Good choice, brother. Send in the coordinates. We can't move in
until we receive a confirmation on ATA." Needing no further instructions, Wick retrieves the
satellite phone strapped to his side.Malik Dawson and I have been side by side since SF—
Special Forces—training. I trust him with my life. Unlike my nickname, Dawson gained his a few
years back when we started the Louisiana Chapter. Our MC brothers started calling him John
Wick after hearing some of his war stories and getting to see him in action a few times, and the
name Wick stuck.Malik is a 6ft 5in mountain of a Black man; who rides a midnight blue custom
Fat Bob Harley. His knowledge of weapons is beyond most. He speaks three foreign languages,
his hand-to-hand combat skills are the best I have ever seen, he’s the sharpest and fastest
shooter I know, and he is a fucking mathematical genius. Most of all, Malik is my brother — my
friend. No doubt; I would lay down my life for him. And he is the best goddamn VP a club could
have."The helicopter will rendezvous with us across the river at zero one hundred," Wick informs
me. "You have the charges ready?" he asks, and I pat my backpack sitting to the side of me and
smile. Getting to blow things up gets my blood pumping. Lifting his hand, Wick looks down at his
watch. "We have six hours until rendezvous."Opening my bottle, and tipping my head back, I
take a large gulp, downing half the water. Pulling a bandana from the small side pocket of my
gear pack, I wet it with water then use it to wipe my face and the back of my neck. "It's going to
take us at least two hours to gain access into the building they are housing the women, then get
them through the clearing over there and across the river." My eyes lift to look at Wick, whose
peering over the log, using his binoculars keeping a check on the enemy."Two of their men are
posted at the gate. They seem to be taking turns walking the perimeter of the fence surrounding
the property. I watched the other three walks into the smaller building on the far side of camp."
Spinning around, Wick looks at me. "Timeline for extraction is cutting damn close to when they
have an extra convoy coming in to pick up those women. We'll have to get in and out fast.""Ain't
nothing to it, brother," I remark. "We move in four hours. As soon as darkness falls, we make our
way to the only other access road leading to their camp. I'll place one explosive there. Our main
objective is getting those women across the water. The bridge we need to cross is old and
extremely unstable, but it is the only safe way out for them."Wick nods. "The turbulent have to be
corrected, the oppressed to be liberated." We bump fists.A few hours later, with weapons ready,
we make our way to the dirt road leading into camp. I place one of the three explosive devices in
my backpack just beneath the makeshift bridge they built for vehicles to cross over the narrow
creek that cuts through the middle of the path. It will not completely slow them down should they
arrive sooner than expected but it will bide us some time. Under cover of night and lush, thick
brush, Wick and I move through the tree line up the road, becoming one with the shadows.The
campsite is quiet, all but for the two men checking the perimeter. However, they have moved
outside the gate. Perfect. Throwing my fist up, I halt our movements. "Let's handle business.
Meet me on the north side of the women's location," I whisper.Going our separate ways, I head



toward my target, who happens to stray off along the tree line to take a piss. Not the best way to
go, but —. Sneaking up on the unsuspecting man, I place my gloved hand over his mouth. The
knife in my other hand finds the mark, sliding effortlessly into his flesh between his ribs. I pull my
weapon from his body. A bullet would have been quicker, but no gun is silent enough to have no
sound, and we need to remain undetected. I keep hold of him until I start to feel the life leave his
body, and he falls limp. Dragging his nearly lifeless body, I hide it amongst the cover of the thick
ferns.When I make it to the north side of the building built of cinder block and tin roof, I find Wick
crouched low waiting on me. "There's a lock on the door. The light overhead is too bright for us to
risk picking the lock without being seen by someone, but there happens to be a window on the
far side of the building there." Wick lifts his head in the direction just above ours at the corner of
the building. "My broad ass shoulders won't clear that opening, but if you take some of your gear
off, I think you can squeeze through."Dammit. This will slow us down, but he's right. The locked
door is a no go. I start stripping my gear from my body and lay it against the building on the
ground. "Give me a boost, brother." Placing my booted foot in his clasped hands, I reach for the
concrete opening as Wick hoists my body upward. Head level with the window, I cautiously peer
inside. It's nearly pitch black aside from the moonlight shining through the opening my head is
currently halfway blocking. The smell of urine penetrates my nostrils the moment I start dragging
my body through the other side. I look for something — anything I can grab a hold of to finish
pulling myself inside. Looking around, I spot the cheap wood beams the metal roof panels are
poorly fastened to. Reaching my arm in at an awkward angle above my head, I'm able to get a
decent grip with just my fingertips. Using my other hand, I push against the concrete under my
waist and slideforward, keeping myself from having to freefall head first to the floor
below.Dropping to my feet once I have cleared the window, my eyes quickly adjust to the lack of
light in the room. At first, the space appears empty until I hear the slightest movement off to my
right. Pulling a small flashlight from my pocket, I shine a light. Several dirty, frightened, and tear-
stained faces stare back at me; all huddled together in the farthest corner of the room. I put my
hand out in front of me. I talk low and slow, keeping my voice as gentle as I can without spooking
them. "I'm here to help." One of the young women opens her mouth as if to scream the moment I
take a step toward them, but luckily another lady quickly covers the poor girl's mouth with the
palm of her hand to keep her quiet. I give her a firm nod letting her know she's done well. "How
many of you are there?" I ask."Twelve," the one who covered the mouth of the woman who tried
to scream answers, her voice barely above a whisper."I'm going to lift you one by one to the
window. My partner is waiting outside to catch you. If you want to make it out alive, no questions.
No talking. As soon as everyone is out, you follow orders. Got it?" Slowly their heads nod in
understanding, and they cross the room. The one who has taken the lead for the other women
ushers the first girl to the front of the line. My heart sinks when I take in how young she looks.
She cannot be any more than twelve years old. "Ready?" I whisper to her, and tears pool in her
bright blue eyes. I lift her small frame to the window. Once her feet disappear, I move on to the
next. One by one, the women crawl through the window until the only person left is me. Getting a



small running jump, I scale the wall enough to grab the windowsill. Pulling my weight up, I poke
my head out and find Wick keeping watch as the women squat low against the wall making sure
they stay in the shadows.Knowing I'll need help, Wick quickly slides his gun to his back, reaches
up and pulls me the rest of the way. With my feet planted firmly on the ground, I make quick work
of putting all my gear on. I turn back toward the women. "Remember what I said?"They nod.
Keeping silent, they move when we move and get low when we get low.Clearing the security
fence surrounding the camp was the easiest part of this entire mission. Making quick work of
cutting the fence, Wick and I hold the two sides apart, allowing the women to shimmy through
before getting clear on the other side ourselves. On foot, this trek toward the river would have
normally taken no more than thirty minutes to complete. However, with twelve young, brave
women, who happen to be weakened from physical abuse and starvation, it will take more time
for us to get to our destination. Fifteen minutes in, two women, one of them being the youngest
girl, are unable to walk on their own, so Wick and I end up carrying them the rest of the way.We
stop just as the river bridge comes into view. Unfortunately, it also starts to rain. The bridge is
old, but passable by foot, so we continue across. Once we're on the other side, I make the
women gather around the base of a large tree and pull a couple of mylar blanket packs from my
backpack and use them to shield the ladies from the rain. "What's our wait time?" I ask Wick.He
looks at his watch. "Three hours.""I'm doubling back. Now that the women are safely away from
those bastards, I want to leave a little wake-up call." I hand him a single small remote detonator
from my bag. "I'm strapping a third explosive to the bridge. If something happens before I get
back, you blow the bridge and get them out of here," I jerk my head in the direction of the
women, "Copy?" Wick clenches his teeth, his jaw ticks with tension. He understands losing our
lives is a risk we are willing to take."Received."Shit. God decided to open the flood gates on the
rainstorm. It's falling so hard I can hardly see three yards in front of me, yet I manage to make my
way back to the camp, through the hole in the fence. With no signs of the other men, I maneuver
around the building they are housed in. Pulling my pack off my back, I dig out the remaining
bomb. Unlike the building they had the women in, this one is raised off the dirt ground, leaving
about a two-foot clearance; perfect for me to scuttle beneath. About midway, I place the
explosive between two floorboard beams and just as fast get my dirty wet ass out. When I slide
around the side of the building, I hear the door slam shut, and notice the beam of a flashlight
shining bright on the ground. Ducking back, I watch the guy, with a rifle slung over his shoulder,
walk across the yard with his light scanning the fence line, most likely looking for his men who
haven't reported back to him.Knowing I need to get across without being seen, I wait for him to
make his way a little further out before making a run for it. Halfway between me and the fence,
shots ring out, and bullets whiz past my head and ricochet off the ground at my feet. Off in the
distance headlights can be seen through the trees, which means their other men are early.
Prepared for this scenario, I pull my pack off, throw my body to the ground behind the building
we rescued the women from and pull the wireless remote from my bag, flipping the switch cover
up and press the button. The bomb explodes lighting the night sky with a cloud of fire. Knowing



this will cause the other men to run from the other building, I flick the second switch cover open
and blow the motherfucker, sending structural shrapnel in all directions.Picking myself up, I start
running, toss my pack over the fence, and crawl back through the hole in the fence, then tear off
through the trees. I don't bother looking back, I know they will find the girls missing, so I need to
put as much distance between myself and them as possible. The tree line comes into view just
as gun power rings out behind me. Bullets tear at the trees, splintering the bark.I push myself
harder.The moment my foot hits the first bridge plank a searing pain bursts through my left thigh.
I know I've been hit, but I keep going. Wick begins to return fire. My leg burns and the pain
radiates upward with every step I take. Another round of rapid-fire echoes around me. I can hear
the bullets as they hit the water and bounce off the ground as I clear the bridge.I hear it before I
feel it.The explosion.Then the heat on my back.The force propels my body forward, slamming
me to the ground, knocking the air from my lungs. I cover my head, protecting it from falling
debris. Sucking in a breath of air, I push myself up. I take a second once I've gotten to a kneeling
position and clear my senses. An arm wraps around my waist, hoisting my heavy ass to my feet.
Wick helps me to the other side of the clearing.Lowering me to the ground, he immediately
tends to the bullet wound on my leg. Wick rips open the tear in my pant leg left by the bullet,
exposing the weeping hole in my thigh. "Blood loss is minimal. Looks to be a clean shot." He
takes his pack from his back and retrieves the first aid kit. He packs both entrance and exit
wounds with gauze then wraps a firm tourniquet around my thigh. It hurts like a motherfucker, but
the pain reminds me I'm alive, and death did not want me today."You are one lucky
motherfucker," Wick plops down on the ground beside me. We watch the remains of the bridge
burn."Thanks for having my six, man." We sit in silence for a short time.It's not long before the
roar of the transport helicopter can be heard off in the distance. Once the pilot lands, we usher
the women onboard. As we are climbing in behind them, the youngest girl throws her arms
around my neck. She doesn't speak. She doesn't have to. After she′s taken her seat next to the
others, Wick counts heads, making sure they are all accounted for before we strap ourselves in. I
place the headphones over my ears so I can communicate with the pilot.Without looking back,
Tequila lifts us off the ground. "Job well done, sir." She tells me."Received." Leaning my head
back, I close my eyes, trying to relieve the building pressure behind my tired eyes. "Take us
home."2LUNAThe world around me is silent. I hear nothing but can feel everything. And right
now, my body is on fire. My body screams in pain as I'm jolted around by the jerking movements
of the car I'm currently in.The trunk to be more specific.Several minutes pass before I feel the car
come to a stop. The vehicle vibrates as the door is opened and slammed shut. A moment later,
the cold night air hits my face. My body goes weightless as someone lifts me from the trunk of
the car and carries my limp body off somewhere.I count ten steps — one, two, three, four, five,
six, seven, eight, nine, ten.The person carrying me tosses my body like a rag doll; then what
feels like thousands of tiny needles stab me all over my body as I hit the cold damp ground. It's a
struggle to breathe, and I am so weak I can't seem to open my eyes. I let out a groan, and though
I can't hear it, I know the noise that just escaped my mouth has drawn attention to me. I crack my



eyes open to slits to find my boyfriend's brother Pike staring down at me and I read his lips."Shit,
man. She's still alive."I cut my eyes over to the car to see Rex climb out of the passenger seat
and stride in my direction. His advance and the look on his face causes my heart to jump into my
throat. I watch his lips as he speaks."Not for long." His face carries an expression I have not
seen before. He's looking at me as though I am a bug that needs to be squashed. He is not the
same man who has been sweet and tender with me for the past few months — the man who has
doted on me and made me feel special. "You should have minded your own business, Luna.
Such a fuckin' shame," Rex sneers crouching down close to my face; making sure I can
understand what he's saying. Then without hesitation, he stands to his full height, and the next
thing I feel is the heavy weight of his boot coming down on my head. Fiery pain explodes through
my skull, sending me into darkness.I feel as though I'm trapped in a dark tunnel with no way out.
With a considerable amount of strength and determination, I opened my eyes. The light that
surrounds me is so bright I squeeze them shut then open them once again; this time, my vision
clears. I notice an IV bag hanging above my head to my right, and I'm reasonably sure I am in a
moving vehicle. Suddenly, a man appears in my line of sight, hovering over my body. I focus on
his face as he speaks to me. "Ma'am, can you tell me your name?" he asks. My hands feel like
dead weight. I don't have the strength to lift them, and I don't get the chance to answer the
stranger. With the excruciating pain that has consumed my entire being, I welcome the darkness
that claims me once again.I don't know how much time has passed when I jolt awake. I'm
greeted by that damn blinding white light again. I struggle to move as I'm taken over with panic. I
don't think there is a part of my body that doesn't hurt. A pair of strong hands press against my
shoulders, holding me down. The person restraining me is unaware I am deaf and need my
hands to sign because they grab hold of my arms in another attempt to calm me. "Miss, you're at
the hospital. Everything is going to be okay." I focus on the man's mouth. Blinking my eyes
several times, the blurry figure in front of me becomes clearer as I try to clear the fog from my
brain to make sense of what is happening.The man in front of me is wearing a white coat, and I
have concluded that I am at a hospital. Standing next to him is a nurse with a gray bob wearing
blue scrubs. I relax my body a bit, and the doctor releases his hold. A wave of nausea suddenly
washes over me, and I begin to vomit. The nurse swiftly rolls my body sideways, where I proceed
to lose the contents of my stomach all over the floor. The strain of vomiting causes my head to
feel like it's about to burst. I have never felt pain like this in my life. My vision starts to blur once
again as I'm thrust back into the dark tunnel and the world around me slowly fades away.My
eyes flutter open, and for a moment, I'm confused as to where I am. I look around the hospital
room I'm currently in, and my memory quickly returns.I wake in the middle of the night to an
empty bed. Sitting, my eyes adjust to the darkness, and I find myself alone. Pulling the blanket
back, I climb out of bed, grab my sleep shorts from the floor beside me and tug them on followed
by a shirt. Rubbing the sleep from my eyes, I stroll toward the bedroom door. Opening it, I peer
down the hallway and see nothing. The parties here can last well into the early morning hours,
but right now it appears everyone has turned in. When I walk into the common room, I see a few



of the club members asleep in various spots. One on the sofa, one on the pool table and a
couple of men and women are passed out on the floor. Bypassing them, I make my way past the
bar and down the hall toward the kitchen. Just as I am about to enter the kitchen, I spot the light
on at the end of the hall where Rex's office is. With a smile on my face, I head in that direction.
When I reach his office, I notice the door is cracked open and what I see wipes the smile from
my face. I cannot hear the words spoken, but I see a man dressed in a suit, on his knees in front
of my boyfriend with his hands tied behind his back.I notice the man's lips moving, but from this
angle, I can't make out what he is saying. All while my boyfriend has a gun aimed at his head.
Without warning, Rex smiles and pulls the trigger. I have never in my life seen so much blood. Oh
my God! My boyfriend just killed a man. I cover my mouth with my hand, but it must not stifle the
sob I so desperately try to choke back. Rex cuts his eyes over to the door to see me standing
there. I'm temporarily stunned, but when Rex goes to advance in my direction, I turn and run. My
effort to escape is fruitless. I don't make it ten feet before my hair is grabbed from behind and I
am thrown to the floor. He then continues to kick me several times in my stomach and ribs.
Turning my face up to meet Rex, I'm met by my boyfriend's enraged face as he brings his fist
down on my cheek. Rex begins to land blow after blow until I finally pass out.I'm brought back to
the present when a nurse walks into my room. The woman looks to be in her thirties with brown
hair and a kind smile. I study her as she begins to talk. "It's good to see you awake." I read her
lips.Lifting my hands, I begin to sign. She looks shocked for a moment. I then make a gesture for
a paper and pen. The nurse quickly walks over to the table next to the bed, opens the drawer,
and produces a notepad with the hospital logo, and gives me a pen. I scribble on the paper. I am
deaf but can read lips. I turn the notebook over for the nurse to read. She scans the paper and
smiles."We happen to have an interpreter on staff. How about I page her. I know the doctor
would like to go over your injuries with you as well," she finishes, and I nod in agreement.About
ten minutes later, the nurse returns with the doctor who is an older gentleman with gray hair, and
with him is a short woman with red hair who I am assuming is the interpreter. She immediately
begins to sign. "Hello. My name is Marie, and I'll be your interpreter while you are here.""Thank
you, Marie. My name is Luna Novak," I tell her."Okay, Luna. If it's alright with you, Dr. Cates
would like to go over your injuries. Also, a detective is waiting outside your room, and she would
like for you to answer some questions."Closing my eyes, I take a deep breath. Do I want to talk to
the police? Deciding Rex does not deserve to get away with killing that man or what he has done
to me, I open my eyes and nod.Over the next fifteen minutes, Dr. Cates recaps what has
happened in the last twenty-four hours. I was brought in by ambulance. Lucky for me a passerby
spotted my lifeless body on the side of the road, and he called 911. I have a concussion, a black
eye, busted lip, and bruised ribs. I am thankful, and a little surprised nothing else is broken. "I'd
like to keep you here for at least another day for observation, Miss Novak," Dr. Cates informs.I
sign, "Okay." At this point, I don't have the energy to argue. Maybe being here is what is best, at
least until Rex is caught.Once the nurse checks my vitals, she, and the doctor leave. After they
are gone, a woman dressed in a pantsuit with a badge clipped to her belt steps into the room,



she motions to the chair sitting beside the bed, and I nod. She takes a seat and begins to speak.
She acknowledges the interpreter then introduces herself to me. "Hi, Miss Novak. I'm Detective
Brooks. Are you feeling well enough for me to ask you some questions?""Yes," I sign."Can you
tell me how you ended up on the side of the road. Do you remember who hurt you?"I take a deep
breath. "It was my boyfriend.""What's his name?""Rex Sullivan."Detective Brooks is taking notes,
but the moment I say Rex's name, her head snaps up. "Rex Sullivan? As in the President of
Savage Outlaw?" she questions. And by the expression on her face, he is well known and not in
a good way."Yes," I answer."I see." She purses her lips. "And are you aware of the kind of person
your boyfriend and his club are, Miss Novak?"I can tell right away the detective is judging me.
"No, Detective. Up until twenty-four hours ago, I had no idea Rex was capable of doing what he
did to me." I close my eyes as a tear escapes down my cheek. I feel foolish. I was so desperate
for affection; I put blinders on to who he really was. Granted Rex never let me see that side of
him before, I still should have known better. The next time Detective Brooks speaks her face has
softened a little."Can you start from the beginning? What led you here?"Swiping the tears from
my eyes, my hands move quickly. "I had stayed the night at his clubhouse like I had done so
many times in the months we have seen each other. I woke in the middle of the night and went
looking for him when he wasn't in bed. I saw the light was on in his office. The door was cracked
when I approached it. I saw a man on his knees in front of Rex. I couldn't make out anything they
were saying. A couple of seconds went by with them talking; then Rex shot the man in the head. I
must have made a noise because he saw me. I tried to run, but he caught me. Rex beat me right
then and there. I passed out. When I woke up, I was in the trunk of a car. Rex and his brother
Pike dumped me on the side of the road. Where; I don't know; the last thing I remember was Rex
telling me I should have minded my own business. He then kicked me in the head, knocking me
out. The next thing I know I'm in the hospital," I finish my body trembling."How long were you and
Rex seeing each other?""About three months.""In those three months you were seeing the
President of Savage Outlaw, you not once saw a side to him you saw last night? You never
witnessed any of his illegal activity?" the detective lifts a brow.I shake my head and continue to
sign. "No. I know that is hard for you to believe, but Rex had never shown his true colors until I
witnessed him kill that man in his office. He had always been nice to me. He was a good
boyfriend, or so I thought." Feeling utterly exhausted, I let my arms fall limp to the bed, and
sigh.Detective Brooks stands. "I'll leave you to rest. The information you gave me is enough for
us to arrest Rex Sullivan. I'll stop back by again in the morning with an update. I will be posting
an officer outside your door. Once Rex is picked up, his club may retaliate."Suddenly, fear takes
over. I force myself to sit up. "Do you think that is necessary?" I sign in a panic."Yes, Miss Novak,
I do. Your boyfriend has been our main suspect in at least a dozen homicides over the past five
years. None of the charges have ever stuck. Either due to lack of evidence or the witnesses
coming up missing." Detective Brooks lets her statement hang. My breathing picks up, and I'm
sure my panic is written all over my face. Detective Brooks takes a step closer to the bed,
meeting my eyes. "I assure you none of his men will get to you. For now, the hospital is the safest



place for you. You will be guarded twenty-four seven. Once Rex is in custody, I'll come back here,
and we'll figure out our next move. For now, Miss Novak, you need to concentrate on getting
better." With that, Detective Brooks walks out of the hospital room, and I am left with no choice
but to believe her. I have to. My life is literally in her hands.Turning to the interpreter, she gives
me a look of worry and sadness before she too takes her leave. But before she goes, she has
assured me she will let the nurses know she will remain on call around the clock in case I need
anything. Once I'm left alone with my thoughts, I have no choice but to reflect on how I got
here.I've lived in Arizona my whole life. I grew up in the system being shuffled around from one
foster home to the next. It didn't take the foster parent long to realize they didn't want the hassle
of a special needs child and having to learn sign language. I was born with a genetic disorder
that causes hearing loss over time. I had gone completely deaf by the age of four. Learning sign
language had been frustrating, but I was eager to communicate. Not once did I pity myself or
give up. That sort of thing is just not in me. I don't see myself as having a disability. I simply speak
a different language.By the time I was ten, I had been in my fifth foster home. I learned it was
easier to keep a notebook and pen on hand because not one of the families I lived with knew
how to communicate with me any other way. Sooner or later, having to talk that way became too
much for them. I was an inconvenience my whole childhood. It didn't matter that I was a straight
A student, or that I never got in trouble. Any issue the foster families had always came down to
one thing.By the time I was a teenager, I had gotten good at reading lips and only used my
notebook when necessary. It was easier to fade into the shadows and not act needy. Doing so
allowed me to stay in each home longer. I think sometimes my foster parents forgot I even
existed. I think that has something to do with why I ate up Rex's attention.I was deprived of
affection my whole life. It felt good to have someone finally noticed me. To have someone treat
me as if I was the most important person in the world. I met Rex at a gas station three months
ago. I was pumping gas, and with all the pumps occupied, he pulled up on his bike behind my
car and waited for me to finish. I felt his eyes on me for a minute before he finally approached. I
was so nervous, and the first thought that came to mind was how handsome he was. I will admit
the first time he took me to his clubhouse and introduced me to his brothers I was nervous. A few
of the members leered at me in a way that, at times, made me uncomfortable. Rex never noticed
the seedy eyes of some of his friends. With his true colors exposed, I'm starting to think he did
notice but didn't genuinely care.Closing my eyes, I let out a deep breath. I've come too far in my
life to have been so stupid to fall for the first man to ask me out. I am twenty-six years old and
have had one boyfriend. I have spent my entire adult life, keeping myself closed off. I was
comfortable being alone in my own bubble. When Rex approached me, I thought 'what the hell'
and took a chance. That chance nearly killed me. Never again will I trust another man. I'm better
off alone.3RIGGSThe low rhythmic tunes of Jazz music rouses me from sleep as it fills my room
with the warm soulful voice of Nina Simone. I lay stretched out in bed for a few moments keeping
my eyes closed, listening to her sing before tossing the covers to the foot of my king-sized bed.
Sitting on the side of the mattress, I reach for the T.V. remote and turn on the local news, muting



the sound, opting to listen to the music instead of hearing about the latest shooting here in New
Orleans. Not that I prefer to be kept in the dark about my city and the crime in it, just that, right
now, my mind needs a recharge from the past few weeks I have had.Last night was my first night
home since our last operation. Once the women we rescued were looked after, and I knew the
process of identifying each young lady was underway, to notify their next of kin, I finally allowed
the doctor to take care of my leg. Luckily my wound only required a good flush, a few stitches
and a round of antibiotics to take home with me.Standing, I stride across the room. I walk out of
my bedroom door, into my living room and head for the kitchen. Dragging a mug from the
cabinet, I power on the coffee maker, pop a coffee pod into the machine and push the button.
While I wait for my coffee to brew, I fill a glass with water. Twisting the top off the medicine bottle
sitting on the counter, I pop a pill in my mouth, then wash it down.When my coffee is ready, I
carry it with me and walk outside onto the terrace. The warm, muggy Louisiana morning air
immediately hits me. Leaning against the railing, I look out on the city of New Orleans. It's early,
and for the moment, quiet. I've lived here all my life. It's where I was born and raised. My roots
here run deeper than the Mississippi River.Down on the street below, I watch a couple of birds
fight over a piece of trash laying in the gutter. I live in the French Quarter in a small apartment
above mine, and Wick's bar, Twisted Throttle on Bourbon Street. We bought the historical
building a couple of years after leaving the service. At one point in my life, right after retiring from
regular military duty, I felt a little lost. Kind of out of my element — I didn't quite know where I
belonged. Being a part of a team infrastructure had been solidified — became a part of how I ran
my day-to-day life. I traveled a lot during my military career. Took on any and every mission I
could be a part of. When it came time for me to hang my boots and slow down, I couldn't settle,
so I traveled — riding across the country on my Harley. One day, I found myself riding through
North Montana, and remembered an old buddy from the service who once mentioned living out
that way. That is when I tracked down Jake Delane. I had met him a few times overseas during
our years serving our country. After meeting up with him in Polson, he talked about the MC life. I
stayed in the service a few years longer than he did, and afterward, we lost touch, but the way he
talked about the brotherhood stuck with me. When I found myself struggling with what I wanted
to do with my life, I remembered that conversation we had. It wasn't long before I found myself
staying in Polson, Montana.Club life was everything Jake said it would be and everything I
wanted to be a part of. Just before I decided to make The Kings of Retribution a permanent part
of my life, fate had other plans for me. My grandad fell ill. The most important man in my life
needed me, and there was no way in hell, no matter what I wanted in my life at that moment, was
I going to let him down. Once my grandad was well and back on his feet again, I knew I needed
to stay home and look after him, yet I still wanted what was waiting for me back in Montana. After
several phone conversations, Jake proposed starting a second chapter and wanted me to head
it up — become the Louisiana chapter's President. Recruiting members became another
mission of mine. Before long, I obtained property for a clubhouse, and within two years, we had
three members, Wick, my brother Cain, and myself. We had ourselves a couple hang arounds,



who, at first, appeared to be decent guys who had the potential to prospect for us. Those men,
over time, had to go. They started getting mixed up in bullshit the club needed no part of. I don't
tolerate addicts, and them trying to peddle street drugs under the falsehood that they were
protected by the club caused problems, so they were dealt with and never heard from
again.Eventually, Fender, our SGT. At Arms came along. We'd known who he was for some time
before he expressed interest in our brotherhood. He moved here from Nashville and made his
living playing his guitar and singing at all the local bars and street corners. Kiwi, well, he's the
youngest member, mid-twenties. We met him on a Vegas trip. He'd been living out there for a
little over a year. Told us he was looking for a change of scenery and asked if he could ride along
with the club back to Louisiana. The rest is history; better left told some other day. The club is
now twelve strong with two prospects. The chapter may be small, but we have become a
prominent fixture in the community.Hearing my cell phone ring, I turn and walk back inside.
Going into my bedroom, I look down at the image of my grandad holding a big ass catfish
displayed on the screen. Picking it up, I swipe my thumb across the glass surface, answering his
call. "Hey, Pop.""Son, how's the leg?""Nothing worth complainin' about. How'd your doctor
appointment go yesterday?" I ask knowing he had his six months check up with the heart
specialist."Ticker looks good. The pacemaker is doing its job."I nod. "What are your plans for
today?""Oh, I think me, and Buck will take ourselves down to the lake and do a little fishing
before that storm moves in." Meaning him and his best friend plan on having themselves a few
beers and talk about who they hope our local NFL team will pick in the draft this season. "Come
by and have an early dinner with me today. The ladies from church sent over enough food to
feed a damn army," he laughs. "I have plenty, so why don't you invite the guys as well?""I can do
that.""Good — good. I'll see you later, then." There's a short pause on the line before he tells me,
"Love ya, Son. I'm glad you're home."I clear my throat and say, "Love you too, Pop." then he
disconnects the call.Abraham LeBlanc. Born right here in Louisiana in 1933. My great
grandparents made a living fishing; surviving off the land. My grandad grew up on the waters of
the Mississippi River and Louisiana bayous. Same place he raised me and my brother Cain. Life
wasn't easy, but he helped shape us into the men we are today. We never lacked for love. Our
mom ran off a couple of years after she gave birth to us. Abel and Cain LeBlanc; twin boys born
on a Sunday morning to Eve LeBlanc. Not that our mother didn't love us, because, in her own
way, I believe she does, but she is a wanderer — a gypsy you could say. It's probably how Cain
and I would have grown up as well, living a nomadic lifestyle if it wasn't for our grandparents
stepping in. I could not imagine my life any other way than how it turned out. Our grandparents
raised us by themselves since we were two years old. Sure, Eve would show up out of the blue
from time to time over the years; we always knew who she was to us, but there was never that
mother-son connection between us. She gave birth to us, but in the end, that was the only gift
she gave my brother and me.My grandma passed away a little over ten years ago. The strongest
woman I knew. It was hard enough she lived in a world she couldn't hear, she also raised two
young boys full of piss and vinegar, who were always getting into mischief of some sorts. I



chuckle at the memory of my brother, and I covered in mud, and small patches of tobacco stuck
all over our bodies after we had gotten the bright idea to destroy a hornet's nest; tearing it apart
with our slingshots. How the fuck were we to know the bastards would retaliate against us?
Aside from several painful welts left on our bodies, Cain and I were okay. But after she tended to
the stings, our grandma felt horrible about the situation for a short time. She couldn't hear what
was going on, because she was deaf. From an early age, my brother and I were taught ASL, and
we learned to communicate well with her. Our grandmother carried the kind of determination in
life that I try to take with me through life. Regardless of the hardships, she faced, she adapted
and was always kind hearted toward every person she met.My grandad, on the other hand, is a
stern, hardcore military man. He ran his household with an iron fist, and he is the reason I
enlisted right out of high school. While in basic training, I learned about Special Forces training.
After three years of service, I decided I wanted to push myself further — become part of an elite
force — the best of the best. That is where I found my niche. My purpose; until I became part of
The Kings of Retribution family.Since we don't open the bar until tonight, I decide to head down
to the clubhouse. Walking into the bathroom, I flip the switch on the wall and stare at my
reflection in the mirror, considering whether to shave my beard. I've never let it grow to this
length before. Deciding to keep it as is, I run a comb through it and my hair along with some
beard oil. Once dressed, I lace up my boots, throw my cut on, and holster my weapon on my
side. Grabbing my phone, I slide it into the inside pocket of my cut and walk out into the living
room, pluck my keys off the hook hanging on the wall next to the front door. There are two ways
into my apartment — one is from downstairs, on the backside of the bar where the staircase is
located. That staircase is connected to a hallway and at the other end is a separate door that
leads outside.
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Readiva, “A REAL CONNECTION!. I was waiting to read this story. Riggs and Luna, the sparks
were flying between them from the start. If you read Prospect then you know what I'm talking
about. Once Riggs brings Luna to New Orleans he has no doubt that she will belong to him, it
doesn't take much convincing because he is so sweet to her. Luna hasn't had an easy life being
raised in the foster care system. She is so sweet and deserves to be loved, Riggs takes care of
this for sure! This book opens up a whole new Kings of Retribution line of stories. The Louisiana
Chapter has me wanting more stories, especially, Riggs' brother Cain. He's hot and a bit of a
manwhore, which just makes you want to read about the woman who he will eventually fall for.
Cains' daughter was introduced, she's interesting too and who is her mom?? This book was
exciting, sexy, and romantic. Riggs and Luna, both, deserved happiness and they get it in this
story.  I enjoyed this new Kings story and can't wait to read more!”

Ash, “Quick paced read. This was a quick paced read. Very action packed and steady flowing
story line. There were a few grammar issues here and there and some spots that the wording felt
off- but over all didn't take anything away from the story. The only thing that did was in one
paragraph the amount of the word "body" seemed excessive- and (personal preference) use of
tummy instead of stomach. Another point was some of the FMC's clothing choice for riding
(most protective males wouldn't let their women get on a bike half dressed- they'd either be fully
protected or wear a riding body suit- their concern would be road rash/ etc) The characters are
easy to fall in love with ( or hate in some of their cases) and the emotions really come through
the words. I LOVE the fact that the FMC is deaf and sign language is used throughout. The
author was very good in keeping that fact up front and no slips were noticed. It made it more
heart warming for the MMC to understand ASL- for me it made the chemistry better.Would
recommend if you enjoy Motorcyle clubs and slightly dark topics.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Loved loved. Omg I loved this book couldn't put it down read it in one
sitting . I can't wait for the next book hope don't have to wait to long I highly highly recommend
reading this book and the all the book in the king's of retribution series . Worth the 5  I given it”

Michelle Douglas, “Riggs. I really enjoyed this story! The connection between Riggs and Luna is
undeniable some parts of the story predictable, I feel I have just read to many of this type of
genre thought. I would recommend a read! One thing I would of liked was Luna to develop her
voice a little more within the plot especially towards the end when their relationship is put in
harms way.Anyway! Good read enjoy it!”

Michelle (shelly) Diguer, “love   love   . Wow Riggs  he is hot dang dangerously hot hot hot 
as are all the other biker crew seriously yummy this book really got me I actually thought it was
so awesome  loved   it”



Amy Duncombe, “I’ve read this book Atleast 12 times. Every single time I laugh I cry and fall in
love. This has you gripped from start to finish with HEA it’s my go to when I’m in a funk or
needing a bit of lovely change”

The book by Crystal  Daniels has a rating of  5 out of 4.4. 1,885 people have provided feedback.
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