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Christine Feehan takes romance full throttle in the second gripping novel in her #1 New 
York Times bestselling Torpedo Ink series.

Breezy Simmons was born into a ruthless motorcycle club-and now that she's out, she's 
never going to be that girl again. But when her past catches up with her, Breezy must go 
to Sea Haven to seek out the man who almost destroyed her. The man who chose his club 
over her and left her feeling used and alone.

As vice president of Torpedo Ink, Steele is ride or die for the brothers he lived through hell 
with. He never thought he'd find something as pure as his feelings for Breezy, or that 
keeping her safe would mean driving her away with cruel words that turned her love for 
him to ash.

Now, Steele won't let her walk away twice. He'll do whatever it takes to make Breezy his 
woman again-especially when he learns the real reason she came to him for help, and that 
the stakes are higher than he ever could have imagined...
Christine Feehan is the #1 New York Times bestselling author of the Carpathian series, the 
GhostWalker series, the Leopard series, the Shadow Riders series, and the Sea Haven 
novels, including the Drake Sisters series and the Sisters of the Heart series.ONE
 Breezy Simmons leaned against her pickup for a moment, staring at the large building 
that housed the Torpedo Ink Motorcycle Club. Her heart beat so hard in her chest she was 
afraid she might vomit. The world spun uncontrollably, and she quickly leaned down, 
putting her head between her legs, drawing in great gulps of air. She caught a glimpse of 
two men on the other side of the compound as her head went toward the asphalt, and 
she didn't recognize either of them. That made her pounding heart sink.

 She couldn't possibly have the wrong club. This had to be them. She was running out of 
time and options. She slowly righted herself and took another cautious look around. The 
two men stared at her from across the parking lot. She was careful not to look at them too 
long. She didn't want them coming anywhere near her. She needed to get in and out very 
fast.

 The Torpedo Ink compound was extremely large and had a high chain-link fence 
surrounding it. There was even razor wire up on top of the fence, making the place look like 
a fortress. The rolling gates were wide open, and she'd driven her truck right inside, parking 
as close to the clubhouse as possible. She'd deliberately left the door to her beat-up 
pickup open and the engine running. Hopefully, no one recognized her, and she could get 
in and out of the building quickly, once she asserted these were the right people, the ones 
she was looking for.

In the early morning hours, the club was just beginning to stir. Clearly, they'd partied hard 
over the weekend. In the enormous side yard, the one with the beautiful ocean view, she 
could see embers in fire pits glowing as the breeze stirred them up. A man with his back to 
her watered them down with a hose. He wore a tight tee and jeans, but no colors. Still, she 
knew this was the home of the club that called itself Torpedo Ink. She sent up a silent 
prayer that this was the one she'd been looking for.

Download Book Vengeance Road (Torpedo Ink) BY Feehan, Christine

Page: 2 of 7 : https://wocoentala.org/source1/cc7695ce7a561863825070e913a8985f



There were empty bottles strewn around the grass and on the ground to the side of the 
building in the wide expanse of open field. Cars, motorcycles and trucks were scattered 
around the parking lot, although no one parked where the club did. Their motorcycles were 
lined up neatly and a prospect watched over them. He sat on the curb looking at her. She 
was parked too close to the precious bikes, but she didn't care-other than that it had 
drawn the attention of the prospect.

 Another long line of motorcycles was parked a short distance down from the clubhouse 
and a prospect watched over those bikes as well. He looked at her without much interest, 
which indicated to her that those bikes belonged to a visiting club. He wasn't as interested 
in protecting the grounds as the one closest to the clubhouse.

She had to get this over with. Just being in such close proximity to an MC made her sick. 
The fact that she knew what went on at the party made her even sicker. That this might 
be his club, and she had to risk running into him, made all that far worse.

Breezy squared her shoulders, dragged the envelope off the seat and turned all in one 
motion. The prospect was on his feet. If she knew for certain this was the right club, she 
would have thrust the letter into his hands and left, but she was guessing from a process of 
elimination.

 She purposely hadn't kept track of him, especially when she'd heard, a year after she'd 
left, that eighteen members of the Swords had set up the international president for 
assassination and had, allegedly, wiped out a number of members and then disappeared. 
She knew who those eighteen members were immediately, and knowing them, she knew it 
was possible when others said it wasn't. She'd run as far from the life as she could, and now 
she was being pulled right back in. 

The parties. The violence. The utter disregard and disdain for women. She shut that down 
fast and walked with brisk, purposeful steps to the club. She yanked open the door and 
went right in. It smelled just the way she remembered. Booze. Sex. Weed. Her stomach 
lurched. God. God.

 She couldn't stand walking into the clubhouse, let alone anything else.

 The common room was enormous. One side held a long, curving bar, in the center of the 
room were tables and chairs, and the other side had several couches and armchairs. 
Sleeping bodies were everywhere. A woman picked up bottles and put them into a 
garbage bag, dumping paper plates in along with the other trash as she moved through 
the mostly naked bodies strewn around the floor. She glanced at Breezy but didn't say 
anything. She kept picking up trash as if on automatic pilot. Breezy remembered what that 
was like. She could have been that woman.
She didn't recognize any of the men that she could see lying on the floor or slumped in the 
chairs, and her heart sank. She paused by the bar, her gaze going from one face to the 
next. Half-naked or naked men and women were draped in chairs around the room or on 
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the floor. Most snored softly, but one woman was busy going down on a man with wild 
blond hair and ice-blue eyes. Three teardrops were tattooed at the corner of his eye like ice 
drops dripping down his face.

He slumped in a chair looking almost bored, his eyes at half-mast as the woman knelt at 
his feet, her mouth busy, while another woman kissed her way up his chest. Across from 
him, a second man who looked exactly like the blond, obviously his twin, watched, his fist 
around his impressive and somewhat intimidating cock. With a jerk of his chin, the one with 
the teardrop tattoos indicated to the woman kissing his chest to go to his watching brother. 
She immediately dropped to her hands and knees and crawled between the thighs of the 
other twin.
 It was them. The right club. The men she had searched for. She'd found them. She 
recognized the twins and her heart kicked into overdrive. How could she not recognize 
them? They were gorgeous men. As cold as ice, but beautiful. The one with the tattoos, Ice 
had been his name, suddenly lifted his gaze and met hers. Her heart stuttered at the 
recognition she saw in his eyes.

 She slapped the envelope onto the bar. "Give that to Steele." She turned to go, her gaze 
sliding around the room once more. 

At the sound of her voice, three women stirred in the far corner of the room, their sleeping 
bodies pushed aside by the man who lay under them. The movement drew her eye. He 
half sat, shoving at the dark hair spilling onto his forehead. It was thick and wild, a little out 
of control. He blinked drowsily at her. Her heart faltered. Stopped. They stared at each 
other, her stomach lurching.

Breezy threw dignity to the wind. She ran. Fast. She heard the sharp whistle following her, 
but she had already flung herself into her pickup and thrown it into reverse, foot stomping 
on the gas pedal. She pressed down hard, and the truck roared as it backed all the way 
through the rapidly closing gates. Men poured out of the clubhouse, she could see them 
through her windshield when she glanced at them but they were mostly naked, and the 
gates had closed behind her with a loud clang. She was on one side, the side of freedom; 
they were on the other, those gates holding them in. For once, luck was on her side.

She backed straight into the street, thankful it was so early and there was no traffic. 
Throwing the pickup into drive, she nearly spun out of control as she overcorrected before 
straightening out and taking off toward Highway 1. She had a plan, just in case, and she 
was grateful she'd made it. Her entire body trembled, so much so that it was difficult 
holding on to the steering wheel. She did though, her knuckles turning white.

 Why did it hurt? He'd made it very, very clear she was nothing to him. Another club girl. No, 
lower than that. A whore. One her family had pimped out. A drug mule. Nothing. She was 
nothing. She'd thought he was her world, and all the while, he'd been plotting to take down 
her family's club. She'd loved him. He'd used her and then thrown her away, shattering 
every dream, every hope she'd ever had.
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 Her vision blurred, and she swiped at her eyes, furious that he'd made her cry again. That 
he could make her cry again. She'd cried enough tears over him. The liar. He was just like 
all the others in the clubs. Women were nothing to them. Nothing. They used them. 
Humiliated them. She'd been born into that life, but she didn't have to stay there. She 
wasn't that girl. Not anymore. Not ever again.

 She pulled off onto the little narrow dirt road she'd scouted earlier, just in case she was 
recognized. She knew they'd come after her; after all, she was the daughter of their mortal 
enemy. She drove the truck as far down as the narrow road allowed, right into a thick 
grove of trees. The track had long since been abandoned and it was overgrown with 
shrubbery, vines and trees. She parked, hastily got out and covered the pickup with the 
branches and vines she'd cut earlier in preparation.

When she was positive the truck couldn't be seen from any angle, Breezy crawled through 
the driver's window, reached into the back and pulled a blanket around her. She couldn't 
stop shivering. Even her teeth chattered. She let herself cry, but she did so silently, and she 
told herself she wasn't crying for lost dreams or heartache. She had so little chance of 
being successful and yet she had to be. There was no room for failure. None.

 She closed her burning eyes and leaned her head back against the seat, trying not to 
think about Steele. She didn't know any other name for him. She'd only known him as 
Steele. She should have realized that if you'd been with a man for a year and he hadn't 
told you his given name, he wasn't into you. But she'd been young and desperate, and he'd 
been the white knight. She'd been so stupid. She hit her head on the back of the seat 
multiple times wishing she'd been smarter. Wishing she'd been born into another family. 
Another life. Wishing time hadn't run out on her.

 It took only a few minutes before she heard the roar of pipes as motorcycles moved in 
force down the highway. It sounded like an army was coming after her. Out of stark fear, 
she slid down farther on the seat. It was going to be a long wait until night. She'd had no 
choice. She knew clubs. She knew on a Sunday morning, after partying all night, they would 
be sleepy, and she'd have her best chance at getting away if she was recognized. She 
also knew she didn't dare go out on the highway until nightfall. She hadn't slept in nearly 
forty-eight hours, and this would be her only chance for a long while. She closed her eyes 
and willed herself to stop thinking about anything she couldn't control and go to sleep. It 
didn't work, but she tried.

Lyov Russak-Steele, the vice president of Torpedo Ink- whistled loud and long, raising his 
hand high, pushing his way through the soft flesh of women to spin his finger in a circle, 
indicating to Absinthe, who manned the monitors, to close the gates fast. He shoved his 
way to the surface, cursing in his native language as he got to his feet.

 Her voice. He'd never forget that voice. Breezy Simmons. His Breezy Simmons. The girl that 
had forever made him a sick fuck who still, to this day, thought of her, dreamt of her and 
pretended every woman he tried to be with was her. That was how truly fucked up he 
was.
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 He had never confessed to his brothers that he had somehow, inadvertently or not, 
become the very thing they despised. The thing they hunted. He was ashamed of that. 
Ashamed, not because of the terrible mistake, but because he couldn't get the way she 
felt wrapped around him-and his cock-out of his mind. It was nearly all he thought about, 
and that made him the sickest fuck out there.

 She was even more beautiful than he remembered. She'd matured. Her figure had 
matured. He'd just caught a glimpse of her, one small glimpse, but his body had recognized 
her almost before his brain had. All that thick, tawny hair, those large green eyes. So green 
it was like looking into an emerald sea. His entire body clenched, and he pushed aside the 
women lying sprawled over top of him.

 The Demons had come for the weekend, bringing their women with them, and the two 
clubs had partied hard. He'd drunk too much, the way he usually did at these events. He'd 
indulged far too much in his attempt to be with women, the way he also did at the events. 
The endless cycle that got him nowhere because he fucking lived in hell. The woman who 
could have changed all that was leaving. Walking away from him-again. No, make that 
running away from him. It wasn't happening, and he didn't care how much of a monster 
that made him. She wasn't getting away from him twice.

Across the room, Ice and Storm were pushing women off their cocks and rising to their feet. 
Keys and Player untangled from the women they'd been with and rushed the door with the 
twins. Steele was right behind them, practically shoving them out of the way just in time to 
see the gates slam shut, effectively stopping pursuit as her truck backed out onto the 
street in a furious rush.

"No. Fuck no." He swung his head toward the prospects. "Get after her. Don't fuckin' lose 
her. I mean it. You stay on her."

 It was definitely Breezy. She was older. Three years older now, but it was her. She'd stared 
at him in absolute horror, and he couldn't blame her. What the fuck? He'd looked for her 
covertly, after Torpedo Ink had completed their mission and taken down the Swords 
president and weakened their club, but she'd dropped off the face of the earth. That had 
been the plan-for her to disappear-but he always thought he'd be able to find her. And 
he'd tried-God, but he'd tried. When he'd driven her away, he'd told himself he wouldn't 
look for her, that he'd let her go. He'd lost that battle with himself, not that it had done him 
any good. He had searched, over and over, but he hadn't found her. Now she'd walked 
right into his lair and he wasn't about to let her get away. 

"She left something for you, Steele,"  Ice said,  shoving his hand through his hair. He shook 
his head absently at the woman who tried to drape herself over him. "Sorry, babe. Time to 
leave."

 "I could stay with you," she whispered, her hand sliding down his belly toward his cock.
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He gave her a friendly slap on the ass as he expertly avoided her hand. "Sorry, babe. 
Need you to get on home, wherever the fuck that is."Ice turned away from her, striding 
across the room to the bar where he'd seen Breezy put something. He picked up the 
envelope and turned it over. It was plain white. No writing on the outside.

Steele took it out of his hand and went striding out of the common room to the hall where 
their private rooms were. He needed to get dressed fast and get on his bike. Find her. He 
had to find her. He hesitated as he grabbed a pair of jeans. He couldn't go to her stinking 
of other women. She'd know. She'd smell them on his skin. Urgency made him yank up his 
jeans and drag a shirt over his head. She already knew. She'd seen the women piled on 
top of him. He could explain later. Right now, the most important thing was to make certain 
she didn't get away. He grabbed his colors and slid into them, feeling whole the moment he 
put them ...
Other Books
The Invasion of the Tearling, "Kalau gagal, orang menyebutnya sinting. Tapi kalau berhasil, 
orang menyebutnya genius." Ratu Merah dan pasukan Mortmesne sudah di depan mata, 
ancaman invasi semakin nyata. Kelsea, sang Ratu Tearling, harus memutar otak mencari 
cara agar rakyatnya tidak kembali dibantai seperti pada invasi sebelumnya. Penguasa 
Cadare, negara tetangga, hanya mau berkoalisi jika Kelsea bersedia menjadi salah satu 
dari sekian banyak istrinya. Dan sesosok iblis berbahaya yang muncul dari dalam api 
menawarkan bantuan jika Kelsea bersedia membebaskannya dari kutukan. Ketika situasi 
semakin genting, kedua batu safir Kelsea malah menariknya mengembara jauh ke masa 
lalu. Kelsea memasuki kehidupan seorang wanita bernama Lily Mayhew yang menjadi 
korban kekerasan rumah tangga. Awalnya Kelsea tidak mengerti keterkaitan dirinya dan 
Lily, tapi sedikit demi sedikit misteri terkuak. Dan Kelsea sadar, mungkin solusi atas 
masalah di masa depan, bisa ditemukan di masa lalu. Namun apakah solusi yang diambil 
Kelsea akan membuatnya jadi orang genius, atau sinting? The Invasion of The Tearling 
adalah sekuel dari The Queen of The Tearling, debut spektakuler dari Erika Johansen 
yang hak cipta filmnya telah dibeli oleh Warner Bros. Emma Watson, aktris yang terkenal 
dengan perannya sebagai Hermione di film Harry Potter, telah setuju untuk menjadi 
produser dan pemeran utama film ini. [Mizan Publishing, Novel, Terjemahan, Fantasi, 
Fantasy, Kingdom, Indonesia]
�����. The Invasion of The Tearling adalah sekuel dari The Queen of The Tearling, debut 
spektakuler dari Erika Johansen yang hak cipta filmnya telah dibeli oleh Warner Bros."
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