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Blurb:

Some men fall from grace because they lose their faith. Not in my case. It took one woman to remove me from my religion and take my soul. I loved her once without guilt. But then, she became as evil as Lilith. 

She turned on me, and I turned my back on my faith.

I gave up everything to save her when she confessed her sins. Her sins became mine and destroyed me. My descent into Hell began.

Black leather and power between my legs took me on a journey encased in sin. Would I ever find redemption?

Forgiveness came to me in the form of a small, quirky, stunning blonde.

I believed I didn’t deserve her or a second chance.

Can a man like me begin a new? 

As an ex-man of the cloth, did I have the right to crave her flesh, her sex, and her loyalty? Yes, I sure as hell did.

My name is Anthony Gianni, and they call me Priest. 
Death Riders
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Prelude
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Sometimes, my mind wanders and dips into a deep black hole. There, evil exists. Every so often, the evil inside rises to the surface and wraps its vines around my heart and mind. When she walked into my life, I gave up trying to serve a greater entity and cause. I was fine until she sat before the screen and confessed her sins. She riled every sexual and masculine need I had buried and opened the black hole in my heart. 

For ten years, I fought dark urges and unholy desires because I believed in something greater than myself. The gates of Hell opened when her warm breath innocently permeated the small wooden confessional and caressed my face.

“Bless me, Father, for I have sinned,” she whispered. Her voice was soft and alluring. She was Eve, and the apple was my heart. I was called upon to kill the serpent, the devil, the animal who held her captive.

I rescued injured animals, troubled kids, and desperate souls. I was a messenger of God. After my mother passed, her last words led me to serve and give my life to a greater cause.

“Tony,” she whispered so low and so hard to hear. “My son, you’ve got a heart of gold, but the devil lurks over your shoulder. Please join the church. There, you will find peace and salvation. Please, Tony, promise me you will join the seminary before I leave this earth.”

I agreed. For ten years, I prayed and fulfilled my mother’s plea. I felt I was at peace. I was wrong. Needs, desires, and undisciplined ways haunted me.

I had to rid myself of these worldly desires, so I needed an outlet. I bought a motorcycle and would ride for hours in the hills of Italy, allowing the wind to cleanse my soul.

I never learned to turn a blind eye to evil, which always got me in trouble. Holy men don’t use physical force to spread God’s word. 

I was forced to step away from my ten years of solitude and called upon to serve God and serve him as a parish priest. I grew up in New York City, Hell’s Kitchen, and the church sent me back.

I had to obey because I was a servant of God and the church. I convinced myself I could do some real good once I was back home in the depths of crime, corruption, and sin.

It was a mistake to think a greater force could control me. I was my own worst enemy. 

When I nearly beat a man to death for his sins—my first arrest as a priest was a disgrace to the cloth. My previous arrests would send me to prison. It was easier to hide my wayward ass away in a cell so I could pray for forgiveness.

It had the opposite effect; I was done with the church. I served my time but lost my place in the church and with God.

However, an angel entered my life, and I was redeemed. Now, I serve my brothers of Death Riders and the woman I love. She accepted me, with my flaws, evil and all. Her love is unconditional. I still serve God, but now in my own way.

They call me Priest, and I’ll let you decide the rest.
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Chapter One
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Five Years Earlier

Pater Noster, Our Father, in Latin, was no longer a must-read for me. I loved how the prayers said in Latin sounded, echoing through the chapel, a singsong that mesmerized my constituents. Mass wasn’t the same in English. They had lost most of the ambiance and glitter. 

Two weeks had passed, and I was still having trouble getting used to people and saying mass. Italy spoiled me. I missed its beauty and solitude.

Sleeping had also been a problem. I missed the peace and quiet of the hills. I awoke with a start. “Fuck,” I cursed. I made the sign of the cross. “Sorry,” I mumbled. “I’m back in New York. It’s only a word.”

I sat up and ran my fingers through my hair. I was dreaming again. Sweat beaded on my forehead, and my cock was hard and raging. I fell to my knees and began praying. “I mustn’t give into my hedonistic desires. Help me erase her from my mind. Cleanse me, dear Lord.”

The woman I referred to was Katie Preston, an old friend. That was my first sin, my denial. She was more than a friend, she had been the love of my life, and sex with her boggled my then-younger mind. Two weeks ago, she came to me asking for help and forgiveness. I hadn’t seen Katie in years, ten years to be exact, after my mother’s death and my decision to fulfill my mother’s wishes to become a priest.

Perhaps that was my next sin, pledging my life to God because my mother begged me on her dying bed. Celibacy had been easy away from the temptation of the flesh, her flesh, Katie. 

Ten years ago, I ran away from reality and the woman I loved. Did I ever look back? Did I harbor guilt? I believed I was doing her a favor by disappearing from her life. I didn’t leave her for another woman. I left her to serve God. 

I didn’t recognize her at first. She’d grown from the petite, slender, raven-haired, green-eyed teenager to a beautiful woman. I was even more attracted to her now, and her perfect heart-shaped lips begged to be kissed.

I could fight the attraction because I had faith on my side. It had taken ten years for me to conquer the demons inside. The man who would have fucked her without question was gone. That was the old me before I gave my life to God. 

However, my commitment to the church and celibacy the last few weeks was wearing thin, and my Monsignor even suggested I take a little time off. But I knew I needed more than a little time away. After ten years, I knew my time as Father Gianni might be over. I was twenty-five when I entered the seminary, and even then, I knew I was making a mistake. I had a choice: become a priest or, in time, wound up on Riker’s Island or behind bars in Attica.

I believed I could devote my life to helping others and that I could walk a path to goodness. It was easy because I lived in a monastery and was silent for years. Then, after ten years, on a quiet afternoon, the Abbot summoned me, and I was called to service. 

Had he any idea how I still fought the demons within?

The Abbot called me to him. “Father Gianni, it is time you stop punishing yourself. You’ve been called to service and will be part of a small New York Parish with an impoverished congregation.”

“Abbot, I can’t go,” I said. “I can’t leave this sanctuary.”

“You must, my son.”

“Why me?”

“Because you will be perfect for this Parish. You don’t look like other priests, all buffed and rugged. I think young people will look up to you. You can show them how to escape poverty, crime, and depravity. You know the area well, Father, Hell’s Kitchen, your old home. The parish is impoverished and located in a rough part of the city. You can take care of yourself and can’t be intimidated. You know the people. You grew up around them.”

“You’re making a grave era. It’s not wise for me to leave Italy.”

“My son, we cannot think of ourselves. We are here to serve God and help his people. You will do well, Father. I have faith.”

I had no choice but to obey.

However, it wasn’t my nature to obey. 

I believed New York City would be my downfall.

Clinton, Hell’s Kitchen, was the beginning of the end of my service to a greater cause.

“I have no choice?”

“No, Father Gianni, we never have a choice. We must serve God and the church. I met with others, and we all agreed this is not the best place for you. It’s time you practice what you preach,” the Monsignor laughed. “No pun intended,” he added, smiling.

“Great,” I growled, and the old man moved away. I believe that all the elderly priests I served with in the Parish of the small town of Gangi, located in Palermo, Italy, were afraid of me. 

I was known as the big, strange American priest, an oddity, but I became a great help to these old men. When I was finally allowed to speak, the Gangi residents took to me and came to my Sunday sermons. However, young women were always a problem. But I persevered. Prayer led me on the right path.

This new assignment had me worried. Back to the States and, of all places, Clinton, New York. I looked to the sky and grinned. “This is a test,” I said, looking up at the clouds. “Why must I always face my demons?” I asked.

I began packing. I’d grown a beard and now decided to shave it off. One of
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