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My husband - I love you more than words can express. Thank you for the support you’ve shown me. Some days you drive me crazy, other days I just want to kiss your face off. Who knew this would turn out to be our life, but in this journey, I wouldn’t want to spend it with anyone else. Thanks for falling for my brand of crazy. I love you, I’m thankful for you, I can’t say it enough. 

My boys - You are my whole world. I love you both. This never changes, and you better not be reading these books until you’re thirty and tell yourself your momma did not write them! I can never express how grateful I am for your support. You are quick to tell me that my career makes you proud, that I make you proud. As far as mom wins go; that one takes the cake. I love you with every beat of my heart and I will forever. 

My Beta Babes - Wendi Stacilaucki-Hunsicker, Tamra Simons, Sarah Free, Lindsay Lupher and Patti Novia West. Thank you for all the love you’ve shown me over the past few years. You’ve each helped me grow in different ways throughout this entire experience and I’m forever grateful. This wouldn’t be possible without you. I can’t express my gratitude enough for each of you. I say I have a new book and you drop what you’re doing to help me out. How did I get so lucky to have your friendship and support? We each have other stuff going on in our lives and yet you still figure out how to make time for me, thank you so much!

Editor Mitzi Carroll – You’re one of the most dedicated, kindest people I’ve come across in this industry. I will forever be grateful that J.C. Valentine suggested I ask for your help. I was lost at a time in my career, and you literally jumped in and saved me. I will never forget that or how much you’ve helped me grow since then. You are a true gem, and I look forward to finally getting to hug you in Cincinnati! Your hard work makes mine stand out, and I’m so grateful! Thank you for pouring tons of hours into my passion and being so wonderful to me. 

CT Cover Creations – I can always count on you and that means so much. Thank you for all of your hard work and the kindness you don’t ever hesitate to share with me. Your designs are superb and your professionalism is on another level entirely. You set the bar high with designers and you’ve completely spoiled me. Thank you!

Photographer Wander Aguiar and team - Thank you so much for the amazing support you’ve been kind enough to show me. I look forward to future collaborations and fun times.

Models Roddy Hanson and Tyler Harlow – Thank you for being great guys to work with and a good sports about being ‘biker guys.’ You both capture my characters beautifully.

Formatter Brenda Wright – Thank you for making my work look professional and beautiful. I truly appreciate it and the kindness you’ve shown me. I look forward to working with you many times in the future and hopefully one day tasting one of those delicious cupcakes you’re always posting photos of! 

My Blogger Friends –YOU ARE AMAZING! I LOVE YOU!  No really, I do!!! You take a new chance on me with each book and in return share my passion with the world. You never truly get enough credit, and I’m forever grateful! 

My Readers – I love you. You make my life possible, thank you. I can’t wait to meet many of you this year and in the future! 

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

[image: image]

[image: image]


MC - Motorcycle Club

Prez - President

VP - Vice President

SAA - Sgt. at Arms

Ol’ Lady - Significant Other

Chapel - Place Where Church is Held

Clubhouse/ Compound – MC home base

Church - MC ‘Meeting’

Club Tree

(charter, road name, position, ol’ lady, nickname, kids, book title)

Oath Keepers/Widow Makers hybrid charter:

Viking – President (Prez),

Heir to the Widow Makers MC, previous NOMAD,

Princess aka Cinderella - ol’ lady (Princess)

Odin – Vice President (VP), Vikings younger blood brother,

previous Widow Maker, Cherry - ol’ lady (Cherry)

Torch – Death Dealer (punisher/enforcer), previous Widow Maker,

grew up with Viking, Annabelle Teague - daughter

Saint and Sinner – Hell Raisers, previous NOMADS,

Jude aka Baby - ol’ lady (Baby)

Nightmare – Good friend to Viking and Exterminator,

club officer, previous NOMAD, Bethany aka Daydream - ol’ lady,

Maverick – son (Daydream)

Blaze – Vikings cousin and Princess’ security,

previous Widow Maker

Amelia aka Teach – ol’ lady (Heathen)

Chaos – Close with the NOMADS, Ex NFL football player

Smokey – Treasurer, previous Widow Maker

Mercenary – Transfer from Chicago Charter, newest officer,

Chevelle aka Chevy - ol’ lady, Hemi, Nova, Shelby – son and daughters (Chevelle)

Frost – Prospect, Bronx’ blood brother

Karma – Prospect, twin to Rage

Rage – Prospect, twin to Karma

Scot – Deceased

Bronx – Deceased

NOMADS:

Exterminator

Ruger

Spider

Knuckle Buster

Magnum

Original Oath Keepers MC:

Ares – Prez, Avery - ol’ lady (Forsaken Control)

Cain – VP, London - ol’ lady, Jamison Cade – son (Exposed)

2 Piece – Gun Runner – SAA, Avery - ol’ lady (Relinquish)

Twist – Unholy One, Sadie aka Sadie Baby - ol’ lady, Cyle – son (Friction)

Spin – Treasurer

Snake – Previous President’s son, Peppermint - ol’ lady (Sweet Surrender)

Capone – Deceased

Smiles – Deceased

Shooter – Deceased

Scratch – Deceased

Rivals

Iron Fists MC

Twisted Snakes MC

Mexican Cartel

Clubs Mentioned

Menace Mayhem MC – Alaska Charter – Grizzly
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To those of you who think outside of the box. To the one’s who walk to their own beat. To the dreamers. 
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Tears shed for another person are not a sign of weakness. They are a sign of a pure heart.

-Unknown

The ominous double oak doors are massive, leading into the magnificent church. St. Mary’s it’s called, and I’ve passed it every day for the last six months. Each time, it’s taunted me, beckoning me to take a step inside its walls. 

I have to do it, you know—see if I’ll really burn by coming in here. If it’d happen to anyone, I’d definitely be a viable candidate. 

Inhaling, I’m met with a spicy scent. Oil perhaps? The building reminds me of a castle from the outside, and the inside doesn’t disappoint in that aspect either. It’s the type of place that when you enter, you feel small and insignificant; no doubt it was built this way on purpose.  

My middle finger dips into the glass bowl encasing what these religious freaks refer to as holy water. What the fuck’s so holy about it? Is it the fact that a priest has prayed over it? If that’s how it’s even made...I wouldn’t know. I was never around one of these places growing up.

The cool water coats the tip of my finger as I skim the surface, and amazingly, nothing happens. I was expecting burning flames to encompass my flesh in mere seconds. I’m considered evil, after all; I’ve heard it before. Not from any voices in my mind, but from child services attempting to steal me away from my family.

The silence encompassing the room is interrupted by a deep, accusing voice. “Sinner!”

My gaze shoots to the front of the room convinced I was right after all; they’ll burn me for coming here. That’s how all the holy ones are; they like to peel you apart and make you crumble in an attempt to heal you. I’ve been warned the entire time I was growing up to steer clear of them.

I never needed their healing, only blood occasionally from a bad soul. My father was the same and taught me how to make sacrifices. He said our Native American heritage called for it. Our ancestors needed it to live on through us. It’s our job to continue coating the earth with the black soul’s blood to give back for everything they’ve used up. 

My father was a true, proud Indian with long, straight, jet-black hair and black eyes to match. His skin was tanned and leathery due to his heritage and exposure to the elements. His time was spent outside when he was young, and he says it forever changed him like our ancestors. I never understood why I had to favor my mother. Her cloud-colored eyes, fair complexion, and light hair made her angelic in a sense, opposite of my father.  

I’ve kept my promises to him, sacrificing when the madness inside my head gets out of control. He’d be proud; I know it was an important ritual to him. It’s become sort of a cleansing for me as well, to show my devotion to the gods of the world. People may not understand my rituals, but the gods do.  

On a podium set at the front of the room stands the man I heard dressed in thick robes. Behind him is a large, imposing marble table, covered with objects. I’m too far away to recognize what they are, however.

He’s the priest—the holy one—who can burn me, according to the stories my father shared when I was a kid.

A young man cowers below him, completely bare. He’s hunched over his naked front, his bloody back showcased for the man standing over him. Crisscrosses of bloody welts decorate his back, and I cringe. I’ve been whipped before. I know it hurts. The battered being draws me to him, wanting to see for myself if he’s worth the sacrifice.

“Forgive me.” The young, broken man pleads and the leather whip in the holy one's hand slaps against his flesh again. Blood splatters in its wake, leaving behind evidence of the punishment. The site of the garnet-colored liquid doesn’t bother me; it’s the purity of the man’s voice begging to be set free. He doesn’t sound guilty of anything worthy of his punishment. 

“Sinner!” the priest declares again, and I begin to make my way around the room to get a better look.

I stick to the shadows to keep my presence unknown. That’s essentially what I am anyhow, a shadow amongst everyone else in the world. Multiple colors cascade over the glossy pews in the middle of the room, almost making them appear inviting. 

Almost, but I see through their motives. 

Glancing up, I’m met with stained glass windows depicting the church’s beloved saints. In the center of the raised ceiling is an ancient looking painted mural filled with fluffy clouds and golden angels. I wonder if that world ever existed. If it did, according to this, it must’ve been forever ago.

Smack!

My eyes snap back to the podium, drawn to the sound. The priest slashed another bloody welt into the young guy's flesh. Cringing, I can’t turn away. It’s like a car crash—you know it must be painful, yet you have to watch regardless. 

“You must ask for forgiveness, Sinner.”

“For-forgive me, father. I beg you.”

No father should hit his son like this. He should teach him, rather than punish him. My own father taught me this. We worked together, never against each other. 

“You’ve sinned, you must repent,” he repeats, bringing the leather down again. This time the man on all fours gasps in pain, tears raining down his face, and stuttering something about hail Mary being full of grace. 

This is his father? Surely, he feels the darkness in his soul as I do. The man with the evil soul deserves punishment, not the beaten one at his feet.

Creeping slowly and quietly, I approach the man from behind. I’m good at being quiet; it’s how I always get away when someone searches for me. It’s how I sneak up on those I plan to offer as a sacrifice. The moon god always helps hide me. 

“Priest,” I hiss, sounding more snake than human. The older man spins around, his middle-aged face lined with surprise. “Repent,” I hiss at him again with a scowl and drive my small blade into the center of his throat. It’s not a fancy way to kill, but it stuns the opponent immediately. Being smaller than many of the men I kill, it’s important to catch them off guard. 

He stumbles back a step, as his eyes bulge, gurgling and choking on the sharp metal. Blood spurts, raining warm sangria droplets over my face. A genuine smile graces my lips as my hands rub the blood into my skin. I’ve killed a bad man, and there’s no better feeling.

Sacrifice to bring this man peace. Use this blood to replenish all that was stolen from you by this soul. Sacrifice for my ancestors no longer here. I offer this token of evil to you. Sacrifice for life. 

The older man drops to the ground, dead, and the boy at my feet turns to peer up at me. His face is drenched with tears, his back leaving behind droplets of his blood on the floor around him. He’s paid his own sacrifice, offering his blood so easily without a fight.

He gasps, his mouth falling open in shock at the site of me.

He’s frightened.

My hand opens, palm up, going toward him. He’ll need help getting up, I’m sure of it. I don’t want to worry him any more than he already appears to be.

“S-S-S-Saint Michael?” he proclaims, his eyes growing more fearful, “For-forgive me, for I have sinned.”

“Sinner?” I test, holding my hand to him once more. Is that his name?

“I am not worthy. Forgive me for speaking your name.” His gaze falls to the floor, and he bows before me.

He’s absolutely perfect.

I will keep him and protect him—always.

“Come, my Sinner. I’ll protect you now. No need to be frightened of me. You just call me Saint; no name, okay?”

His callused palm finds mine, and I tug him to his feet. “You will stand for me, Sinner, and you’ll be strong.”

He briefly glances to the priest, his eyes full of gratitude when they meet mine. No doubt he’s grateful, but guilt will plague his heart for feeling that way after the shock subsides. 

He’s beautiful. Dark to my light, he could be my brother—my opposite. He’s everything I once wished I could be, and together we’ll be perfect. 

“Okay, Saint,” he agrees, and I lift the thick, white robe from the floor for him. We need to leave, and I have no idea when someone will show up. The last thing I need is another run-in with the local cops. 

“We have to go.”

He complies and allows me to help him place the robe over his battered flesh. He’s close to my own age I notice. I hit fifteen six months ago; he’s gotta be right around there as well. I hope his back only needs to be wrapped. I can mix up a paste for it, but I can’t sew very well if he requires stitches.

“Is there a way out of here other than the front door?”

“Yes, I can show you.”

“Sounds good little Sinner, lead the way...”

And just like that, I’ve met my obsession. My Sinner to my Saint, yet I know the truth. I’m the Sinner, and this beautiful, broken creature is my Saint. 

He’s mine. Forever. 
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I am not a saint, unless you think of a saint 

as a sinner who keeps on trying.

- Nelson Mandela
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“Sin, you have to reel Saint in, brother. He’s losing his shit today,” Viking, the Oath Keepers MC Prez grumbles. Like this is something new; this is Saint in a nutshell, but they all seem to forget that. The brother can’t be cooped up.

I’ve been riding with Viking for years now, first as a NOMAD, and now in his own club. Saint and the other brothers of the Oath Keepers are the closest thing to family I have.  The club means everything to me as it does to the brothers as well. We may be a bunch of misfits alone, but together, we get each other. 

Saint...well, he’s so much more than just a brother to me.  We seem to balance each other out a bit. I don’t know if I’d have survived this far if he hadn’t stepped in and helped me stand that day, so long ago. 

“You need to let him out, Vike. You know how he gets when you try to put a leash on him.” They believe that if they keep him at the clubhouse, he won’t hurt anyone. It does the opposite though. You’d think they’d have figured it out by now that cooping him up, drives him a little crazy inside. 

“I can’t have him out in town hacking up some motherfucker and then bathing in his blood. Find something to keep him busy.” 

No one understands him. They believe Saint is nuts—a pretty boy with the drive to kill and coat himself in his victims’ blood. I wish Saint would just tell them he’s Indian, that he does this for a reason. I thought he was crazy the first time I saw it as well; hell, I tried to take off and leave him behind. I didn’t get very far and haven’t been able to leave his side since then. 

I think he enjoys the fear in the brothers’ eyes when his skin’s stained scarlet. Not to mention, he’s the whitest Indian you’d ever come across. Shit, half the brothers probably wouldn’t believe him even if he did tell them about his heritage. We practically grew up together through our teenage years and so on, so I’ve seen it all firsthand. 

“We’ll barbeque this weekend.” I suggest the first thing that enters my mind.

It’s not ideal, but it’s the quickest rationalization I can come up with. “We can head over to the pigpen and get some hogs; it’ll keep him busy, if he can chop them up.” I leave out the part of him offering up some of the pigs’ blood as a sacrifice to his ancestors and the various gods he chooses to worship. 

He absently agrees, his distracted stare locked on his ol’ lady, Princess. “Appreciate it, brother. I’ll catch up later; I got shit to take care of.”

“Bet,” I mutter, but he’s already striding toward the Ice Queen also known as Princess, his ol’ lady. There’s no telling what he has to deal with. Being the Prez, he’s always taking care of business. 

Drinking deeply from my vodka-cranberry-Sprite cocktail Blaze conjured up for me, I can’t help but think of how I ended up here. I’d be nothing if it weren’t for Saint. He saved me and has continued to do so ever since I was a teenager. If I have to defend his brand of crazy for the rest of my life to repay him, I will. 

“Sinner?” Cherry, a pretty little redheaded club slut saddles up next to me. 

She’s nothing special—mousy nose, a spattering of freckles...the usual. Her looks do next to nothing to garner my attention, though other brothers around here seem to appreciate her attention toward them. As long as she sucks my dick well and doesn’t talk much, then I don’t mind her bothering me too much.

“Hmm?”

“Do you two want to have some fun?” She squeezes into the spot between my body and the empty barstool next to me. 

She’s a wild one and loves fucking both of us. Can’t say I don’t approve of her type of fun. Saint usually has a decent time with her as well, and she’s nowhere near his type. He likes the college girls, but I prefer the older women. Give me a woman ten years older than me, and I’ll enjoy every moment of their experienced asses. 

Shrugging, I let loose a sigh. “You wanna fuck both of us? Who’s to say I’d even let you fuck us?” I would, but she doesn’t need to know she has any type of allure over either of us.

“I was-I was...umm, I do want you both,” she stammers, attempting to conjure up the answer she thinks I want to hear. 

The truth is, no one has the slightest fucking clue what I actually wanna hear fall from their lips. The ones that give in easily lose my interest the quickest. Of course, I want to boss ‘em around a bit, but when they’re not too scared to give me a little lip in return, that’s when my dick gets the hardest. It’s usually the Mexican bitches that’ll give me just enough spice to make me want to have them over and over.

“Ah, but you think you can handle it? Two cocks in you at once? Didn’t you cry the last time we fucked you?”
I have to screw with her; hell, I screw with pretty much everyone. I’ve learned along the ride if you fuck with people enough, most leave you the hell alone. After living through my own version of hell, I’m determined to never go back there. I’ll be the biggest psycho dick around if it ends up protecting me. Saint was the one who taught me how to protect myself. 
“I enjoyed it.”

Scoffing, I roll my eyes at her unimpressive answer. She wants me, yet she’s doing fuck all to get my cock hard. “Right. How bad do you want this cock? More than Saint’s, or do you want him more?”

“I want you both.” 

She’s playing it safe. It’s typical for chicks that’ve been around Saint and me before. They want bad, but they’re never too sure just how bad they actually want it. They either love our brand of crazy or it scares them. 

My eyebrow hikes, my eyes skirting over her tits she has nearly on full display for anyone in the club to see. “Yeah, but surely you must think one of us fucks better than the other. I bet it’s me. That’s why you came to me, huh? You better not let my brother hear. He may carve your sweet little ass up if he does.” 

“Please, Sinner. I didn’t mean to come off that way. Please, don’t let him get angry.” The rumors obviously hold up merit as she scrambles to backtrack, in fear. She has no reason to freak out though; Sinner only kills people he thinks are evil. Cherry’s just a whore; she’s not a wicked being. 

Chuckling, my fingers brush her chin tenderly, enjoying the sound of her begging. “Relax, Cherry; I’m sure he won’t hurt you...much. Let him fuck your ass, and he’ll be nice. Me, well, you better wrap those fat lips around my cock if you want my attention. Think you can handle that?”

“Yes, I promise I can.”

The chicks around here practically salivate at having the chance to sample us both at the same time. I’m used to it. We’ve been a team since shortly after he stepped in that shitty day so long ago. I still look up at him with wonder in my eyes sometimes; I can’t help it. Where everyone else notices evil, I only see a saint.  

“Careful what you promise, Cherry. What do we get if you break your word? Saint will want blood; no matter how sweet you bitches around here believe he is...he’s not.” 

It’s the truth, but so many of them are too fucking dumb to see through his pretty-boy charade. That’s all it is—an act. He doesn’t give a shit about any of them. Hell, neither do I. We’re just interested in fucking. End of story. 

“But y-you’re the nice one, right?” 

I shoot her a sinister smirk, swirling the liquor in my glass while her mind races. Her stammering answers full of fear are pathetic. I love knowing I have people on edge, but if they don’t buck up, eventually, I get bored. It’s the same shit, different day in my eyes.

Shrugging after a moment, I swallow down the rest of my beverage without replying. Am I the nice one? Compared to Saint? Sure, I can be. I’d never outright let any of them know that though. 

“I’ll find you later if we wanna fuck.” 

“Okay,” she responds with a slight grin. The bitch has won, and she knows it. One thing about my brother and me is we like to fuck—a lot. 
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Saint’s palm lands on my forearm, wanting to pull me in closer, but I turn away. We’re in front of the compound—not the right place for us to be close. I’d rather wait until we’re in one of our rooms, and he knows it. “We’re headed to the farm.” Changing the subject, I take swift strides to the parking lot putting some distance between us.  

“Someone fuck up?” Saint questions, following me to one of the brothers' trucks. It used to be Scot’s, God rest his soul, but he was killed a while back. Now we use it as a communal truck. I know it’s what he would’ve wanted if he’d had any say in the matter. 

“No, we’re going to barbeque this weekend, and we need some meat.” And I need to get you preoccupied. 

He grunts. “I thought you were headed out of town this weekend?”

I’d mentioned I might have plans, but, I’m surprised he remembered that. I told him when we were piss-ass drunk, in hopes he’d forget. Then, once I left this weekend, and he called me, pissed off, I’d have the excuse of already telling him but him forgetting about it. 

It’s kinda fucked up, I know. I don’t have a choice though. One small lie to keep him happy and it’s worth the guilt I feel in return.

“Yeah, I might. Nothing set in stone though.” Total bullshit, I’m out of here as soon as I can be. 

Fuck man, what else does he remember? I don’t normally keep shit from him, but I do have one big secret I’ve managed to keep buried. He would most likely flip his shit if he found out too, especially since we don’t make it a habit of keeping stuff from each other. He can’t know, and I’ll do whatever it takes to keep it in the dark.

On a run a while back, I made a horrible drunken mistake that I’ve been kicking myself in the ass for ever since. Of all the stupid things to do, I got married. And the real kicker is, I never told Saint about it. I knew if I did, he’d carve her up like a Thanksgiving turkey, and I can’t have that on my conscious. 

She may not be the best woman, but she’s also a mom—albeit a horrible one. Call me a pansy ass or whatever, but I’ve stuck around for her kid. I couldn’t just leave her high and dry when her mom’s already done that. Two months into the sham of a marriage and she popped smoke, leaving her daughter behind without a backward glance. At least that’s what Jude, her daughter, believes.

I’ve been able to mostly keep in touch with Jude by cell, but occasionally if I can make my way over there, then I do it. I like to check on her and see how she is with my own two eyes. She’s not a baby or anything; hell, she turned eighteen right around the time I met her. Doesn’t mean I don’t worry about if she’s still breathin’ or if shit’s not messed up around their trailer. The fact that she’s insanely gorgeous doesn’t make it a hard feat to visit either.

Her mom pretty much set her ass up for failure, living out in the middle of nowhere. The girl’s smart; she has a part-time job at the library, and she takes classes online. That’s not the issue; it’s that her mother left her to pay the rent and everything else without giving her any money for it. They live in a tiny ass town with hardly any jobs, and if she works more hours, she won’t have time for her college classes. She probably would anyhow, but the library’s too poor to offer her more time even if she wanted it.

I’ve stuck around these months to make sure she has what she needs, and partially from guilt. So far all she’s needed has mostly been money. Thankfully, not sure I could handle much more. This feeling inside me when I attempt to cut free of her swarms my chest, and in a sense, I blame Saint in a way for being my savior. I don’t owe this girl shit, but I find myself attempting to be my own version of a savior for her.  

The first time I showed up after her mom’s disappearance, she was completely out of food. Never felt so livid inside before—not even when it comes to Saint. Maybe because I know he can hold his own; Jude, on the other hand, not so much. The worst part of all was knowing that it was my fault. Her mom had disappeared because of me.  

The girl was sweet and quiet in the beginning, unnoticeable in a sense. Then she got more comfortable with me, and the teasing started, and it was like I finally noticed her. She had the most perfect set of tits and plump lips that I didn’t see anything else afterward. 

The first time she had the guts to flirt, it began with her calling me ‘daddy.’ Boy, it drove me up the fuckin’ wall. I wanted to be anything but her daddy at that moment.  

That shit hasn’t ever turned me on before, always more of the opposite. She thought she was something else, too, grinning full of mischief. It made me want to bend her over and smack her ass to show her just who that ‘daddy’ was she was mocking. 

Another thing, I’ve never been too picky when it comes to pussy. If I’d had the option to choose in the past though, it’d always be an older, more experienced woman. I love it when a woman knows exactly what she wants, and this one is the complete opposite. I’ve wondered if even Saint would know what to do with this one. Not that I can seek his opinion on it with the shit hole I’ve dug for myself.

Jude’s too innocent, untouched, and enticing like no one before, and those are the exact reasons why I shouldn’t have her—why I can’t have her. Not to mention how Saint would react if he found out I was going out of town and omitting the truth from him for this young woman. He’d be off his rocker with anger courtesy of my lies and the fact it was for a female. 

“Where you headed?” He glances my way as we drive down the dirt road, approaching the other side of the hog farm owned by the Oath Keepers MC. The farm has become a staple to the club; we’ve created nightmares for many motherfuckers crossing the club. You never know just how loud a grown man can scream until he’s eaten alive by a hungry hog.

The original Prez bought it awhile back, but since then has split it between Ares, Viking, and Princess—Viking’s ol’ lady. She and Ares are damn near siblings, and with both of them tied to each chapter, it works out for all of us. Vike built our clubhouse on the same plot of land, just farther down the road. We could’ve walked I suppose, but we need to load the meat in the back of the truck.

“Viking has me going on a run.” It’s an outright lie, but as long as it keeps Saint in check, Viking should cover for me if asked.

“Want some company?” There’s longing in his voice, and it has me swallowing down the truth. He wants to be needed, it helps keep him calm. And I do need him, just not for this. 

“Nah, you heard what Prez said in Church the other day. It’s essential to keep the clubs full right now after all the shit that’s gone down with Nightmare’s kid getting stolen. He may be home now, but we still have to make sure there are enough brothers at the clubhouse just in case any motherfuckers show up.”

“I’m not a babysitter. I didn’t give up being a NOMAD to sit home all day and play with my cock. Either you find something for me to do, or I’ll go on my own ride.”

“I did. You’re taking care of the hog now and then chopping him up for the barbeque.”

“That’s bullshit. I should be handlin’ shit with you. Since when do you go on runs alone anyhow? I’ll tell you since we turned in our NOMAD patches, that’s when. I don’t like it. I should be around to watch your back.”

“You are, and if I thought this was going to be dangerous, then you’d be riding with me.”

“Right.” He rolls his eyes like a petulant child, his stare trained out the passenger window watching the trees and brush as we pass. 

I don’t like that he’s upset or that I have to keep lying to him. It’s only for a little while longer, once I get everything squared away with ol’ girl then it’ll all be in my rearview, and Saint will be back to being my top priority.

“Ruger’s been gone awhile,” I bring up, attempting to change the subject, but he just shrugs, not in the mood to talk about the guys.

I try again. “Cherry came around lookin’ earlier. Wants to fuck.”

“Yeah?” he murmurs, not impressed.

“Said she was feeling lonely, wants us both to fuck her.” I try on a grin for size, hoping it’ll lighten him up. It does nothing.

“Another loose pussy.” His irises flick over, skimming briefly before turning back to the window. “We ought to head back down to Mexico and try out some more Latina pussy.”

“So, no to Cherry, then?”

“I mean, if she wants to fuck, and you’ll be there, then I guess I will be too.” His gaze sparkles as he meets mine and a little bit of his annoyance has faded. His signature charmer grin pops up, and it’s hard not to smile back. He’s full of mischief, one thing that’s always drawn me to him. 

“Stop,” I weakly protest, putting the truck in park.

His hand grabs me before I can bail out. “Just sayin’ we could fuck now and forget Cherry.”

Releasing a groan, I nod, giving in. “You win, Saint. We fuck now, and then we have a hog to kill. Come on.” 
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