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Blurb:

My name is Angelo Torez, better known as Taco. Cute right? That’s because I enjoy a good taco, but that’s where it all stops. 

I have a bad habit. I like to fight; I always win and occasionally permanently damage those who offer me a challenge. 

I have a weakness, and it is women, and it is always a woman who needs rescuing. Maybe it is an excuse for not controlling who and what I am: a dangerous man.

I’ve served time. My bad temper got me behind bars. It might get me there again, but I assure you the only reason that might happen is when anyone threatens a member of my club, Death Riders. 

However, life has a way of screwing you over, and now I’m a widower. I vowed never to love again, and then along came Tessa Bracco, a beauty and a mobster’s daughter. I wanted her, needed her, and she felt the same.

I turned to my brothers for help in freeing her from the grip of the Mafia. Meeting Tessa turned my life upside down.

Yeah. 

Ride till the Death.

With me, that could mean literally.
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I knew I was playing with fire when I agreed to help my sister Angela move her things out of her apartment and away from Hector Rodriquez. She was tired of Hector beating her, and I had a hard-on for the abusive bastard. I was sick of seeing my sister cry, her countless beatings, and that she never had any money. After he broke her arm, I was the one who took her to the hospital, and it was time to end the bastard’s reign of terror. 

Our mother begged me to stay away from Hector and constantly took in my battered and mentally exhausted sister. I was sure he would eventually kill her, and I wasn’t waiting for that to happen.

The morning before I finally sealed the mother fuckers coffin, my mother begged me not to get involved. “Angel,” she cried. “Please, don’t go after Hector. Angela is finally out of his life. What good will it do if you fight with him?”

“Mama, fight? I’m going to kill him. I’ve had enough. This is bullshit. You know she will go back to him, and this time he may kill her. I can’t let that happen. It’s either him or me.”

There was no stopping me.

I found him drinking beer on the front stoop of their apartment complex. “Hey, bro, was it you who took that bitch to the ER?” he asked. “Thanks, I didn’t mean to do such damage, but she pushes me to my limit. You know these bitches sometimes need a good beating. 

“Yup,” I answered.

“She’s one fucking pain in the ass. Refusing to cook me some eggs. I didn’t mean to break her arm, but sometimes I don’t know my own strength,” he said dryly, chugging down the rest of his beer.

I stood before him, grabbed the empty beer bottle out of his hand, and smashed it over his head. “Asshole. Maybe you need a taste of your own medicine.”

Hector tumbled down the steps, and when his body hit the ground, I saw blood dripping from the open wound in his head. It ran down his face and over his lips. 

Hector was stunned. “You fucking prick,” he yelled. “I’m going to kill you.”

“Just try,” I hissed. He was big, taller than an average Latino, and over two hundred and fifty pounds. Until now, my sister had always stood between Hector and me, but now I’d had enough. I had the advantage at over six feet and two hundred and twenty-five pounds of muscle. 

Hector lunged for me, and I dodged his overweight bulk. He yelled at me again, “You think you are one smart motherfucker. I’m going to break both your arms.” He went for me again and managed to clip the side of my jaw. I didn’t go down and kept my footing. I now stood before him and sneered. “Yeah, sure, you fat piece of shit. You touch Angela again, and I will kill you,” I growled back.

He tried to hit me again, but I was faster and got him in the jaw, making him unsteady on his feet. I hit him again, and he went down. 

An image of Angela’s face flashed before me. I could still see her split lip and swollen eye. There was no doubt that besides breaking her arm, he’d done a job on her jaw. It was then that I lost it. I went after the asshole and began slamming his head into the concrete. One of the idiots sitting with him finally climbed on my back and threw me to the ground, but as sirens sounded, the dirtbag on my back ran, leaving me to wallow in my anger. 

I was in dire trouble as the squad cars pulled up, and I was forced on my stomach and handcuffed. 

Hector survived the beating, and it took months for him to recover. Angela went back to the scumbag, testified against me, and I wound up doing time at Rikers. 

The day of my sentencing was bad. My mother screamed at her daughter, called her a punta, and spit on Hector. That day, my mother had a stroke, and I would not be there to take care of her. Then, a sweet young girl named Dorita came to my mother’s rescue and became my savior for the next three years.

We fell in love, and I married her a week after my release.

While serving time, for the most part, I stayed to myself, and few bothered me. I was unapproachable at six feet two, two hundred and twenty-five pounds of muscle. 

One man stood out, as tall as me but even bigger, dark-skinned, and with an entourage that I could tell were not fucking each other. These guys spent days working out and respecting each other and protecting a few who were unmercifully attacked by the scum sentenced to life. He approached me, and I was wary, but he soon laid my fears to rest.

The big man calmly walked over to me as I sat in the yard reading a book. “Hey, I see that you stay clear of everyone. Can we talk?” He surprised me with his deep, melodic voice. 

He was a good-looking dude, bronze-skinned, inked, and wore his hair slicked back off his face and tightly braided.

“I’m not interested,” I answered him.

He laughed. “I didn’t ask you that; I only want to talk.”

“Sure, talk,” I added.

He sat next to me. “Is that a good book?” he asked.

I closed the book. “What is it about me? Do I look lonely? I like keeping to myself.”

This big guy laughed again. “My name is Todd Sanchez, but they call me Chaos. I’m here for about another six months, and then I’ll return to the South Bronx. I am a member of a motorcycle club called Death Riders. I could be wrong, but you look like a dude who might like riding.”

He piqued my interest. “South Bronx? I’m from Brooklyn. Riding like a motorcycle? Yeah, I would really enjoy that, but that costs money, which I don’t have.”

He held out a hand for me to shake, “Hey, dude, nice to meet you. You got a name?”

“Angel Torres, and nice to meet you, too. I stay to myself. Keeps me out of trouble and keeps others from getting hurt.”

This guy called Chaos smiled. “I get that,” he said. “I am offering you protection with no strings attached. Most of us are here for no more than a few years, and in those years this place can destroy a man. My sentence was five years, and I’m almost done with this fucking place. I asked around and found out you’re only serving three. You’re a big guy and Latino, and I can relate. I also have another offer; I’m a member of an MC club, Death Riders. When I get out, I have a place to go. The club is always open to new members.”

“I don’t own a bike,” I said.

He laughed. “Neither did I until Death Riders. The club can help you get a bike. It’s what we do, and we are a brotherhood.”

“I’m good with my hands. I’m a mechanic. I always wanted to try my hand at building a motorcycle.”

Our connection was simultaneous.

I liked what he had to say and decided what the hell, I’d take him up on his offer.

My life changed with that meeting, and by the end of my sentence, I had new friends and a new life to look forward to. I was a Death Rider.
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