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Blurb:

Chaz Barros is committed to helping Conrad Peters, a brother biker, on the run from the mob. 

Motorcycles.

Hard, hot women who never say no.

Hard men who never take no for an answer.

All of the above make up most motorcycle clubs, and Chaz Barros was no exception. He’d served his time, committed his crimes, and is president of the San Bernardino, California chapter of the motorcycle club Death Riders. Meet Torri MacClare, the woman in his life. Like most biker chicks, she’s untamed and tough.

The series Death Riders continues. 

A loner

He rode

The tar

The streets

Never being

Discreet

He pushed his way

Through everyday

Showing

Knowing

He was different

A big significance

In the man

He was

The steel

Beneath his cock

His bike

His rock

Would do him

Right

Would always

Win the

Fight

A biker's prayer

Lord if I dare

To ride to hell

My soul does

Quell

For it's the

Smell

Of grease

And freedom

That will never

Lead

Me astray

And lead the way
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Chaz

The black SUV came to a halt. The driver’s side door opened, and Carmine got out. “Son of a bitch,” he screamed as he began pounding on the roof of the car. “God damn it!”

Al was out of the car now, too. “Geeze, Carmine, they must have found the lipstick.” Hidden inside the small metal tube had been a tracking device. 

“Ya think?” Carmine screamed. “Braco’s gonna skin us alive.”

“Fuck him. Let’s take off on our own. I’m sick of him.”

“Braco will find us no matter where we go,” Carmine said, leaning against the car, examining the hand he used to pound the shit out of the car.

“I guess. But if his goons can find us, then they’ll also catch up with the biker and Josephina.”

Carmine stopped and looked at his brother. “Goons? Is that what we are, goons?”

“Ah fuck, you know what I mean,” Al said, backing away from Carmine because his brother had a way of hitting him in the head when he least expected it.

Carmine was pensive. “Yeah, I know what you mean, but you’re not as stupid as you look. You have a point, so I’m calling Braco and telling him we lost them. I’ll ask him what’s next.”

“Yeah,” said Al. “What’s next?”

They both leaned against the black SUV. Carmine swiped the screen of his phone. A deep voice answered immediately.

“Yeah. So you got them?” Braco asked.

“Not exactly,” Carmine answered.

“What the fuck? Either you have them, or you don’t.”

“We lost them, and they found the tracking device.”

“Ask me if I’m surprised. You, two idiots, are off their tail. Get your asses back here.”

Carmine looked at the screen of his phone. He knew there was no way he was going back to Braco. If they kept on fucking up, he and Al were as good as dead.

“Sure, sure, Braco, we’re on our way back.” Carmine rolled his eyes at Al.

“Do you two morons believe I had only you two tailing them? I had Sam out there, and he’s been following that biker and Josephina’s sister. They’re headed toward California; it’s my guess that’s their destination.”

“Why don’t you give us one more chance? We can’t be more than a day away if we drive and never stop. We’ll drive straight through,” Carmine said, trying to redeem their dignity. He knew that if they returned, it might be a pretty bad scene. If Braco said no, he decided he and his brother were heading toward Mexico.

“Fine, I’ll have Sam text you. He’ll give you what information he has. I need Sam back here. You two assholes better find them.” There was a slight pause, and then Braco screamed into the phone. “I want my fucking money back!”

Carmine swiped the screen of the phone. “I really hate that bastard,” he said.

“We’re fucked,” Al said.

“Let’s head to California. They’re on a bike, and I’m sure they’ve got a place to go. I’d bet my fucking life that he’s hooking up with some motorcycle dudes. The one called Death Riders, Josephina’s boyfriend, is a member. They have a few chapters, and one of them is in San Bernardino. I may act stupid, but I do my homework.”

Al looked worried. He pushed his thinning hair back. “I don’t want to get mixed up with some damn motorcycle club. Let’s get the fuck out of here. I’d rather head toward Mexico.”

“It’s not that easy. Braco has connections in Mexico. Let’s just do the job he wants us to do. And if we fuck up again, we won’t be far from the border,” Carmine reassured his brother.

“Anything you say. But right now, I’m hungry.”

“Yeah, yeah, I hear ya. We’ll eat and then head west,” Carmine said, taking out his wallet. “We’ll catch a bite at the small restaurant at the motel. Let’s get going.” In the back of his mind, he kept his fear. Al would only panic if he saw Carmine change his demeanor. That would be a disaster, as Al didn’t handle fear well. But Carmine knew that if they didn’t deliver the big biker and Josephina’s sister, they would be as good as dead.
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Chaz Barros was thirty-nine years old and divorced three times. Natalie, his third wife and now ex, was the love of his life, but she’d fucked him over good. Chaz’s temper always got the better of him. He had a hard time passing up a fight. Unfortunately, Natalie used his bad temper against him many times even though she knew he’d never hurt her or any woman.

The Dark Knights, a rival club, had been at odds with his club, Death Riders, for a few months, and after a rumble, two of his members were mortally wounded. Chaz finally called a one-on-one challenge, which led to a truce; to celebrate the truce, both presidents decided to throw a party. 

The first time he saw Natalie Owens was at that club party. The stunning brunette with the big tits, small waist, and perfect ass had caught not only his eye but half of his club’s. Natalie had been the old lady of the Vice President of the Dark Knights, so she knew the ropes and what it took to belong to a biker. 

Chaz fell head over heels in love and married her. But a few months after marriage, Natalie grew restless and bored. He saw the signs but chose to ignore them. She stopped cooking, stayed out late with her friends, and was reluctant to start a family. He finally began to face the fact that his marriage was deteriorating when sex became
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