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Blurb DOC:

Once, he was a respected surgeon, married with a stunning wife and a son. He had a family he loved. Aaron Van Nuys had it all. But love crumbles when life takes a nasty turn, and his dreams are destroyed at the seemingly snap of a finger. Doctors can’t afford to make bad judgment calls. Unfortunately, physicians are human too. He thought the woman he loved would stand by him, but she bailed and left with his son. 

Lies catch up with those who are guilty. Anger becomes a weapon, and Aaron beats his wife's lover. Now, stripped of his medical license and dreams and convicted of manslaughter, the three years spent in prison only hardens a man. 

When he’s released, his wife and son are gone. He spends two years searching for them and hits a dead end. Embittered and crushed, he sinks deep into despair and rebels, buys a Harley, and joins a club. Now known as Doc, Death Riders becomes his sanctuary and his life. With the help of his Death Riders brothers, he plans to find his son and reclaim the life taken from him.

But then a young woman comes into his life. She’s not your typical biker groupie and doesn’t fit in like the other women. Yet, she submits to the degradation the male bikers put her through. Doc sees her path, one of self-destruction, and comes to her aid. He offers her his protection. However, it comes with a price. She’d be his playmate and his property. Love was never part of the offer.

Book 6 of Death Riders brings you on a roller coaster ride of betrayal, pain, and passion.
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Prelude:
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Aaron Van Nuys gritted his teeth as the needle and ink etched the image of a demon onto his right bicep. His arm was severely scarred in prison after another inmate attacked him with a makeshift knife. Aaron survived the inmate’s attack with severe wounds to his arm. However, that was more than he could say for his attacker. He lost an eye and was hospitalized for months.

It was six months since he walked through the exit entrance and left Attica with no intention of returning. They’d have to kill him. That was the only way he was going back to prison.

As he sat back in the chair at Amy’s tattoo parlor, the artist continued to cover the scars on his right arm with a black tattoo of a devilish image and the word life in bold gothic letters. 

Doc wanted all the memories of Attica removed. He was thirty-seven and expected to be well-established as a top surgeon at this point in his life. That dream was in the past. He fucked up big time, losing his temper, and he had no one to blame but himself.

He rubbed his dark beard as his head rested on the headrest of the chair. The woman artist constantly smiled at him, and Aaron knew that smile. She wanted some action, and he was always down with that train of thought. So, Aaron started up a conversation.

He smiled and asked. “So, do you have a name?” He saw her eyes widen, and she smiled at him even broader.

“Fran, Frances Langley, nice to meet you,” she drawled and ran her tongue over her lips. He already liked where her mind was going.

“Nice to meet you, Fran. My name is....” He paused. It was easier to tell her, Doc. She’d seen him pull up on his bike, and she didn’t miss his vest with the Death Rider’s colors on the back. “Fran, I’m Doc.”

She continued to work on his tattoo. “Hi, Doc. Can I ask you a question?”

“Sure, Fran,” he answered, holding his breath as she carefully ran her needles over the scars.

“Why did you pick this demon?” she asked as the needles and dye bit into his skin.

“I like anything to do with Hell. That thing looks like it belongs in Hell.”

She nodded. “You didn’t choose any color. Why?”

“That’s because black is my favorite color.”

“You’re a dark soul,” she said as she continued with the buzzing needle.

“I guess you could say that,” he said, taking another deep breath as she worked on his arm.

Unfortunately, the darkness had grown over the past year—his infidelity and his suspicions that his wife was cheating. 

However, he never figured that he’d wind up in prison and his son missing. Now out on parole, his journey would begin.
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Chapter One
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Finally Free 2021

Doc sat without a shirt and displayed his broad upper body, with his muscled abs and broad hard shoulders. He watched her eyes scan over his chest, her look appreciative. He gritted his teeth and grinned, wanting to tell her where he’d buffed up his big, powerful body. But thought better of it, prison usually scared them off.

Once more, he winced as she continued to tattoo the ugly demon over the scars on his arm. The pain was relative, and Aaron could bear the deep scratching sensation. It hurt like a motherfucker when she went over the damaged tissue, but Aaron smiled and bore the pain because this kind of discomfort was enjoyable. It simply meant that he was alive and had survived Attica. His next journey was looking for his son, and he had friends who would help, his brothers with Death Riders. 

When he was out of prison, he got his bike out of storage, had it tuned, shined, and then met with a few guys from the New York chapter of Death Riders. Each had a story, and each was a man wronged by the world around him. He’d made some good friends, ones he could count on helping him look for his son.

Aaron intended to stay low until his parole was up. In the meantime, he’d get to his safety deposit box and use some of the money he’d managed to stash away before his wife cleaned him out.

However, his need to see his kid was overwhelming. There was never any doubt that he loved Adam and had been a good father.

As soon as he was sentenced to spend three years in prison, his wife promptly sold the house on the bluff of the North Shore of Long Island along with his car. His wife sold everything she could get her hands on, and then Virginia Van Nuys disappeared with his son, Adam, and Aaron was determined to find him.

If he had to enlist the powers of Hell to find his kid, he would. That Hell would come in the way of Death Riders. He had friends countrywide on the lookout for Virginia and Adam. In time he’d find her. In time his son would grow, and if there were an ounce of Aaron’s blood in him, he’d want to find his father. Time was on Doc’s side.

As Fran worked her artistry on him, he noticed her appreciative glance. He smiled at her, and she blushed slightly.

“So, Fran, how long have you been a tattoo artist?” he asked.

“About four years. It gives me a chance to be creative. Most of the tattoos are my drawings.”

“Is the demon on my arm one of your creations?” Doc asked, again smiling broadly.

Fran stopped, put the needle down, leaned into him, and whispered in his ear. “I can lock that door, and we could go in the back. I can’t stop looking at you. It’s distracting. You’re quite a specimen, and I mean, wow.”

“Lock the door, Fran,” Doc answered as he sat up.

Fran shut down her equipment and gave him a sexy little sneer. She was up in a jiffy, turned the open sign to closed, and then walked back to the tattoo chair. Doc was already hard. He unzipped his jeans, released his cock, and Fran’s eyes lit up. 

“Damn, that’s a fucking monster,” she said, grinning from ear to ear. She pulled off her t-shirt, exposed a series of mermaid tattoos, and undid her bra. Doc was pleasantly surprised. Her breasts were large, and firm, with both nipples pierced. Next, she stood and stripped off the rest of her clothes and didn’t hesitate as she climbed onto him, straddled his hips, and took him deep. 

“Fuck,” she groaned. “Oh, yes, fuck,” she said as she began to move on him.

His hands gripped her full ass. Doc wanted this to last a while, so he kept her still, enjoying the full penetration. But the need for more took him over. She pounded her body down on him until she came and then was off him, sucking his cock down her throat. Doc exploded.

Fran lifted her head and licked her lips clean. She sat back on her stool and picked up her clothing. “Doc,” she said, inhaling, “that is a powerful weapon you have between your legs.”

“Fran, thanks for the ride,” he said, zipping up his jeans.

She was now dressed and over at the sink. She rinsed her mouth out and was back sitting on her stool. “So, when did you get out?” she asked.

“You can tell?” Doc asked as she turned on her needle.

“It was a guess. We’re not far from Attica, and I get a lot of paroled inmates asking me to fix their prison scratches.”

Doc laid his head back. “That’s no scratch.”

“I agree. It looks like they tested you.”

“Cost the asshole his eye.”

She smiled and continued with the ink. 
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Chapter Two
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Aaron’s Demise 2017

When Aaron Van Nuys gazed at the clock, it was six p.m., and as he washed up, he realized they’d been in the OR for over five hours. Finally, he sutured her up and felt confident that the growth wasn’t cancerous. 

Aaron was tired, and as soon as he was out of his scrubs and showered, he was on his way home.

As he walked through the automatic door of the OR, a nurse screamed behind him. “Doctor Van Nuys, your last surgery patient is in cardiac arrest!”

Aaron turned and ran back into the OR. They’d already cleared the way and were ready to use the crash cart. Aaron checked the monitors. They were already flatlining. When he’d left the OR, everything was fine. “Jesus,” he yelled. “Out of the way! Stand back!”

Shock after shock and nothing. The patient still didn’t respond. Again and again, he used the paddles to try and revive his patient’s heart. And finally, after twenty minutes, he pronounced the patient deceased.

Aaron was devastated. This was supposed to be a simple laparoscopic gallbladder removal, but he detected a small growth on the monitor, which meant surgery for further investigation. When he did, he found a large tumor, and that was the problem causing a routine procedure to become major surgery. To make matters worse, the patient was only a twenty-nine-year-old mother with two small children. And now it was his job to tell
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