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        I have to make a choice.

        The woman I’d die for …

        Or the club that saved me …

      

        

      
        For years, I’ve watched her. My deadly obsession.

        I don’t need to be told—I know Milly is too good for me. She’s off limits to me and every other club member.

        It doesn’t mean we can’t enjoy some harmless flirting. Except, I’ve got no self-control. Especially when it comes to her. Because with every glance, every accidental brush of her hand, I’m pulled deeper into a dangerous game of temptation.

        I know I should walk away, especially now that she’s caught the eye of the new doctor she works with. He can offer her the life I never could.

        I’ve fought battles before, but nothing compares to the war I’m fighting between my heart, my loyalty to the club, and the secrets we’re hiding.

        But secrets have a way of unraveling. And if anyone finds out I slept with the MC president’s sister, I’ll end up six feet under …

      

      

      

      
        
        Grab your copy of Twitch now.

      

      

      
        
        Sign up for my mailing list to be the first to hear all about book updates and to go into the draw to win a free paperback.
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        She was the sun, and he was broken like shards of glass. Yet even the most fractured glass can cast the most beautiful colors when touched by sunlight.
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            A FRESH START

          

        

      

    

    
      Ivy

      

      With a beaming smile, Sammy says, “Mom, thanks for decorating my room. It looks so good.”

      I lean down and brush a lock of brown hair behind her ear. “It does, doesn’t it?” I glance around at her new bedroom—a bed in the middle, a unicorn poster on the wall, and her toys neatly lining the shelves and corners of the room.

      “Will Daddy be visiting?”

      My heart drops, but I manage a smile. “I’m not sure, honey.”

      When she starts playing with her toys, I leave and take a seat on the couch in the living room.

      Sammy and I moved to Crown Village two days ago. I needed a fresh start—far from her father, Richard, or as I call him, Dickhead. He’s been a toxic presence in our lives, showing up only when he needed money to cover his gambling debts. It took months of planning—interviews at the hospital, house hunting, and researching childcare options—but here we are. The move wasn’t easy, but staying where we were wasn’t an option.

      Holly, my closest friend, is the only person who knows where we’ve moved. It’s too risky to tell anyone else. Richard’s presence was never consistent, and his pattern of asking for money and disappearing made it hard on Sammy. Still, for years, I held on to hope that he’d change. I wanted Sammy to experience having a father, but things spiraled. The debts grew, and the people he associated with became more dangerous. The last time he showed up, he had a black eye, which was enough for me to realize we needed to leave.

      I want so much more for Sammy. At five years old, she’s been remarkably resilient through this transition. Despite leaving her friends behind, she’s still her cheerful, vibrant self. Sometimes, I wonder how I got so lucky to be her mom. Having her as my daughter has been my greatest gift, and though I had her at nineteen, she’s become my best friend. Before her, I didn’t understand what unconditional love truly meant.

      Sammy skips into the living room and hops onto my lap, her grin lighting up my mood. “Mom, can we get ice cream? I’m hungry,” she says, rubbing her belly for added effect.

      I chuckle. “I’m hungry too. Ice cream sounds perfect.”

      We head out to explore a nearby café I found online, with glowing reviews. The moment we walk in, we’re greeted by the aroma of fresh coffee. Black-and-white checkered tiles stretch across the floor, posters of Marilyn Monroe and Elvis Presley adorn the walls, and a jukebox in the corner plays an Elvis Presley song.

      Sammy gasps and pulls me toward the counter. Her eyes widen as she stares at the rows of colorful ice cream flavors behind the glass.

      “There are so many!” she exclaims, bouncing on her toes. “How am I supposed to choose?”

      “They do look yummy,” I say, holding back a laugh as my stomach growls. “We should grab some lunch, too.”

      Her eyes gleam as she decides. “Chicken nuggets and fries and . . . the rainbow ice cream!”

      I raise a brow. “What else do you say?”

      “Please, Mom?” she adds with an innocent smile.

      “Better.”

      After placing our order, we pick up our ice cream and find a nearby seat. Sammy digs into her dessert, slurping as swirls of yellow and pink ice cream color the corners of her lips.

      “Can we come here every day?” she asks.

      I give a small shake of my head, grinning at her optimism. “Not every day, but maybe once a week. It can be our special treat.”

      She ponders for a moment before sighing dramatically. “Okay, just once a week.” She looks up at me, curiosity sparking in her eyes. “Where am I going tomorrow while you’re at work?”

      “There’s a babysitter in the house across the street.” I did extensive research, including looking at the woman’s comprehensive background check and calling up her past clients.

      By the time we finish lunch and head home, I’m ready to tackle the last of the unpacking. Later, I message the babysitter to confirm we can meet before Sammy stays with her the next day. She messages back to say she’s available.

      “Sammy, let’s go and meet the babysitter.” With her hand in mine, we cross the street. I double-check the number. A lady with short brown hair who looks around fifty is standing in the doorway of the small redbrick home.

      “I’m Ivy and this is Sammy,” I say when we reach her.

      She offers me a warm smile. “I’m Sandra.” She crouches so that she’s at Sammy’s level. “Nice to meet you. I hope you’re excited about tomorrow. We’ve got plenty of things to do.”

      Sammy grins, and suddenly I can breathe a little better. She’s always been independent.

      Sandra stands. “Come on in, I’ll show you around.”

      The living room is close to the front door. We go down the hallway, into the dining room, where little kids’ tables are set out around a four-seater dining table. One wall is adorned with drawings and paintings. “This is where they have lunch and do art,” Sandra explains.

      In the back part of the house is a small kitchen and a back door. Sandra opens the door and we walk outside. “Wow!” Sammy squeals. She runs over and climbs up the steps to get to the trampoline.

      Sandra giggles. “Here we have the children’s favorite place.”

      And I can see why. There’s a small green metal swing set with a slide and a wooden kids’ playhouse and a sandpit next to it.

      “Don’t worry, the kids must put sunblock on and wear a hat before they come outside.”

      Seeing all of this eased some of the anxiety which had been festering by the hour. I blow out a deep breath. We’re going to be all right.

      Back home, I get everything ready for work and childcare the next day. Sammy and I are so exhausted that we go to bed early. I lie awake in bed for a little while hoping that I did the right thing by moving here because there’s still this heaviness in my chest when I think about Sammy being away from her father permanently and moving her away from the friends she made. On top of that, I have work. I hope to God the people at the hospital are nice to work with.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      “Sammy,” I whisper, gently shaking her shoulder. “It’s time to get up, sweetheart.”

      She groans, burying her face deeper into the pillow.

      “Come on,” I coax. “I can’t be late on my first day.”

      She finally stirs, blinking sleepily. Her bedhead makes me smile—her curly brown hair sticks out every which way. Stretching her tiny arms, she yawns and swings her legs over the edge of the bed. “Hug first,” she murmurs, holding out her arms, so I wrap my arms around her and pull her close.

      I walk to the doorway and turn. “Your clothes are laid out on the couch. I’ve got your drink bottle, lunch box, and hat in your bag. What would you like for breakfast? Peanut butter on toast?”

      She gets up and drags her legs over to me, and we walk together into the kitchen. “Yes,” she answers and yawns again, then perches at the kitchen island.

      I get to work making her toast, and then I hand it to her on a plate. “I’ve got to finish getting changed.”

      She gives me a small nod, and I continue to the bathroom and finish putting on my makeup, adding eyeliner to create my signature cat-eye look. I tie my hair in a high ponytail and add styling products. Trying to keep my hair in place during a twelve-hour shift is nearly impossible, but that doesn’t stop me from trying.

      As I walk out, Sammy is putting on her light-up sneakers. I press my lips together, trying not to giggle. “Hon, they’re on the wrong feet.”

      “Aww . . . really?” she deadpans, then huffs.

      “It’s okay, I’ll help you.” She tried, that’s the main thing. I crouch down in front of her and place her shoes on the proper feet. “What would you like your hair to be in today?”

      She pauses, her mouth twists and her big brown eyes glance away. “I want my big pink bow today.”

      “Pink bow it is.”

      Once her hair is styled, she puts her light-pink bag on. It’s super cute because it’s half her size. It has a unicorn on the front because of her unicorn obsession.

      I take my bag and put it on my shoulder. “Are you ready?”

      “Yep,” she says with a big grin and places her small hand in mine.

      After I take Sammy to her babysitter, I drive to the hospital and recall our interaction when I dropped her off. She gave me a quick hug and ran away, eager to play with the other children. My heart drops and my anxiety skyrockets. I miss her already, and I’m worried about leaving my baby with someone new. The woman seems great. She said she’ll give me updates and send pictures of Sammy throughout the day and said I could call her whenever I wanted. It made a little stress leave my body, but not all.

      I arrive at my new place of employment—Crown Village Hospital—and park in the employee parking lot. When I approach the entrance, I peer up at the hospital. Even though it’s a rural hospital, it’s large, with four levels and twenty-four-hour emergency services and numerous other specialties, including the intensive care unit where I’ll be working.

      As I walk in, I smile. My new role awaits, and I remind myself why I’m here. For Sammy. For us. For a better tomorrow. I also love working as a nurse. I’m passionate about helping people.

      I stride to reception and wait until the receptionist is finished on the phone to speak. “Hi, I’m Ivy Clarke. Today’s my first day as an intensive care nurse.”

      She flashes me a friendly smile. “Welcome. Go to level four and tell the ladies at the front desk your name and let them know you’re new and you’re waiting for Linda, who is your manager. I’m sure she won’t be long.”

      “Great. Thank you.” I look around.

      “If you walk past the reception desk, you’ll see the elevators on the right-hand side.”

      I find the elevators, get into one, and press the level-four button. My heart thrums as a mixture of nervousness and excitement collide.

      As the elevator doors begin to close, a hand with a rose tattoo reaches out, making the doors open wide. I take a step back. A man covered with tattoos enters. The sight of him makes me gasp. Black and red abstract flames snake up his neck. Other black, gray, and white tattoos travel down his arms. He’s around six feet or taller, with broad shoulders.

      He briefly glances at me and turns around as the elevator doors close. His hair is short, apart from a mohawk. His presence is all-consuming, making the elevator feel smaller than it is. Even the air feels thinner. I inhale the enticing scent of his cologne, a fresh woodsy scent mixed with pure man. His leather vest reads “War Brothers MC.” He must be part of a motorcycle club. He’s radiating don’t-fuck-with-me vibes and screams red flags, but he’s sexy nonetheless.

      I find myself pulling at the neck of my shirt. Is it getting hot in here or what? It’s been way too long since I’ve had sex, and it’s clearly messing with me. The elevator pings, and he strides out. His heavy footsteps fade into the distance.

      I blink back my sudden interest in a stranger and proceed to the front desk. The scent of sterile cleaning agents gets stronger as I approach the unit. I introduce myself, then take a seat.

      Moments later a woman walks out, her eyes searching the waiting room until they land on me. She smiles. “Ivy, is it?”

      I smile back. “Yes, nice to meet you.”

      “You too,” she says.

      I grasp her outstretched hand, and we shake hands.

      “I’m Linda. It’s great to have you on board. Your first day will be meeting with human resources and going through the hospital’s policies. Once you’re finished, I’ll show you around and introduce you to the team and we can have a chat about what’s expected in your role. Then I’ll update you on the patients we currently have here in the ICU.”

      “Sounds like a plan,” I say enthusiastically, keen to get started.

      Halfway through my shift, my smile is wide. My colleagues are friendly and helpful. There’s always one cranky nurse everyone has to deal with, but they’re in every workplace. I get updates from Sandra about Sammy, and some of the weight lifts from my chest. Sammy and I are going to be okay.
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      “When are you coming back from Vegas?” asks Bomber, sounding his normal blunt self, though this time there’s an undercurrent of . . . worry?

      Everyone in the club thinks I travel to Vegas to hook up. It’s an easy cover for what I don’t feel like explaining. The truth? I visit my sister. She’s in a vegetative state—can’t talk, can’t move—but she’s still my only family. Ever since the traumatic incident that left her this way, she’s been prone to illnesses like pneumonia.

      “I just got back to Crown Village,” I reply casually.

      “You’ve never been away that long. When are you coming back to the clubhouse?”

      I pause to make him sweat. “My sister’s in the ICU here at Crown Village Hospital.”

      There’s silence. “Fuck. I didn’t know you had a sister. Is she going to be okay?”

      Only Reaper knows the truth about my past. I told him everything before I joined the MC.

      “She’s got pneumonia. I had her transferred from Vegas to the hospital here.”

      “Can we do anything? Want me to bring you some fresh clothes, or are you returning to the clubhouse?”

      “No need for clothes. I’ll stop by the clubhouse for a shower and come straight back.”

      “Understood. If you need anything, anything at all, just call.”

      “Will do, boss.” And with that, the call ends.

      Bomber is the sergeant at arms of our club. His priority is the safety and security of the club and the protection of our president, Reaper. I rub my hand over the word enforcer stitched onto my club vest. I help Bomber out, but my specialty lies in handing out the punishment on behalf of the club. Whether that involves a bit of torture or just downright killing. I inflict pain, and I don’t hate it either. I’m a lot more fucked-up than people think, and that says something.

      I’m sitting in the ICU waiting room, thinking back to my last job. Two men had gone after Sophie—Viper’s wife—and I took care of them. The first guy? Drugged, dragged to my shack near the warehouse where we grow pot, and ripped out his fingernails one by one. You’d be surprised at how sensitive fingers are when it comes to pain. After ruining his knees with a hammer, I finished the job by slitting his throat. The cleanup, though? That’s the real pain in the ass. Nine pints of blood is a lot to deal with, but thankfully, the floor’s tiled with black grout for a reason.

      The second guy got the same treatment. Everyone at the club tells their women that the men who hurt them just magically “move away.” I let out a dark chuckle in amusement. Yeah . . . they moved, all right . . . straight into the ground. Living near a national park has its perks—plenty of places for bodies.

      Feeling the presence of someone, I peer up to see a nurse making her way over. Her eyes are bulging as she bites her lip, looking like she would rather be walking on glass than talking to me. Her eyes dance between her feet and me. “Madeline is all set up and ready for visitors. Can I have your name and details about your relationship to her?”

      I give a devilish grin. The one I force on my face for everyone to see. I stand. It makes her recoil and take a step back. “The name’s Jett . . . I’m her brother.”

      She visibly swallows. “This way,” she squeaks, and I follow her as she bolts through the doors of the ICU. I stride past room after room until she stands outside of one, giving me a tight smile.

      “Madeline’s transfer went well, without any problems. She’s still on intravenous antibiotics and connected to a ventilator. We will monitor her and do assessments every hour to check how she’s doing. If you have any questions . . .” She pauses. “Don’t hesitate to ask me or a nurse at the front desk.”

      I step into the room to see Maddy lying in bed. She looks peaceful, apart from the ventilator tubes coming from her mouth. The ventilator sound is a combination of a hum and a hiss. She’s been on the ventilator for ten days. It’s been touch and go, but she’s gotten through it. She has a private room because I started paying for her health insurance as soon as I started making money for the club. The only good thing I’ve done, but hey, something’s better than nothing.

      I drag a chair over beside her bed and take a seat. “I’m here, Maddy,” I murmur. I pull a piece of paper out of my bag and make an origami bird and set it on her bedside table.
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        The next day

      

      

      I’m awake when the sun rises. I stand and stretch out wide, my limbs feeling stiff from the concrete-like chair. A nurse I had seen yesterday in the elevator walks in. Yep, I’m that observant.

      Her smile is wide. “Hi, Madeline,” she says cheerfully, like my sister can hear her. She spots me and her eyes brighten. “Hi, Jett. I’m Ivy. I’ll be looking after Madeline for the next twelve hours.”

      I tilt my head. No woman smiles at me . . . Strange! And she knows my name. How? I study her. She’s short and has long, dark brown hair. I advance toward her and give her one of my best forced smiles, curious as to why she’s by no means intimidated by me. If anything, she leans in closer. Odd. Nobody leans in closer to danger, but she does. Once she realizes I won’t answer, she begins checking the machines while I take a seat.

      She glances at the side table. “I love the origami bird,” she says sincerely, then turns her eyes to me. “Did you make it?”

      “Yes.”

      “If I remember right, it symbolizes hope, peace, and healing, doesn’t it?”

      With her gleeful personality and how the light just beams out of her, she reminds me of sunshine. “Yes,” I answer again. I’m not one to enjoy conversations with civilians, but she has piqued my curiosity. Being in the hospital . . . the humanity here is clearly rubbing off on me. My mouth twists. Fucking yuck.

      When she’s standing a few feet away, her eyes catch the light. They’re a rare amber color. I’ve never seen that color. As I lean closer, I see a light brown or coppery tint in them.

      “There’s been a slight improvement. If Madeline keeps moving in the right direction, she can come off the ventilator.”

      I blink out of the haze. “Good to hear . . . thanks . . . Ivy.” I watch the blood vessels in her face dilate, causing her skin to flush a light pink.

      “The nurse told me you’ve barely left Madeline’s side. Are you hungry? I can grab you something if you’d like?”

      My stomach growls, making her chuckle. “I guess,” I reply with a shrug.

      She bops her head. “If there’s anything else I can help with, press the help button on the remote there. I’ll be right back with some food.”

      And with that, she’s gone. The light leaves with her.

      I shake my head. I don’t know why I have a sudden interest in the bubbly nurse. I release a throaty chuckle. I’m fucking losing it. Ten days away from the club, add my sister’s sickness into the mix, and it’s clearly screwing with me. I fist my hand, feeling on edge. My monster needs to get out to exercise my demons. My life experiences have made me become this way . . . as deadly as a knife’s edge.

      Thinking about weapons . . . My fingers twitch to touch my knife. To flick the knife open like I do when I’m bored. It’s my trusty people opener. But I can’t because I’m in a hospital and I don’t feel like going to jail today.

      About forty-five minutes later, Ivy comes back. She hands me a plate with two pieces of toast, a tiny square of butter, and a small container of honey. She blows out a breath. “I’m sorry it took so long. It’s been a busy morning.”

      “No need to apologize.” She’s saving lives while I’m dreaming of killing someone.

      There’s a knock and Milly walks in. Milly’s an ER doctor, the club president’s sister and our club doctor. “Reaper only just told me your sister is here in the hospital.” She looks at Ivy. “Can I please have her chart and all relevant information?”

      “I’ll get that for you now. Madeline’s due for her obs soon.”

      “It’s okay, I can do them.” Milly directs her attention at me. “Go to the clubhouse and have a shower and get some sleep. I’ll monitor Madeline alongside the nurse, and we’ll call you if anything changes.”

      I narrow my eyes slightly. “No can do.”

      Milly’s eyes widen, but to her credit she stands up straighter. “You need rest. You’re no good to her like this. Go.”

      I’m never one to argue with a woman, especially Reaper’s sister and my club brothers’ ol’ ladies, because I respect them, but this is my sister we’re talking about, and she has no one else but me.

      Ivy steps forward. Her voice is soft but steady. “I’ll sit with Madeline as much as I can. I promise, I’ll keep you updated if there’re any changes.”

      Every molecule in me wants me to stay, but there’s something about the sincerity in Ivy’s voice that makes me pause. I rub the back of my neck, torn. My eyes are burning from lack of sleep and I’m dying for a shower . . . Maybe I’ll have a shower and come straight back.

      “Okay,” I answer reluctantly.

      Ivy flashes a triumphant grin. “Take care. I’ll catch up with you later.” She walks away, once more taking the light with her.

      I ride to the clubhouse and park outside the shed, then hang my helmet on one of the ape-hanger handlebars. When I get off the bike, I roll my shoulders back. They’re so tense. I walk to the porch and go inside the clubhouse.

      Bomber walks toward me, his face stern. “Are you all right?” he asks gruffly.

      Me and him aren’t into our feelings and shit, so this is unfamiliar territory. I inch back, surprised. My lips curve into a grin. I think this is what people do, to offer reassurance. “All good.”

      He gives me a sharp nod. As we walk farther into the clubhouse, everyone’s eyes fall on me and the clubhouse goes quiet. Everyone knows. I don’t want the sympathy and the conversations that follow, so I dart up the stairs, grab some fresh clothes, and go and have a shower.

      After my shower, my body is relaxed and my muscles feel the full effect of the sleepless nights in uncomfortable chairs. I look at my reflection in the mirror. I smile so that I can see what the world sees. Fake smiles hide how dead I am inside. It’s easier to fake a smile than to explain my trauma, easier to exist rather than live.

      Back in my bedroom, I grab my phone from the side table and press the home button. No phone calls. Ivy said she would call if anything changes. I set the alarm to go off in two hours.

      There’s a knock on my door. “Come on in,” I say in an exaggerated voice.

      Reaper walks inside. “I’m sorry to hear about your sister.”

      “All good.”

      “How’s she doing?”

      “Improving.” Slowly.

      He sharply nods. “Great news.”

      “Is there anything the club needs from me?” I’m still a bit edgy. Nothing a ripe old bashing won’t fix.

      Reaper chuckles. He’s quite aware I’m crazy and twisted. “No. You just worry about your family.”

      I frown.

      “I’ll let you get some sleep, but know that the club is here for you.”

      “I know, Pres.”

      The men have my back. Reaper was the one who helped me off the streets and offered me a position in the club. We are a brotherhood. That’s why I joined the MC. I’d never fit in anywhere until I met them. I found a place I belong. I can be myself and live in society rather than a prison cell.

      I close my eyes and let the blackness take over.
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