
	The MC Biker President's Bitter Grovel

	A Secret Pregnancy, Public Betrayal, and a President Desperate for Redemption

	

	

	

	Gary Torres

	
Copyright © 2026 Gary Torres

	All rights reserved.

	No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means—electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise—without the prior written permission of the author, except for brief quotations used in reviews or other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

	This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either the product of the author's imagination or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

	
TABLE OF CONTENTS

	PROLOGUE

	Above the Garage

	Seven Years of Quiet Choices

	Vera Ontiveros

	What the Whole Compound Already Knew

	The Test Result

	Church Table, My Side of the Wall

	The Words His Father Taught Him

	Assigned Penance

	A Secret Too Heavy to Keep Carrying Alone

	The Emergency Briefing

	What Vera Knew

	The Attack on the Compound

	The Council's Judgment

	Full Truth, Full Table

	What Trust Actually Costs

	The Baby Neither of Us Expected to Fight For

	Earning the Right to Stay

	Terms of a Renewed Vow

	The President's Bitter Grovel, Finished

	EPILOGUE

	


PROLOGUE

	The matchbook fell out of his cut before I even asked him to take it off.

	Small, cheap, the kind a bar hands out for free by the register — The Sundowner Motor Inn, it read, in faded gold script over a cartoon sun sinking behind a cartoon cactus. I'd never once heard Mason mention a place called the Sundowner in seven years of marriage. I picked it up off the kitchen tile before he noticed it had fallen, and I turned it over in my fingers, and something in my chest went very still and very cold, the way the desert goes cold the second the sun actually drops behind the ridge.

	"What's this," I asked, holding it up.

	Mason glanced at it, and I watched something flicker behind his eyes — not guilt exactly, not yet, more like a man doing quick math on how much a woman actually needed to know. "Council business. Met somebody out that way last week, some supplier looking to expand into Sinclair territory."

	"Which supplier?"

	"Doesn't matter which supplier, Wren. Church business." He said it the way he always said church business, flat, final, a door closing before I'd even finished knocking on it. He hung his cut on the back of the kitchen chair, same as he'd done every night for seven years, and crossed to the fridge for a beer, and I stood there holding a two-dollar matchbook like it might combust in my hand.

	I let it go. That was my first mistake of the night, though I didn't understand it as a mistake until hours later, lying awake beside a man whose breathing had gone slow and even while mine stayed shallow and quick.

	Around midnight I got up. I told myself I was just getting water. I stood in the kitchen a long while instead, looking at his cut still draped over that chair, and I thought about the particular kind of woman who leaves a stray thread of her own life tangled up in a man's jacket without ever meaning to. A hair. A scent. Something small enough to survive a careless glance and large enough to undo a marriage if a wife ever got curious enough to actually look.

	I got curious enough to actually look.

	The inside pocket held a receipt, folded twice, soft at the creases like it had been carried a while before it finally slipped where he hadn't wanted it to slip. Room 14. Cash. No name, motels like the Sundowner didn't bother collecting names for cash. But the date sat right there in dot-matrix print, clear as anything, and it matched a Tuesday three weeks back that I remembered specifically, because that Tuesday was the night Mason told me church had run long and he'd crashed at the clubhouse instead of driving the forty minutes home.

	I stood in my own kitchen at midnight, barefoot on the cold tile, and did the math I didn't want to do. The church didn't run past ten most Tuesdays. The clubhouse was twelve minutes from our house, not forty. And the Sundowner Motor Inn sat exactly, precisely on the stretch of highway a man might drive if he were headed somewhere he didn't want his wife asking follow-up questions about.

	I smelled it then, faint, rising off the leather as I set the cut back exactly where I'd found it, careful not to disturb the fold. Not my perfume. Something warmer, spicier, jasmine laced under clove cigarette smoke, the specific signature of a woman who existed somewhere in my husband's life that I'd never once been introduced to.

	I didn't wake him. I want to be honest about that, even now — some old, stubborn part of me still wanted proof solid enough that he couldn't talk his way around it, the way I'd watched him talk his way around church tables and rival presidents and every hard conversation this club had ever handed him in seven years of marriage. Mason Cross negotiated for a living. I wasn't interested in giving him a negotiation. I was interested in the truth, whole, undiluted, delivered on my terms instead of his.

	So I sat at my own kitchen table until dawn, the matchbook and the receipt lined up in front of me like evidence at a trial nobody else knew was happening yet, and I let myself remember, piece by piece, every small thing I'd talked myself out of noticing across the last year.

	The Tuesday meetings that started running later and later, until later became an entire overnight. The way his phone had started staying face-down on every surface he set it on, a habit that hadn't existed before last spring. The particular new carefulness in how he kissed me goodbye some mornings — thorough, almost performative, the kiss of a man reassuring himself as much as reassuring me.

	I thought about Vera Ontiveros, the club's bookkeeper, a woman I'd hired myself two years back to help manage the Iron Reapers' increasingly complicated finances once the garage business had grown past what any of us could track on a legal pad. Sharp, quiet, competent in the particular unglamorous way that made her easy to overlook in a room full of loud men in leather. I thought about how many Tuesday church sessions had run long, specifically on weeks Vera had been called in to walk the table through quarterly numbers. I thought about the exact shade of a lipstick I'd once found on a coffee mug in the clubhouse kitchen, dismissed at the time as somebody's forgotten cup, never once connected in my mind to a woman I'd trusted with our books and, evidently, with considerably more.

	The sun came up over the mesa a little after six, gold and merciless the way it always was out here, no mercy in this desert for anybody's illusions, and Mason found me still sitting at that table when he finally rolled out of bed.

	"You're up early," he said, rubbing his eyes, oblivious, or performing oblivious enough that I genuinely couldn't tell the difference anymore.

	"Sit down."

	Something in my voice made him actually look at me, and I watched the sleep clear fast from his face as he took in the matchbook, the receipt, the particular stillness of a woman who'd spent six hours building a case instead of a scene.

	"Wren —"

	"Sit down, Mason." I didn't raise my voice. I'd promised myself, somewhere around three in the morning, that I wasn't going to give him the satisfaction of watching me come apart loud. "Tell me about the Sundowner."

	He sat. His hands, I noticed, weren't quite steady on the table's edge, the first genuinely honest thing about him I'd seen in longer than I wanted to count. "It's not what it looks like."

	"That's the same sentence every unfaithful man in this valley has used since God invented motel receipts, Mason. I need you to try again."

	He didn't try again, not right away. He sat there a long moment, jaw working, and I watched him decide, in real time, whether to keep building the same tired architecture of denial or finally, for the first time in longer than either of us could probably calculate, tell me something true.

	"Vera," he said finally, so quiet I almost missed it. "It's Vera."

	I'd known. Some part of me had known since the second I'd caught that jasmine and clove drifting up off his cut in the dark kitchen. Hearing it confirmed out loud, in his own voice, in our own kitchen, at the exact table where we'd eaten a thousand ordinary breakfasts together over seven years of marriage, still landed like something physical, a blow I felt in my sternum more than in my ears.

	"How long."

	"Four months. Maybe five." His voice had gone rough, and I noted, distantly, that he at least had the decency to look genuinely wrecked saying it, though wrecked wasn't the same as sorry, and sorry, I already understood sitting there in the cold morning light wasn't going to be nearly enough. "It started slow. Just talking, at first, going over the books after everybody else had gone home."

	"I don't need the timeline of how it started, Mason. I need to understand what you're planning to do about it now that I know."

	"I'll end it. Today. This morning, if you want me to call her right now in front of you."

	"That's not the same as never having started." I stood, my whole body finally beginning to shake now that the careful, contained fury of six sleepless hours had somewhere left to go. "Seven years, Mason. I stood beside you through the Nashville run that nearly got Cruz killed. I sat with you at three funerals this club had to bury. I have given every single thing I have to this family, to your patch, to a life I believed was unshakable because I believed you were unshakable underneath it. And you spent the last five months proving I was wrong about the one thing that was supposed to actually matter."

	"Wren, please —"

	"Don't." I held up a hand, and he stopped, the same instinctive obedience I'd have found almost funny under any other circumstance, a man who could face down a rival club's guns without flinching, suddenly still and careful in front of a woman with nothing more dangerous in her hand than a two-dollar matchbook. "I'm not leaving the club. I want to be clear about that right now, before either of us says anything else. This family, this compound, the people who've actually earned my loyalty these seven years — that's not yours to take from me just because you decided somebody else's attention mattered more than mine."

	"What are you saying?"

	"I'm saying I'm moving into the apartment above the garage. Today. And you're going to give me the space to figure out exactly what's left of us, if anything, without pretending five months of lying to my face is something I forgive over a single conversation at a kitchen table." I picked up the matchbook, tucking it into my own pocket now, evidence I intended to keep for reasons I couldn't fully articulate yet even to myself. "You want to earn something back, Mason, you're going to have to earn it slowly, the way you never once bothered earning my trust while you were busy spending it on somebody else."

	I left him sitting at that table, the sun climbing higher over the mesa outside our kitchen window, and I understood, walking out to my car with a single overnight bag I hadn't even bothered to fully pack, that whatever came next, I wasn't the same woman who'd sat down at that table six hours earlier believing love alone had ever been enough to keep a marriage standing.

	Love, I was learning fast, in the particular unforgiving light of a desert dawn, had never been the problem. Trust was the problem. And trust, unlike love, didn't come back just because a man finally regretted the exact moment he'd spent it carelessly on somebody who was never supposed to matter more than his own wife.

	I drove the short distance to the compound with my hands steadier than I expected, the matchbook riding in my jacket pocket like a small, cheap stone I intended to carry until it had told me everything it still had left to tell. Marisol was already at the bar when I pulled into the gravel lot, seven in the morning being an hour. She kept better than most patched men in this club, and she took one look at my face and set down the rag she'd been using to wipe down the taps.

	"Bag's packed light," she observed, nodding at the single overnight duffel slung over my shoulder. "That usually means either you're running toward something or running away from it. Which is it this morning, Wren?"

	"Neither, yet. Just moving upstairs for a while."

	"Upstairs." Marisol's eyebrows rose slightly, and I watched her do the same quick arithmetic every woman in this club seemed capable of doing the second a marriage showed its first visible crack. "You want to tell me why, or you want me to just start pulling you a coffee and let you get there in your own time?"

	"Coffee first," I said, my voice cracking despite my best efforts to keep it steady. "The rest I'll tell you once I've actually figured out how to say it out loud without falling apart in the middle of your bar."

	She didn't push. She poured the coffee, strong and black the way she always made it, and set it down in front of me without another word, giving me the particular mercy of silence until I was ready to fill it myself. I sat there a long while, the gravel lot outside slowly filling with the ordinary morning business of a working clubhouse, prospects running errands, patches rolling in for the day's shift at the garage, none of them yet aware that the woman who'd help hold this whole family together for seven years had just walked out on the one man she'd built it all beside.

	Whatever came next, I understood, sitting in that quiet bar with strong coffee cooling in front of me and a cheap desert motel's matchbook riding heavy in my pocket, it wasn't going to be simple, and it wasn't going to be fast. But for the first time since I'd found that matchbook fell out of Mason's cut twelve hours earlier, I felt something steadier than grief settling into my chest alongside the fury.

	Resolve. Plain and simple. Whatever this cost me, I intended to come out the other side of it as somebody I actually recognized, whether Mason Cross ever managed to earn his way back into that life or not.

	
Above the Garage

	The apartment above the garage had sat empty for two years, used mostly for storage and the occasional prospect who needed somewhere to sleep off a bad night, and it showed every one of those two years in the layer of dust coating every surface when I unlocked the door that first morning.

	"You sure about this," Marisol asked, following me up the narrow exterior staircase with a box of cleaning supplies she'd insisted on bringing before I'd even finished my coffee. "There's a perfectly good spare room at my place, Wren. Nobody says you have to set up camp twenty feet above the man's own garage to prove a point."

	"I'm not doing it to prove a point." I set my bag down just inside the door, surveying the space — one main room, a small kitchenette along the back wall, a bathroom barely large enough to turn around in, windows facing out over the gravel lot and, beyond it, the flat golden stretch of Marrow Flats running toward the mesa. "I'm doing it because this club is still mine too. I built half of what this compound is today. I'm not surrendering my whole life just because Mason decided to spend five months destroying half of it."

	"That's fair." Marisol set the cleaning supplies down, already rolling up her sleeves. "Still going to help you scrub two years of dust off every surface in this place, though. A woman rebuilding her whole life deserves to do it somewhere clean, at minimum."

	We spent that first morning scrubbing the apartment into something livable, the physical work a welcome distraction from the churning mess of the previous night still sitting heavy in my chest. Marisol worked alongside me without much conversation, the comfortable silence of a woman who'd clearly done this exact kind of labor — helping another woman rebuild after a man had broken something essential — more than once in her decades running this bar.

	"How long have you known," I asked eventually, scrubbing at a water stain on the small kitchenette counter that refused to budge easily. "About Vera."

	Marisol's hands stilled for just a moment before she answered. "Suspected, more than knew. A couple months now, if I'm honest with myself about it. I noticed the way she stayed later than the books actually required some weeks. I noticed the way Mason's whole posture changed whenever she walked into a room, careful in a way I hadn't seen from him since he was a young patch trying not to get caught staring at something he shouldn't be staring at."

	"You should have told me."

	"I know." Marisol's voice carried genuine regret, the same weight I recognized from every conversation I'd have over the coming weeks with people who'd seen pieces of this and stayed quiet. "I told myself it wasn't my business to speculate on a marriage based on suspicion alone. I told myself if it was really happening, you'd find out on your own terms, in your own time, and my guessing out loud would only add fuel to something that might not even be real. I was wrong to stay quiet, Wren. I understand that now, watching you scrub dust off a countertop in an apartment you shouldn't have to be living in."

	"I appreciate you saying that. I think I understand the impulse, even if I wish you'd chosen differently." I set down my own rag, meeting her eyes directly. "I need people to actually tell me things going forward, Marisol. Whatever's uncomfortable, whatever feels like it's not their place to say. I've spent seven years being the last one to know things that apparently half this compound had already pieced together. I'm done being protected from truths that were mine to have all along."

	"Understood. I won't make that mistake again." Marisol picked her rag back up, though her expression stayed serious. "For what it's worth, I don't think most of the compound actually knew for certain, the way I suspected. Vera's careful, and Mason's been careful too, whatever else he's failed at. But suspicion travels fast in a place this small, even when nobody's willing to say it out loud."

	We worked through the rest of the morning largely in silence after that, and by early afternoon the apartment had transformed from a dusty storage space into something that at least resembled a place a person could actually live — bed made up with sheets Marisol had produced from somewhere, small table and two chairs set near the window, the kitchenette stocked with enough basics to get through a few days without needing to brave the main clubhouse kitchen.

	I was arranging the last of my clothes into the small closet when I heard footsteps on the exterior stairs, slow and deliberate, and I knew before he even knocked who it was.

	"Wren." Mason's voice came through the door, careful, uncertain in a way I'd rarely heard from him in seven years of marriage. "Can I come in?"

	I considered not answering at all. But some part of me understood that avoiding this conversation entirely would only postpone it, not prevent it, and I'd rather set the terms of our first real conversation since that morning's confrontation than let him catch me off guard some other way.

	"The door's open."

	He stepped inside, taking in the freshly cleaned space with an expression I couldn't quite read — surprise, maybe, at how quickly I'd managed to transform it, or something closer to grief at the plain evidence that I intended this arrangement to actually last.

	"You didn't have to do all this in one morning," he said. "I could have gotten prospects to help clean it properly, made it more comfortable before you had to actually move in."

	"I didn't want to wait for prospects, Mason. I wanted to be settled by tonight." I closed the closet door, turning to face him fully. "What do you need?"

	"I wanted to see how you were doing. And I wanted to tell you — I ended it. This morning, right after you left. Called Vera, told her it was over, told her I wouldn't be needing her to handle the books going forward either, given the circumstances."

	"You fired her because of the affair, or because keeping her around was inconvenient now that I know?"

	The question landed harder than I'd meant it to, and I watched him flinch, genuinely, at the implication underneath it. "Both, if I'm honest. I don't think either reason erases the fact that ending it needed to happen regardless of how convenient the timing looks from where you're standing."

	"Fair enough." I crossed my arms, studying him. "That's not nothing, Mason. Ending it matters. But I need you to understand something clearly, right now, before this goes any further — ending an affair the same day your wife finds out about it isn't redemption. It's just the bare minimum a man does once he's been caught. I'm not interested in giving you credit for the bare minimum."

	"I understand that. I'm not asking for credit. I'm just telling you what I did, because I promised myself walking up those stairs that I wasn't going to hide anything else from you, ever again, starting today."

	"Good. Keep that promise, and we'll see where it actually gets us." I sat down at the small table by the window, needing the physical distance even in a room this size. "I need you to understand the terms of this, Mason, clearly, so there's no confusion later. I'm not leaving the club. I'm still your old lady on paper, still part of this family, still invested in everything the Iron Reapers actually stand for. But I'm not your wife in any functional sense right now, and I don't know yet if or when that changes. You don't get to treat this apartment like a temporary inconvenience you're waiting for. This is real, for however long it takes me to figure out what's actually left between us."

	"I understand." He stood in the doorway, not presuming to come further into the space without invitation, another small, deliberate courtesy I noted even through my anger. "Can I ask you something? Just one thing, and then I'll leave you to settle in properly."

	"Ask."

	"Is there anything left? Is any version of us worth me actually trying to save, or am I already too late, and you're just being polite about the timeline?"

	I considered the question seriously, surprised by how much I wanted to give him an honest answer rather than a defensive one. "I don't know yet, Mason. I think there might be. I think seven years doesn't just evaporate because of five months of terrible choices, however much those five months genuinely cost us. But I'm not going to pretend I know the answer today, and I'm not going to let you rush me toward one just because uncertainty is uncomfortable for you to sit inside."

	"I can sit inside uncertainty. I'll prove that, actually, instead of just saying it." He nodded once, something steadying in his posture despite the clear difficulty of the conversation. "I'll let you settle in. If you need anything — anything at all, groceries, help moving furniture, whatever this apartment still needs — you tell Marisol, and she'll get word to me. I'm not going to keep showing up here uninvited, pushing for more access than you're ready to give me."

	"Thank you for understanding that."

	He left a few minutes later, his footsteps retreating slow down the exterior stairs, and I sat alone at my small table by the window, watching the gravel lot below where his bike sat parked in its usual spot, and let myself feel, for the first time since the matchbook fell out of his cut less than twenty-four hours earlier, the full weight of everything that had just changed.

	Cruz Ibarra found me a little later that afternoon, the club's Enforcer and one of the few patches I'd count as genuinely close friends rather than just family by association, standing at the bottom of the exterior stairs with an expression that told me word had already traveled through the whole compound.

	"Heard you moved up here," he said, not quite meeting my eyes, a big, careful man suddenly uncertain how to hold himself in front of a situation that clearly had no good script. "Wanted to make sure you're doing alright. And wanted you to know, whatever you need — somebody watching your

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	