
        
            
                
            
        


	Pittie

Southern Sinners MC

Book 1







Copyrights

Copyright 2026, Heather Black 

 

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

 

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination and used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

Cover art by Paultarasenko@Dreamstime.com and Missakaabeyratne@dreamstime.com

 




Chapter 1

Cassandra

 

I overheard something I wasn't supposed to tonight. I've known for a long time that my dad not only runs the restaurant my grandfather started, but he also deals in under the table, off the books illegal things. But tonight, the deal he was making was securing his ties with a local motorcycle club, the Houston Hellions. He's been doing business with them for years, but they've fallen on shaky times since their VP was killed by a rival gang.

My dad's solution to keep them coming back was to make them part of the family. How? By offering his only daughter to the enforcer who comes up every time they make a deal, Oak. He's about forty years old, with long, stringy gray hair and a beard that matches his hair. He looks just like his name, an oak tree with moss hanging from it; only the moss is his hair and beard. His arms and legs look like tree trunks, and his midsection looks like a keg of beer.

When I overheard the talk of Oak and me getting married, I threw up a bit in my mouth. Although my dad didn't give me a choice, it was a business transaction. Oak agreed heartily as he was stuffing his mouth full of spaghetti. Spaghetti I had made, I had rolled the pasta fresh this morning and helped with the making of the fresh pasta sauce. He was just stuffing it in his mouth like it was from a can; it was disgusting.

I closed down the restaurant with the chefs in the back and headed back to our quaint little home in suburbia Chicago. Dad didn't want to look like we lived above our means. No one expected cases of flour for a restaurant to have bricks of cocaine in them, I’d accidentally found that tidbit of information out when I was sixteen by opening a bag of flour that had just been delivered, because we needed it in the restaurant. Imagine my surprise to find a brick of cocaine. But that was how he got them into the country. From the restaurant, he had a few local dealers who would pick up small amounts to sell on the streets, and then he had the Hellions; they took the majority each month. Dad got paid richly for it.

I'm in my room brushing my hair before going to bed when he knocks on the door and then enters. "Cassandra, I have good news for you," my dad says as he opens his arms for me to give him a hug. I do as is expected of me; I stand and embrace him in a hug.

"What's up, Dad?" I ask, pretending I hadn't overheard the deal he'd made with the Hellions.

"I've found you a husband," he smiles a wide smile. I can't deny it; I'm twenty-five and haven't really been able to have a social life, and all I've ever seen are the MC men or the drug dealers. Some of the men of the motorcycle club are quite cute, and I'd be a bit happier if he'd at least let me have a little say in who I married.

"Oh, really, who?" I ask, trying to sound curious.

"Oak, he's an enforcer with the Hellions. He wasn't my first choice for you, but both the President and the new Vice President of the Hellions have Old Ladies."

"Why couldn't I choose someone closer to my age? He's old, Dad." I complain and drop my hairbrush onto the dresser.

"Cassandra, don't argue this with me. You're to do as you’re told. He'll be back next month to make you his wife and take you home with him. So, be prepared."

Prepared, I was. I packed a small black bag with shorts, cami tops, and underwear. Next month would be February, fucking cold here, so my destination would have to be warm and sunny. Then I’d snuck it out one day when my dad was late coming home and I hid it in the trunk of my car. It had enough clothes to get me a week before I would need to wash. The items had been small, so I couldn't go somewhere with cold weather like here in Chicago. I'd packed only the necessities.

On the morning the Hellions were supposed to show up, I dressed and went to work like normal. I knew he wasn't going to do a fancy wedding. He'd call me into the dining room when the priest and my future husband were there. Then it'd be a quick ceremony, and I'd be rushed to a motorcycle to wherever in Houston the Hellions were from.

I'd waited, knowing they'd show up close to the end of dinner service. Hanging around until dinner service was in full swing, I intentionally broke a glass and cut the palm of my hand, deep. Not wanting to bother my father with it, I told the head chef I was heading to the urgent care center to get it stitched up and I'd be back in a few. We had a deal with the local urgent care center that whenever one of our employees came in, they'd get seen immediately. Dad gave them a few bucks under the table for quick service.

Only thing, I wasn't heading to the urgent care center. I wrapped my hand in a bandage and then I turned my car onto the interstate and headed south. I was thankful that this winter had been mild so I wasn’t fighting with a big puffy jacket, just my sweatshirt over my usual restaurant attire. It would be a few hours before anyone realized I was gone. I hoped that would give me enough time between me and whoever my dad sent looking for me to hide. I had to figure out how to get out of marrying Oak,but first I needed distance.

I drove as into the darkness of night only stopping only for gas, coffee, and pee breaks. I was constantly looking in my rear view mirror. I don't speed because I don't want to be stopped by the cops. Who knows maybe my father would pay them to bring me back. Dad has just about everyone from street cops to federal judges in his pocket, I’ve got to be wary while I’m in Illinois.

It's been almost a day when I make yet another gas stop, of course every time I’ve stop I'm paying in cash. No money trail. I learned that years ago. I headed east somewhere last night. I want to stay away from the big cities because they’re the ones who talk with the other big cities if I’m reported missing they’ll be the ones to haul me back to Chicago. The highways give me the most distance for the time, but I want a small town where the cops won’t talk to the big city cops, somewhere I can reinvent myself. I've been following this long stretch of highway through no man's land for what seems like hours I’ve seen a few small towns and lots of farmland. I've rolled down the windows and I can smell the change in the air. It's easier to breathe. No smog, fresh air. I don't even know where I am. Suddenly I pick up the faint scent of salt in the air. Have I made it to the ocean? I know I haven't driven to Florida.  I look for signs telling me where I am. I see a few advertising the beach. Myrtle Beach. I've heard of that place, it's in one of the Carolina's. Well I've managed to put a few states between me and home. I'm thinking about that when suddenly I hear a clunking sound come from my car. That can’t be good. I look down at the speedometer, and my speed is starting to slow down. I’m a Chicago girl I don’t panic, I hit the hazards and start easing off the roadway onto the shoulder. I manage to get fully onto the shoulder just before the car shuts off completely. The last sign said Myrtle Beach was about twenty miles away.

The sun is going down, and I've got nowhere to really go except in the direction I was heading. I grab my bag from the back and start walking in the same direction I was driving. I walk for what seems like miles as the sun finishes going down. Cars and eighteen-wheelers whiz by, some honk, some move over so not to hit me, and others just continue to drive in the lane blowing the hot air off the asphalt. I finally spot a building and decide that if it's open, I'll stop in there for a drink and a real meal. Since I haven't had anything but junk food in the last twenty-four hours. I'm thankful it's a bar. I would have wanted a real restaurant, but beggars can't be choosers.

I head up to the bar, and the first thing I see parked outside are several bikes. Oh great, I escape one group of bikers for a biker bar. The bars name is Spades by the Beach. Ironic there's no beach to be seen for miles. There are a few cars and Jeeps parked in the parking lot too, but the number of bikes out number them. I open the door and it's just like I expected, I feel like I've walked into the bar from the nineteen eighties Roadhouse movie. There is a band at the back of the bar playing some live music. There are tables set up randomly, there’s even a dance floor in the middle of the tables, and around the bar sit bar stools where you can sit and drink your beer and talk to a stranger if you want.

As I'm taking in the bar a gentleman stops me. He has brown hair that’s shaved on the sides but the top is pulled into a tight ponytail. His eyes are the bluest I’ve ever seen and his body is well tanned I’m sure he hangs out at the beach when he’s not working here. He probably even has a weight bench on the beach by the look of his muscular body. He says,  "Sorry ma'am but I need to see some identification." His voice has that southern drawl that is sexy.

I reach into the back pocket of my jeans and I pull out my drivers license. I hand it to the mouth-watering gentleman who is wearing a Spades by the Beach tank top. He looks at it for a moment before handing it back to me.

"You're a little early for the beach scene. It's going to be chilly if you're heading to the ocean." He says politely noting I’m from out of town.

"Thanks I'll keep that in mind." I say as I walk over to one of the bar stools and order a beer. I don’t want anyone to think I’m staying.

The bar tender hands me my drink and a menu that I had also requested. It's simple things wings, burgers, chips, fish, and chicken tenders. I order up a basket of tenders with a side of chips. When my food arrives I thank the bartender for the food and order another beer. I look at my phone it's just after eight. I really should look for a tow truck, or someone that could fix my car. With bikers there is always a mechanic around, it's just a matter of who you ask. I sip my beer and finish my food. I look around the bar. The safest bet for me would be one of the men that has a woman with him, but that could start a fight. Some women think that you're making moves on her man with the helpless woman routine, but for a woman traveling alone it means he’s not going to try to get in your pants. So, I look for someone wearing a mechanics uniform or with grease in the nail bed. They can clean the grease off of their hands, but not from the nail beds.

As I look around I'm having no luck with men in mechanics uniforms. So, I decide to hang out and keep my eyes peeled for anyone entering that might be a mechanic. I turn back around to the bartender who strikes up a conversation with me. We joke about my being from out of town and my nerves are settling a bit. I get up and wander around the bar finding the restrooms and freshen myself up before heading back out. I don't want to walk around with the bag on my back all night, but I don't trust anyone to watch it. I head back to the bar and place the bag at my feet. Ordering myself a soda, I continue to watch for someone that looks like he could work on cars or work for a tow company. It’s getting late and I can feel the exhaustion of the day of driving hitting.

I ask the bartender, “Are there any hotels nearby, like in walking distance?”

“Naw, doll. You’d have to get closer to the beach for the hotels. Cross the Santee bridge and there’s one just as you get on the other side.”

“Great. How far is it?” I ask as I sip on my soda.

“About ten miles.”

Well I’m fucked. I’ve got to hike another ten miles in the dark. I pull out my phone again and I’m in the process of looking for a tow company to call to pick up my car and get it fixed. As I’m scrolling through the local tow companies that actually have twenty-four hour roadside assistance. That’s when I feel a hand on my left shoulder, it’s heavy. Fuck. “Hey there little one.” A man’s voice leans in just beside my left ear and speaks.

Oak. Fuck. How far behind me were they? I know I’ve been here a few hours, and it probably took me another hour to get to this bar on foot. I barely turn looking Oak in the eye. “I’m not going anywhere with you.” I say rather tersely.

“That’s not what your father said. He wants you back in Chicago, and then you’re going to be my Old Lady. And don’t think I’m going to let this little bit of disobedience go unpunished.” Oak threatens.

“You can tell my dad to go to hell. I’m not a commodity to be bought and sold. I have feelings. This is America and I can choose who I marry.” I hadn’t realized I’d raised my voice, but suddenly I look around and the bar has quieted down. The smack that lands across my face sounds like someone hitting the high hat on the drum kit. I didn’t fall off the stool, but I knew his next move, I wrapped my leg around the bottom of the bar stool. He pulled my left arm and I held my ground with my leg. I was thankful these bar stools were bolted into the floor.

I finally find myself on the floor, but Oak’s hand isn’t on my arm anymore. Taking a moment to take in what’s going on, I realize the handsome man I’d spoken with on the way into the bar is fighting with Oak. Oak’s buddies are fighting with the bartender, some men who it appears came out of the kitchen area because they’re wearing the same tank top as the bartender and the man from the door. So, I take the opportunity with the chaos going on to run. Oak is probably expecting me to head out the door with the other customers and take off, but I don’t I head back into the women’s restroom and lock the first stall door before sliding underneath the separator into the next stall. I quickly exit and I head to the last stall lock the stall door and sit on the toilet. Making sure my feet are on the toilet seat so no one can see them by just looking underneath the door. I try to slow my breathing down and figure out how Oak and his men were only a few hours behind me. I mean hell I could have gone toward Canada, Texas, or even California. But for some strange reason they knew exactly where I was at.





Chapter 2

Pittie

 

Well, what started as a normal week night at the bar turned into a bar brawl. I’d only let in one person from out of town all night until a group of Houston Hellions came through the door. I hadn’t anticipated that the Illinois beauty would have known them. But once the Hellions came in the man wearing Enforcer on his cut made a bee line for her. 

She had caught my eye the moment she’d walked through the door. Barely over five foot with long brown hair, olive skin and those almond shaped eyes. She hadn’t looked twenty-five, but when I’d asked for her ID she’d given me her license I’d done my job and made sure she was old enough to drink. I figured she was heading to the beach and I’d made a comment about it being a little early for the ocean. I myself wouldn’t enter the ocean until about June. My tonsils don’t need visitors. March is the spring breakers and the water is still cool April and May the water starts warming up, but by June it’s perfect.

I had noticed she’d had a small black bag on her back, but thought nothing of it since most women carried a purse, and some more modern women carried bags they could carry on their backs. When the man wearing the Houston Hellions cut had placed a hand on her I was immediately on alert. When Devil nods at me I know they’re not having a friendly conversation. He immediately sends the signal to the guys in the back to be on alert, I may need help. Usually I can take care of those who’ve had too much to drink or are getting a little handsy and the women are complaining, but when I’m outnumbered the kitchen guys will second as bouncers.

I walk over just as the man slaps her and I tell you what, no one hits a woman. The oaf starts trying to pull the woman off the stool and I see she’s wrapped her legs around the shaft of the stool. She really doesn’t want to go with the man. I step up and try to intervene. Normally, I would try to reason with the person, but he’s pulling on her trying to remove her against her will. I place my hand on his shoulder and the man turns around. “I don’t think the lady wants to dance with you.” I state thinking the man was trying to get a dance from her.

“Butt out.” The man says.

“Sorry bro, but I can’t you’ve laid hands on her and I’ve gotta ask you to leave.”

That was when he punched me. Not that I’m not used to being punched. I fought back and lost sight of the woman. The fighting ensues for a few minutes and several customers leave. Finally I’ve got the huge man in a choke hold and he gives up. I kick him and his gang out of the bar. 

Devil and I decide to close up the bar since the fight broke a few tables and scared off several of our customers. Plus, it’s eleven on a weeknight even though we can stay open till one not many people come in after ten on weeknights. As we’re cleaning up the mess made by the fight I spot the woman’s bag. I don’t think she’d leave without it. We’ve kicked out everyone from the main bar area so, there is only one area she could be in, the bathrooms.

I head down the mirror lined hall and first check the men’s room. Most people wouldn’t think a woman would hide here, but I’ve found quite a few women hiding out in the men’s room when they don’t want to be found. Their men see them heading toward the restrooms and figure they’re going in the women’s room and won’t follow them. But then when a man enters the men’s room there she is hiding in the stall. 

I check, the stall door isn’t locked and there isn’t anywhere she could be hiding. So, I head to the women’s room. Immediately I see two stall doors closed. I push on the first door. Locked. I pull out my knife and use the tip to manipulate the lock. Opening the stall door no one is inside. This one is a clever woman. 

“Ma’am, your friend and his buddies left, for now.” I say, hoping to relax her some. No response. I walk over to the last stall door, it’s locked too. Using my knife tip to manipulate the lock I open the door. There sitting on her feet on top of the toilet seat is the beauty from Illinois.

The door is open and I lean on the door jam. “So, what was that all about?” I ask her nicely.

“Nothing, and the man isn’t my friend.” She says, still sitting on the toilet.

“Ha. Like I couldn’t tell.” I reach out my hand to help her off the toilet “Here, I’ll walk you to your car. The bar is closing and we’ve got to get everyone out.” When she goes to stand she wobbles a little hitting her left shoulder on the wall. I notice her wince, but she refuses to take my hand. 

“I didn’t bring my car.” 

“Wait. What? Then how did you get here?” I ask her. Completely surprised knowing that the only way to get in and out of our bar is by the highway that runs between the beach and the next big town an hour away.

“Well, good old trusty lefty and righty, got me here after my car broke down. I was hoping I could ask someone to look at it before Oak stormed in here.” She had pointed at her feet when she’d said that about lefty and righty, and I can’t help but drift back to my boot camp days. Our recruit division commanders referred to our feet in that way, and we went everywhere by walking. I hadn’t heard that particular phrase in years. 

“So, you do know that tree I had to throw out of the bar.” I smile at her but before I can inquire more about where she’s staying she moves again and winces. “You need to get that looked at.” I state nodding toward her shoulder.

“I'm not from around here and I need a place that will take cash and not report it to my insurance."

Her statement gets me thinking and I say, "I think I know someone. Would you mind hanging around for a while?"

"Sure." She answers, rather nonchalantly, it’s not like she’s got a car to drive off in.

Then it hits me I rode my bike to work today. "Oh, will you be able to hold on with your shoulder giving you fits?"

"I'll manage if it means keeping away from Oak and his goons." She answers. I get the feeling she really doesn’t like the tree. I’ve got to figure out what’s going on between them. Plus, I have to tell Jack about what happened so he can assess the threat to us from the Houston Hellions.

I bring her back out to the bar area and amazingly she helps us clean up the front of the bar. Even with a bummed up shoulder and a wrapped up hand she’s a fighter and picks up chairs so I can sweep and Devil can go behind me and mop.  We get done closing down the front of the bar shortly after the kitchen guys have already finished and left in a group. We never leave the bar all at the same time, security measures. 

“So, what’s your name?” I ask while we’re waiting for the floor to dry so we can put up the mop and bucket. 

“Cassandra, but people call me CC.”

I nod. Damn she’s beautiful, but I can’t figure out why CC. So I ask, “Why CC?”

“My initials. Cassandra Capelli.”

“Uh, huh.” Is all I can say, but I can see Devil’s eyebrows raise. We’ve heard of the Capelli’s and typically we try to steer clear of them.

We head outside and I hand her my helmet. Usually I don’t ride without one, but I can’t help the feeling I’ve got that we’re being watched and the sooner we leave the exposed position and get behind the walls of our clubhouse I’ll feel better. My bike doesn’t have a bitch bar because I’m usually riding by myself so the lady is going to have to hang on to me. I help her onto the bike and then I swing my leg over and crank up my bike. “Wrap your good arm around me tightly and hold on to your bad arm with it.” I holler over the rumble of the engine.

Thankfully, she heard me and starts to do as I’ve said. But the placement of her hands is all wrong. It feels as if there is a mile of distance between us. I reach my hand back and grab her hip, pulling her until her crotch is touching my ass. Then, I tug gently on the good arm and adjust her position. If she wasn’t hurt she could probably wrap her arms around me and hold onto my sides, but not today. She is having to hold one arm with the other and the hand of her bad arm is just hanging down. Much to my chagrin it’s grazing over my crotch. How I’m going to make the twenty minute drive home without her realizing she’s turning me on. 

I keep an eye on our six as we ride back to the clubhouse, but no one is following us, at least no one on bikes. Seeing as the men that I had to throw out of the bar tonight had cuts on I feel like they were on bikes. We arrive at the clubhouse without any problems. There are a few people still awake and in the common room when we walk in. 

Cassandra almost stops dead in her tracks when she sees the main room. I put my hand on her lower back and direct her down the hallway to where my room is. I unlock my door and open it for her. I point to my bed and say, “Take a seat.” Thankfully, I don’t have to order her to do it. I point to the bathroom and say, “If you need to use the facilities they’re right there. I’ll be back in a minute.”

I try to make quick work of finding Doc, but I’m stopped by Bull. “Hey you bring us a new bunny?” 

“No, Bull, it’s a long story. But short version she needs patching up. Have you seen Doc?”

“Check his room. I think he called it an early night.” I hear Candy, one of the bunnies say, before trying to tantalize me by licking the lollipop she’s eating.

I turn and quickly head towards Doc’s quarters. I knock on the door for what seems like forever before the man finally answers. He must have been dead asleep tonight. He never takes one of the bunnies to his room. Doc says knowing what the chances for catching an STD are he prefers to stay celibate, unless he’s got a steady woman friend.  

“Whatch’a need Pittie?” He grumpily asks as he opens the door.

“I got someone that needs patched up.” I answer.

Doc turns to grab his medical bag that he keeps with his supplies in it. “Are they in the med room?” He asks as he steps out of his room.

“No, she’s in my room.”

Doc stops mid stride, “She.” It’s more of a question than a statement.

“Yeah, long story. Bar excitement some oaf tried to pull her off a bar stool and now she’s favoring the shoulder.” We continued walking toward my room. 

I opened the door and Cassandra had laid back on the bed and fallen asleep. 

“Well, let me see what I can do without waking her up.” Doc teases. He walks over and grabs the stool from my desk. He sits on it and picks up the hand with a bandage on it. “Did this happen at the bar too?” 

“Nope. She came in with that on.”

He shakes his head and mumbles something about how horrible the wrap was and that the wound was probably infected. He unwraps the hand and stares down at the wound that goes the full length of her palm, and it’s not a simple little cut, it’s deep. He grabs the saline and attempts to rinse it out without waking her. After he’s done a thorough examination of her hand he says, “She’s gonna need stitches. We better wake her up.”

I take a deep breath and place a hand on her good shoulder and give it a gentle shake. “Cassandra. I’ve got Doc here. You need to wake up.”
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