
  
    [image: Deadly Sins]
  


  
    
      DEADLY SINS

    

    
      
        AMBER ALLEE

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Officer List

      

    

    
      
        Prologue

      

      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Chapter 19

      

      
        Chapter 20

      

      
        Chapter 21

      

      
        Chapter 22

      

      
        Chapter 23

      

      
        Chapter 24

      

      
        Chapter 25

      

      
        Chapter 26

      

    

    
      
        Thank You

      

      
        Also by

      

      
        Acknowledgments

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Copyright © 2026 by Amber Allee

      

      

      

      
        
        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 or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

      

      

      

      
        
        Cover Design: Jay Aheer @ Simply Defined Art

        Developmental Editing by: M.E. Carter

        Copy Editing & Proofreading: Tanya @ The Word Maid

        Formatting: Norma Marie @ Blue Sparrow Book Designs

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        To the women who just want a man who will toss us over

        their shoulder and smack our asses.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Dead Road MC Officer List

      

        

      
        President… STONE (Kane)

        Vice president… HAVOC (Beckett)

        Sergeant-at-arms… REAPER

        Road captain… BRASS

        Treasurer… LEDGER

        Secretary… HAWK

        Enforcer… CHAINS

        Enforcer… BULL

        Patched Member… Riot

        Patched Member… Twitch

        Patched Member… Blaze

        Patched Member… Dash

        Patched Member… Rocky

        Patched Member… Diesel

        Patched Member… Bear

        Patched Member… Blade

        Patched Member… Dallas

        Patched Member… Ink

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          [image: Prologue - Sutton]
        

      

      
        
        ~Four Years Ago~

      

      

      Stepping off the plane in a foreign country, my mind is sharp and focused as the blistering heat singes my skin. Looking around with a hopeful heart, I see a country in desperate need of nurture and care.

      “You have a big heart, little one,” Mama always told me when I was growing up. “Never let anyone dim your light, baby girl.”

      I can remember her gentle tone as if it were yesterday, before she was sent away and returned a shell of herself. Before her hateful and bitter spirit consumed every room she walked into and the handfuls of medication were shoved down her throat. The last time Papa sent her off on a mission trip, I didn’t recognize the person she’d become. Papa said that she’d let demons consume her and to be obedient or else I’d end up like her one day.

      The first time he sent her away, I was twelve years old and could hear them yelling across the house. Mama was pleading with him to let her stay, that she’d be sweet and obey. I could hear Papa listing off all the reasons he didn’t believe her and then saw a van pull up in front of the house.

      Quick running steps echo down the hall as my door flies open. Mama comes rushing in like a twister.

      “We have to leave now,” she says grabbing my school backpack while shoving things in it.

      “Where are we going?” I ask, watching her make quick work of opening and closing drawers.

      “We need to leave and get away from this place, Sutton. Papa is doing bad things, and we need to get as far from here as possible.”

      The sound of voices from the front of the house can be heard, and I watch as Mama darts her eyes all around.

      “Where will we go?”

      “We’re going on a trip far from here and away from evil,” she says as she takes a quick peek down the hallway. She closes my bedroom door then heads over to my window, lifting the windowpane. “We have to go, now.” Mama reaches her hand out for me to take, and I look at it then back at the closed door. I can hear the panic in her voice as the hairs on the back of my neck stand at attention.

      Mama doesn’t wait for me to come to her as she leans over grabbing my wrist and yanking me towards the open window. Once we’ve climbed out, she takes me over to the side of the house and looks around the corner.

      “We’ve gotta be quick and quiet, Sutton, or we’ll never get out of here,” she tells me.

      I stay as quiet as possible, completely confused as to why my mother just shoved us out of the house through a window instead of leaving through the front door. Once we clear the backyard, she takes off in a sprint down the street towards downtown. I’m dragged the entire way as my short legs can’t keep up with her strides.

      At the end of the street, she stops to catch her breath, and my burning lungs are so thankful for it.

      “Almost there,” she pants. “Everything will be fine once we get to the police station.”

      I’m about to ask her why the police station, but she takes off again pulling me behind her. After a few more minutes, the building comes into view, and my body rejoices in relief. As we wait across the street for the light to change and cars to pass, my mother keeps checking her surroundings. She’s trembling, and I’m not sure if it’s from all the running or if she’s scared. She glances down at me giving me her beautiful smile that she always does when I walk into the room to see her.

      “I should’ve done this a long time ago, little one,” she tells me. “But everything will be fine now. I’ll never let anything happen to you.”

      The light changes and the last car sweeps by. Just as we take a step off the curb and onto the crosswalk, a white van screeches out of nowhere blocking our path, scaring the crap out of me. I scream as the side door opens and a man reaches out grabbing Mama. She tries to pull away and yells for help, but it does no good. The man hauls her in the van, shoving me back and onto the concrete, hitting the hard surface hard. I hear the door slam shut and then the tires squeal as they spin to race down the road. My head is jumbled with how quick everything just happened that I don’t see a familiar car pull up alongside of me.

      “Get in the car, Sutton,” my papa says. He sounds annoyed, and there’s a sharpness to it. My mind and eyes are finally focused as I take in my surroundings.

      My body goes on autopilot as I stand from the dirty ground and walk up to our car. Getting in the backseat, I settle my racing heart while twisting my pebble ridden hands together.

      “Mama—”

      “Your mother has gone on a mission trip to cleanse her soul,” Papa tells me as he navigates the car towards the church. “She’s going to be gone for some time, and I think it’s time you were given more chores and duties in her place. The time will come soon that you’ll be a wife and you need to know the expectations of what that entails.”

      He parks the car then comes around opening my door.

      “But she⁠—”

      “We will not speak of your mother or of what happened today, Sutton, that is final. Go inside and see about helping Judy,” he informs me.

      After that moment, we never spoke about Mama. Not even when she came home nine months later. The woman that came back was not the mother who’d raised me. Mama was gone even if her body was living and breathing under the same roof.

      Eight years later, I could honestly say this situation wasn’t what I dreamed of for my life, but The Fellowship said that this was my calling, and so I had to follow their commands. My mission trip starts now, since I graduated high school last week. Papa told me that it was my time to serve others and to bring as many people as I could into The Fellowship. I’m hoping that once this is over, I’ll be able to come back and start living my life.

      I didn’t realize I was walking into a nightmare instead.
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        ~A Few Months Ago~

      

      

      “Ahh,” I startle awake, and the moment I open my eyes the room spins. “Oh, shit.”

      I rush to the bathroom attached to my room and upchuck all the contents from my stomach in the toilet. After a few moments, I lean back on the wall facing the porcelain throne like I’ve done so many times in the past after a long night of drinking.

      “God, I gotta ease up on the alcohol,” I voice to no one.

      Giving myself a couple minutes to make sure I’m not going to return to my previous position, I hop in the shower and let the water wash my aching body. I stay in there until I feel all my faculties return to normal and am able to stand upright without having to hold onto the wall for stability.

      “That motherfucker got me good,” I chuckle, looking at my reflection in the mirror. Bruising has already started forming around my eyes and jaw.

      Needing to sober up a bit more from last night’s shenanigans, and before our protection run, I get dressed and decide to take a ride out to Colorado City. It’s the next town over. There’s a bar on the outskirts just before getting into the city that I frequent when I want to hit the pavement for a bit.

      The wind against my face puts pressure on my skin making me wince. Fuck, I got my ass kicked. It’s been a while since that’s happened. As the vice president for Dead Road MC, I have to be ready to take on any opponent and lay them out. Stone’s built solid and is a beast when he’s fighting, I should’ve known he’d ring my bell, but fuck. My anger got the best of me, and I lost my head.

      I’ve always been so protective over Raegan. When she left, I felt like I lost my purpose. When I saw her for the first time after so many years, I thought all those feelings would come rushing back and that what we had as kids would spark my life back up. But, the reality of it is, I don’t feel that way towards her. I still feel protective over her as does Riot, but there’s no buzz or connection on a lovers’ level. When I kissed her, I thought maybe that would change, and I’d stop feeling numb, but it didn’t. It was actually awkward, if I’m being honest. Something was always holding me back when we were physical. I’m no saint by any means, and I did give her a lot of firsts, but I’m glad we never went there. The friendship she, Riot, and I shared was exactly what we needed those years growing up, and I wouldn’t change it. Hopefully we’ll be able to have that once again after her and Prez figure out their shit.

      After walking my bike into a spot in front of the bar, I step in the door righting my ballcap on my head and letting my eyes adjust to the low lights. I inhale, letting my body ingest the smell of cigarettes, stale beer, and a waft of weed in the air. It reminds me of the clubhouse.

      I stroll in, perching on a barstool as I wave at Frankie to bring me a beer. As soon as he taps the bottle in front of me, I down half of it in one gulp. I’m about to wave for another round when the doors open and the air shifts. I turn my head in the direction of the entrance. The music pumping through the speakers muffles in my ears as the background noise fades away. The setting sun shines in through the doorway making the person glow and illuminate. When she takes a hesitant step in, I think Frankie must’ve drugged my beer. In front of me stands a woman in tight black pants and a pink tank top. My mouth goes slack as it looks as though she’s got a halo behind her. Right when the door shuts, the noise of the bar comes back in my ears, and I stare as I let my back rest against the wooden bar, watching to see if she’s here to meet one of these knuckleheads.

      It won’t matter ’cause she’s leaving with me.

      The angel takes precise steps towards the bar area, quickly glancing around at her surroundings. She looks so out of place in a bar setting, but it must be my lucky night. My breath halts in my chest when she strides right over and deposits her tight ass on the barstool one down from me.

      “What can I get you, sweetie?” Frankie asks and stares at her like she’s a prime rib steak.

      “Umm…”

      “Get the lady a bottle of Bud and a shot of whiskey, Frankie. Same for me,” I growl not liking how his eyes are eating her up.

      “Sure thing,” Frankie scoffs, walking off to get our drinks.

      “Thanks, but I can get my own.” Her soft voice flutters over my skin and ignites a surge of energy. She finally looks up at me, and I’m lost in her jade green eyes, which complements her light brown hair. The pink tint flushing her cheeks makes my cock throb behind the zipper of my worn jeans.

      “I’m sure you can, Darlin’,” I tell her as my body leans in towards hers. “You’re not from around these parts, are you?” I fish, wanting to know more about her.

      “What gave that away?”

      “I’d definitely know you.” She might be in a town over from where I live, but I’d know if she was walking around within a hundred-mile radius of me. “What’s your name, Darlin’?”

      She looks around the room, for what, I’m not sure. She seems timid and very unsure, like she’s debating something.

      “I’m not sure I should give you my name,” she tells me as Frankie comes over with our shots and beers. I don’t have to be told how inexperienced she is, but when she knocks back the shot of whiskey and chokes as the strong liquid burns down her throat, it’s a telltale sign.

      I reach over and lightly pat her back, letting my hand skim across her exposed flesh.

      “Chase it with the beer,” I instruct. Tired of the distance between us, I slide over to the barstool that separates us and nudge the bottle for her to take. She’s still trying to settle her coughing fit but does as she’s told. “Not a big drinker, are ya?”

      She pats her chest, drawing my eyes down to her ample rack. Her nipples are hard and pebbled through her tank top. When I look up, I see her eyeing me. Her gaze has me wanting to lock all my muscles in position so she can see how built I am.

      Get your fill, Angel.

      “You know, my eyes are up here, Darlin’,” I say and take a long pull from my beer then toss back my whiskey.

      Her eyes abruptly shoot up to mine then she turns facing forward after being caught. I’m watching her profile as she takes a large gulp from her bottle and forms a sour disgusting look.

      “Not a beer fan?”

      “All of this tastes awful,” she admits, and I wave at Frankie.

      “Everything okay over here?” he asks as he tosses a rag over his shoulder.

      “Bring over some of those girlie drinks you keep in the back cooler,” I tell him. He gives a nod then heads over to the corner, coming back with three different bottles, setting them down in front of her. He pops the caps off, and she reaches for the first one. Tipping it back, she takes a swig, and I watch the corners of her mouth tip up into the prettiest smile.

      “It tastes like lemonade,” she declares then tips the bottle back again, making me chuckle.

      We sit there for a moment before she places her empty bottle of lemonade down then reaches for the next one.

      “Maggie,” she turns and utters to me.

      “Maggie?”

      “Call me Maggie,” she tells me. I’d bet my left nut that it’s not her real name, but I’ll take whatever she’s willing to give me.

      “Okay, pleasure to meet you, Maggie, I’m…Charlie,” I tell her even though Havoc is written across the patch on the right shoulder of my cut. If she wants to pretend for the evening, so can I.

      She obviously isn’t from around here, so she’s not familiar with the MC or how we operate.

      “You passing through, Maggie?” I wonder if I can convince this angel to stick around a little longer than a night or two.

      “Just hit stateside and heading back home,” she divulges as she finishes off the last of the second bottle. “You?”

      “Born and raised, Darlin’.”

      Her knee is bouncing like she’s nervous, and she’s tapping the bar top with her fingers. I’m about to tell her to slow down when she lets out a breath and turns towards me.

      “Wanna get out of here?”

      My body pulses and a rush of fire races through my blood.

      “Thought you’d never ask,” I respond, standing from my seat. I reach back and pull out my wallet tossing a couple of large bills down on the bar top for our drinks. When I look down at her, she’s taking all of me in. I’m a big motherfucking machine built for war, so my body is all muscle. Tugging her off her stool, I intwine our fingers and lead her off to the hallway where the office and restrooms are located. “Keep the back room clear, Frankie,” I call out.

      There isn’t enough time to bring her back to the clubhouse. My cock needs to sink into this angel before he explodes. He doesn’t want her to have time to think that she’s making a mistake hooking up with a biker and change her mind.

      The last door on the left is an office. There’s a desk in the middle of the room with filing cabinets in the corner. On the other side is a red sofa with a coffee table sitting in front of it.

      Pulling her to the middle of the room, I leave her and walk over to the door and twist the lock into place. With my back still to her, I close my eyes and take a deep breath. My stomach is in knots almost as if I’m nervous. It’s not a feeling I’ve ever had before tonight. Once my heart stops racing, I turn coming up behind her back where I left her and start skimming my lips across her shoulder, creating goosebumps down her arms. The feel of her skin alone sends a shockwave down my spine and stirs something deep inside me. It’s the first time I’ve felt this way; the longing to possess someone has me pausing, especially someone I just met and who is lying about their name.

      The only sound in the room is our breaths as the need to speed this up and sink my dick in this exquisite woman grows.

      “Do you feel that?” I ask and wonder if she feels the same thing that I do. “Ever since you stepped foot into the bar, I knew I had to have you. Those tight pants are screaming for me to rip them off and fuck you senseless, Darlin’. When I’m done with you, you’ll have no choice but to tell me your real name.”

      She melts into my front, and I band an arm around her waist anchoring her to me. Her chest is rapidly hiking up and down as I trace her bare skin. Taking the edge of her shirt, I lift it off then turn her to face me. My eyes focus on her high tits and hard diamond nipples. Snapping the catch of her bra, a groan leaves the back of my throat.

      “Perfect, just like I thought,” I confess.

      She starts to reach for my leather cut with shaky hands, but I swoop down and take a fat breast in my mouth. I hear her gasp and feel her fingers knocking my hat off as they glide into my hair, grabbing the back of my head and pulling me closer. I suck hard, eliciting a moan from the angel as I devour her tit then switch to give its twin the same attention. I can feel her knees wobble, so I wrap an arm around her waist to steady her.

      I bet I can make her come like this.

      Working my way back up her body, I leave a trail of wet kisses on her chest and neck before diving into her mouth. I’ve surprised her by my bold moves. She opens her lips in shock, giving me the opportunity to plunge my tongue in her mouth. Her hands work off my cut, then I help her take my gun holster and shirt off with her trembling hands. If my heavy metal surprises her, she doesn’t show it.

      Something in the back of my head is flashing for me to slow down. That she’s putting off inexperienced vibes and to savor the moment, but my cock and mind are taking control yelling at me to pin her to the fucking wall.

      I take a step back, looking down at her naked flesh from the waist up. She’s trim, maybe even a bit on the skinny side, but her body is hot. I peer up at her eyes, and she’s looking at me as if she hasn’t eaten for days. The scorching lust-filled gaze torches me as my blood and body ignite into chaos.

      “Tell me your name, Darlin’,” I demand as I step up where our bare chests caress. The bulge in my jeans is trapped between us. My lips are touching her ear, and the scruff of my facial beard causes her skin to pebble and shiver.

      “Su-Sutton,” she stammers as her breath comes out in quick secessions.

      “Sutton,” I test the name as it floats off my tongue, and it sends a zing straight to my throbbing cock. “Perfect name of an angel, Darlin’.”

      “I’m no angel,” she whispers. I’m not going to correct her because we’ll just have to agree to disagree on the subject.

      Bending my knees, I crouch down rubbing up and down her long legs. My hands come to rest where her pant-covered core is, and I groan the closer I get as the smell of her cunt filters into my airways. I waste no time popping the button of her pants and rolling them down. I toss her shoes somewhere in the room along with her pants.

      “Always wanted to know what heaven felt like,” I murmur to myself as I sit back on my haunches and take this beauty in, who’s only wearing a thin, scrap piece of fabric as panties. I notice the front of her panties are drenched, and my eyes almost roll back in my head. She has her hands twisting together in front of her little treasure box, I can’t have that. Pushing her hands to her sides, I make a show of swiveling my pointer finger in a circle, wanting her to turn around. When she has her back to me, I breathe out a whistle through my teeth, appreciating that bubble ass that’ll fit perfectly into my hands that the good lord created for this woman. I have to adjust my shaft as soon as she turns back around.

      “You’re a mighty fine woman, Sutton. There aren’t many beauties like you in this world.”

      “Thank you,” she answers shyly, like no other person has ever noticed what a rare gem she is.

      Blindly, without taking my eyes off her gorgeous body, I reach for my belt buckle undoing it. I make work of the button and let my jeans drop to my ankles showing that underwear isn’t part of my outfit before kicking my boots and jeans away. I stand there in all my glory, letting her get her fill of me. I know that I pack a fat, long cock. The club whores love to see me coming.

      Off in the distance, I can hear the sound of buzzing from a vibrating phone. Sutton turns her head in the direction, but I know that if I give her a second to break the connection we have, she might back out.

      “Are you just going to stare at it all day or would you like to put it to good use, Sutton?” I taunt her as I stroke myself from root to tip.

      Not giving her a second to question it, I reach out and tug her hand down and wrap her delicate fingers around my dick. It takes a few times, but when I adjust her grip, she’s strangling it the way I like. I shove a finger in her wet heat and almost pass out from the small, narrow hole of her pussy. She’s going to bruise the fuck out of my cock to match my face.

      “Fuck, you’re little,” I almost pant as cum leaks out the tip of the head and coats her hand. My body is vibrating with excitement. I do my best to ready her for my thick rod and feel her wince at the intrusion as I add another finger.

      My thumb starts to work her clit, and I watch as her body starts to relax just a bit.

      “Stand or lay?” I ask, my mind is a jumbled mess at the thought of spewing inside the crowded hole.

      She hesitates, “I—I don’t know. You pick,” she grants me the choice, and I’m almost too giddy, I can’t decide where to have her first.

      With great effort, I slip my fingers out of her pussy and step away losing contact with her hand on me. I reach behind me to retrieve my jeans and dig in the back pocket for my wallet to get a condom. The foil packet tears easily between my teeth as I take it out and sheath it over my erection. When I look over at her, I see her staring down at me with her juicy bottom lip tucked between her white, perfect teeth. Not even a second later, I’m grabbing the back of Sutton’s knees lifting her up around my waist. She’s tiny, like a little doll I can toss around, before pressing her back up against the wall of the office.

      “You sure about this, Angel?” I ask her.

      Her eyes are wide and looking over my face, for what I’m not sure, but she nods giving me the green light.

      I waste no time because my cock might explode if he doesn’t get a taste of heaven. Taking a deep breath, I slam into her. Sutton cries out at the invasion and tight fit. My breath is knocked out of my lungs, but I hold her close and capture her lips to mine. Her nails rake over the flesh of my back while I give her a few moments to adjust to my size. She’s squirming a bit, but once I feel her relax, I start to rock back in forth letting her get adjusted to the pleasure of my cock as it hits all the rippled nerves in her pussy.

      “Goddamn, you’re so tight and wet. Shit, Sutton, you feel unbelievable,” I praise as if I wasn’t expecting this to be as perfect as she is.

      The grunts and groans between our bodies echo off the walls of the office. My balls are heavy and smack her ass with every upward thrust. Her face is of pure bliss as her eyes roll and her head lulls to the side. I can feel I’m getting close as her walls start to flutter, so I reach in between us and press my thumb to her clit. Then I bend my head and start sucking on the sensitive part of her neck. She explodes immediately causing her body to convulse. She cries out, and her eyes close as her body is overtaken by her orgasm. It’s such a beautiful sight to see as she goes slack, drifting for a bit.

      “Come on, Angel, give me one more,” I harshly demand as I start to pound into her, wanting to see her orgasm again. My thrusts are getting faster and harder as I chase the high. The wall is shaking with the beat of every plunge. I’m sure the customers think someone is getting it good in here with all the yelling and banging on the wall.

      I don’t stop my relentless thrusts as I push through her ecstasy, but the moment her eyes open and those jade green eyes focus on me, I lose it. My muscles pull tight, and I hammer into her as I feel the lurch of my cum shoot from my balls out of my cock and into her. I bite down on her shoulder where it meets her neck, and it forces her to come again. I change my angle just a bit and continue my assault until every last drop has departed my body. I go slack and fall over on her against the wall as I try to catch my breath. Fuck, it feels like I just ran a marathon.

      I feel lightheaded as my muscles continue the pumping motion even after I’ve drained everything I have. Jesus, is it possible to pass out because of the force the cum shoots out?

      After a few moments, when I’m able to function properly again and stand steady on my legs, I walk us over to sofa to sit down. I’ve got her straddling me and haven’t pulled out to break our connection and remove the condom. I want this to last for as long as possible. Sutton still has her head laid on my shoulder. I’m starting to think she might’ve passed out.

      I’ve had a lot of sex over the years, but I’ve never had it like this. Before it was just a way to release some stress or tension, but not this. This might’ve started out as that when I came to the bar, but the moment she waltzed through the door, something changed. This was something else, and I can’t quite wrap my head around it just yet. I just know that I don’t want it to stop.

      “You okay, Angel,” I ask after a few more minutes pass. I’ve been rubbing her naked back, memorizing every inch I can get my fingers on.

      “Mmmhmm,” she hums lazily and shifts her body, making her cunt clench around my softening cock.

      “Let me clean us up and then I’ll let you rest for a bit,” I tell her as I stand and place her on the desk in the center of the room.

      Her eyes are glazed over. I’m not sure if it’s from the orgasms or the alcohol, but it looks good on her. I find some napkins, and after discarding the condom, I start to clean her up. I’ve got her leaned back on her elbows and her legs spread out as I wipe the wetness between her puffy lower lips.

      “You look fantastic all open and ready for me to use as I wish,” I comment as I drag a finger around the outer lining of her pussy. My dick takes notice as he lays against her inner thigh and starts to harden at the sight of her becoming slick again at my touch. “Think you can take another round, Angel?”

      She eyes me then looks down as I thump my growing hard shaft against her clit. She moans and her head falls back as I bump him more and more on her pulsing nub. My hand reaches out, trailing up her stomach and the valley of her pert breasts until it reaches her neck. I collar her throat making her look at me.

      “I’ll try to be a little gentler this time,” I voice, but I’m not sure if I can keep that promise with how good she feels when I sheath my dick into her clenching pussy. “This time when I make you come, call me Beckett.”
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      “What the fuck, dude?” a voice startles me. I reach for my gun inside my cut but only touch my bare skin.

      Opening my eyes, I trying to focus them on the asshole who just woke me from the best damn dream of my life. When my sight adjusts, I see Frankie standing by the door, his eyes pointed up at the ceiling.

      “What do you want?” I growl.

      “The bar closed over an hour ago. You want me to leave you a key to lock up or what?”

      “Bar?”

      Fuck, I think Stone knocked me in the head harder than I thought.

      I raise up on my elbows looking around the room that is definitely not mine. It looks as if a tornado swept through here, and it smells like sex and something floral.

      Sutton.

      “Think you could put that away?” Frankie nods down at my exposed flesh, interrupting my jumbled thoughts of the night.

      I look down to see I’m sprawled out on a sofa naked. My clothes are in heap by the desk. I groan as I sit up, my muscles aching in the most delicious way, except for my throbbing head.

      “Where’s Sutton?” I look around the room of any trace of her.

      “The hot chick? She bolted a few hours ago,” Frankie says, not waiting for me to dress as he starts to pick up the scattered papers from the floor that flew off the desk when I had Sutton’s perfect body laid out across it. My muscles tense at his description of her.

      “A few hours ago?”

      Bending down, I shove my hand into the back pocket of my jeans and pull out my phone. It’s four in the morning; we leave for the protection run at six.

      “You catch a last name or see her address on her ID?” I ask him after I dress and tie my boots. There’s a stack of unopened water bottles next to the sofa, so I grab one and uncap it, downing it three gulps.

      “Didn’t check her,” he says, not paying me any attention.

      “Fuck,” I mumble. I’ll have Hawk do a search when we get back from the run. Her name is unique enough that maybe it won’t be hard to find.

      “Thanks for the space,” I tell Frankie as I walk out of the office and down the hall towards the front door. I can hear him cussing me and can’t help but chuckle.

      It’s pitch black out when I step out into the warm morning. My bike and Frankie’s beater are the only vehicles in the parking lot. My mind wanders to the angel I had the pleasure of servicing this evening. Where did she come from?

      My phone buzzes in my pocket.

      
        
          
            
              
        RIOT

      

      
        Where you at?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        HAVOC

      

      
        OMW

      

      

      

      

      

      Swinging a leg over my bike, I start my girl and feel the vibrations settle deep in my soul. Taking off, I head back towards Sweetwater.

      It’s time to handle some business.
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      “You meeting up with Dennis’ daughter tonight?” I hear my father asking from the kitchen door. It startles me and I drop a potato in the sink.

      “Yes, Papa,” I respond as I finish washing the potatoes for dinner.

      “Good, make nice,” his voice is clipped and cold. I haven’t seen him in four years and nothing about him has changed in that short amount of time.

      Make nice? What is that supposed to mean? I’ve never not been nice even when I’ve wanted to scream at the top of my lungs at him. Why does he want me to hang out with the mayor’s daughter? From the buzz around the house Papa wants to expand the farm and purchase the land next to this place owned by the city. Does he want to use me as a way to bridge that relationship?

      I swallow down what I really want to say and plaster a smile across my lips.

      “Yes, Papa.”

      “You may use the car, but I expect you to be home at a decent hour. No respectable girl stays out late at night,” he declares.

      I didn’t get home from my mission trip and my rebellious detour from the airport until after one in the morning a few days ago. I lied when we were at breakfast the next morning and said that there was an accident on the highway that delayed me. It seemed to appease the adults, but I find that I’m ignored more than not around here, which works out perfectly for me.

      “Can I see Mama today?” I ask. She hasn’t been here, and no one will tell me anything about her whereabouts.

      The older woman next to me, who I’ve learned is named Karen, clears her throat.

      “She’s not ready for visitors,” Papa snaps, looking down at his phone then leaves without another word.

      I haven’t been able to see her since I’ve been back. Everything has changed so much in the four years since I was shipped off to a foreign country, all in the name of doing my duty for The Fellowship.

      “Why must you agitate him by bringing her up?” Karen spews next to me by the sink.

      I want to scream and throw this potato at her head. Who does this woman think she is?

      “Her? As in my mother?” I turn and place my hip up against the stainless steel sink.

      “We do not bring her up unless Shepherd Walter does,” Karen informs me.

      Shepherd Walter.

      Apparently that is what my father is referred to now. Not just his name has changed, but where we live is all new too. The Fellowship occupies a three hundred acre farm outside of Sweetwater. It has various little homes that house men and women. There is a small section that is actually for farming I’ve come to realize, but for the most part, it’s become like a commune of the congregation, which has grown to hundreds of members over the years. The church in the middle of town is still used on Sundays and Wednesdays, but it’s mostly for appearances from what I’m gathering.

      I reach for the rag and wipe my wet hands off.

      “I’m going to get ready,” I tell her and toss it on the counter.

      “Be home early,” she says at my back as I make my way out.

      I stop and snap my neck towards her. Who does she think she is? I take a deep breath in my nose and then out. I need to remember my place. I need to remember that I have a purpose. So I paste my best, obedient smile on that I’ve perfected over the years.

      “Of course.”

      “Of course, what?” Karen stands tall and crosses her arms over her chest, raising an eyebrow.

      I grind the back of my molars down and swallow hard.

      “Of course, Mother Karen,” I grit.

      “Much better, dear. Now go,” she dismisses then turns her back to me.

      I want to scream and throw the closest object I can reach at her.

      Upon my arrival, I learned that my father has taken on multiple wives besides my mother since I was gone. Four, in fact, and they’ve all had kids together. I have nine half siblings, all under the age of four.

      After putting on a long skirt and short sleeve shirt, I head out of my designated room in the main house where I’m told to stay and out through the house where the car is located.

      “Sutton,” I hear my name called and see Papa and a man dressed in a similar button down shirt with slacks on.

      “Yes, Papa?”

      “Don’t cause any problems,” he tells me. “You conduct yourself in a holy manner that reflects on me. I expect you to remember that.”

      He’s told me that since before I can remember. He’s always been so worried about what others might think of him.

      “Of course,” I agree with a nod.

      “It’s time you finally give value to The Fellowship. I’ve found a match that will please and unite the cause. The grandfather is a very important man who is coming into town in a few weeks, and we will seal your marriage then.”

      I can’t stop my jaw from dropping. I’ve heard of arranged marriages, but until this moment, I stupidly thought it wouldn’t happen to me.

      “But I⁠—”

      “You will do as you’re told and what will please me, girl. You should be glad to have someone that will take you after what you caused on your mission trip,” Papa snarls at me. “They are willing to look past you being unclean and not as holy.”

      His words are like a punch to my gut and all the air leaves my lungs. That closed door in my mind cracks open, and my body starts to tremble.

      “Are you listening to me?” Papa’s voice brings me out of my nightmare, and I focus on him. He reaches into his pocket and pulls out a wad of money secured with a metal clip and hands me some cash. “Get your head out of the clouds and start pulling your weight around here.”

      I nod not wanting to add anything else to his verbal lashing that might bring up that horrible event. His name is called off in the distance, and he leaves without another word.

      My legs are finally able to move from where they are planted, and I make my way to the row of white cars and trucks here on the property. They each have a designated number on the side to tell them apart.

      Not much has changed in the small town since I left here four years ago as I drive down the main street. A few things have been updated and a few shops are new, but for the most part, it’s still the quiet little town.

      Parking the car in front of the diner Mama and I used to come to for breakfast on Saturday mornings before she was sent away on her mission, I get out and make my way in. The chime on the door alerts the young waitress nearby of my presence, and she comes over.

      “Table for one?” she asks.

      “No, I’m meeting someone,” I tell her, and my nervousness starts to kick in.

      “Sutton?” I hear over the waitress’s shoulder.

      A beautiful girl with sapphire blue eyes comes over from a nearby booth. She’s tiny like me but very fit.

      “Raegan?” I question, wanting to make sure that this is her and not someone else I’m supposed to remember. She nods, and I follow her the few steps to the booth and take a seat across from her.

      “Hi,” she greets as menus are placed in front of us.

      “Hi,” I return then busy myself looking over the selection. I haven’t eaten real food in what seems like forever.

      “It’s been a long time since I’ve seen you. What’ve you been up to?” Raegan asks after we order our drinks. I splurged and ordered a Coke.

      My shoulders sag but then I straighten. This could be a trap set up by Papa to see how I respond. No way am I going back on another mission. They’d have to carry me kicking and screaming.

      “I just got back from a mission trip in South America,” I tell her.

      “Really? Wow, that’s great. So your church went to build homes?”

      “Something like that,” I mumble as our drinks arrive and place our order for food.

      “What else have you been up to?”

      “That’s it. As soon as I graduated, I was shipped off.”

      Her jaw falls opens. “And you just got back?” She sounds so shocked and I nod. “But why the hell so long?”

      I shrug my shoulders, “Kinda didn’t have a choice in the matter. Papa makes that call for the members.”

      “Did you at least get to travel and see the different countries and explore?”

      I shake my head, “No, we weren’t allowed to leave the camp we were stationed at.”

      “Excuse my language, but that’s pretty shitty to get shipped off to a foreign country for years.”

      I snort through my nose and almost laugh. “It was terrible.” The moment the words leave my throat, my hand comes up and smacks across my mouth. “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean that,” I say pleadingly.

      She gives me bewildered look.

      “I’d be saying a lot worse things than that. Probably even fork the front lawn all the way to the mailbox too,” Raegan says, and it makes me laugh. She joins in, and it’s like a tethered lifeline.

      Our food comes and I dive into the cheeseburger and fries with a gusto.

      “What did you do after you left?” I ask to change the subject. “Was it junior year?”

      She nods, wiping her mouth with a napkin. “Yeah, my boyfriend at the time cheated, or so I thought. So I went to live with my dad in Seattle.”

      She tells me she went to college, got her degree, and does computer tech consulting for various companies. I wouldn’t know the first thing about any of that because I haven’t touched any electronics since I had to turn over my phone before I was dropped off at the airport four years ago.

      “You look different since high school,” Raegan comments in between bites.

      “Not having access to good fatty foods will do that,” I laugh. “I think I’ve dropped forty pounds since high school, and I’m definitely not as pale as I was since I’ve been out in the sun over the years.”

      We start talking about a few people we remember from school. Even though she was a year ahead of me, Sweetwater is still a small town, so we know a chunk of the same ones.

      “My roommate, Ivy, is coming into town tomorrow. We’re gonna hangout around town and meet up with a friend to swim if you want to join us,” she asks as we walk out of the diner after she pays for my meal.

      “I don’t have a swimsuit,” I say shaking my head. Plus I don’t know if Papa will allow me. I need to figure out how my exit plan is going to work. It needs to be pushed up sooner since he mentioned finding me a husband to marry.

      “I’ve gotcha covered. We look to be around the same size,” she offers. “Let me have your number. I’ll send you a text with the address and time to meet up.”

      Crap!

      She gives me concerned look when I don’t say anything. I
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