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Pronunciation Notes

 

Soleil (So-lay)

Sabre (Say-ber)

Tarek (Like Derrick)

Tulpar (Tuhl-par)

Eudaemon (You-DEE-mun)

Cacodaemon (Cacka-DEE-mun)
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PROTECT: The club and your brothers come before anything else, and must be protected at all costs. CLUB is FAMILY.

 

RESPECT: Earn it & Give it. Respect club law. Respect the patch. Respect your brothers. Disrespect a member and there will be hell to pay.

 

HONOR: Being patched in is an honor, not a right. Your colors are sacred, not to be left alone, and NEVER let them touch the ground.

 

OL’ LADIES: Never disrespect a member’s or brother’s Ol’Lady. PERIOD.

 

CHURCH is MANDATORY.

 

LOYALTY: Takes precedence over all, including well-being.

 

HONESTY: Never LIE, CHEAT, or STEAL from another member or the club.

 

TERRITORY: You are to respect your brother’s property and follow their Chapter’s club rules.

 

TRUST: Years to earn it  . . .seconds to lose it.

 

NEVER RIDE OFF: Brothers do not abandon their family.


 

 

 

To Stacey. You’ve been on this crazy rollercoaster ride with me since the beginning. Thanks for making every page of my book-babies beautiful. Love you bunches!
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Unable to help myself, I gripped her by her deep red hair and kissed her. It was wrong and I knew it, but she was mine. I’d find a way for us to be together because I had to. I couldn’t live another day without her.

A stirring deep in my soul unfurled, and it was like I was soaring though I had both feet on the ground.

“Aros,” she gasped as we broke for air.

I hummed in appreciation as I moved my lips along her jaw and down her neck. I tasted the light saltiness of her skin, and I bit and sucked as if I wanted to devour her. In a way, I supposed I did.

Her nails dug into my back, but because I was in human form, she didn’t see or feel my wings. To her, I was merely a mortal man she’d met in her mother’s garden and fell in love with—a common gardener. Yet, I wasn’t a human at all, and that alone should’ve been enough to stop me, but it wasn’t. I needed her like nothing I’d ever needed before. In fact, she might’ve been the first thing I honestly ever craved.

She had no idea I was assigned to her brother as his guardian angel, for lack of a better term. It was forbidden for us to be with a human, yet I couldn’t stop myself.

“I want you, Soleil. I need you to be mine. I’ll ensure you want for nothing. You’ll be my goddess, and I will worship you the way you deserve,” I promised as my cock grew in length.

We had been meeting often since the day I first saw her strolling along the rose path months ago. Her brother had come home from battle, and I was enjoying a respite from the constant work of keeping him safe. He had journeyed back to his family’s castle. As he met with his father to make plans for his future, I lounged in the shade, enjoying the fragrant blooms that surrounded me.

The second I’d laid eyes on her, I knew that despite who and what I was, her soul was my other half. I’d shifted into my human form with the accoutrements of a gardener as my cover.

Now months—and dozens upon dozens of secret clandestine meetings—later, I met with her as her brother rested from his recent travels to Bordeaux. I’d saved him from three separate incidents during the trip, and I was glad to be back where he was safe.

It also meant I could be with Soleil. Where before I was the epitome of grace and restraint, with her I was wild and unraveling. I had little regard for what could happen to me if we were caught. I needed her.

Frantic and desperate, I unlaced the back of her dress. I pushed it off her shoulders to bare her breasts, and I took one creamy mound in my hand before I sucked the peak. She was my Nirvana, and I was ready to lose myself in her.

As I continued to suckle her luscious tit, I reached down to unfasten my pants. Once my cock was free, I stroked its hard length. Then I gathered the heavy fabric of her gown and pushed it up to her waist where her bodice lay gaping open.

The next time, I would have her in a bed, but for our first time, it was only fitting that it be in the garden where we met, the scent of roses surrounding us.

“Oh, Aros, yes,” she moaned and panted when I bit her puckered nipple.

“Shhhh,” I soothed as I cupped her flesh and lifted my head to gaze down at her. She was stunning. Long, deep red hair was fanned out around her, contrasting beautifully with the lush green grass. Her full breasts were peaked and creamy white, begging for my touch and my mouth. Who was I to deny her?

Assuming she would need to be prepped, I slowly kissed her and slipped a finger into her tight sheath. I needn’t have worried, because she was soaking wet and dripping in anticipation. Though I was desperate to plunge my cock into her, I wanted to taste her first and ensure she was relaxed.

I slowly kissed my way down her torso. Then I buried my head between her soft thighs and licked her glistening pussy as she gasped in surprise. Her fingers twined in my hair and pulled.

“Aros, I don’t think you’re supposed to do that,” she gasped in shock when I circled her clit and sucked it.

During the times between my charges, I was free to consort with the gods and other demigods like me. I had lain with Aphrodite herself on occasion, and she was enough to drain any man—mortal or demigod. In fact, if she found out I was with a mortal, she’d likely lose her mind. Even when she was done with them, she didn’t like her playthings to find another being beautiful—especially a mortal. Though it was okay for her to be with them.

Hell, little did Soleil know, I wasn’t supposed to be with her at all—and it wasn’t because of my fake status as a gardener.

I broke free of her delicious pussy long enough to tell her what I was going to do to her. “Soleil, I don’t care what’s right or wrong. I’m going to taste you as you explode over my tongue. I’m going to lick up every drop, and then I’m going to officially make you mine.”

She gasped, and I preceded to do as promised. She had to muffle herself with a wadded-up section of her skirt to keep from screaming and drawing notice to us.

Unable to wait any longer, I lapped up the last of her release and moved back up her body. As I licked and sucked her neck, I notched my shaft into her wet opening and fed it in slowly.

“It’s going to hurt, but the pain won’t last long, and I’ll make it worth it. Okay?”

As she bit her lip, she nodded.

She was tight, and it took a few minutes to work my hard length into her virgin pussy, but eventually, I was fully seated. She had cried out at the initial invasion, but had quickly acclimated to the way I filled her. Slowly, I began to move.

“Aros,” she begged, though I knew she didn’t know what she was asking for.

Instinct kicked in, and she wrapped her limbs around me and lifted her hips to grind against the base of my cock with each stroke.

I groaned and couldn’t hold back any longer. With my weight resting on one elbow and forearm, I used the other to lift one of her legs. The angle was perfect, and I drove deeper.

“Oh Aros, yes.”

With inhuman control which I was supremely thankful for, I held off my release as I brought her closer to her inevitable explosion. Faster and harder, I fucked her like the world was ending tomorrow.

At the first flutter of her inner walls, I braced myself. She whimpered and clawed at my back as each plunge of my cock brought her closer to falling apart. Finally, she stiffened and her back arched. The first pulse hit me, and I was a goner. Any supernatural power I had to control myself went out the window.

As she shattered in my arms, I came so hard I saw stars.

Slowly, we drifted back to earth, and the sounds around me began to register again. Her soft body against mine was akin to heaven. The aromatic scents of the garden teased at my senses, ensuring I’d forever associate it with her.

“Oh, Aros, that was incredible.”

“It was perfect.”

That first time was the beginning of the end for me, yet I had no idea. We couldn’t tell anyone about us because she was nobility, and as far as she knew, I was a lowborn gardener. Yet we met in secret as often as I could. We had to find a way to tell her father about us—I knew it was likely impossible, but I wasn’t willing to give her up.

She became my obsession. I let myself get careless, and it caught up to me in the worst way.

During one of our trysts, her brother was killed.

I had failed and there would be consequences—I just didn’t realize the severity of them.
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As the gods observed me, I stood before them non-repentant and proud. My mount, Tarek, stood at my side, head bowed—guilty for his part in helping me get to my assignations with Soleil. Aphrodite’s eyes flashed fury, which I expected. Ares glared because I fell under his supervision and my transgression made him look bad. Yet, the worst was Zeus. I had been one of his favorites—the disappointment in his gaze was the heaviest burden to bear.

“I didn’t want to believe it,” he said with regret. “We have rules for those of you in your position. I counted on you to follow them.”

Wisely, I remained mute. In all honestly, I believed he would’ve let it slide if it hadn’t been brought to the attention of the entire assembly. Instead, I stood in the courtyard of his palace awaiting my punishment.

“Aros, for intentionally disobeying the explicit rules set forth for you, I sentence you to eternity on Earth. For your digressions, you shall forever walk alone.” The pain in his words at the sentence he delivered was evident and witnessed by all. No one wanted to incur the wrath of the council, so the courtyard that held thousands of gods and demigods was eerily silent. I closed my eyes and swallowed hard. The loss of my position hurt less than the agony of losing Soleil.

The crackle of Zeus’s lightning bolt caught my attention right before it hit me square in the chest.

I landed on the ground so hard, it knocked the wind from me. It took me a moment before I could suck in a wheezing breath. With a gasping groan, I rolled my aching body over onto my hands and knees. My head hung as I fought to fill my lungs.

That in itself should’ve been a warning.

Explosions thundered around me and reverberated through my limbs as they shook the ground. Confusion had my gaze flying up as I found myself surrounded by thick trees instead of Zeus’s palace. The sounds of artillery were close by, but I couldn’t tell what or exactly where they were.

“What the—” I mumbled as I tried to make sense of where I was. Cautiously, I rose to my knees. My back was on fire, and I reached back to see what was going on. Eyes wide, I patted around and flinched when my fingertips hit the raw areas. That’s when I realized something was very wrong.

A glance down showed me I was wearing a navy blue jacket and pants. They itched my limbs and rubbed on my shoulders. There was a sabre on the ground next to me. Frowning, I tried to make sense of my situation.

Suddenly, I realized I was alone.

“Soleil!” I yelled. Denial rising thick in my throat, I searched the area for her. Ignoring the agony in my back, I called her name until I was hoarse, but there was no sign of her.

At the sound of shouting, I returned to where I’d landed and grabbed the blade before I stumbled through the trees. When I broke into a clearing, I came to an abrupt stop and nearly hyperventilated. Oh, sweet heavens, no.

“Move, soldier! Where is your mount?” a voice shouted at me. I swiveled my head and saw a man garbed as I was, mounted on a horse. I looked around for the horse I was supposed to have. Men ran past and occasionally dropped to a knee to fire rifles into the smoke that filled the field.

“Holy shit! What happened? Are you okay?” He quickly dismounted and spun me around to face him. Struck mute by the realization of where I was, I could only stare at him. “Son, your back is covered in blood,” he continued slowly as if I was dumb. “Are you okay?”

“I don’t know,” I replied as the screams of men in agony shot through my head. I clutched it to still the awful piercing noise. If I couldn’t find Soleil, I’d never be okay again.

“Did you hit your head? Look at me,” he instructed. Wild-eyed and trying not to panic, I gave my attention to him. I studied him as he looked me over. With my height, it didn’t take much, but he was shorter than I was. He had a slight paunch, a gray beard, and a kind expression. He startled when he checked my pupils. “Goddamn, son. I’ve never seen eyes like yours in my damn life.”

I paused in confusion at his observation, then it dawned on me that my eyes were probably still bright silver. My mouth opened, but I had no explanation. At least nothing that he would believe. There was a rustling sound to the left of me and we both spun, sabres at the ready. Except we needn’t have worried. It was only a tan horse with a black mane and tail that ran up next to me and nudged me, drawing a hissed gasp from me.

“Looks like he found you. Damn well-trained. Think you can ride?”

I looked at the horse and his eyes spoke to me. My chest caved at the realization I tried to deny. “Tarek?” I asked, and the horse neighed before nudging me again. He had been one of the Tulpar and was a descendant of the great Pegasus himself. He’d been not only my mount, but my friend. “Impossible,” I whispered as I lifted the side of the blanket and small saddle. He shied from me, and regret overtook me at the loss of his wings.

“I’m so sorry, my friend,” I whispered to him. He dropped his head and rested his broad forehead against my chest. Gently, I scratched his jaw. There was an ache deep inside me that wouldn’t go away. It wasn’t fair that he’d been punished too. He’d only helped me secretly meet with Soleil because I instructed him to do so.

“Can you ride?” the man asked.

Concerned about causing him pain, I looked my horse in the eye. He shook his head up and down. Relieved, I nodded before I sheathed the sword on my hip. With practiced grace, I jumped and mounted my old friend. Wincing at the pull over my shoulder blades, I gathered the reins. The movement made me gasp at the raw pain that burned there.

“What’s your name, soldier?”

“Aros,” I replied, still unsure why I was in the middle of this battle—though I was beginning to have an idea, and it didn’t bode well for me.

“Well, Lieutenant Aros, let’s ride. We have a battle to win.”
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I wish I could say that was the last battle I’d fought—the last war.

Angry, full of self-loathing, and spiteful to a fault, I’d done everything I could think of to die. Each and every attempt had me waking up to find myself whole and hearty—and more pissed off at the world. As times changed, I set Tarek free to run with the wild mustangs. In a modern age, I couldn’t exactly ride a horse everywhere I went.

Eventually, I quit trying to find my death and figured it would eventually happen naturally.

Hell no, it didn’t.

And that’s what I was in—Hell.

Maybe I deserved it, but my vengeful goddess seemed to delight in my torment. Merciful and loving, my ass. If I could’ve made a deal with the God of the Underworld himself, I would’ve, but that was forbidden and even Hades didn’t dare.

The fist hitting my face before my body slammed to the ground, pulled me out of my thoughts.

“Are you done, kid?” the man I’d picked a fight with in the bar snarled as he leaned forward with his meaty palms on his thighs and stared down at me. The patch on his leather vest read “VENOM.” Another indicated he was the president of their group.

My teeth ground and I used the back of my hand to wipe the blood from the corner of my mouth. I’d hoped for more damage, but of course I wasn’t that lucky. Gravel dug into my back, but I welcomed the feeling.

“Stubborn little prick,” he muttered. To prove him right, I stood without taking the offered assistance of his outstretched hand. Scowls covered the faces of the men with him as they watched the scene unfold.

I didn’t give two shits.

Remaining mute, I insolently glared at each of them as I brushed off the dust from the gravel lot. The bar was a hole-in-the-wall off of a two-lane highway cutting across Iowa. Disappointment settled in my gut because I wanted to keep fighting.

“You’re an angry guy,” one of them observed with a narrowed and calculating gaze. The color of his icy-blue eyes was nearly as startling as mine. If anyone stuck around me for long, they saw the way the color shifted from the darkest black to a molten silver, depending on my mood.

Right now? Guaranteed they were as black as the shitty fucking heart in my chest.

The dude with the icy gaze studied me and my skin prickled as if he was trying to peel away the layers. Anger surged at the violation, and I pushed back. The slight widening of his eyes was the only indication that he’d experienced the burst of electricity from my protective response.

He leaned over to whisper something in Venom’s ear, causing the president’s attention to snap back to me. Then Venom did the same to a tall guy standing next to him with messy dark-brown hair and eyes that were a mix of brown and gold. They were sharp and seemed to miss nothing. As he cocked his head to study me, I caught his vice president tab and his name patch. “RAPTOR,” it read.

“Who are you?” Raptor quietly demanded.

Not willing to give him the satisfaction of a reply, I pressed my lips together.

“That your bike over there?” he tried again.

Full of insolence, I shrugged.

“You look like you’re going somewhere,” he persisted.

Still, I simply blinked at him. Venom stepped in front of Raptor and stared at me with a narrowed gaze.

“Son, I’m not the enemy here. Voodoo here says you belong with us, yet neither he nor Chains could get a clear picture—and I’m here to tell you, that’s not normal. Now you can continue to be hateful and angry, or you can get on that bike and follow us the rest of the way home. That is, unless you’re on your way somewhere specific. While I may not have been able to do anything with those emotions of yours, I’m pretty sure you’re wandering,” Venom observed as he motioned to both the icy-eyed guy and the one I assumed must be Chains. He was also covered in tats with inky black hair that fell over one eye.

Then I saw the patch that read “VOODOO” on ol’ icy eyes’s cut. As I scanned the small group, I read the names on their cuts. I was no stranger to MCs. In my travels, I’d done odd jobs for them but stayed aloof and didn’t get attached.

“I’ll tell you what—you come with us and see what you think of the place. Maybe you’ll stay a while, maybe you won’t. Regardless, it’s your choice. But know that the only reason I didn’t slit your throat for what you did was because Voodoo stopped me. Be thankful he sensed you’re one of us,” Venom explained as he squinted at me.

I scoffed at the thought of him cutting my throat. Wouldn’t have been the first time. And he was right to be a mad motherfucker. I’d pissed on his front tire in full view of the window they’d been sitting by. Was I stupid? No. Not by a long shot. Did I have a death wish? You’re goddamn right I did.

Sitting at the bar, nursing a beer, I’d heard them pull up and watched them walk in, grinning and joking with each other. Their easy camaraderie had set my teeth on edge and unfounded rage had sizzled under my skin. Wanting a reminder of my shit existence, I’d gone looking for trouble.

Now they were inviting me to ride with them? What the actual fuck?

Patiently waiting, Venom stared at me with a hard and emotionless expression. If I didn’t know any better, I’d say he didn’t care if I went with them or not. Yet for some reason, I knew he was intrigued by me and was hoping to get me to spill my guts.

Yeah, not happening.

However, I had no destination in mind at the moment, and without a single idea if I’d ever find Soleil, I decided to satisfy my own curiosity about them. Without a word, I strolled to my bike, climbed on, settled in the seat, and lit a cigarette. They still watched me for a bit before Venom shook his head and got on his bike—the same one with the tire a prospect had washed off with a bucket of water.

Maybe it was a ruse to get me to go willingly to their clubhouse so they could kill me—well, at least try. Except they were fucking idiots if they thought I cared. There was zero fear in me anymore.

What I hadn’t anticipated was the peaceful feeling that settled over me the second we hit Ankeny, Iowa. Weirdest thing ever was the magnetic pull that held me to the earth outside of the huge metal building that turned out to be our final destination.

“Still can’t believe Prez didn’t fucking kill you,” a guy with a patch that read “BLADE” sneered as he stopped next to my bike. He had dirty-blond hair and about as many tattoos as Chains.

Another man startled the shit out of me when he spoke from my other side because I hadn’t heard or seen him approach. “Who the fuck is this?” he demanded.

“Ghost, you wouldn’t believe me if I told you. Dude has balls the size of Texas though,” Blade said to the new arrival.

“Well, come in and have a drink with me. You can tell me all about it while I kick your ass at pool,” Ghost ribbed, pretty much ignoring me from that point on.

With one last glare, Blade followed Ghost inside.

“Well, did you ride all the way here to sit your ass on your bike?” Venom asked as he crossed his arms and stared down his nose at me. Raptor stood back at his bike, acting like he was organizing shit in his saddlebag, but I knew he was listening and observing.

In that minute, I decided to stay. Leisurely, I got off my ride.

“What’s your name, son?” Venom asked.

I stared him in the eye and replied, “Roscoe.”

“Well, Roscoe, let’s go inside and have a beer. It’s a hot motherfucker out here today. Oh… and if you ever do something stupid like that stunt you pulled at the bar, no one will ever hear from you again. Got it?”

“I got it.”

He nodded and I followed him inside with Raptor trailing behind us.

A little over a month after I arrived, I began my prospect time with the Ankeny chapter of the Royal Bastards. Don’t think they didn’t make me pay for the shit I’d pulled at that bar—because they sure as fuck did. The thing was, I really didn’t care.

Because for the first time in hundreds of years, I experienced an anomaly of epic proportions—I seemed to have developed roots.
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“Lifetime”—Three  Days  Grace

 

“Prospect! Get your ass in here!” Angel yelled at me from the chapel door. Immediately, I dropped the rag I’d been using to wipe down the bar.

The other prospect looked up from where he was sweeping, and his eyes widened as he froze for a moment. Then his gaze dropped to the floor, and he resumed his job, happy to stay out of whatever was going down.

My heart slammed in my chest. You’d think after all this time, I’d be used to that feeling, but it caught me off guard every fucking time. Breathing, blood pulsing through my body, and pain were all things that at one time would’ve been a foreign concept.

“Yes?” I asked, stopping in front of him. “Did you need me to bring you all something?”

“No. But you better get your ass in there,” he said as his dark brown eyes narrowed and he motioned into the room.

With a confused frown, I stepped inside. Every member stared at me with either a scowl or an expressionless gaze. My life experiences had me damn near standing at attention in front of the men I respected and looked up to. Though to call them men was almost laughable for someone like me. They were mere babies.

“Roscoe, how long have you been with us?” Venom asked as he rested his tatted forearms on the wood table. That name still irked me. Fucking Roscoe—like my current
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