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            AUTHOR’S NOTE

          

        

      

    

    
      I hope you LOVE this book as much as I loved writing it. It’s been a while since I went back to my MC roots.

      This one’s gonna hurt a little, and it won’t be wrapped up in a pretty bow at the end. All your questions won’t be answered, but it’ll be a great ride.

      Laramie

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            BLURB

          

        

      

    

    
      From USA Today & WSJ Bestselling Author Laramie Briscoe comes a brand new MC Series where the lines between good guys and bad guys are blurred by small town secrets.

      Devil

      I never expected to be a member of a motorcycle club, and anyone who knows me would tell you the same. I’ve always followed the letter of the law.

      Until I’m asked not to.

      The downside? My secrets have to stay close. No one can ever know my truth.

      Not even my wife.

      Welcome to Laurel Springs, AL - where law enforcement are heroes - and the new MC in town are villains.

      As a newer chapter of the Saint’s Outlaws MC, we’re still finding our place, especially being in a town that thinks so highly of law enforcement.

      If only they knew we’ve infiltrated their precious Emergency Response Team.

      Or have they infiltrated us?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 1

          

          DEVIL

        

      

    

    
      
        
          
            
              
        Dime: More than the fireworks are about to go boom.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Devil: Perfect. See you soon.

      

      

      

      

      

      I glance down at my wife, press a kiss to her lips, then turn my attention to the sky. No one we've been around all day would suspect what we've just done—not after we’ve made a point of being seen. We started with a stroll down the midway before heading to this empty field.

      "Happy birthday, America!"

      I grin as kids race up and down Main Street in Laurel Springs. They’re decked out in flashing lights—neon or red, white, and blue. Some carry flowers, others wave flags, and a few just have simple glow sticks. The light dances across their faces and shimmers on the pavement. The Fourth of July has always been a big deal in the South—especially in small-town Alabama. I grew up on the Gulf Coast, where it was an even bigger celebration.

      "I love those glow sticks."

      I glance over at Dani and smile, slinging my arm around her shoulders and pulling her close. I drop a kiss on the top of her head before smirking and whispering low in her ear. “Babe, you want a glow stick? I’ll get you a glow stick.”

      She kisses my cheek and gazes up at me, those warm brown eyes shining with a love I’m not sure I deserve. “You always give me everything I want, Dev.”

      She’s not wrong. Except for my job, she’s the most important thing in my life. “And if you want a motherfucking glow stick, that’s exactly what you’ll have.”

      My eyes scan the area, looking for the best way to get one. Sure, I could just buy it, but where’s the fun in that? Alongside the food trucks and craft vendors are booths with games—mostly designed to empty wallets. But I’m a grown man. I make my own money, and I can do what I want.

      “Step right up! Win a prize at the water gun game!”

      If there’s one thing I know how to do, it’s shoot. Most people don’t realize it’s part of my training. I hand over my money, take a seat on the stool, and aim the stream of water straight into the clown’s mouth. My focus narrows. Steady hands. Bullseye.

      “Go, Dev! Win me that glow stick!” Dani cheers, clapping enthusiastically.

      The bell rings indicating that I’ve won.

      “Pick one,” I say, nodding toward the wall of glowing prizes.

      “Give me the flower,” she tells the booth attendant.

      He hands it over, and she beams like I handed her the moon. Every time she looks at me like that, I question everything I’m doing.

      “Thanks for winning it for me.”

      I wrap my arms around her waist, pulling her close. Dipping my chin, I kiss her—deep and slow, until my tongue slides against hers. When she pulls back, she slides her hand down my arm and laces her fingers with mine.

      
        
          
            
              
        “I’ll win everything for you,” I murmur.

      

      

      

      

      

      “I know. And I love you for it.”

      Fingers entwined, we head toward the open field where Laurel Springs puts on its annual fireworks display. The sun is setting, casting everything in a warm orange glow. “Where do you want to sit?” I ask, scanning the crowd. “Storm and Lee are over there with… whoever they’ve picked up tonight.” I point toward a couple of blankets spread across the grass.

      “Yeah, let’s go join them,” she says, tugging my arm until I’m following her. “Come on, slowpoke.”

      “Hey y’all,” I say, nudging the edge of their blanket with my boot. “Mind if we crash here?”

      “Of course not,” one of the women says with a smile.

      Most women react that way to me. I’m used to it. So is Dani. She never takes it the wrong way. We settle in, and my eyes instinctively find the group of Laurel Springs PD officers standing near the entrance to the field. They’re watching us, as always. I smirk and wave.

      The patch on my back paints a target there. One of the many reasons the cops like to keep tabs on me.

      As president of the Saint’s Outlaws MC—Laurel Springs chapter—they’ve got plenty of reasons.

      “Why do you antagonize them?” Dani asks, rolling her eyes.

      “The real question is: why do they antagonize me?” I grumble.

      Ransom, the lead K-9 Officer, shifts the sucker in his mouth and tucks his fingers into his bulletproof vest. His eyes don’t leave mine. He nods, barely perceptible, and I return it.

      Dani turns away with a sigh, watching the now cloudless sky. The sun dipped below the horizon five minutes ago.

      My phone buzzes in my back pocket. I check the message.

      
        
          
            
              
        Dime: Is the fireworks show on time?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Devil: Yup. Not a cloud in the sky. How’s it look over there?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Dime: Everything’s ready. When the fireworks go boom, so will the Rebels’ grow op. We’ll show our faces in the midway after. Ride a few rides. Eat some cotton candy.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Devil: Sounds good. See you soon.

      

      

      

      

      

      “Put it away, Dev. The fireworks are about to start,” Dani says, looping her arm through mine.

      “Come here, woman.” I spread my knees to make space for her to lean back against my chest.

      As the sky explodes in color above us, I know exactly what’s happening on the other side of town.

      We just started a war.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 2

          

          DANI

        

      

    

    
      We’re stuck in the throng of people leaving the fireworks field, heading back toward the midway. As is tradition for the Fourth of July celebration, the kids go home now, and the adults get to play.

      When I was younger, being in a crowd like this would’ve made me uncomfortable. It always felt like everyone in Laurel Springs looked down on us—on me. Being the daughter of the MC President, I never knew quite how to deal with it. My dad was never good-looking like Devil. He didn’t hold people in the palm of his hand the way Devil does. People looked at my father with fear, not respect.

      That’s the difference with Devil. People respect him.

      “You okay?” he asks, leaning down so close it feels like the rest of the crowd fades away. His voice is quiet, just for me. “Wanna head home?”

      “No.” I shake my head. “I wanna ride some rides with you. The lines were too long earlier, and the best part of this celebration is after dark, don’t ya think?”

      His brown eyes heat as he gazes down at me. “Yeah, I definitely think so.”

      He pulls me in front of him, looping his arm around my neck. Always touching me. Always pulling me close. That’s how I knew he was mine before either of us said the words. We move with the crowd in easy silence, our fingers brushing as we walk. It’s been hard finding time like this lately—just us. Club business, personal responsibilities... they’ve swallowed us whole.

      We’re quiet as we follow the flow of people, just enjoying each other’s company. Lately, it’s been hard to get time alone—his responsibilities, mine... it’s a lot. As the crowd begins to thin, he pulls me to the side, grabs my hand, and starts swinging it gently as we stroll.

      “I haven’t seen Dime all night,” I say casually. “Allison was asking if he’s going to be here.”

      “Allison was asking—or you were asking for her so you can play matchmaker?” He tips his head, raising an eyebrow.

      “Does it really matter?” I squint up at him.

      He laughs, loud and unbothered. “Guess not. But he’s over there.”

      I follow his chin jerk and spot Dime standing with a few other Saint’s Outlaws members. But what really grabs my attention is Allison standing right in front of him.

      “Ooh, that’s exciting,” I squeal.

      “Wish you’d get this excited about me,” he grumbles, steering us in their direction.

      “I do, I promise. Please tell me we’re riding rides after you talk to them.”

      “We will.”

      I try not to make demands on his time—he doesn’t have much of it—but lately it’s felt like we haven’t checked in with each other the way we used to. I need that. When he pulls Dime aside, I take the moment to talk to my best friend.

      “Where were you during the fireworks? I looked for you,” I whisper-hiss.

      “We got separated,” she shrugs. “I wanted some lemonade, came back to the midway, and ran into Dime. He showed up not long after the fireworks ended.”

      I glance over at Devil and Dime. They're deep in conversation, voices low. I want to know what they’re talking about—need to know. My job as Devil’s wife is not to ask questions. But I’ve always been curious. He’s always been open with me—at least, I thought he was. Lately? I’m not so sure.

      “You okay?” Allison waves a hand in front of my face. “You zoned out.”

      Swallowing the lump in my throat, I shake my head. “Just got a lot on my mind. So... what were you and Dime doing?”

      “Nothing,” she laughs. “He bought my lemonade. We talked about how the fireworks were better when we were kids. Don’t try to make it something it’s not.”

      “Girl,” I say, tilting my head and pursing my lips, “there’s something. You just don’t wanna admit it.”

      Strong arms wrap around my waist, lifting me into the air. I squeal as Devil’s mouth lands on my neck.

      “What are you doing?”

      “If you have to ask, then I haven’t been doing it enough—or right.”

      I don’t respond. He’s not wrong, but saying so won’t help anything. “Can we ride some rides now?”

      “Yeah, babe. Let’s go.”

      He grabs my hand and leads us toward the Ferris wheel. When it’s our turn, he hands over the tickets.

      “Why don’t you stop us at the top?” Devil winks at the attendant.

      “You know I’m scared of heights, even though this is my favorite,” I say, playfully swatting his stomach.

      He opens the door and gestures for me to climb in. Once I do, he slides in next to me, throwing an arm around my shoulders. The worker secures the door, and I let out a soft gasp as the ride begins its slow ascent.

      We sit in silence for a moment, the fairgrounds stretching below us.

      “You okay lately?” he asks, his fingers rubbing my bare shoulder.

      I blow out a breath and shrug. “I’m busy. You’re busy. Just feels like we’re not connecting the way we used to.” Saying it out loud feels strange. We’ve always been honest with each other—but we’ve never been married this long either. Two years. We dated for one while he was a prospect for my dad. This is the longest relationship I’ve ever had.

      “Part of that’s my fault,” he says, voice gravelly above the creaks of the ride. “I didn’t realize how much time the president patch would demand when I took over from your dad.”

      He’s hiding something. I’ve felt it for a while. But I don’t want to start a fight when we barely get any happy moments like this.

      “I guess I didn’t realize it either. Then everything with the grow operation fell to me because I figured out how to do it well. It’s like I’m a chemist with my soil,” I joke, grinning up at him. “And I love it. I love being a part of the team, but... I fuckin’ miss you, Devil. More than I thought I would—even while we’re married.”

      He chuckles, the sound vibrating through his chest. “I miss you too.” He drops a kiss to the top of my head. “We’ll get outta here as soon as we can, then spend some time alone. How’s that sound?”

      My chest warms at his words, the cold gap that had been forming closing just a little. “Sounds amazing.”

      The Ferris wheel jerks to a stop. I glance out, noticing the row of motorcycles parked alone, untouched. No one dares mess with the Saint’s Outlaws. That respect is what I’ve grown up with... and I don’t know who I’ll be if I ever have to give it up.

      “You’re thinking too hard,” he murmurs, tilting his head and catching my chin between his calloused fingers. He pulls me toward him and kisses me. It starts soft—public-appropriate—but when his tongue slides into my mouth, it turns heated, passionate.

      I’m seconds from climbing into his lap when the ride moves again and we reach the bottom.

      “Stop,” I giggle as the attendant unlatches the pod.

      “That’s not what you usually tell me,” he growls.

      “We’re in public, Devil.”

      He wrinkles his nose. “What if I told you the Devil made me do it?”

      I laugh, tossing my head back. “You’re awful—but I love you anyway.”

      “Good.” He grabs my thighs and hoists my legs around his waist, supporting my ass as he walks us toward another ride.

      I glance over his shoulder and spot the Tilt-a-Whirl—one of my favorites. Ahead of us, Allison and Dime are in line.

      I open my mouth, but he stops me. “Let them have their moment. If you tease her, she’ll get embarrassed, and I’ll never hear the end of it from him. Let it be natural, Dani. You want her to be happy like we are. She will be.”

      He presses our noses together. “Just give him a chance. He’ll make her his world.”

      Devil’s never lied to me—not even when it would’ve been easier. So I choose to believe him now too.

      When it’s our turn, he hands over the tickets, then sets me down with a playful smack on the ass. We find an open car, pull the bar down, and get ready.

      As it starts turning, I laugh, the motion lifting my stomach. He leans his weight, shifting us so the car spins harder.

      “Heyyyy!” someone shouts.

      I turn to see Dime and Allison across from us. Her smile is wide, and their knees are touching. Good signs.

      “Heyyy!” I wave back. I’m so glad she’s having fun.

      I open my mouth to say how cute they are, but the ride picks up speed. It starts slow, then Devil plants his boots, grips the bar, and leans his full weight into it. We spin hard. I scream in delight, body pressing into his.

      “Oh my God!”

      Across from us, Dime does the same, Allison laughing with her hands in the air.

      My heart thuds wildly as the car spins, the laughter and dizziness mixing in the best way.

      And when it finally slows to a stop, all I can hope is that we get many more nights like this. Laughing with my husband. With my friends.

      It’s my favorite thing.

      And yet... a small part of me wonders if I’ll have to give that up to help the club push to the next level.

      God, I hope not.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 3

          

          DEVIL

        

      

    

    
      Dani’s hand is clasped tightly in mine as we walk from the fairgrounds to where the bikes are parked. I guide her toward mine, but she suddenly puts on the brakes.

      “I drove, remember?” she says, nodding toward her SUV parked under a security light.

      That’s my girl. I never have to worry about her not taking safety seriously. No matter how I ended up married to her—how calculated it all began—I love Daniela.

      There’s so much in our past she doesn’t know. How our meeting wasn’t an accident. How getting her to fall in love with me was part of the endgame. How this marriage was necessary for the mission to succeed.

      But through all the lies, one thing is real: I love her. Falling for her wasn’t supposed to happen. Maybe I’m a bastard for it. Maybe I should push her away—for her sake as much as mine—but the heart wants what it wants.

      Even when the man it beats inside is a fucking liar.

      One day the truth will catch up with me. But today isn’t that day.

      “Prospect!” I yell to the newest recruit. “Take her SUV home. Get someone to bring you back for your bike.”

      “Will do.” He holds out his hand.

      Dani tosses him the keys, and he catches them effortlessly, flashing us a grin. “Thank you!” she calls after him.

      He salutes her, then jogs toward the SUV.

      “Come on.” I hook my arm around her shoulders, drawing her against me as we head toward my bike. At the end of every day, this is what I crave—her body close to mine. Her calm to my chaos.

      “It’s been a while since I’ve ridden with you.” Her voice is muffled against my shirt and the leather of my cut.

      The heat of her breath raises goosebumps on my arms. Around us, the night is thick and humid, crickets chirping loud in the quiet. The parking lot is nearly empty now, which is why I don’t bother holding back when I lean down and whisper into her ear, “Been a while since you’ve ridden me, too.”

      She giggles, her fingers tightening in my shirt where her arm wraps around my waist. “Maybe we could fix that when we get home. Or... on the way home. I’m not picky. And I know you aren’t either.”

      My cock hardens instantly. It has been a while—longer than either of us prefers. The weight of running the club and my meetings with Chief Harrison have drained me. Every day I wear a mask. There’s only one person who sees the real me—Dime. But Dani? She sees parts no one else does. Still, some truths I keep locked away for good reason.

      One day, the mask will fall.

      But not tonight.

      “Oh yeah?” I murmur, pressing a kiss to her cheek. “I’d be down for that if you are.”

      She purrs low in her throat. “Yeah. I’ve missed the fuck out of you.”

      I’ve missed her too. The way her body clings to mine. The scrape of her nails down my back. The way her voice gets breathy when she’s close.

      “Missed you too, babe. Let’s go.”

      We mount the bike, and I make sure she’s secure before starting it up. Her arms wrap around me tight, her body snuggling into my back. There was a time when the only peace I found was in a patrol car, patrolling small-town Alabama. Now? It’s here. With her behind me, pressed close.

      It’s dangerous.

      How much I care.

      But I can’t help it.

      “You good?” I call over my shoulder.

      Her helmeted forehead rests against me, and she nuzzles like a cat. That’s all the answer I need.

      “Hold on tight.”

      We take off, the engine growling beneath us. The club falls into formation behind me as we ride the two-lane road just outside Laurel Springs. No streetlights out here—just darkness, humidity, and the faint glow of the city on the horizon.

      Back when I was courting Dani, we’d come out here, park, and make out like teenagers. Her dad was always around, always watching. I respected it—but all I wanted was my tongue in her mouth and my dick buried deep.

      Crude, but honest.

      She digs her nails into my stomach when I take a turn a little fast. That pinch of pain shoots straight to my cock. I want her—bad. If I could, I’d hit the throttle and be home in seconds. I’ve let the job consume me, and I’ve neglected our marriage in the process.

      No more.

      I love her.

      This woman—my twin flame—is my one and only. My prayer is that when the truth comes out, she’ll give me the chance to explain.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      When we reach the compound, the bikes split off, heading to their destinations—homes, dorm rooms, the clubhouse.

      Dani and I ride on, up the hill to our place.

      I cut the engine and swing off the bike, then turn to face her. It’s not easy with the way we’re perched, but we make it work.

      She unhooks her helmet, places it behind her, and raises an eyebrow. “What are you doing, Dev?” Her voice is playful, her eyes twinkling under the security light.

      “If you have to ask, then I’m doing it wrong, babe.”

      I cup the back of her neck and pull her to me, pressing my mouth to hers in a kiss that says mine. Tongue claiming, lips rough. It’s been years since we made out on the bike, but damn if it doesn’t snap me right back to the beginning.

      She tangles her fingers in my hair, nails scraping my scalp, then tilts her head to direct me down her neck. Her little gasps and moans are making it hard to sit still. I grip her hips, digging my fingers into the denim of her shorts, grinding us together.

      “Devil, don’t stop,” she pants.

      That voice—breathy and needy—was the first thing that got me hard when we met. She’d given me one long look, paused at my fly, and told me no man tells her what to do.

      I’ve been hers ever since.

      I trail kisses down her neck, across her collarbone, until the edge of her tank top blocks my path. Irritated, I reach up, yank the fabric down, dragging her bra with it. Her bare breast is exposed to the night—and to me.

      “Devil, we should take it inside,” she says, squirming on the seat.

      “We’re just fine right here.”

      We don’t do shit like this anymore. Back when we were dating, I fucked her against the clubhouse wall with a party going on inside. Now? We’ve become the couple who has sex on Tuesdays, lights off, and “wild” means doggy style. That ends now.

      I wrap my lips around her nipple, sucking and biting the peak. She jerks against me, hips rolling.

      I plant my feet, steadying the bike as I devour her.

      With a growl, I pull back, her nipple glistening in the moonlight. “You like that, Daniela?” I blow cool air on the wet skin.

      “Yeah, I love it,” she moans. “But I’d love for you to fuck me instead.”

      She’s never been shy about what she wants. It’s part of what made me fall for her in the first place.

      I hop off the bike, lift her into my arms, her legs wrapping around my waist, and carry her toward the house. I don’t let go of her nipple—my mouth stays latched like it’s my last breath.

      “You’ve gotta turn, Dev,” she grits. “So I can use the keypad.”

      I shift just enough, and she punches in the code. The door opens. I step inside, slam it shut, and lock it.

      Then I spin her around to face the door, sliding my hands beneath her shirt to cup her breasts, my mouth hot on her neck. She grinds back against my cock.

      “Devil, stop teasing,” she growls, scratching the door in frustration.

      I reach down, unbutton her shorts, and shove them down. “Step out,” I mutter.

      She kicks off her shoes and the denim pools around her ankles. I kneel behind her, spreading her thighs.

      “What are you⁠—”

      Her question cuts off when I press my mouth to her pussy. Her hands slam into the door, fingers gripping my hair as I feast on her.

      “Dev,” she pants. “I can’t…”

      She’s trembling, her knees weak, but I hold her up. I slide two fingers into her and stroke deep. Her head thuds against the door as her body rocks against mine. I glance up—her eyes are closed
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