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Out of the night that covers me,

Black as the Pit from pole to pole,

I thank whatever Gods maybe

For my unconquerable soul.

In the fell chance of circumstance

I have not winced nor cried aloud.

Under the bludgeonings of chance

My head is bloody, but unbowed

Beyond this place of wrath and tears

Looms but the Horror of the shade,

And yet the menace of the years

Finds, and shall find, me unafraid.

It matters not how straight the gate,

How charged with punishments the scroll,

I am the master of my fate:

I am the captain of my soul.

INVICTUS

William Ernest Henley

1849 - 1903
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Please be aware that this book contains triggers for sensitive readers.

It has graphic language, sex, violence, drug use and cheating in the content.

Therefore be aware of the above triggers before you continue.

Another thing, please note that my books are set in South Africa and written in South African English. I use Afrikaans and Zulu words in my writing as well.

I’ve translated most words as the books unfold, but some might have slipped through. Please check the glossary at the back of the book if you find one of those slippery little words.

As with all my books I solidly walk on the dark side.

Come and walk along with me.
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CHAPTER ONE
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Skylar

Ten Years Ago

I stared at the pregnancy test lying on the vanity where I had dropped it.

It couldn’t be true.

It had to be a mistake.

According to the test there was no mistake. I was pregnant.

For the last three and a half months my inner voice has been shouting at me but I ignored it, pretended that I didn’t hear it, pretended that it wasn’t real, that I wasn’t pregnant.

Not that pretending fixed anything.

I ignored the signs that something wasn’t right. The fatigue, nausea and sensitive boobs I put down to being stressed. The missing period...stress.

I was stressed about my man almost never being home. He used to call me all the time, now when he did it was to tell me he wasn’t going to be home and that was it. No telling me he loved me, no making plans to go out for dinner, or a movie night...just nothing.

And now this.

We’ve been very careful because Carl, or Sin, his road name, was adamant he didn’t want kids until at least in his mid-thirties. According to him he wanted to enjoy life and part of that was being a patched member of the Iron Dogz MC. He loved the club and the freedom it gave him. Deep in the heart of me I resented the fact that while he was the one with the freedom I was the one sitting at home like a dirty little secret.

He didn’t want me anywhere near his club.

I tried to persuade him to change his mind but he refused to reconsider.

And the reason why?

According to him there were a few bad apples in the barrel and he didn’t want them to know about me. He assured me that once they’ve been handled he would take me to the club and introduce me to his friends.

Did I believe him? Absolutely. He never lied to me.

I knew about and hated the easy women that hung around the men at the club. Even though he assured me he never touched them, I sometimes smelt their heavy perfume on him and it grated on me. I hated that they touched him when he was mine and I could do nothing to make them stop. He knew how I felt and always explained the reason for the perfume on him, he hid nothing from me.

In the three years we’ve been together he has always told me the truth, no matter what.

When I met him he had been what is called a hangaround. He hung out at the club and went to their parties and so on. Just before our one year anniversary we found a great duplex and moved in together. Everything was perfect, we were happy. We’d been together for just over eighteen months when he started prospecting at the club and that’s when everything started to change.

He told me how he had to show he was serious about joining the Iron Dogz MC. It meant he would be spending time away from home because he was now at the beck and call of all the brothers at the club. He promised it wouldn’t be forever, only a year. It was a tough year but I stuck with him. He sometimes came home battered and bruised and I was so afraid for him but he laughed it off. Told me it was part of becoming an Iron Dog. I never found out where those injuries came from because he said it was ‘club business’.

I learnt to hate those two words.

When his year as a prospect was done he was patched in and disappeared for two days. When he came home he was reeking of alcohol, cigarette smoke and a horribly sweet smelling perfume. And the reason he smelt of perfume? All the prospects got lap dances from the strippers who had been at the party, but nothing more. He swore he hadn’t laid a hand on another woman. What he did do was drink hopelessly too much then passed out and slept for most of the next day.

I believed him because we had made a pact when we started. No matter how hurtful it might be, we would always tell each other the truth.

I knew if he had cheated he would have told me. It was just who he was.

An honest man who hated secrets.

Unfortunately it didn’t stop him from keeping things from me because it was club business.

While I waited for him to finish his year as a prospect I clung to the fact that once he was patched in he would introduce me to his friends at his club.

He didn’t. He gave the same reason as before, bad people at the club.

And now he has been a patched member of the Iron Dogz MC for almost a year and he was still keeping that part of his life separate. Sometimes late at night he would text me to say he was busy with club business and would be staying in his room at the club.

Yes, he had a bloody room at the club. A room I’ve never seen and it worried me.

Lately it has been happening all the time and I got only texts no phone calls. It scared me because I didn’t know what he was involved in. All I knew was that the whispers surrounding his club weren’t good. Not good at all. He insisted it was a load of bullshit but I still worried about him.

And now I was bloody pregnant. And he was nowhere near thirty. He would be turning twenty eight in two weeks’ time. Close, but not thirty.

How was I going to tell him?

I was scared because I knew he was going to be pissed off. And he was going to have a hard time accepting that it was an accident. I was on the pill and took it like clockwork every night at six. I should have been protected. I wasn’t. I had no explanation why this happened, except that we probably fell into that miniscule percentage where my protection failed.

He wasn’t going to be the only one who was going to be furious about the baby.

His family for some reason really didn’t like me. His mother didn’t hide the fact that she thought I wasn’t good enough for her precious boy. His dad was quiet most of the time and didn’t say much, letting his wife do the talking. His sister Monika, and her best friend Crystal, never let the chance pass to make me feel uncomfortable and unwelcome. They were sneaky enough not to do it when he was around. I’ve learnt to deal with it but I still dreaded those times we had to attend family dinners.

Why didn’t they like me? What did I do to make them dislike me so much? I have asked Carl so often it has started to piss him off and he refused to answer the last time I asked. His refusal hurt and made me angry at the same time.

So I no longer asked.

There were a lot of questions he refused to answer. A lot of questions I no longer asked.

Like how did he get the name, Sin? What was his job at the club? Who were his friends at the club? Did his club brothers have girlfriends? Would he ever take me with him and introduce me to his friends? What did they do when they went on all those club runs?

He brushed the questions off. Usually he diverted my attention by taking me to bed.

Lately though, as he started spending more and more time at the club and not coming home I’ve started to have doubts about us. We weren’t having sex regularly either. He was always tired. A twenty seven year old man who was too tired to have sex? Unbelievable.

Did he still love me? He used to tell me all the time, lately not so much.

Sometimes he got a look in his eyes that was downright scary. The look was never aimed at me but it was there none the less. It was a cold calculating look that cut through me like a blade.

I hated that look.

Loud knocking jerked me out of my head and I snatched the test from the vanity only to drop it on the floor. Grabbing it up I shoved it into the cabinet where it would be out of sight and ran downstairs.

When I opened the front door I wished I had ignored the knocking.

Carl’s sister, Monika and her best friend Crystal stood on the doorstep, fake smiles on their faces. Crystal was a tart and never made a secret that she wanted my man. She flirted outrageously whenever they came to visit. Not that Carl gave her his attention, not at all. In fact, he avoided her when he could.

Monika was flushed and looked a bit embarrassed.

“Hi, sorry to barge in on you without calling first but it’s sort of an emergency. I...uhm...I started my period and I have nothing with me. Can you help me out?”

I immediately opened the door wider.

“Sure, come on in. There are tampons and panty liners in the cabinet in the upstairs bathroom.” I waved a hand towards the stairs.

Crystal stayed downstairs with me and I did the hostess thing, offering her something to drink which she turned down. Making herself at home on the couch she started tapping on her phone and ignoring me. The usual bullshit.

Taking a glass from the shelf I filled it with water and standing in the kitchen drank it down.

It was only then that I remembered the test.

Almost dropping my empty glass I set it down and was about to run up to the bathroom when Monika walked in to the kitchen with a wad of toilet paper in her hand.

She held the wad out towards me and I saw the test sticking out. Nausea rolled through me and I swallowed heavily.

“What the hell is this?” Her voice was high and close to screechy. Crystal ran in and peered around her shoulder then pulled a disgusted angry face.

I drew in a breath and just went with the truth. “It’s a positive pregnancy test. I just found out we’re pregnant.”

Monika’s eyes narrowed. “Sin doesn’t know?”

Right then I was glad she didn’t have the same eyes as Sin’s. She had her mother’s brown eyes.

“No, he doesn’t. He’s busy with club business and won’t be home tonight. I’ll tell him when he comes home tomorrow.”

I should have known she wouldn’t let it go.

She shook her head from side to side and then the bitchy look disappeared completely to be replaced by a sweet smile. Something she only showed her family, never me.

I should have been suspicious of the complete change but I was worried about getting the test out of her hands.

“I have an idea.” She said as she threw the test onto the island worktop. I grabbed it and shoved it into my pocket, glad to get it out of her hands.

“Don’t worry about it, Monika. I’ll tell him when he gets home.”

She slowly shook her head from side to side.

“No, I have a better idea. I was talking to one of the girls at the club and she invited us to the party they’re having tonight. You should come. Sin will be back from the run and you can surprise him with the news.”

I started shaking my head and was about to shoot down her plan when she played the card I had no defence against.

“If you don’t come to the party and tell him I’m going home right now and telling my mum. Imagine how pissed Sin will be when he’s not the first to know. He’ll freak out, completely.”

The damned bitch, she had me in a corner.

“Fine. I’ll go, but I can guarantee you he’s not going to be happy. He doesn’t want me hanging out around the club.”

Crystal snorted. “He’ll get over it. Once you tell him he won’t be angry at you anymore. I bet you he’ll be bragging to his brothers all night long.”

Shit. I hope so, I really, really do.

Monika clapped her hands and grinned at me. “I have the greatest plan. We’ll go in first and prepare him for you. Don’t worry, we won’t tell him anything, we’ll just get him a little mellow. He’s always easier to handle when he’s mellow.” She winked at Crystal with a very knowing look and both of them grinned.

I had a bad feeling about this and knew I had to nip it in the bud. I would tell him when he came home, not at his club while he’s surrounded by his partying friends.

“I really think it’s better if I just wait for him to come home.”

“No! You tell him tonight or I tell mum!” Monika’s voice rose as she snapped at me.

I held up my hands to calm her down. “Fine, fine, I’ll come to the bloody party and tell him. I’ll go early.”

Crystal shook her head.

“You can’t arrive too early because then you won’t get through the gate as easily. Give them all a chance to have a few beers. When you arrive just tell the guys at the gate Sin invited you. Easy.”

“Come on, Skylar.” Monika wheedled. “It’s going to be perfect. You two are going to have the prettiest baby ever.”

Finally I gave in.

She made it sound like such a good idea.

I blew out the breath I had been holding. “Okay, I’ll do it.”

Both of them gave little screams of excitement before Monika started laying out her plan.

“You have to wait for my text. It’s not going to be early. They always handle club business before the party starts. When it’s in full swing and he’s had some time to unwind and mellow out I’ll text you. Like Crystal said, you’ll have no problems getting through the gate, just tell them Sin invited you and they’ll let you in.”

She suddenly frowned. “You do know where the clubhouse is, right?”

I nodded but I was already having second, third and fourth thoughts about the plan because it didn’t feel right to tell him at the club. It would be better if I waited and told him in the privacy of our home. Maybe she saw my resolve wavering because she grabbed my hands, squeezing tightly.

“Don’t overthink it, Skylar. Just follow the plan and it will all work out exactly like it should. You’ll see. There won’t be any problems.”

She gave me another brilliant smile, hugged me then stepped back still smiling.

“I can’t wait to see Mum’s face when she finds out she’s going to be a granny. She’s going to be over the moon.”

“You think so?” I wasn’t so sure about that. The woman didn’t like me at all.

“She’s going to love this baby, just you wait and see.” She said with a small smile.

The two of them left soon after and I spent the rest of the day and evening worried as hell.

Firstly I was going to the clubhouse where he never wanted me to go. And secondly I was going to tell him I was pregnant. Something I knew he didn’t want until much later in his life.

I dressed carefully. I wanted to look good for him and dressed in a black floaty top that disguised my too wide hips and the little belly I now had. I paired it with black jeans and ankle boots with a moderate heel. I applied light make-up and brushed my long hair. I didn’t tie it back and left it loose, the way he liked it, hanging down to the top of my butt. Looking in the mirror I thought I looked good but thousands of butterflies were flying around inside my belly.

Maybe I shouldn’t go. Maybe this was the wrong thing to do.

And then the text came and it was too late to back out.

“Please don’t let me fuck this up.” I whispered to myself.

It was around eleven when I finally arrived at the gate to the Iron Dogz MC’s compound. The guys manning the gate looked me over with hot eyes and I smiled nervously.

“Hey, sweet baby, what can I do for you?” A hot guy in a leather kutte like Carl’s asked as he leant in through my open window, one hand on top of the roof of my car.

“Sin invited me.” I answered nervously.

“Lucky fucker.” He grinned and waved me forward. “Go through the gate and park where you see all the other cars are parked. And, babe, if Sin is too busy for you, you come find me. I’ll never be too busy for someone as beautiful as you.” He said with a wink.

I couldn’t help the tiny grin, he’s admiration made me feel good. Driving through the gate I gasped when I realised the place was packed. This wasn’t a small club party. There were cars and bikes parked in long lines that shone under the security lights. I was so nervous my heart felt as if it was beating at about a hundred beats per minute. All I wanted to do was turn around and race away as if the hounds of hell were after me.

I snorted to myself. Dogs and hounds...the same damn thing.

I finally found a parking space and sat deep breathing for a minute or so before I got out. Hooking my bag over my head to hang across my body I made my way to the front doors. As I got closer I could feel the eyes on me. The men on the veranda watched my approach and I nervously gave them a nod and small smile as I climbed the steps. I noticed that not all of them wore Iron Dogz kuttes. Some were different.

One of the men who wore a different kutte stepped in front of me and I stuttered to a stop almost right in his chest.

“Hey sweetheart, you lost or something?” He asked as his eyes slid down and then up my body.

I shook my head quickly. “No, I’m here to see Sin. He invited me.”

A blonde guy who looked about the same age as Sin shoved the men out of his way until he stood in front of me. He was very, very pretty.

“Hey, darling, I’m Spider, Sin’s friend, and did I hear you right? You were invited by him?” He looked a bit confused.

“Uhm...yes.” I was so damned nervous and if I was honest with myself, now that I was here I was scared. So bloody scared.

A tall, blonde, heavily made up and barely dressed woman who was hanging on one of the men started laughing nastily. She looked me up and down and pulled a nasty face.

“He’s a bit busy right now. He took that new blonde back to his room about an hour ago. If you wait awhile he should finish with her in about another thirty minutes or so. Our Sin likes taking his time with the ladies...if you know what I mean.” She said with a knowing wink.

My heart stuttered and my belly rolled ominously. What? What was she saying?

The one called Spider pointed a warning finger at her. “Stop your bullshit, Jane.”

Taking my hand he drew me through the doors into the clubhouse.

My mouth fell open in shock and my eyes flitted around as I took in the wild party going on around us. People were having sex openly...everywhere! I looked around frantically trying to find Monika or Crystal but the place was so packed there was no way I would ever find them. I stopped looking around because I really didn’t want to meet any of the eyes I could feel on me.

I focused on Spider’s wide back as he shoved through the crowd.

Skirting around the packed bar we were finally clear of all the people and he led me down a long passage. At the far end he stopped in front of a door then turned to me.

“Are you sure? Are you sure you want to see him because if the bitch outside wasn’t lying he’s not going to be happy to see us, sweetheart.”

I had no words so I just nodded. I hoped and prayed that it was Monika and Crystal in the room with him. Waiting for me to arrive.

With a quick nod Spider smashed a fist against the door, and then opened it.

As he threw it wide my world and my heart was shattered.

The lights seemed bright as day, and spotlighted the man I loved, my man, lying stretched out on the bed, naked, with a naked Crystal on top of him. You didn’t need to be a brain surgeon to know what they were doing. I heard my shocked and heartbroken gasp over her loud as hell moans.

“Fucking hell, Sin. What the fuck? You invite this girl to the party but you’re fucking some other bitch? That’s not cool, brother.” Spider exclaimed as he tried to push me out the door, but I wouldn’t let him.

Shoving him out of the way I stepped into the room and stood there, taking in the empty condom wrappers on the floor and the tied off used condom lying in between those wrappers. What was left of my shattered heart broke into a thousand little pieces and fell to the floor to lie bleeding in between the evidence of his infidelity.

Sin, because this man wasn’t my Carl anymore, turned his head slowly and glared at us.

“Ge’ the fuck out, Spider, I’m busy.” He growled as he pushed up on his hands. Crystal adjusted but didn’t move off him.

His pupils were blown wide open like dark empty caverns, there was hardly any blue left around them. His words were almost unintelligible and it was very obvious he was drunk and high. He was on drugs, something the man I knew didn’t do. It was suddenly very clear that I never knew him at all.

“Tay tha’ lyin’ bish wif yoo whe’ yoo leaf.” He slurred.

“When did I ever lie to you, Sin?” I asked softly.

“Now!” He shouted as he pushed the slyly grinning bitch off him and jumped off the bed. He swayed dangerously as he faced us. “Yoo goin’ ta lie ta me now. Mon’ka an’ Crys’al tol’ me everthin’. They caught you wi’ Jason, yoo plan to plant his fuckin’ bas’ard on me! Yoo fuckin’ lyin’ bish! Yoo fink I woud’n ha’ known it washn’ my kid? I wou’da known!” He raved drunkenly standing there naked with an empty condom hanging off his dick. A dick that was no longer hard, at least there was that.

“Jesus, Sin, calm the fuck down.” Spider rasped. “What the fuck are you talking about?”

Sin pointed an accusing finger at me.

“Her. I’m talkin’ ‘bout her coming here to tell me she’s pregnant wif my kid while she’s been fuckin’ Jason behin’ my back. That piece of trash in her belly isn’t mine. Thank fuck.” He growled, suddenly sounding half way sober.

When he looked at me his eyes were empty, cold and hard. He gave me the look I hated.

“Get the fuck out and if I see you ever again you’ll be fucking sorry ‘cause I’ll make you bleed as I cut tha’ bastard out of your belly, you fuckin’ whore.” He snarled and made as if to come at me but Spider held him back with a hand against his chest. He was so drunk and bombed out of his mind that it didn’t take much to hold him back.

Tears were pouring down my cheeks and dripped off my jaw as I slowly retreated but before I left I looked at a grinning Crystal then back at him. I knew my disgust was clearly visible on my face.

“When we started we swore no lies, ever, no matter how hurtful it might be. You’ve been lying to me for years.” I waved a hand around his room. “By the evidence in your bed, on the floor and in the wastebasket you’ve been cheating all along. Contrary to the shit your sister and that whore spouted I’ve never had sex with anyone but you. I’ve kept my word, but you haven’t. And now I have to have myself tested so I don’t pass some horrible disease onto my child.” I turned but then swung around and hissed at him through my tears.

“Oh, and don’t worry, SIN, you won’t EVER see me or my child again. You’re not worthy of my time, my love or the child I’m carrying. You’re a horrible excuse for a man and I pity any woman who falls for your line of bullshit like I did. The whores are welcome to your faithless dick.”

With that I swung around and only then realised we had an audience. Monika stood surrounded by men wearing leather kuttes, an evil smirk on her face. I shoved my way past her.

“That’s right you whore, run, run. Stay away from my family or you’ll be sorry!” She shouted after me.

As I shoved my way through the crowd of men they cat-called and grabbed at me, pinching my ass and one even grabbed my boob so hard I shrieked in pain. Suddenly the hands were gone as Spider jumped to my side with an angry shout and punched the bastard who had hurt me right in the face.

“Leave her the fuck alone, you fucking animals. You touch her again and I swear to God I’ll fucking kill you.” He shouted as he grabbed me around the waist and shoved his way through the club, taking me outside.

I shook him off as soon as we cleared the door and ran as if the demons from hell were after me. As far as I was concerned they were. I could still hear the jeers and threats of pulling a train on me (whatever the hell that meant) as I jumped in my car and sped out of there.

I never wanted to see any of them ever again. Not even Spider and he had been the only good guy there.

Digging my phone out of my bag that was still around my body I dialled.

When my dad answered all I could do was cry. Not a word came out.

“Sweetie, what happened? What’s wrong? Is it Carl? Was he in an accident on that damned bike of his?” He kept trying to get answers as I cried and cried.

“I...I’m...co...co...coming...home.” I finally got out through the sobs.

“I’ll be waiting, sweetie.” My dad growled.

Turning my phone off I dropped it back in my bag then concentrated on getting home in one piece. I had a precious little life to protect.

The gates were wide open and I drove in and parked behind the cars already there. Morgan and Parker’s cars. My parents had called my siblings.

My car door was pulled open and I almost fell into my dad’s arms. I sobbed against his big chest as if my heart was breaking, which it was, it had been shattered. Beyond repair.

“He...he...he...he’s a liar and a cheater!’ I finally got out and felt my dad stiffen. “I ff...ffou...found him...in bed...wi...with...Crystal!” I cried brokenly into my dad’s wide chest.

“Fucker!” Morgan swore angrily.

My dad didn’t say a word, he turned and keeping his arm around me led me into the house where my mum and sister were waiting for us. I went from my dad’s arms to my mum’s, holding onto her as I sobbed on her shoulder. She stroked her hand over my hair soothingly and patted my back while holding me tight. Eventually the tears calmed and mum’s hands settled on either side of my face.

“Parker, make her some tea, sweetie, and add lots of sugar.” Mum ordered as she lifted my face and kissed my forehead. “Our baby girl had a shock and she needs a bit of sweetness right now.” She had obviously heard what I had said to my dad.

Leading me to the couch she sat me down and then her and my dad took the spaces on either side of me, their arms around me. I was home where it was safe and where I was loved.

They held my hands as it all came pouring out.

How I had found out that I was pregnant. How Monika and Crystal arrived and found the test and how they said they would help me tell him. I didn’t want to use his name at all so he became him and he, never his name. When I explained what had happened at the club my dad and brother both jumped up and started pacing.

“I’m going to kill him. I’m going to fucking kill him.” My brother kept muttering. My dad wasn’t much better; he looked like he was going to explode with rage.

Mum impatiently waved their mutters and threats to silence.

“Why did they tell him you slept with Jason when it would be so very easy to disprove?” She asked with a confused little frown

I sniffed grossly and Parker handed me a handful of tissues. I blew my nose loudly then told them how Jason got pulled into their lies.

“You know Jason and Megan are good friends of ours. So, about four weeks ago he called me. He wanted my help choosing a ring for Megan and to help him arrange a romantic night for them. I’m a good friend so of course I said yes. He picked me up and we found the most beautiful ring, then we ordered the flowers to be delivered to their hotel room and arranged a very special dinner. He brought me back to the flat and came in for a beer. He wanted to tell HIM he was asking Megan to marry him. HE texted to say he wouldn’t be home until late and as he was leaving Monika and Crystal arrived and they saw him. Monika wanted to know what he was doing at the flat. I told her he came to see HIM but he texted to say he would be late. So Jason left. I haven’t seen him or Megan since because they went on a run with his club. And now Monika told her brother that my baby is Jason’s baby and he...he did all that stuff and threatened to cut my baby out of my belly if he ever saw me again. He threw me out and...and the men...at his...his club...they...they touched me. And he watched. He just stood there and watched, and he let them...” I couldn’t continue. It was just too much.

Dropping my head onto my knees I squeezed my eyes shut but still the images of those men intruded. The lounge was deathly silent. I had felt the tension ramping up as I told them what had happened. And it wasn’t because I was pregnant. 

“We need to move you out. Tonight.” Parker snarled angrily.

Parker and Morgan are quite a few years older than me and because I am the youngest they have always protected me.

When I first started dating HIM my family wasn’t all fired up about me being with a biker. But that changed when they saw the way he cared for me. They accepted him whole heartedly.

But that was no longer the case. He had threatened my life and the life of my unborn child.

He was now the enemy as far as my family was concerned.

They were solidly on my side and not only because we were family. They knew I would never do what I had been accused of doing, like he should have known. They knew how much I loved him. And unfortunately I still loved him, even though he had shattered my heart and soul into pieces so small they would never be put back together again.

I knew that from this day forward my heart would forever have pieces missing. I would heal but I would never be the same.

“I agree.” Morgan growled. “Parks and I will go and pack your stuff. We’ll store it in my garage for the time being. Just until you find yourself a place. You can stay with me if you’d like. You’d be safe there.” My big brother offered generously.

I don’t know where the strength came from but I straightened my spine and sat up. I knew what I had to do. For me and my unborn child. I had to protect us. From him and his club.

“I’m coming with you.”

I kept talking as my family watched me with worried looks on their faces.

“I always thought it was crazy but now I know why she did it.” I said softly and seeing my family’s confusion, I explained.

“A while back I saw something on facebook or maybe it was on one of the book pages I follow. I can’t remember now. This woman’s man was working on a very important proposal for his company and was going to be working late. He was working from home and she thought she would surprise him with dinner because he had been working such incredibly long hours. When she arrived at his flat she let herself in and hearing noises from the bedroom she quietly went to investigate. She walked in on him in bed with another woman. They were so busy they didn’t hear her and she left without disturbing them. Lucky for her she wasn’t living with the cheating bastard.” I ground out. “She left her keys to the flat and the dinner she had made on the kitchen counter and went home. Then she blocked his number and deleted him from her contacts and deleted all of her social media accounts. She called her friends and they helped her to pack up her things. The next morning she terminated her lease then withdrew half the money in their joint bank account, paid off all her accounts and paid off and cancelled her credit cards. Not that we have joint accounts or joint credit cards but anyway. She called her boss and resigned effective immediately, said her goodbyes and moved to a new city. When the asshole eventually surfaced from his sex fest and catching up with work, and found her keys and the rotting food in his kitchen, she was long gone.”

I stopped speaking and my family stared at me with shocked eyes. My mum surprised all of us when she suddenly clapped her hands and jumped up.

“Perfect. I know just where our girl is going to disappear to. I need to make a phone call. You four go and pack up her things. Take the bakkie and the trailer and don’t leave a single thing behind. Clean the place with bloody bleach so when he comes to his senses all he’ll have to remember her by is the smell of bleach.” She gave an evil laugh and my sister joined her, giving her a high five.

“We’ve got this, Mum. You get it organised this side while we pack up her stuff.”

We worked through the night and around three the next afternoon we were finally done. Everything I owned was stacked in Morgan’s second garage. Luckily Parker had kept all her boxes when she moved into her house and we used those to pack up my things. I decided that anything that couldn’t be packed in a box was to be left behind.

My clothes, shoes and toiletries were packed in my dad’s car.

Mum was waiting for us with a very satisfied smile when we tiredly shuffled into the house. I was exhausted and she pulled me over to the couch and I fell into it with a loud groan.

“You’ve got a place to stay.” Mum said as she sat down next to me. “It’s going to break my heart that you’ll be so far away while my first grand baby grows in your belly but your safety is our top priority. Those bikers will never find you.”

“Where?” My voice sounded sad and tired.

“You’re going to Aunt Carleigh in Savannah.” She held up a hand when I started protesting. “Bryce moved into a house with the rest of his band last week and his cottage is empty. He said he’ll have it ready for you when you arrive.”

She patted my clenched hands reassuringly.

“Your visa is still valid and once you’re there Uncle Bill will take care of all the paperwork you might need for a lengthy stay. He says not to worry about a thing. I’ve booked your flight. You leave for the US tomorrow night. Right now you’re going to rest while Parker and I sort out your luggage.”

I was going to America. A place where he would never find us. Where we would be safe from his club.

“Did you tell them?”

“Yes, Sky, I did. You need people around you who love and care about you. They will watch over you for us. Daddy and I will come over to be with you when our precious grandbaby comes into the world. We’ll make a holiday of it. If anyone should check on us it will look like we’re on long holiday and visiting friends in the US.”

“And I’ll come over once the folks come home and spend some time with you and the baby.” Parker slung an arm around my shoulders, hugged me to her and kissed the side of my head.

“I’ll arrange my calendar so it’s clear for when the sproglet arrives and come over to spoil her or him. And you, of course.” Morgan grinned as he ruffled my hair.

Tears pooled in my eyes as I looked at my family.

“I love you guys so very much. I don’t want to leave but I know it’s not going to be safe for me around here for a while. I don’t even know if he...” I couldn’t finish the sentence and no one asked me to.

My family was done with Carl “Sin” Smith.

As was I.

From now on it was me and my baby.

We were the only ones that mattered.

No one else.

Not anymore anyway.
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CHAPTER TWO
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Sin

His head thumping like a steel drum woke him. Groaning he turned over and froze.

There was a blonde woman in bed with him, and she was very fucking naked.

Fucking hell.

What did he do?

Trying to remember just made the headache worse.

And then he recognised her. The bitch in his bed was Crystal, his sister’s best friend.

What the fuck?

What the fuck did he do?

And then part of it came rushing back.

The hell he had been dumped in last night.

He remembered Monika and Crystal arriving and his sister insisting she had to speak to him in private. She was his sister, so of course he took her aside to hear what she had to say. What she told him shattered his dreams and his heart. His girl, the one he loved, has been cheating on him with his fucking cousin and they had caught them in the act. Jason had threatened them to keep silent but Monika said she couldn’t do that to him, her own brother. She had to tell him.

At first he didn’t want to believe it but the more she explained the more it made sense. The missed calls Sky’s been getting lately and the texts she deleted before putting her phone down. When he asked she had said it was Parker sending her dirty texts again. Her sister had a very wicked sense of humour and he knew she sent Sky dirty texts because she had sent him a couple of things that had him laughing and shaking his head.

According to Crystal the texts had been from Jason arranging to meet up with Skylar the minute his back was turned. And his back had been turned a lot over the last few months because he had been busy with club business. They’d had so many runs lately that all of them were riding more than they ever had before. Most nights he had been so tired he crashed in his room at the clubhouse instead of going home.

He should have gone home. It was too late now though. It was over, so fucking over.

Looking at the bitch in bed with him and the evidence of his stupidity on the floor he bit back the howl of disgust as he got out of bed. Jerking his jeans up his legs he pulled them up over his naked ass and quickly zipped up. Clenching his teeth at the thumping ache in his head he quickly got rid of the shit on the floor then kicked the side of the bed. When she didn’t stir he did it again.

The bitch turned over with a smile and threw her hands up over her head, kicking the sheet off as if to say ‘here I am, come and get me’, he so didn’t want any of what she was offering.

“It’s time for you to leave.” His voice rasped out of a dry as hell throat.

“Come back to bed, baby, we’ll do another couple of lines and then I’ll make you feel real good. Like I did last night.” She smiled out of a puffy, make-up smeared face and his stomach churned in disgust.

His memory was a blank. He had no recall of doing drugs with her or fucking her.

This was bad, really, really fucking bad.

“Get the fuck out of my bed and fuck off. You got what you came for, now get out.” He snarled as he picked up her dress and threw it at her head.

Snatching the dress off her face she gave him a sly smile. “I can’t wait to tell Monika we’re going to be sisters for real now, like we had always planned.”

He snorted out a nasty laugh and shook his aching head at her stupidity.

“What the fuck is the matter with you? There is no us, not now, and not at any time in the future either. You think I don’t know what you really are? How you’ve been fucking my club brothers? I know it all, and there’s no fucking way I’m repeating last night, ever. It’s done. Over. Now get your slutty ass out of my bed and get out. You’d better be gone when I’m done in the bathroom.” He snarled as he slammed the bathroom door behind him not giving her a chance to say another word.

Standing just inside the door his stomach rolled and bile pushed up into his throat when he saw the empty baggie next to the tell-tale white smears on the vanity. Gritting his teeth he swallowed heavily until his stomach subsided. Grabbing a facecloth he wet it and cleaned off the top then rinsed it out, over and over. Making sure all the drugs were gone before throwing the used cloth in the basin. Looking at his bloodshot eyes in the mirror he cringed and looked away. He couldn’t even meet his own eyes, how was he going to look in his girl’s eyes?

All he knew right now was that he had to get cleaned up, go home and speak to Sky. He needed to hear the truth and he knew she wouldn’t lie to him. Last night he had apparently allowed his drunken, coked up ass and rage to make decisions for him. Deep in his gut he knew he had fucked up. The question was why, why had he allowed Monika and the slut to rile him up to the extent that all he wanted to do was get back at Sky? To hurt her as much as she had hurt him.

Monika had told him Sky was on her way to the club and she had a plan to get even with her. A plan he had gone along with. He remembered that part.

All the shit on the floor and the waste basket had been set up to make her think he was as much of a slutty cheater as she was.

But not all of it was a set up.

The used condom lying in the bottom of the waste basket wasn’t.

Fuck!

Now in the harsh light of day, sober and with an aching head, he knew, he just knew, things were not what they seemed.

He had a horrible feeling in his gut that he had been played. Played by his own blood, by his sister.

Fuck.

Rinsing his face with cold water he stood with his hands gripping the basin, staring at his face while cold water dripped from his chin and his stomach churned. The bloodshot eyes and pale skin told the story of his night.

He remembered drinking something that Monika had given him, for the shock she had said. His memories became hazy after that. He had a faint memory of drinking whisky straight from the bottle and snorting coke off some bitch’s tits. Not sure whose tits they were or if he had done it more than once. He couldn’t remember how he got to his room or of fucking Crystal.

He had been doing hard drugs in the fucking clubhouse! It was a major offence and he wondered if anyone had seen him doing it.

But that wasn’t the worst of his sins.

He had cheated on his woman.

And because he had known she was on her way to see him, and carrying what he had been told was another man’s child in her belly. He had gone along with his sister’s plan to make it look like he had been cheating on her with Crystal.

That at least had been the plan. Apparently he hadn’t stuck to the plan. He had gone further and fucked the slut. It made him the one who had cheated.

And his final sin, the worst sin. The most unforgivable in his eyes.

He had denied his child and threatened it’s life. Even while Monika had been telling him the kid was Jason’s he had known it wasn’t. His gut had told him it was his, and he had ignored it.

Three.

The number of his sins.

Sins that would forever be engraved in his mind and over his heart.

Opening the bathroom door he sighed with relief when he found his room empty and immediately locked his door. Making quick work of dragging the bedding from the bed he threw the whole lot in the hamper in the corner of the room. Once done he went into the bathroom so he could shower the sins he could remove from his body.

He felt incredibly fragile and ashamed.

The best way to get ahead of the shit show was to tell his prez what he had done.

And that was to admit to doing hard drugs on club property.

An hour later he knocked on Bounty’s office door.

Bounty wasn’t the only one in the office when he walked in.

Bulldog, Spider, Hawk and Ice were with him and Sin’s gut contracted in shame and fear. The shame multiplied when he met his best friend’s eyes and saw the disgust and disappointment in them. He looked away quickly, focussing on his prez.

“What can I do for you, Sin?” Bounty asked in a very even voice. Not a trace of anger to be found. But he didn’t ask him to sit down either.

Standing in front of his President’s desk Sin decided the best way to do this was to just come out and say it. To be honest.

“Prez, I fucked up last night. I...I snorted coke, here, in the clubhouse.” Once he had confessed he drew the empty baggie from his pocket and set it on the desk.

The silence was almost deafening and it took a while before Bounty said anything.

“I understand from Spider that you did more than just snort coke last night. According to him you threw your girl to the wolves and if he hadn’t protected her there was a good chance that she would have been harmed.” Ice cold eyes met Sin’s and he dropped his in shame.

“There were serious threats made of pulling a train on her. And the men who made those threats, who were encouraged to do so by your sister by the way, hadn’t cared whether she was willing or not. We had an open party last night, Sin, and there were men here who are not to be trusted around women. Something you know very well because we discussed it in church. But you, you threw your innocent girl out and those fuckers put their hands on her. If your brother over here hadn’t been with her she would have suffered the unimaginable. And that in my fucking clubhouse! Under my fucking roof! Your fucked up decisions could have put all of us in jail for rape!”

Dropping his head into his hands he ground his palms against his aching eyes as snatches of memory came back to him. Memories he had thought was a drug induced dream. Holding on to his head he was desperate to erase the visuals of men pawing at his girl as she left his room. And the sound of Monika laughing and jeering along with the men, but he couldn’t. Because it wasn’t a dream. It had been real. And he had done nothing to protect her. He had done nothing to stop his sister from encouraging the men.

Nothing.

Even worse, he must have watched them laying their dirty hands on Sky, then turned his back, and gone back to bed to pass out next to the slut.

“I fucked up. I’m not using it as an excuse, but I was really drunk and out of it. My sister told me my girl had cheated on me with my cousin, and at first I didn’t believe her. It was when she said my girl was having my cousin’s baby and she was coming here to tell me it’s mine that I fucking lost it, Prez. I just lost it and I did shit I never ever should have fucking done. And because of what I did my girl is never going to speak to me again, or forgive me. And if that’s my kid she’s carrying?” Shaking his head he waved a hand to silence Spider’s pissed off growl. “No, not if, that is my kid she’s carrying. Sky would never lie and while I was fucking drugged up I forgot. I forgot the promise we made to each other when we started dating. That we would never lie, no matter how much hurt the truth may cause, we would always be honest with each other.”

Shaking his head from side to side he felt his eyes start to burn with unshed tears.

“I allowed my sister to railroad me into something I can’t believe I did. I can’t remember everything I did but I know it was bad. And that’s not like me. I just don’t understand. Why? Why did I let Monika...”

And then it hit him. The drink, the drink Monika had given him. The fuzziness and the rage that had sucked him under once he had finished it. The fucking rage that had him doing shit he would never have done. The distance he felt from everyone and everything around him and the large gaps in his memory. Had she known what was in the drink? Had his own sister done this to him? Or had someone else been manipulating her to get to him?

Finding the answers was on him though, not his club. He would confront her after confronting Jason. Getting to him was going to be a problem because his cousin was a patched member of the Sinners Sons MC. They had a very fragile truce with the other one percenter club and if he and Jason came to blows that would not be good.

But first he had to fix his shit with his club.

“How do I fix this, Prez?” His gruff whisper sounded as broken as his soul.

“I don’t know, son. You truly fucked up your life that’s for sure.” Bounty’s answer didn’t help the burning in his eyes, at all. In fact it made it worse.

“You need to go to your woman and tell her what you told us.” Bulldog’s voice was harsh and pissed off. “I don’t think she’s going to take you back but at least you will have a chance to be in your child’s life. And hopefully, over time, she will forgive you and learn to trust you again, and then, maybe, if you’re lucky, you’ll get a second chance. A chance to prove that there’s more to you than the fucking asshole standing here in this office today.” His voice became cold and hard. “If she was my daughter I would make damned sure you never got anywhere near her or her child ever again, and that’s the honest to God truth.”

It felt as if the floor had been ripped from under his feet. He knew her dad and there was no way Gilbert Copeland was going to let him get anywhere near his baby girl. And the same would be true for her mum, her brother and sister. They would make sure he never saw her or his kid ever again.

“I have to get out of here.” He was suddenly frantic to leave. To get to Sky, to beg for her forgiveness.

“No, you’re not going anywhere. We have to address your transgressions against the club and for that we’re going to need a full church. Today is Sunday and you’re confined to the clubhouse until we can settle this. I’m sorry, Sin, but it’s club rules and you know it. Call your girl, talk to her, see where you stand then go from there.” Bounty laid down the law and there was nothing he could do but obey.

On the night he had accepted and pulled on his kutte he had become a part of the club and subject to the rules.

Suddenly he wondered why he had been so insistent on keeping Skylar away from his brothers. Why didn’t he want her to meet them? Or come to where he spent most of his time? It’s not as if he had anything to hide or that he was ashamed of his brothers. He was proud of being an Iron Dog, proud of his club and his brothers.

So what the hell was the matter with him?

“You wanted to have your cake and eat it.” Spider suddenly snarled and it was then he realised he had spoken his thoughts out loud.

“You don’t deserve that girl, Sin. We’ve been friends since before you started to hangaround at the club. We prospected and patched in together and none of us knew you had a girl. Not even me, your bloody best friend. She was a secret you kept from us and I’ve seen you with the whores around here. You might not fuck them anymore but you hardly ever refuse a lap dance and you allow the bitches to sit on your lap and touch you all the time. That, you fucker, is cheating in my book. You’ve been cheating on your girl for fucking years, Sin, just like she said.”

He violently shook his head from side to side. No, it wasn’t true, he had never cheated on her. And when had she said he had been cheating on her? He couldn’t remember. It must be one of those fucking memory gaps.

“It’s a very fine line, brother.” Spider continued. “If she allowed men to touch her and give her lap dances how would you feel? What would you do if you found her with some bastard fucking her? What would you do if the fucker who had his dick in her turns to you and gives you a nasty smile and kept on fucking her?”

Sin felt his top lip lift in an angry snarl at the thought.

Spider pointed a finger at him, his face contorted with rage.

“All of that shit happened to her last night. And you, you allowed it to happen. Actually, you made it happen. I’m so fucking disappointed in you. You’re one of my best friends and this shit kills me, it just kills me because I know, I know in my gut this isn’t like you. It’s not who you are, so why the fuck did you allow that shit to happen?”

Sin cringed internally as the truth sunk in.

“I’m exactly what you called me. Fucking stupid. I didn’t want her to come here and see the way the sluts are with the brothers. She’s a good girl. I didn’t want her to not trust me when I’m here without her. And allowing the lap dances and shit...I told her about all of it. She was aware of that part of club life and I knew she wasn’t happy about it. If you had paid attention you would have noticed that it only happened a few times after I was patched in and then not again. The bitches still touch but I move away as soon as I can. I fucked club sluts while I was a hangaround but that was before I met my girl. That shit stopped the moment I saw her for the first time. I knew she was mine and I didn’t want to fuck it up.” He groaned deep and loud as the hopelessness of his situation sank in. “And now I have, I’ve fucked it up. I’ve totally fucked up my life.”

Dragging his hands over his hair he moaned in pain and despair.

“I’m fucked.” He whispered.

And he was. Completely.

Three days later, after facing Hawk in the ring as punishment and made to watch the video of what went down outside his room, he was finally allowed to leave the compound. With Spider at his side he raced to their duplex only to find it empty of her possessions and presence. The place had been thoroughly cleaned and his girl was long gone.

He stood there and breathed in the overpowering smell of bleach. Not a trace of her scent remained. It had been scrubbed clean. Even the insides of the cupboards and the drawers where she had kept her clothes and underwear had been scrubbed.

It was as if she had never been there.

And it was his fault because he had threatened her and their baby.

He had threatened their lives.

What the fuck was up with that?

Spider was called back to the clubhouse and he rode out to the Sinners Sons MC’s compound on his own. It felt strange riding alone. Usually he had his brothers around him, taking his back.

But not this time. This time he was on his own.

He hoped like hell his cousin was at their clubhouse because he didn’t want to go to Megan’s place to talk to him. He didn’t want her hearing any of what he was about to ask his cousin.

Riding up to the closed gates at the Sinners compound he had to wait while the brother at the gate called for permission to let him in. Their clubs didn’t have the kind of relationship where they could just ride in to visit.

Finally the gate opened and he rode through, parking at the end of a long line of glittering bikes.

Jason, or Rook, as he was called by his club, stood waiting for him. A smile on his face.

“Heeyy cousin! What are you doing on this side of the divide?” He teased.

Sin said nothing as he walked up to him, very aware that a few of his brothers were watching. When he reached him he was drawn into a tight hug before they stepped apart.

“Hey, Rook. We need to talk, privately.” Sin said very quietly.

His cousin’s smile dropped immediately and he nodded towards a grouping of picnic tables while his narrowed eyes took in Sin’s battered face.

“Let’s sit down and you can tell me why the fuck you walk like you’re in pain and look like a ton of bricks fell on your face.”

No way could he tell his cousin it was club justice for a transgression. It was club business and not his to know. But the rest he could give him.

He didn’t try and sugar coat why he was there and came right out with it as soon as they sat down opposite each other.

“Monika says you’ve been fucking my woman and got her pregnant with your kid.”

Rook looked shocked and then furious. “What? What the fuck?”

He shook his head as he looked at Sin.

“And you believed that bitch, didn’t you? Jesus, Sin, your sister is a lying bitch, has always been a lying bitch. Since we were kids she’s been lying to get herself out of trouble and the rest of us in trouble.”

Sin wanted to interrupt but the man was furious and threw up both hands to shut him up.

“No, Sin! No, you’re going to fucking listen to me now. Did you know that your precious little sister has been fucking my sister’s useless piece of shit of a husband? No, by the look on your face I can see you didn’t know. I walked in on them in Steffi’s house, in her fucking bed. And do you know what that whore said to me when I threw the two of them out? That she would get even. So this is what she meant. She wants my old lady to hear about this bullshit and lose her fucking mind.” Rook shook his head and snorted. “Too bad for her conniving ass my old lady knows me, knows my dick is hers and only hers. Never would I disrespect her by fucking your woman who also happens to be a good friend of hers. And there’s no way Sky would ever, ever do that to a friend or to you. She’s too fucking loyal and honourable.”

As he laid it all out Sin realised just how badly he’d been played. How badly he had fucked up.

“I fucked up, Rook. Monika and Crystal came to me at a club party, I had been drinking with my brothers and wasn’t totally sober but I wasn’t totally pissed either. Long story short she told me my old lady was fucking you and was pregnant with your kid. I was shocked and angry. Didn’t believe her at first, but that changed.” He drew in a deep breath before he voiced his suspicions.

“She gave me a drink, for shock she said. I don’t remember much after, just snatches, but what I do remember is the rage I felt and the need to get even. And all the while she was there, encouraging me to do shit I would never fucking do. Drinking, doing drugs and fucking a whore. I not only cheated on my old lady, she walked in on it and then I threatened her life and the life of our baby. I watched as the men from a visiting club put their hands on her and I did nothing to protect her. If not for Spider I fucking don’t know what would have happened to her.” Sin closed his eyes and shook his head. “No, that’s a lie, I do know what would have happened to her. I just didn’t care. It was like I was someone else, someone who didn’t feel a thing for anyone. There was this cold rage inside me that...that just made me not care.”

His cousin didn’t say a word, just stared at him with narrowed ice cold eyes.

“I love her, Jase. I love her and I said and did all that shit. How the fuck could I do that? How? It’s not who the fuck I am.”

Rook stared at him when he fell silent, looked around then nodded. “I know it’s not you and unfortunately I know why you did what you did. I can’t say more because it’s on going club business. But I promise you, as soon as my prez gives me the okay I will give you the information you need. For now, all I can say is don’t take any unopened drinks from your sister or anyone else, for that matter. If you do and it’s spiked with the same stuff...a second dose can kill you.”

He was stunned and he stared at his cousin in shock.

Putting his hand on Sin’s forearm he continued to lay it out for him. “Your dad and my mum are brother and sister and our mothers are friends, but your family and mine are completely different. Your mum...she’s not good people, brother. I hate to do this to you, but don’t be surprised if she had a hand in this fuck up. She’s never liked Sky and always wanted you with some socialite bitch. She told my mum that she would be encouraging you to end it with Sky and make her friend’s daughter your wife.”

What?

“My mother said that? I know she’s not too fond of Sky, but she knows I love her and plan to marry her. I even asked her for my grandmother’s ring.”

Rook shook his head and sighed heavily. “Just be careful, little cuz, there’s bad shit going on with the women in your house. I can’t say more, because club business, but be very fucking careful.”

Leaving the Sinners compound
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