
        
            
                
            
        

    
	MC Romance with Other Women Drama

	His Cheating Biker Heart

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	MARIANNA KASON 



	




	Copyright © 2026 by Marianna Kason

	All rights reserved.

	No part of this book may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations used in reviews, critical articles, or scholarly works.

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

	All rights are reserved by the author. Unauthorized duplication or distribution of this work, in whole or in part, is a violation of applicable copyright laws and may result in legal action.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 1: The Cut On Her Shoulders

	Chapter 2: What She Kept Running

	Chapter 3: The Woman Who Did Not Scream

	Chapter 4: The Transition Plan

	Chapter 5: The Story Avah Tells

	Chapter 6: The House Near The Seawall

	Chapter 7: Salt Air And Almost

	Chapter 8: The Women’s Bay

	Chapter 9: The Table Where Men Decide

	Chapter 10: Brunch With Sharp Teeth

	Chapter 11: No More Clubhouse Girls In Her Place

	Chapter 12: Dinner Without The Cut

	Chapter 13: Signatures And Scars

	Chapter 14: The Permit That Vanished

	Chapter 15: The Damage He Managed

	Chapter 16: The Brother Who Bleeds Too

	Chapter 17: The Repair He Does Not Get Credit For

	Chapter 18: The Room That Watched

	Chapter 19: The Door He Does Not Open

	Chapter 20: The Ride Back To Herself

	Epilogue: Beside Her, Not Before Her

	


Chapter 1: The Cut On Her Shoulders

	“Reyna, the brisket guy says his payment bounced.”

	Reyna Guevara held one finger up to Tommy Flores without looking away from the banking app on her phone. The clubhouse bar was sticky under her forearms, warm from spilled beer and the constant press of elbows. Somebody had set a basket of fries too close to her paperwork, and a half-moon of grease had soaked into the bottom corner of the vendor list she had printed that morning because Kellan still trusted paper when the internet “started acting cute.”

	“It didn’t bounce,” she said, tapping through the transaction history. “He sent the invoice to the old garage email. The one I told him not to use after his cousin kept forwarding spam about boat engines.”

	Tommy leaned over the bar, his Iron Vultures patch creasing across his broad chest. “So we’re good?”

	“We’re good if he stops acting like reading instructions is government oppression.”

	Tommy barked out a laugh and slapped the counter twice before turning back toward the crowd. “Hear that, Gary? Reyna says your brisket man can’t read.”

	Gary Wiggins, already red-faced from the heat of the smoker and whatever was in his plastic cup, lifted both hands. “I’m only here to eat and look pretty.”

	“You’re failing one of those,” someone called.

	The room answered with noise, boots on concrete, pool balls knocking together, glass bottles landing in trash cans, men laughing too loud because the night had given them permission. The Iron Vultures clubhouse had always sounded like a place built by people who trusted noise more than conversation. The jukebox in the corner kept skipping over the same guitar riff, and the old wall fan above the dartboard pushed around the smell of beer, leather, fryer oil, and the citrus cleaner Reyna bought in bulk because men who worked with motor oil believed wiping a counter meant dragging a damp rag across it once.

	She paid the brisket invoice from the correct account, screenshotted the confirmation, and texted it to the vendor with a polite note she had rewritten twice so the impatience didn’t show. It was a Saturday night party, not a work shift, but her phone had been buzzing since seven. Ice delivery. Wristband count. Bar cash. Donor basket labels. The charity ride was four weeks away, and half the club treated “Reyna’s got it” like a formal plan.

	A woman in a red tank top squeezed behind her to reach the cooler. “You ever put that thing down?”

	Reyna glanced at the phone. “When people stop needing money moved, forms filed, and problems turned into things that look like nobody’s fault.”

	The woman smiled because she thought Reyna was joking.

	She wasn’t.

	Across the room, Kellan Love stood near the back table with Dax. Kellan had one hand around a bottle and the other on Dax’s shoulder, speaking close to his ear. Club business posture. Men in a party pretending not to be in a meeting. Dax was listening with that stillness he used when he didn’t want the room to know which part of him had gone sharp. His black T-shirt stretched across his shoulders, the tattoos on his forearms cut into pieces by the leather cuffs at his wrists. He hadn’t looked at Reyna in twenty minutes.

	She knew because she had made herself stop counting after fifteen.

	That was the kind of embarrassing math a wife did when she had been married long enough to know the difference between distance and distraction. Dax could scan a room and find danger in three seconds. He could hear a change in a bike engine from across the garage. He could remember the name of a man who shorted the club twenty dollars nine years ago.

	But he could miss his wife standing behind his bar with a phone in one hand and his life in the other.

	Reyna locked the screen and set the phone beside the cash box. Her wedding ring clicked against the metal lid.

	She looked down at it.

	The ring was not big. Dax had offered bigger after the garage started doing better, after the sponsorship money came in, after customers began asking for Ortega builds by name. She had said no. The original ring had a small oval diamond and a scratch on the underside from the day she caught it on a carburetor bracket while helping him in Bay Two. Dax had kissed the scrape on her knuckle, laughed, and told her he married the only woman in Galveston who could bleed over a carburetor and still ask whether the receipt had been filed.

	That had been before the VP patch sat so heavy on his back.

	Before the clubhouse needed him more than she was allowed to.

	Before Avah Arellano learned how to say his name like she had tasted it first.

	Reyna reached for the cash ledger and counted the twenties again, mostly to put something between herself and the back hallway.

	The hallway had been bothering her all night.

	Not because it was dark. The clubhouse had plenty of bad lighting. Not because men kept drifting in and out of it. That hallway led to storage, the old office, the back bathroom, and the two rooms nobody mentioned in front of donors during charity meetings. What bothered her was the way people had been not looking at it.

	Women noticed that kind of thing. A glance cut off too fast. A laugh that changed direction when a door opened. Capri Simon touching her hair and then dropping her hand when Reyna looked up. Boden Bender stepping in front of the hallway once, as if his body could become furniture.

	Reyna wrote the cash total in the ledger.

	$1,843.

	She underlined it once, neat and straight.

	A burst of laughter went through the room, then thinned strangely, like someone had turned down a dial. The jukebox kept playing. The pool balls kept moving. But the voices closest to the back wall fell away one by one.

	Reyna lifted her head.

	Avah Arellano stepped out of the hallway barefoot, one hand in her dark hair, Dax Ortega’s leather cut hanging from her shoulders.

	For one second, Reyna noticed the wrong things.

	The cut was too large for Avah. It dipped off one shoulder, showing a black bra strap and bare skin. There was a smear of lipstick near the collar, not on the leather itself, on Avah’s throat where someone’s mouth had dragged color sideways. One of the silver snaps was undone. Dax hated leaving snaps undone because he said loose metal scratched paint if you leaned over a bike.

	Then Reyna saw the patch.

	ORTEGA.

	Her husband’s name across another woman’s back.

	Heat moved up Reyna’s neck with such precision it felt almost practical, like a warning light on a dashboard. Her fingers stayed on the ledger. Her pen stayed between them. She had the wild, useless thought that the ink might blot if she squeezed too hard.

	Nobody spoke.

	That was how she knew.

	Not suspected. Not wondered. Knew.

	This was not one stupid moment she had walked in on by accident. This room had known before she did. Men who let her chase vendors for receipts had known. Women who smiled at her across the bar had known. Someone had accepted a beer from her hand while carrying this in their mouth like a piece of candy they were waiting to spit out.

	Avah stopped near the hall entrance. She did not look surprised to see Reyna. That was its own answer.

	Her mouth curved, not into a smile. Something softer. Worse. Pity dressed up as patience.

	“Reyna,” she said.

	Reyna could hear the fryer behind her popping oil. She could hear Gary curse under his breath. She could hear Tommy say, “No, no, no,” so quietly it barely had shape.

	She set the pen down across the ledger.

	“Take it off.”

	Avah’s fingers moved to the leather edge. “It’s not what you think.”

	That old, cheap sentence. Men and women had used it in kitchens, hotel rooms, parking lots, and church basements since the first person got caught wanting what wasn’t theirs. Reyna had heard her father say it once with his shirt buttoned wrong while her mother stood by the sink holding a wet plate.

	Her mother had believed him because the rent was due.

	Reyna had been twelve, old enough to understand the price of staying and too young to pay it for her.

	She looked at Avah’s bare feet on the concrete, the pink polish chipped on one toe. “I didn’t ask you to explain it. I told you to take off my husband’s cut.”

	A chair scraped.

	Dax came out of the hallway behind Avah.

	The room seemed to make space for him without anyone moving. He had that effect. Men shifted their weight. Women watched from under their lashes. Even now, with his hair mussed at the back and his mouth set like he had been interrupted during something he expected to control, the room bent toward him.

	Reyna did not.

	His eyes found her, and the first thing that crossed his face was not guilt.

	It was calculation.

	That was the part that cut cleanest.

	“Rey,” he said, already walking toward her. “Come outside.”

	She almost laughed.

	Not because anything was funny. Because of course that was where his mind went. Not I’m sorry. Not she shouldn’t be wearing that. Not everybody get out. Not my wife deserved better than this.

	Come outside.

	Take the damage out of the room. Move the mess away from witnesses. Turn the wife into a private problem.

	Reyna picked up his ring from inside her skin, though it was still on her finger. She felt its tightness. Felt the little ridge where years of wearing it had made a place for it.

	“Tell her to take it off,” she said.

	Dax stopped two feet from the bar. Close enough for her to smell whiskey under the leather and smoke. Not drunk enough. She wished he had been drunk enough. She could have hated that better.

	“Avah,” he said without looking away from Reyna, “go put your clothes on.”

	A few people flinched. Not at the truth. At the fact that he had made it audible.

	Reyna watched Avah’s face change. There was a flash of anger under the softness, quick as a match strike. Avah slid the cut from her shoulders with deliberate care, like she had the right to handle it gently. She held it out.

	Dax reached for it.

	Reyna spoke before he touched the leather.

	“Don’t.”

	His hand paused.

	She came around the bar. Nobody stepped into her path. The concrete was cold through the thin soles of her boots where beer had dried tacky near the keg. Her whole body felt too aware of small things: the weight of her phone in her back pocket, the smell of hot brisket, the broken jukebox finally shifting to a new song, the ring pressing into her swollen finger.

	Avah held the cut between them.

	Reyna took it.

	The leather was warm.

	That nearly did it.

	Not Avah’s face. Not the room. Not Dax standing there with his eyes fixed on Reyna like focus could replace honesty. The warmth in the leather almost put Reyna on her knees because it meant time. It meant Avah had worn it long enough for her skin to change the temperature of something Reyna had patched, cleaned, packed for road trips, lifted from the floor after Dax came home too tired to hang it.

	Reyna folded the cut once. Dax hated creases in leather. Good.

	She set it on the bar.

	“Rey,” Dax said again, lower now. “Look at me.”

	She did.

	His eyes were brown, darker near the pupil, bloodshot at the edges. There was a faint scrape along his cheekbone from a garage job earlier that week. She had noticed it two days ago and made a note to buy more antiseptic wipes because he would use shop towels and stubbornness until infection taught him manners.

	Her body remembered loving him in practical errands.

	That made what came next harder, but not unclear.

	“You let her wear it,” Reyna said.

	His throat moved. “I screwed up.”

	The words landed small. Too small for the room. Too small for her hand, which had started to shake now that she no longer needed it to hold anything.

	“No,” she said. “You gave her my place in front of people who knew I was standing twenty feet away making sure your vendors got paid.”

	A muscle jumped in his cheek. He looked past her for half a second, toward Kellan.

	There it was again.

	The room. The club. The order of things. What could be handled, softened, contained.

	Reyna removed her wedding ring.

	It took more effort than she expected. Her finger resisted, skin catching where the band had settled over four years. For one humiliating moment she thought it might not come off, and she would have to stand there tugging at proof she had once wanted. She twisted it slowly, once, twice, until it slid free.

	Dax stared at her hand.

	“Don’t do that.”

	The words came rough.

	That was the first real thing he had said.

	Reyna set the ring on top of the folded cut. The small diamond caught the clubhouse light and threw it back without warmth.

	“I didn’t.”

	His gaze snapped up.

	“You did,” she said.

	Tommy murmured her name. Someone else whispered near the pool table. Avah had disappeared down the hallway, but Reyna could still feel the mark of her, like perfume left in a closed truck.

	Dax took one step closer. “You’re not walking out like this.”

	There was the man everyone feared. Not shouting. Not pleading. Certain. The voice that made prospects straighten and customers stop arguing about invoices. Once, that certainty had made Reyna feel protected.

	Now it sounded like a locked gate.

	She picked up her phone, slid it into her pocket, and grabbed her purse from beneath the bar. “Watch me.”

	“Reyna.”

	She walked past him.

	For one second, his hand closed around her wrist.

	Not hard. Never hard. Dax had never hurt her like that. His thumb landed over the pale band of skin where her ring had been, and the contact went through her with cruel familiarity. He had held her wrist that way crossing busy streets, pulling her through rally crowds, steadying her when she stood on a chair to change the office lightbulb because he said she was too stubborn to wait.

	She looked down at his hand.

	He let go.

	That, too, hurt.

	Outside, the night air smelled like salt, exhaust, and rain sitting somewhere beyond the Gulf, waiting its turn. Bikes lined the gravel in black rows, chrome catching the security lights. Behind her, the clubhouse door opened and sound spilled out, then cut off.

	“Rey, stop.”

	She kept walking.

	Her boots crunched over gravel. She could hear Dax behind her, not running, because men like him did not run where others could see. She hated that she knew the rhythm of his steps. Hated that some part of her still measured whether he was limping from the knee he damaged last winter.

	A truck door swung open near the fence.

	Mina Miranda leaned across the driver’s seat of her old blue Ford, eyes wide, mouth tight. Reyna had texted her one word before coming around the bar.

	Come.

	Mina had come.

	Reyna reached the passenger side and opened the door with fingers that did not feel attached to her body.

	Dax stopped a few feet away. The security light cut across his face, making him look older than he had inside. Less untouchable.

	“Get out of the truck,” he said, but the command had lost something on the way out.

	Mina’s voice came through the cab. “Try again, Ortega. Try asking like a man who knows he’s bleeding out.”

	Dax ignored her. His eyes stayed on Reyna.

	“Please,” he said.

	Plain. Quiet. Too late.

	Reyna climbed into the truck and shut the door.

	Through the glass, she saw him take one step forward and stop himself. His hand lifted, then dropped to his side. Behind him, the clubhouse door opened wider. Faces gathered in the slice of light.

	Let them watch this too.

	Mina put the truck in reverse. Gravel popped under the tires.

	Reyna looked down at her bare finger, at the dent the ring had left behind. Her skin looked unfinished without it.

	As Mina backed out toward the road, Dax stood in the lot with his cut and her ring inside the clubhouse behind him, and for the first time since Reyna had loved him, he could not follow her somewhere she had not invited him to go.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	


Chapter 2: What She Kept Running

	The blue Ford’s taillights disappeared past the chain-link fence, and Dax Ortega stood in the gravel with his right hand half-raised like a man stupid enough to think he could stop a truck by wanting it back.

	Mina didn’t hit the brakes. She didn’t hesitate at the turn. The old engine coughed once, ugly and determined, then carried Reyna toward Seawall Boulevard and out of the reach of the clubhouse lights.

	Behind him, nobody inside had the sense to shut the door.

	The party noise leaked into the lot in pieces. A woman’s thin laugh cut off fast. A bottle rolled across the concrete floor. Somebody said his name and got hushed so quickly the hush was worse than the saying.

	Dax turned.

	Tommy stood in the doorway, one shoulder blocking part of the light. His face had gone pale under the tattoos at his throat. Men like Tommy Flores did not go pale for much. He had taken a tire iron to the ribs in Corpus and still argued about a brisket sandwich before agreeing to the ER.

	“Don’t,” Dax said.

	Tommy shut his mouth.

	Inside, the bar waited with the ring and the cut. Dax saw them before anything else. The leather folded wrong. The ring sitting on top like Reyna had put a nail through his name without raising her voice.

	Kellan Love came from the back table, his bottle gone, his president face on. He looked at the cut, then at Dax, then toward the hallway Avah had vanished down.

	“Clean this up,” Kellan said under his breath.

	Dax moved so fast Tommy stepped forward, then stopped himself. Kellan did not move. He had led the Iron Vultures for twelve years because he knew when a man was angry and when he was dangerous to touch.

	“Say that again,” Dax said.

	Kellan’s mouth flattened. “Not like that. I mean before the whole room turns it into six versions.”

	“It already has one version.”

	“Dax.”

	He grabbed the cut from the bar. Reyna’s ring slid off the folded leather and clicked against the cash box. The sound was small. It still managed to get through the blood pounding in his ears.

	He picked up the ring.

	Warm? No. Cold? No. It was just metal. Small enough to hide inside his fist. Big enough to make him feel like the room had tilted and everybody else had learned how to stand on it except him.

	Avah came from the hallway in jeans and a sweater, hair brushed fast, mouth bare now except for a red mark near the corner where lipstick had been rubbed away. She looked at him like she expected him to give her instructions. Like what had happened between them had made a private line where none had existed before.

	He could not look at that line.

	“Go home,” he said.

	Her chin lifted. “You don’t mean that.”

	The room heard her. Worse, the room watched him hear her.

	Dax put Reyna’s ring in the small pocket of his jeans. “I mean get out of my clubhouse before I say it uglier.”

	Avah’s eyes shone, but she did not cry. That would have been easier to hate. “You let me stay when you needed someone.”

	Tommy muttered, “Jesus.”

	Dax looked at Avah then, fully. Saw the bare patch on her shoulder where his leather had slipped. Saw the calculation under the hurt. Saw himself, too, in the mess of it. Not trapped. Not tricked. Not drunk beyond sense. He had let a woman put on what belonged to his wife because, for one hour, maybe less, he had wanted to be the kind of man who didn’t have to answer to anyone’s pain.

	“Go,” he said.

	Avah’s face closed. She walked past the men by the pool table with her spine straight, taking her humiliation carefully, making sure it looked like dignity.

	Dax hated that Reyna had done the same thing better.

	He turned toward the bar. The vendor ledger lay open where Reyna had left it. Her handwriting sat neat across the page.

	$1,843.

	Underlined once.

	She had been doing club work while he wrecked her twenty feet away.

	The thought did not come with tears or shouting or any clean punishment. It came with the memory of Reyna at their kitchen table two nights ago, tapping a calculator with one finger while eating cold rice from a takeout carton. He had kissed the top of her head on his way to the shower. She had leaned into him for half a second, and he had kept walking because his phone was vibrating and Kellan needed him.

	He had mistaken her patience for something with no end.

	“Everybody out,” Dax said.

	Kellan started to object.

	Dax looked at him.

	The clubhouse emptied badly, with too many people pretending they had somewhere urgent to be. Chairs scraped. Boots dragged. Nobody met his eyes for long. Tommy stayed until the last bottle was capped and the last prospect stepped outside, then he stopped near the bar.

	“You want me to ride after her?”

	Dax’s hand closed around the ring in his pocket. “No.”

	“She shouldn’t be alone.”

	“She isn’t.”

	Tommy nodded once. “Mina’s mean enough for both of them.”

	The corner of Dax’s mouth almost moved. It didn’t make it.

	By morning, his phone had no messages from Reyna and seventeen from everyone else.

	He had not slept. He had sat on the back steps of the clubhouse until the sky changed over the Gulf, Reyna’s ring on the concrete beside his boot and his cut across his lap. Twice, he opened her contact. Twice, he got as far as the blank message box and could not make his thumbs produce anything that wasn’t too small, too late, or too much like an order.

	At six forty-five, he drove to Ortega Custom Motors because Reyna opened the office by seven on Mondays, even after late ride nights, even when she had a migraine, even when he told her one of the prospects could handle it.

	The garage lot was already half-full. Mechanics moved slow in the gray morning, carrying coffees and tool bags, their voices careful when Dax pulled in. Bay Three’s door stuck halfway up because the left chain needed oil. Reyna would have put that on the maintenance list in red.

	Dax parked crooked and didn’t fix it.

	Inside the office, her chair was empty.

	That was the first thing that punched through the fog.

	Not the silence. Not the unanswered line blinking on the desk phone. The chair.

	Reyna’s cardigan hung over the back of it, a soft black thing she kept because the office AC froze her out in July and the garage heat roasted everyone else alive. Her mug sat beside the keyboard with a brown ring of yesterday’s coffee at the bottom. A sticky note on the monitor read: CALL CITY OFFICE ABOUT ROUTE SIGNAGE. Beneath it, in smaller writing: remind Dax to eat before the sponsor meet.

	He stared at that last line until the words stopped behaving like words.

	“Dax?”

	Boden Bender stood in the doorway with a clipboard and the cautious expression of a man approaching a dog he wasn’t sure remembered him. “Payroll file’s locked.”

	Dax looked at the computer. “Where’s Capri?”

	“Front counter. She says Reyna handles the final upload.”

	“Get Tommy.”

	“Tommy’s calling the ice vendor. They won’t confirm Saturday without deposit approval.”

	Dax rubbed one hand over his face. His skin felt gritty from smoke and no sleep. “Then get Kellan.”

	Boden hesitated. “Kellan’s here.”

	Of course he was.

	Dax found him near the parts counter, drinking gas-station coffee and watching two mechanics argue over a missing invoice. Kellan had changed shirts but not moods. His beard was trimmed, his cut clean, his eyes already counting damage.

	“Where is she?” Kellan asked.

	Dax ignored that. “We need the payroll password.”

	Kellan glanced toward the office. “You don’t have it?”

	“No.”

	“You own the place.”

	Dax looked at him.

	Kellan took the point and let it sit between them. Around them, the garage kept revealing Reyna-shaped holes. A customer waited by the register because nobody knew whether the red Triumph’s balance had been paid. The phone rang until Capri grabbed it and immediately looked toward Reyna’s office. A courier arrived with boxed T-shirts for the charity ride and asked where the size inventory sheet was. Nobody answered him.

	Dax had built engines from scrap, settled fights with two sentences, held bleeding men together until help arrived.

	He did not know where his wife kept the volunteer wristbands.

	Kellan stepped closer, voice down. “Listen to me. Whatever is happening between you and Reyna, the club cannot take a public hit before this sponsorship locks. Sanford Marine is already twitchy about optics.”

	Dax’s head turned slowly. “Optics.”

	“You know what I mean.”

	“I know what word you used.”

	Kellan exhaled through his nose. “You want me to say feelings? Fine. Her feelings matter. Your marriage matters. But so does keeping the ride from falling apart in front of donors who already think bikers are one bad headline from burning down a pier.”

	Dax tasted old coffee and whiskey at the back of his mouth. “You think I don’t know what’s at stake?”

	“I think you spent last night proving you don’t always know what’s in your hand until you drop it.”

	That landed.

	Dax almost answered with his fist. Not because Kellan was wrong. Because being told the truth in a fluorescent-lit parts room while a courier waited with T-shirts was a miserable kind of justice.

	His phone vibrated.

	For one stupid second, his body went toward hope before his head caught up.

	Unknown number. Sponsor office.

	He answered. “Dax Ortega.”

	A woman with a clipped voice introduced herself from Sanford Marine and asked whether the route permits, insurance rider, and donor-brunch confirmation would be sent by noon as promised. He looked through the glass wall into Reyna’s office. Her desk had three stacked folders labeled in blue marker.

	PERMITS.

	INSURANCE.

	DONOR BRUNCH.

	His wife had left him a map and taken away his right to ask her to guide him.

	“We’ll send them,” he said.

	“Ms. Guevara usually copies me directly.”

	The use of her
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