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The wind blows free

On my face can you see

Free I am like the sea

Raging over and over me

I am like the wind

Freedom just to begin

On the open road, I ride

Best woman at my side

We are riding to the end

Of the life’s ornery bend

Free as the ocean’s breeze

The open road I seize

Ride to the death my friend

Speed beneath me to the end
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Albert D. Vasquez, better known as Diablo, was a crude and brutal man who lived life to the fullest. His only important possession was his bike, and he had one allegiance to his brothers, his MC brothers, and to fulfill a vendetta. 

Death Riders had become his lifeline, during his time in prison. Once out, he began avenging the death of the woman he loved.

Camilla Moreno was a healer who spent her life saving others. Still recovering from the death of her husband, she meets Diablo, and his handsome face and long-lashed deep gray eyes take her breath away. 

Diablo never expected love or peace. His need for vengeance overshadowed everything else. 

Sometimes love finds a man in spite of the coldness in his heart.  

Revisit Death Rider’s other members who come to help Diablo track down a killer—Conrad, Doc, and Chaz.

Read the series:

Read Book #1 Please

Read Book #2 Bad

Read Book  #3 Chaz

Read Book  #4 Riding Home

Read Book ...#5 Diablo

Read Book  #6 DOC
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Prelude
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Attica

2016

Albert D. Vasquez was handcuffed with his feet chained and on a bus heading to the notorious prison known as Attica.  Albert, better known as Diablo, was going to jail to pay for nearly beating a man to death. 

This was Diablo’s first offense and conviction, and if he behaved himself, he would be out in three years.

Six feet of hard muscle and dark, brooding eyes, he’d only just joined MC club, Death Riders. He’d had it all—the woman he loved, the bike of his dreams, and a club that accepted him as a brother.

A fierce man never took no for an answer, and that included the women he slept with, though few complained of his actions. 

His bad luck all started over a woman, his woman, Pamela Cooper, a delectable blonde with a sizable rack and an ass that made a man’s cock stand at attention. However, she couldn’t keep her legs closed around bikers. 

“Motherfucking broad,” he cursed under his breath.

The chained prisoner next to him gave him a wicked smile. “Yeah, women are the fucking root of all evil. But now, all we must rely on is our fucking hands. There will be assholes in this place looking for a partner in fucking crime.”

Diablo gave the guy a sinister grin. “I’m ready for any one of these fucking jerks to make a pass at me. I’d rather wind up in solitary confinement. There alone, my hand will serve me well, and that’s the way it will stay until I’m the fuck out of here.”

The guy next to him nodded. “My name is Chico Rivera, amigo. My second time visiting this place, it’s a rough go, and you will need to make your mark immediately. They'll step back once they know you’re not playing their fucking game.”

“Thanks,” Diablo said and nodded. He wasn’t worried about anyone inside. A brother knew he was coming, and Diablo would be left alone.

On his way to Attica, what Diablo would miss more than women was his Harley. Not riding for the next three years would drive him insane. Diablo wasn’t happy when he wasn’t riding, which was second to not getting laid.

He shook the chains on his wrists and ankles. The guard patted the Ruger Mini-14 in his hands as a warning, and Diablo grinned in response.

It would be a long three years.

At least he could build up his physique even further while inside. Body-building had become an obsession when he was a skinny six-foot nerd. Bright and halfway decent looking, had him beat up at least once a month. By the time he was seventeen, he’d had enough of the bullshit and started lifting weights in high school. 

It took a year, and by the time he was eighteen, he was 225 lbs. of muscle and all brawn. The threats and fights ended abruptly. 

However, another interest had taken hold—women—all shapes, sizes, and colors. He loved them all. What hid beneath the skinny kid’s pants was a ten-inch cock, now nestled between thick muscled thighs. 

After graduation Diablo then took a bullshit job, trying to save enough money to get him through at least one year of college, until he saw his first Harley, then all his thoughts of college became a distant dream. 

In two years, he’d saved enough money to buy his first motorcycle. 

Life looked brighter. 

Then came Pamela Cooper, and then came love which led to obsession. When it came to whom he was fucking, he had a really bad attitude when he caught her fucking others. He should have known she’d be unable to keep her legs closed.

He should have never fallen in love with the bitch.

And then she broke his heart. 

Pamela wound up brutally murdered. 

Her promiscuous ways and the company she had kept ended her life. 

Searching for her murderer had Diablo on his way to prison. 

He was willing to put his own life in danger, trying to find who cut Pamela’s throat and murdered her so savagely. All clues led to a few members of the New York crime syndicate. Bad, sick dudes. 

Diablo knew that he’d never fall in love again. The pain of losing a woman was a pain he’d never allow himself to experience again.

However, he wanted to find Pamela’s killer. He’d have the help of his brothers, who were members of Death Riders. The women were never targets, and when at war, they were exempt. Other club members told Diablo they’d do what they could to help him find her murderer. 

Diablo was out for blood.
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Pamela 2013

Pamela Cooper was a tall, striking blonde. He’d never forget the day she pulled up in her expensive sports car, looking to have it serviced. Every head in the Caddy dealership turned when she got out of the car.

She wore skin-tight black leather pants and a dangerously low-cut sweater. When she sashayed over to the service counter, all eyes were on her, and she knew it.

“I need an oil change,” she said. Her voice was as smooth as honey. She tapped an overly long fingernail on the countertop. “I suspect I’ll need a lube too.” With that one remark, she winked at the young guy behind the counter.

The manager frowned. He hated dealing with these oversexed rich prima donnas. Today he didn’t need a scene, so he nodded over to Diablo because he’d be able to deal with her. Diablo knew he’d be the one taking care of her car. The manager said, “Go for it. I don’t have the patience today. Besides, you can turn them into little jellied messes.”

When Diablo got up, he wiped the grease off his hands and walked over to the counter. “I got this, Tommy,” he said. Now standing behind the counter, Diablo grinned. “Can I be of service?” he asked. 

Her overly made-up eyes scanned over him. “Oh yes, you can. I need an oil change and a lube. Do you think you can manage that today?”

He wasn’t going to fall for her flirting. It was apparent she wanted all the attention on her. So, he was all business. “Ma’am, if you have time to wait, of course, we can fit you in.”

Her eyes widened, and her brow slightly crinkled. He’d pissed her off. She thought her little display would push her ahead of the others. 

Bluntly she said, “I have the time. Do you at least have coffee in this place?”

“If you take a seat, I’ll gladly get you a cup. How do you take it?” he said, raising an eyebrow, indicating that there might be a double meaning to his question.

That put a sexy little grin on her pretty face. “Just cream.”

Diablo nodded and smirked. Her remark had a hidden meaning. He had to admit that underneath all that shit on her face, she was stunning and built to please. His eyes had concentrated on her lips, and he wondered if she was good at sucking a cock. He was sure that her pussy was hairless, and that’s just the way he liked them. Once you found a clit, working it over always brought them to screaming orgasms. His tongue enjoyed the tiny contractions.  

When he came back with her coffee, she had taken a seat. “Thanks,” she said, smiling.

“I’ll be the one doing the work,” he said.

“I’m sure that you’re very good.”

“The best, I assure you.”

That set the stage for what was
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