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Undercover with Bikers: Used by the Club President (Satan's Nephews Motorcycle Club, #3)

Groomed for what?

Agent Kirk’s parting words rang in my ears on the road as Ray’s slightly-too-large helmet rattled around my ears.

You’re being groomed.

They haunted me as we sat in truck stop diners, while I pretended to read a laminated menu, sticky with syrupy thumbprints.

As Ray slept, his breaths soft and even on the back of my neck.

You’re being groomed...

Groomed for what, though? That was the thing.

* * *
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A full twenty-four hours after I had my last rendezvous with my FBI (former?) handler Agent Kirk, we finally crossed the border into Florida. Somewhere around halfway between the state line and our destination city of Daytona Beach, Ray finally signalled us to exit the highway. We found ourselves at an interstate-side dive bar meant for transients and truckers with a gravel lot and vintage neon beer signs in the window. It wasn’t unlike the place where we’d all met. 

Was that really only four days ago? I marveled as we walked into the bar.

My entire life had been like a black hole of mundaneness, all until a few months ago. That was when I’d made the fateful decision that got me caught up with the law.

No, not decision. Mistake. It had been a mistake that landed me in jail, awaiting trial while my attorney half-heartedly tried to scrape together a defense for me. I could tell by the way she grimaced every time she saw me, that microexpression she’d immediately scramble into a fake smile for my benefit, even then. Hopeless. My case was hopeless.

And then of course, Agent Kirk had come along with an offer. If I could help with his case, I’d get immunity. But all that was gone now, now that I’d fled the state on the back of a biker’s Harley.

It was a decision I hoped wouldn’t turn out to be a mistake.

“You all right?” Ray’s voice cut through my thoughts.

I blinked and focused back on his face. His hazel eyes were a stormy gray here under the bar’s low, atmospheric light. I noticed that he was also in need of a haircut. His dark hair was growing back unevenly. The fringe on the left was slightly longer, swooping down to bisect his eyebrow.

Somehow, it made him even sexier.

I felt myself blush and tried to come up with an answer. “Fine. I’m just tired.”

He pulled me against his ribs, and I felt that all-too-familiar swooping sensation in my stomach, a feeling I was quickly growing addicted to. “You just need something to eat. Come on.”

He pulled me towards a round high-top. Trent and Allie were already there with their elbows on the table, waiting for service. Some of the surrounding patrons cast wary glances at them. At Trent and at Ray. At us.

Satan’s Nephews.

The names on the backs of their cuts were provocative, sure. But could it be something else? Did the club have a reputation so sinister that only the most underground of underground criminals knew about it?

Or was Agent Kirk just getting to me?

“Must not get many bikers around here,” Allie remarked casually as I settled in beside her. “‘Scuse me, can we get some menus?”

“And a pitcher of beer,” Trent added.

A middle-aged woman toddled over with the menus and beer, then toddled away with an order for four cheeseburgers and a plate of nachos.

Allie took the liberty of pouring the beer for everyone, moving with the ease and expertise of someone who had worked in a bar. Suddenly, I realized that I knew virtually nothing about her employment history...or anything else about her past.

“So you girls are finally gonna meet the rest of the club,” Ray said. He was talking to me and Allie, but his eyes were trained sideways, as if he were watching for eavesdroppers.

“How many guys are in this club?” Allie asked innocently.

“Few hundred, I’d say. But we’re only expecting the guys from our chapter,” Trent said.

“Not your chapter yet, prospect,” I uttered without thinking.

The conversation froze. Ray and Trent raised their eyebrows at each other.

“Her dad was a biker,” April explained. Unlike a lot of the so-called facts that she knew about me, that one was actually true.

“That’s right,” I said, snapping back to reality. “Sorry. It just came out.”

Ray winked at me. “Don’t worry about it. Just be careful what you say around the other guys, though. They get pretty rowdy,” he continued on, “which is why it would be in your girls’ best interest to make friends with the ol’ ladies.”

Old ladies. That meant the clubmembers’ women. Being an old lady was more than just a girlfriend. It meant something. Usually, the old ladies were harder to crack than the actual bikers.

I tried not to sound intimidated when I said, “Sounds fun.”

That evening, we rolled into Daytona, under a banner stretched across the palm tree-lined main drag that said, Welcome Bikers!!! The weather was oppressively warm and humid, even though it was an hour past sunset.

Earlier, the boys had told us they had a surprise for us, which turned out to be the hotel we’d be staying at. Thanks to the money we’d earned on the road, we’d been able to afford a suite at the Pebblebeach Grande, the nicest hotel on the strip.

Unfortunately, we didn’t have much time to settle in. Once we checked in, Ray was adamant we had to go back out immediately.

“We’re supposed to meet the club at High Street. We can’t be late,” he insisted.

“We’re prospects,” Trent added.

With just enough time to change into bikinis and jean shorts, the four of us took the elevator back down to the lobby. Even though Bike Week was in full swing, our boys were clearly the only bikers in the entire place.

High Street turned out to be a bar rather than an actual road, and it served as a de facto Bike Week headquarters. It was right there on the sand, the only beach club with onsite parking big enough to accommodate all the bikers and their chosen rides.

Allie and I linked arms and followed Ray and Trent, who cut a path through the crowd towards an outdoor deck. After being waved through the barrier by two hulking security guards, they made a beeline towards a picnic table populated by bikers in Satan’s Nephews cuts.

My heart stopped.

There they were, the Satan’s Nephews.

“The one with the blue bandana? That’s James, our club president,” Ray said in a low voice.

I followed his gaze to a tall, blonde man with a bandana tied around his head and felt the breath knocked out of me. The club president wasn’t what I expected, even from a distance. He was young, tall, and blonde with a lithe swimmer’s body. Barely a decade older than me, I’d bet. 

“And that’s his wife, Shay,” Ray added.

Where James’s coloring was fair as a Swede, petite Shay was exotic, with olive skin and thick, black hair down to her waist. Her body curvy in a pleasing way, all hips and thighs. Her body was outfitted in a daring red bikini with a magenta sarong, and a gemstone piercing glinted from her belly button.

At the sight of them, Allie stiffened beside me. The two of us approached shyly, lagging behind Ray and Trent by several steps.

“Hey there prospects,” James said as he flicked away a cigarette butt. His blue eyes lingered over me and Allie. “Who are your friends?”

At those words, half a dozen other men turned to look at us, beers in hand. It would have felt like the private lesbian show Allie and I had put on back at the Sandbar Hotel, if only they were unattractive. But actually, these bikers were unlike the old schoolers I’d grown up around with my dad. Every one of the Satan’s Nephews was young, fit, and conventionally attractive in his own way.

Goddamn it, I silently cursed, feeling myself flush from all the male eyes on me.

“Our friends,” Ray said. “Allie and April. They’re cousins.”

We said a round of hello’s, and I shook several hands, forgetting one man’s name the moment I was introduced to the next. I noticed that none of the other guys had an old lady; James was the only one.

Once I met the guys, Ray and Trent took us by the elbow and pushed us towards James, as if we were being presented to royalty. James and Shay exchanged a short look before the latter stepped forward, extending a slim, tan hand with perfectly manicured nails.

“Finally! I have some female company,” she said. Her voice was naturally low and full, like barrel-aged whisky.

“Why don’t you girls go play? We have some club business to discuss,” James said.

Allie didn’t bat an eye, but I felt a prickle of suspicion. Club business?

“Let’s go take a shot,” Shay said with a disarming smile.

She bought us a round from a waitress who was dressed as a green fairy, complete with green spray-painted hair.

“Take your pick,” she said.

The shot girl bore a tray of test tubes, each containing a shot artificially dyed to some garish, unnatural jewel tone. Green, red, pink. “I have Washington apples, red-headed sluts, and pink pussies,” she said, pointing to each.

“Let’s all get a different one,” Allie said. I picked green.

We toasted to new friendships and downed our shots. Surprisingly, mine wasn’t so bad. Tastes like apple juice, I thought, licking my lips.

After tossing our empty test tubes, we went out to the makeshift outdoor dance floor, a square of packed sand partitioned off with fairy lights and sawhorses. A band of middle-aged men in Hawaiian shirts played some classic crowd-pleasers. Grabbing both of our hands, Shay pulled us out into the middle of the dance floor just as the band finished one song and slid right into the next.

I felt someone’s hand on my waist. I looked down and saw that it was Shay’s. Raising my eyes, I found her studying my face, her teeth
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