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  Warning
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  Frequently Used Terms:


Il miglior cazzo che abbia mai avuto – Best cock I've ever had 
Principino – Little prince 
Cazzo – Fuck
Stupido – Stupid
Zio – Uncle
Figlia – Daughter 
Bambino – Small child 
Fratello – Brother
Merda – Shit 
Accidetii – Damn it! 
Maledetta sanguisuga – Damn leech
Bellissima – Most beautiful
Piccolino – Little one 
Mi fidavo di te e tu mi tradisci – I trusted you, and you betrayed me
Gesù! – Jesus! 
Mi manchi, principessa – Miss me, princess
Vaffanculo, Gaspare. Perche sei qui? Come mi hai Trovato – Fuck you, Gaspare, what are you doing here? How did you find me?
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Join 30 bestselling attending Authors of  Motorcycles, Mobsters, and Mayhem 2025 Author Event hosted by Sapphire Knight this holiday season as they take you through not only one, but two heart pounding journeys. These full stories are festive, suspenseful, and each include one naughty Santa daddy! You'll be on the edge of your seat from the first page to the last when reading about these protective alpha mobsters and bikers.
This Christmas put Naughty Santa Daddy under your tree and read about two couples who will find love this holiday season!
-Goliath and Alessandra-
A few minutes is all it takes to change the course of your life, forever.
Goliath spent the last seven years in prison, and now the only thing he's sure about is the Hell's Jokers MC is where he belongs.
Alessandra has ties to the mafia and has done her best to distance herself from the life, but somehow, it always seems to find her.
When the two of them are thrust into chaos together, they choose to ride it out in the steamiest way possible. Neither of them believes they'll see each other again, but fate has a unique way of showing up in the least expected times. This is one holiday Santa will claim his elf, no matter if it lands him on the naughty list or not.
-Massimo and Hadley-
What happens when dark and dangerous walks into a cheery Christmas diner? If only this was some random joke like a mobster walked into a bar…
Massimo Costa is the kind of man everyone fears. As head of the Uccello organization, his ruthless demeanor serves him well.
Hadley Bernard knows how to serve with a smile. The more Massimo returns to the diner she works at without ordering anything but coffee, the more determined she is to win him over to something more.
Two strangers. One connection. The more he watches, the more he can't resist having her for himself. As danger closes in, their pasts collide, and the truth comes out. Together, they learn what life, love, and the true meaning of Christmas means to them.
Tropes you can expect in story 1 are: age gap, obsessive & possessive, motorcycle club, mafia, suspense, romance, strong fmc, vigilante justice, morally gray, & more!
Tropes you can expect in story 2 are: age gap, single dad, snowed in, grumpy mmc, mafia, suspense, romance, strong fmc, vigilante justice, morally gray, & more!






  
  Part 1

Braxton & Alessandra



Braxton & Alessandra







  
  Chapter 1
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M. Merin 
Alessandra (Alex) 
I slowly and loudly exhale as I tighten my fingers one by one around the steering wheel. Not even the breeze on this unseasonably warm day can calm me down since my lane hasn’t moved in five minutes… or hours. Who knows at this point? 
Just then, the car to my right jolts ahead, and I quickly turn my wheel, hoping to wedge into the space.
Thankfully, movement catches my eye, and I slam on the brakes, but not before a man dressed as Santa Claus on a motorcycle lets loose with a string of cuss words as he smacks the side of my SUV with his gloved hand.
“Do you kiss Mrs. Claus with that mouth?” I bellow back at him, my New York accent, that I’ve worked so hard to soften, rearing its head.
He’s already passed me, but his buddy, also suited up in the familiar red gear, hears me, his head whipping around as he laughs at my comment. Our eyes meet for a second, and my jaw drops, just as fast as my panties would if I had a chance with a man like that.
They do not come packaged like him in the world I grew up in.
I sigh again, this time with longing more than frustration. Or maybe just a different type of frustration. My family is the best. I love them so much and am so grateful for all the opportunities I’ve had because of them. But those opportunities come at too heavy a price for me to want to live in that world.
“Christ,” I mutter under my breath, glancing over my shoulder as the parade of motorcycle-riding Santa Clauses continues through the space between the lanes. “Alabama is out Alabama-ing itself today.”
Just then, my lane moves again, and I go with it, staying close enough to the car in front of me so no one will try to cut in once the last of the bikes pass by.
A few blocks later, my GPS squawks at me to turn—landing me in the squat, utilitarian garage of the hospital where I was volunteered to be a volunteer today. 
I’d like to believe the internship that I landed when I started law school this year was based on my grades, but I know better than that. My mom undoubtedly told Dad where I was interviewing, and he had Uncle Carlo handle the rest. 
On my first day there, the woman in charge of the interns dropped the bomb that we were all expected to volunteer once a month at various events that the partners sponsored around town. This month, in the spirit of rolling Christmas out before Thanksgiving, I was told to dress in green and head to the local hospital, where I’ll be a spare pair of hands while children with ongoing medical issues will have the opportunity to visit with Santa.
I’ve heard several snide remarks from the other interns about how competitive the market near the top-ranked law school in the state is, so I’m sure I’ve been Googled quite a few times in the past month.
Something that my dad’s people do regularly also, just in case anyone puts together that Alessandra, or Alex as I prefer, Bianchi was born Alessandra Allegrini. 
Parking, I stop at the security desk to ask where the event is being held, and the guard directs me to go back out to the garage and cross to the far side to get to a courtyard. Finding my way through, I stop in my tracks the minute I step back into the sunlight.
There are roughly twenty Santas milling about, and just beyond them in an open-air lot are row upon row of motorcycles. It never occurred to me that the men I saw earlier were heading to something sponsored by a law firm.
“Hey, Alex! Over here,” my direct boss, Marlena, waves her arms at me in case I missed the high-pitched scream that’s still echoing off the windows surrounding the courtyard.
Just as the echoes fade, one of the Santas mimics her call, setting off many of his buddies to do the same until I’m virtually being catcalled by a dozen bikers.
“Bet this isn’t how you imagined today going, is it, babe?” Not until the warm, low voice, full of humor, comes from behind me do I feel the man at my back.
Looking up, I bite off my gasp when I recognize the biker who had locked eyes with me earlier. As his eyes slide up my body, taking in my knee-high leather boots, black leggings, and snug green sweater, my heart responds with a thud he must be able to hear, then seems to pause altogether as his smile slowly spreads across his face—showing off a large dimple on his right cheek.
“Wanna be my elf?” is his next question as he fishes out a green felt hat from the bag at his side, accompanied with a lusty wink.
“Do I…” I gulp, wondering what parallel universe I’ve stumbled upon.
“I need an elf. Figured I’d call dibs on you,” he expands on his question, reaching up to place the hat on my head as he glares at someone over my shoulder. 
Just then, two other women I intern with come striding by us, giggling as they make their way into the garden of Santas. My eyes boggle out of my head at how short one of their skirts is—I mean, this is a kids’ event, right?
“Yeah, most of the volunteer elves aren’t here for the kids,” he says, picking up on my thoughts as he nudges my arm in an effort to get me moving toward the group. 
“Are you? Or is it the draw of nurses and slutty elves?” I ask him, and he barks out a laugh as he scratches at the white stuff coating his natural facial hair.
Just then, a van emblazoned with the name of some medical supply company, its tires screeching as it turns way too fast into the parking lot, has terror shooting through my veins. 
I stumble, trying to come to a dead halt while the sexy Santa at my elbow continues forward. 
“No, no, no,” I quietly chant over the alarm bells going off in my mind as I turn on my heel. His hand grips my shoulder, trying to steady me, but I yank it off, keeping it in my grasp as I turn to run back inside the relative safety of the garage. “Follow me!”
There’s no reason for the mask that I saw on the driver, other than the one I’ve been trained to look for since childhood. Or, really, since the days following the evening when my childhood was stolen from me.
We no sooner cross back into the opening of the dimly lit structure than the first shot rings out, followed by the screams of those in the courtyard.
“Get down,” I demand, pulling him between the cement outer wall and a beat-up Buick with a handicap placard on it. “And take that damn coat off.”
His eyes burn into mine as he raises his head up for a peek through an opening in the wall. Before his head clears it, a grouping of bullets hit the cement, spraying fragments everywhere.
“My brothers,” he growls, yanking the bright coat off to expose a leather vest over a wife beater. When he slides the pants down, I find myself searching his waistband for anything that might help us defend ourselves. “I’ve got to …”
“Stay alive,” I tell him, pushing aside the terror I’m feeling. “Are you armed?”
“No, my piece is in my… damn, babe,” he cuts off what he was saying the moment he looks at me. “You’ve got a cut on your cheek.”
That probably explains the tingling sensation I’ve had since they sent a spray of bullets our way, I think, reaching up to lightly prod at it just as he rips away the bottom of his shirt.
“There’s no time now,” I say, pushing his hand away when he reaches up. “My gun is in my SUV, but I’m parked on the other side of the garage. Follow me and stay low, Goliath.”
Just as his eyes narrow, one of his large hands reaches up to the patch with his name on it as he silently answers his own question before giving me a nod. I immediately turn, crawling between the vehicles to get as far away from the scene behind us as possible.
“What’s your name?” he grunts, breathing heavily when I halt suddenly at the sound of footsteps running toward us from the main entrance of the hospital.
“Shhh,” I warn him, staying low until the security guards have passed us before turning to look back at him. His face is inches away from my bum, and I’m happy when he shifts his light blue eyes from there to meet mine. “Alex.”
Goliath
It’s been a minute since I’ve been in a shooting, and now I’m in my first mass shooting event. While it chafes my ass to move away from the gunfire behind us, the beautiful girl who caught my eye on the ride over here was right.
The only thing that would have come from me running into the fray would have been my death. Being my size, I’m nothing but a target. 
When I clocked this woman walking through the garage and instantly fantasized about having her kneeling in front of me, as lovely as the view is, this is not what I had in mind. She starts forward again, moving faster across an aisle that leaves us exposed, then freezes when we hear another group of footsteps coming in our direction.
“Check everywhere. Some of them got away,” a deep voice reaches us. When her large, dark eyes meet mine, it’s the momentary glimpse of panic that brings the faceless man’s words front and center for me.
This wasn’t random. These men are hunting.
I wrap my hand around her leather-encased ankle, and when she refocuses on me, I point my finger up over her left shoulder before mouthing, “Stairwell.”
Alex nods, releasing the breath she was holding before starting in the direction I indicated. 
Every scrape we make against the concrete seems magnified to me, but we manage to make it to the opening without being detected. Unfortunately, it only leads to a staircase going up instead of an alternate exit.
Left with no option, she proceeds up the steps, carefully peeking out when she reaches the next level. At this point, I’m grateful to be upright as we cross to the side that leads to a door into the hospital. 
Too soon, I hear boots on the stairs behind us, causing me to grab her arm and pull her in between an SUV and a pickup with a camper lid over the truck bed. 
If I couldn’t feel her pulse racing under my grip, I’d think she was cool as a cucumber. That, and I’ve begun to understand that her deep exhales are how she releases her stress. When Alex slides her hand into a small slit at the top of her leggings, I’m more than a little disappointed when she only pulls out her key fob attached to a Swiss Army knife, roughly the length of her pinky finger.
After she extends the small blade, she motions between her eyes and the area around us. While I wish I had a fucking clue what she was thinking, I simply nod and watch her as she backs up to the end of the truck. 
In what seems like a moment, she has the camper door popped open and is waving me forward. The thought of being trapped inside the truck seems like a crap idea, but since we have zero chance of making it to the hospital doors, I help her up and quickly follow her before securing the tailgate behind us.
If the blacked-out windows didn’t give us a hint, the thick foam padding inside confirms that someone sleeps back here from time to time.
“Are the cops ever going to get here?” she growls out the question when I lay beside her, pulling a blanket over us to be extra careful.
“Where were you trained?” I whisper, wondering about her background, as I slide my arm under her head and cuddle up to her like we’ve been lovers for years. 
It’s too dark to read her face, but I definitely feel her body tense up. We lie there in silence, and just as I’m certain she’s not going to answer me, she tilts her head up to whisper in my ear.
“The North Pole,” she responds, her breath tickling my earlobe and refocusing the adrenaline rush that had kicked in. “Where all elves are trained.”
It’s when her nose brushes against my tragus and she suddenly sucks in more air, pushing her full breasts against me, that I turn my head and lean down. Our lips forcibly meet, her hands yanking at my clothes as I shift my hand to cup her ass, grinding my hard-on against the junction of her legs.
Alex’s hands are yanking at my belt buckle and jeans as my mind notes the sirens that finally seem to be arriving. I have no idea what has played out in the courtyard, but I also know that if the cops catch me on the scene, they’ll toss me in a cell until they get everything sorted out.
The last thing I expected was to be in this position today, and I’m worried that I may be taking advantage of someone feeling vulnerable right now—at least until she sinks her teeth into the soft spot at the base of my neck.
“Fuck me,” she whispers, turning within the circle of my arms, and I feel her sliding her leggings down. “Now.”
Well damn. I’m not the gentleman my momma tried to raise, so when I feel the soft swell of her ass against my stomach, my cock jumps to answer the call.
Reaching down, I try to widen the spread of her thighs until her knee hits the tire well and slide my dick past her ass cheeks to that little piece of paradise he’s eager to visit. I slam up into her, burying my face in the crook of her neck at the same time.
When I’m buried to the hilt, I grin when we simultaneously moan. My cock twitches, eager to get moving, but all I know is that my elf has the tightest pussy I’ve ever encountered, and I’m gonna make sure she enjoys every second of the next few minutes.
Shifting my arm, I hold her in place—inhaling the subtle minty scent of her shampoo as I thrust into her, nearly yelling out when her teeth sink into my arm.
“Sorry, I just need…” she whispers when she turns her head, her breathing becoming more ragged as she juts her hips back to meet my thrusts.
“I got you, baby,” I softly respond, curling my large frame around her to cover her mouth with mine.
Increasing the pace, I’m glad for the intimacy of this connection, as otherwise, I’d be the one yelling out as her pussy starts milking my dick, harder and harder.
As much as I wish that this was more than a quickie, when I’m coming inside of her, I’m grateful that she’s right there with me.
Gasping for breath in the now steamy enclosure, I start to apologize when a siren goes off in the garage. Even as she’s pulling her leggings up, she freezes, looking at me like she’s been busted. 
A voice comes over the speaker system, instructing anyone in the garage to immediately proceed to the hospital entrance with their IDs ready.
“Are you good?” I ask her.
“Can I get that bit of your shirt? If you still have it?” she responds. Swatting around at my pockets, I come up with a bandana, not understanding what she needs before I see her shove it down the front of her pants.
“Damn, baby. Gonna get me all riled up again,” I smirk at her. 
“Later, Goliath,” Alex says, swatting at my thigh. “Can you see anything out that side? I think we should run for the hospital entrance if no one’s around.”
Not only do I look for movement out of every window, but I also open the doors and check to make sure Alex can make it safely into the building. Once I do, I help her climb out, getting her halfway to the doors before I groan.
“Crap!”
“What’s wrong?” she asks, looking over her shoulder.
“My wallet must have fallen out when…” I let her fill in the blank, casting a look between the door and where we came from. “Run on ahead; I’ll meet you inside.”
She looks up at me, as though trying to read my thoughts, then squeezes my hand and runs to the door like I told her to. 
Just as she makes it to the threshold, she looks back at me and pulls her fingers across her lips like she’s closing a zipper. 
North Pole, my ass.
Someone made sure that Alex was trained to be aware of her surroundings and protect herself; if she thought to tell me she’d keep her mouth shut, it sure as hell wasn’t from law enforcement.
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Dawn Sullivan


Dawn Sullivan 

Alessandra (Alex)
I frown as I reach the main floor of the parking garage and slip through the wide double doors that I assume will take me to the hospital entrance. Lost his wallet, my ass. He is leaving. There is no doubt in my mind. Sneaking out to avoid the mayhem and police while I am about to be stuck playing fifty questions with some of Bama’s finest—something I really don’t need to be doing.
The bastard.
“Miss. Miss, are you okay?”
I swing my gaze toward a nurse rushing my way. Concern and terror are prominent in her dark blue eyes, but there is also determination. As if she is going to help me, no matter what. It crosses my mind that she is a true first responder, one who cares and will jump into hell for others without thinking of the consequences to herself.
Suddenly, I feel a hand close over my bicep, halting my steps forward. I stiffen when a microphone is shoved into my face, and I can hear the excitement in the man’s voice when he says, “Ma’am, were you out with the others? Did you see what happened? Can you tell us?”
Shit. This isn’t good. I may have changed my name, but everything else about me is pretty much the same as it was four years ago. I still have thick, wavy black hair that I refuse to color, wide, dark brown eyes because there is no way I am wearing contacts, and light, olive-colored skin. Same height, a few more curves, similar clothing style.
I really do not want to have my image splashed all over the news networks. Not that it matters if my family sees me. They all know exactly where I am, even if I made the decision to distance myself from them and their not-so-ethical business practices. The problem is, their enemies have no idea that I now live just a seventeen-hour drive down the coast. I disappeared a long time ago, but even though I’ve been out of that life for years now, I am still the daughter of the head of the notorious Italian crime famiglia in New York.
All it will take is one look, one person to recognize me as the mafia princess I was born to be, and Alabama will be flooded with those enemies, each vying to be the one to either kidnap or kill Lorenzo Allegrini’s only child.
“How many gunmen were there? Did you see if there were any casualties?”
“Please, come with me so I can check your injury,” the kind nurse says, interrupting the reporter as she easily slides my arm from the man’s fingers and quickly guides me away and into an open triage room, shutting the door behind us. “Have a seat on the bed so I can get a look at that cut.”
My hand goes to my cheek and comes away with dark red blood staining my fingertips. I’d almost forgotten about it, the pain being minimal before and my mind on other things—like guns and sex.
“I’m fine,” I say absently, my mind going back to the sounds of gunshots and screams of the other volunteers. I wonder if my co-workers made it. “It’s just a scratch. You need to help the others.”
“Ma’am, do you have anyone we can call for you?”
Goliath. It’s the only name that comes to mind as I wipe my fingers on my black leggings. Of course, that’s his road name. I have no idea what his real name is. Or even what the name of his MC is. The only thing I really know is the size of his dick. That, I was up close and personal with.
I shake my head. “No…”
Before I can say more, there is a sharp knock on the door, and then it’s shoved open, and a large cop with some of the widest shoulders I’ve ever seen is stalking into the room. He is huge, but not as big as the man I just spent the best fifteen minutes of my life with in the back of an old truck, with just a camper shell shielding us from view while fiery hell rained down around the hospital courtyard.
“I need to take your statement,” he says abruptly. His face is set in what I assume is a permanent scowl, and I shiver at the distrusting, angry look in his gaze.
I tilt my head to the side, letting my eyes trail over him to where his name and rank are displayed on his uniform. “Of course, Officer Templeton.”
“Your name?”
“Alex Bianchi.”
“Alex?” His voice is scornful, a slight sneer on his lips.
“Yes, Alex. You have a problem with that?” Once again, my damn New York accent is slipping out, but the officer’s attitude is pissing me off, and we haven’t even been talking for a full minute yet. When he just stares at me, one eyebrow cocked, I sigh deeply. “My name is Alessandra Bianchi.”
“Age?”
How was that relevant to the conversation? “Twenty-two.”
“Address?”
I give it to him and wait for the next question. This isn’t the first time I’ve been interviewed by law enforcement. I was trained by my Uncle Carlo in not only how to act in situations like this, but also how to reply to any and all questions if taken down to the precinct back home. But for some reason, this guy is rubbing me the wrong way. I don’t want to behave like I know I should, and I have a bad feeling my sassy side is about to come out to play.
“And what are you doing here at the hospital today, Ms. Bianchi?”
Was he for real? What did he think I was doing here? Although I was dressed in what could be considered normal clothes while doing my best to impersonate an elf, the green hat Goliath was going to give me was lost somewhere in the rush to get out of the range of fire, and I had on black boots instead of a pair of those cute slipper-shoes with bells on them that you see the elves in malls wearing. Still, I could pass as an elf. Maybe.
“I thought I would take a stroll through the courtyard, chat with all the sexy Santas, and see if one wanted to take me back to the North Pole with him.” Yes, I may be getting snarky, but they could have sent someone a little less assholish to do these interviews instead of Mr. Personality. He rakes his gaze over me, and I can’t help myself. “Like what you see? Ya know, I’m only this cute a couple of months out of the year. Christmas brings it out in me.”
“Are you always such a smartass?” he growls darkly.
I shrug, suddenly exhausted and tired of the games. I just want to go home. “I work for a local law firm and was voluntold to offer my services as an elf to help with the children and their visits with Santa.”
“Voluntold?”
“Volunteer, voluntold. Same difference.”
My cheek is really starting to hurt now, and my head is throbbing. The nurse has been cleaning my cut as we talk, and I hope she’s about done so I can leave.
“What time did you get here?”
“I was running a bit behind,” I admit, as I watch the nurse throw away the gauze she used to wipe the blood from my skin. “I was only here for about five minutes or so before the van pulled up.”
“Van? Did you get a good look at it?”
Of course, I did. I was trained to take in the smallest of details, but he didn’t need to know that.
“It was white. There was a blue logo on the side for a medical supply company—Jepsen, I believe.”
“What happened after that?”
Well, officer, they kindly introduced themselves before opening fire on several innocent individuals. Thank God the children weren’t out there yet.
“I saw three people, but they were wearing masks. The driver, the passenger, and the one who opened the side door.”
“Then what happened, Ms. Bianchi?”
We had a few drinks that led to some kissing and a wild orgy.
“They started shooting, and I ran, Officer. I’m sorry, I didn’t stick around to get more details for you. I was scared, and I ran.”
“Where did you go?”
“Into the parking garage.”
“Alone?”
“Yes.”
I don’t have to think twice about telling the lie. I don’t know it for a fact, but something is telling me there is a reason Goliath ghosted me. And that same something is strongly saying to keep my mouth shut about all things to do with the gorgeous biker.
“Where did you hide?”
No way in hell was I telling him about our little love nest and what took place in it.
“It was a parking garage. I was by vehicles.”
“So, you ran into the garage and hid by some vehicles but have no idea what vehicles?”
I feel a slow grin turn up the corners of my mouth as I reply, “Well, one of them did look a lot like Santa’s sleigh, but I didn’t see his reindeer.”
“Do you think this is a joke, Ms. Bianchi? When I left the courtyard to come in here, the body count was up to twelve. It was a mass shooting. The death toll is higher than we’ve seen in a while. What part of this is funny to you?”
I had enough. I was done. The officer was being a condescending prick for no reason. I was just as innocent as all of the other people who were fired at; I just happened to be alive. Maybe that was his problem with me. I survived when others didn’t.
Rising slowly, I smile over at the sweet nurse who stayed in the room with me even after she finished cleaning and bandaging my cut. She will never know how much that means to me. “I appreciate everything you did for me today,” I glance down at her badge, “Nurse Reynolds. You have been wonderful.”
“We are not finished here.”
“You have my statement, Officer Templeton.” There is no reason for him to keep me here. I may not be an attorney yet, but I do know my rights. Resisting the urge to reach out and nut-punch the cop, I walk to the door and open it. Glancing back, I level a hard stare at him. “No part of what happened out there today is funny. None of it. People were hurt. Several died. But instead of being out there trying to find the killers, you are in here interrogating me. An innocent victim. There’s something about me you don’t like. I have no idea what it is, but you latched onto it and became an overbearing jerk the moment you entered the room. Now, I’m going home because even though you seem to think I don’t have a heart, I do, and it is breaking for the families of the fallen today. If you need anything else, have someone call me. Anybody but you.”
I leave before he can say another word, the nurse on my heels.
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The next morning, I wake to the sound of someone pounding on my door. Groaning, I slide from bed and grab my robe from the back of a chair. My head is throbbing, and my face is sore. I glance longingly back at my bed before sighing and leaving my bedroom to go find out who is about to remove my door from its hinges with their fist.
Yanking it open, I freeze as I stare up into the angry eyes of someone I haven’t seen since I left New York so long ago. Eyes that are exactly like mine. “Papá.”
I can’t hold back the tears. I miss my family so much. To everyone else, Lorenzo Allegrini is the devil. To me, he is my papá. My hero, my protector, my world. There are so many times I’ve rethought my decision to leave the famiglia, but I just can’t condone what the mafia stands for. Especially not when I am going to school to become an attorney.
“You are coming home, figlia.”
“Papá.”
“No!” His voice thunders throughout the room, and I cringe as I worry about him waking people in the surrounding apartments. “You will pack your bags right now. You are coming home. I will get you an internship at the attorney’s office where your cousin, Enzo, works. You can go to college there. You will move back in with me and your mamá, where you will be safe!”
There is fear in his eyes, worry lines between his brows. I glance over at the clock on the living room wall to see how early it is and realize he must have seen what happened on the news late last night. It is obvious he’s gotten no sleep. I put my phone on silent before I went to bed, and I’m afraid when I look at it, it will be filled with missed calls and texts.
He came for me. When I thought I had no one, that I was going to have to deal with everything all on my own, my papá hopped on his jet in the middle of the night and came for me.
Stepping forward, I slide my arms around his waist and lay my head on his chest. Then, I let the tears fall that I’ve been holding back since the incident the day before. As much as I want to be independent, I need my father’s strength right now. I don’t want to be alone. It’s too terrifying after being shot at less than twenty-four hours ago.
“I will come home, Papá.”
“Good.”
I lean back and hold up a hand. “For Thanksgiving. The law firm has given me a few weeks off work after what happened, and I can talk to my professors about taking my classes online for a short time. I’m sure they will be fine with it after what happened. So, I will come home with you now, but after Thanksgiving, I am coming back to Alabama.”
“We shall see.”
I shake my head and let a small smile appear. My father is upset now, but I know him. In time, he will be fine. Hopefully, that time is by Thanksgiving, but if not, I will still be coming back. I have a plan for my life, and I fully intend to follow through with it.
I just need some time with my family first.
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Winter Travers 

Goliath
I sit at the large wooden table, surrounded by my brothers of the Hell’s Jokers MC. Smoke lingers in the air, casting a haze over the room. The table is long, solid, and worn from years of use, with fourteen chairs placed around it. I’m beside Cowboy on my left, his eyes shadowed by his signature cowboy hat, and JD on my right, his fingers tapping a restless beat on the tabletop. I’ve been out for two weeks now, fresh from a seven-year stint in prison for armed robbery, but parole’s a leash I can’t shake for the next two years.
Miller, our president, sits at the head of the table, exuding authority. Wash, the VP, is next to him, his face as unreadable as ever.
Miller clears his throat, the sound cutting through the low buzz of conversation. “Alright, let’s get down to business,” he says, his voice firm and commanding. “We’ve got some important matters to discuss.”
I lean forward, my elbows resting on the table, and glance around at the faces of my brothers. Over half of them are new to me. Life doesn’t stop when you’re locked up.
We’re all waiting, anticipating what Miller has to say.
Miller looks at each of us in turn before he speaks. “What in the fuck happened at the hospital?” Cut right to the chase.
Cowboy leans back in his chair, stretching his arms. “Well, one second we were just shooting the shit, trying to figure out which sexy nurse we were going to make our naughty elf, when a van pulled up and just started lighting the place up.”
Miller’s eyes narrow, and he leans forward. “I know all of that,” he hisses. “I want to know what wasn’t on the news. What you guys saw. Anything about the van? The cops are up in our shit because logically they’re going to try to pin this on the club. So, let’s try to get ahead of them and take care of whoever did this before the cops do.”
I sit quietly, listening to the exchange. It’s a different world out here, but some things never change. The need for information, the constant pressure of being a step ahead. It’s a dance I’ve missed, even if I have to tread carefully now.
Cowboy scratches his chin, thinking. “The van was white, no plates. Windows were tinted. Had the logo for Jensen Medical Supplies on the side. Would have looked legit if it hadn’t been for the way they were driving like a bat out of hell. None of us got a good look at the shooters, but there were at least three of them. It was professional, you know? They knew what they were doing.”
JD nods in agreement. “Yeah, they were coordinated. Hit us hard and fast. They were gone before we could even get a good look. But the way they moved... they knew who they were going after.”
Miller’s frown deepens. “That narrows it down, but not by much. Wash, you got any contacts that could help us ID these guys?”
Wash shrugs, his expression still unreadable. “I’ll make some calls. See what I can dig up.”
I knew I had to speak up. “There were a few guys sweeping the garage. I headed up to the second level after the shooting started. I needed to hide out until the cops cleared since I’m on parole.”
Miller nods. “Smart thinking. Your ass would probably be back in jail if they knew you were there.”
Drake leans forward, his eyes sharp. “What about that new club that started up two towns over?”
Wash scoffs, waving a dismissive hand. “They’re a bunch of clowns. We can look into them, but I don’t think they can ride in a straight line, let alone get their shit together to attack us.”
Jonas, sitting across the table from me, holds up one finger. “Twisters up in Princeton?” He adds another finger. “Road Kings that operate out of the Market?” One more finger. “Rabbit and Dawg? Both idiots who are dumb enough to think they could take us out.”
I listen, absorbing the information. It’s been seven years since I was last here, and things have changed. New threats, new dynamics. I keep my mouth shut, not wanting to draw too much attention, but my mind is already working through the possibilities.
Miller looks thoughtful, his eyes narrowing. “The Road Kings are small-time, but they’re ambitious. We can’t afford to overlook anyone right now.”
Wash nods, agreeing. “We’ll keep tabs on them. See if there’s any chatter about them getting involved in something bigger.”
“Rabbit and Dawg?” Miller asks. “They were prospects for two seconds before we gave them the boot, and that was three years ago.”
“Maybe they’re pissed they’re not in the club?” Jonas suggests.
Drake shakes his head. “Those two are as sharp as a bag of hammers. There ain’t no way they pulled together their two brain cells to pull the shooting off. No fucking way.”
“You’re probably right,” Miller says, nodding. “But I want you and Goliath to look into them.” Then he turns to me. “Goliath, this will be a good way for you to get your feet wet with the club. Shit has changed since you’ve been gone, and you need to get up to speed with it.”
I nod. “Sounds good to me.”
Drake grins and nods at me. “I can show you around, Grandpa.”
I flip him off, but a smile tugs at my lips. “Sit and spin, boy.” Drake is at least ten years younger than me, and he’s been calling me Grandpa since I got out. It’s only a matter of time before I show him I’m anything but a grandpa.
Miller’s gaze shifts. “JD and Cowboy, I want you to go pay a visit to the Twisters and see where they stand.”
JD nods, his fingers tapping a rhythm on the table. “Got it, Prez.”
Cowboy leans back in his chair, tipping his hat. “Consider it done.”
As the meeting breaks up, I catch Miller’s eye. We’ve been tight since we were teenagers. When I went down, he rose through the ranks and became Prez by my second year in prison. Now, he’s the glue holding this club together.
He moves over to me and slaps me on the back. “I bet you didn’t think you’d be stepping right in the shit when you got out.”
I shake my head, a wry smile on my face. “Not at all, man.”
“Well, that’s life with the Jokers. You never know what’s going to happen.”
JD calls from the door, “Hey, the girls want to know if we’re partying tonight?”
Miller sighs, muttering under his breath, “Jesus, it’s a miracle if these guys can keep their dicks in their pants for longer than an hour.” Then, louder, he twirls his finger in the air. “Line ‘em up, boys, but let’s not get too crazy.”
The clubhouse is buzzing with energy as the guys pour out of church and into the common room. I watch as they pair up with women, the air thick with the sounds of laughter, flirtation, and the occasional moan. JD is already making out with a blonde in a barely-there dress, his hands roaming freely over her body. Cowboy’s got his hands full with two brunettes, one on each side, groping and kissing with reckless abandon.
A few of the guys head to the bar, and soon, shots are being poured and passed around. The clink of glasses and shouts of “Cheers!” echo through the room. I see Drake throwing back a shot, his face lighting up with a grin as the burn hits.
In the corner, a group of hang-arounds starts up a game of pool. The crack of the cue ball against the others punctuates loudly. It’s a familiar scene, one I’ve missed in a strange way, but also one that feels almost overwhelming after so much time away.
Miller and Wash make their way to a table and start setting up for a game of poker. As they shuffle the deck, three women descend on them, laughing and trying to get their attention. One perches on Miller’s lap, running her fingers through his hair, while another leans over Wash, her cleavage practically spilling out of her top.
Miller laughs, shaking his head but not pushing the woman away. “Alright, alright, but don’t think this is going to distract us from taking your money.”
The woman on Wash’s side giggles, tracing a finger along his jawline. “We’ll see about that.”
The booze flows freely, bottles of whiskey and beer making their rounds. The party is in full swing now, the atmosphere electric. Music blares from the speakers, some classic rock anthem that gets everyone moving. A few guys are dancing with any women they can get their hands on, the grind of bodies creating a sensuous, almost primal vibe.
I lean against the wall, taking it all in. The energy is infectious, and for a moment, I consider joining in. 
JD catches my eye and raises a shot glass in my direction. “To Goliath, back from the dead!” he shouts, and a few of the guys join in with a cheer.
I nod, lifting an imaginary glass in response. It feels good to be acknowledged, even if I’m not quite ready to dive into the fray.
Miller catches my eye and gives me a knowing look, one that says he understands. He’s been my friend for a long time, and he gets what I’m going through.
Maybe Drake is right, and I am a grandpa. Tonight, I’d rather stay in my room. The thought of mingling, drinking, and dealing with the noise feels exhausting.
I push off the wall and make my way down the hallway to my room. The sounds of the party fade with each step, replaced by the quieter hum of my thoughts. I pass a few closed doors, the muffled sounds of laughter and music slipping through the cracks, but I keep my focus ahead.
When I reach my room, I push the door open and step inside. The room is simple and functional. A full bed against the wall, the sheets neatly made—a habit from prison I can’t quite shake. A small nightstand sits beside it, a lamp and a few personal items resting on top. Across from the bed is a sturdy dresser, its surface bare. Mounted on the wall above it is a TV, currently off, reflecting the dim light of the room. To the right, there’s an attached bathroom.
I let out a breath, the quiet of the room wrapping around me like a familiar blanket. It’s not much, but I don’t need more than this. I close the door behind me, ready to leave the sounds of the party behind for the night.
I head to the bathroom and turn on the shower, letting the steam fill the room. I undress, my clothes dropping to the floor in a heap, and step under the hot spray. The water cascades over me, washing away the grime of the day.
My thoughts drift to Alex and our hot fuck yesterday. I can’t get her out of my mind. The memory of her body, the way she moved, the sounds she made—it all comes rushing back. I feel myself getting hard, and I don’t fight it. I let the water hit my back as I wrap my hand around my cock, stroking slowly at first, then faster as the images become more vivid.
I lean against the wall, my hand moving faster now. Alex’s moans, the way she looked at me with pure desire. It’s enough to push me over the edge. I stroke harder, my breathing ragged, and with a final stroke, I come, the hot, sticky mess splattering on the floor.
I stay there for a moment, letting the aftershocks pulse through me. The water washes away the evidence, but the memory lingers. I turn off the shower and step out, toweling off and feeling a strange mix of satisfaction and melancholy.
I wrap a towel around my waist and head into the bedroom. The sounds of the party are muffled, just a distant thrum of music and laughter. It’s still early in the night, but going out to join them is the last thing I want to do.
I turn off the lights, letting the darkness envelop the room. Dropping the towel, I get into bed naked, the cool sheets a welcome contrast to the warmth of the shower. I stare up at the ceiling, my mind going over everything that was said in church.
There’s a long list of people who would want to take out the Hell’s Jokers: rival clubs, old enemies, even some pissed-off ex-prospects. But something about this doesn’t sit right. I’m not so sure they’re after us specifically.
Alex’s words replay in my mind, along with the way she acted. The confidence in her voice, the way she carried herself—it was clear she knew what she was doing. That wasn’t the first time she had been in a situation like that. Her movements were too smooth, too calculated.
Alex is a mystery. Mysteries have always intrigued me.
I think about the way she looked at me, her eyes filled with a mixture of challenge and something else I can’t quite place. It’s been a long time since someone piqued my interest the way she has. There’s something about her—something beyond the surface.
I roll onto my side, trying to shake off the thoughts of her, but it’s no use. She’s there, in the back of my mind, a puzzle waiting to be solved. I want to know more about her, to understand what makes her tick. What’s her story?
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Andi Rhodes 
Alessandra (Alex)
“I can’t believe your parents let you come.”
I smile at Emily, who’s been my best friend since kindergarten. Her family doesn’t run in the same circles as mine, nor are they as concerned about security, so it’s rare that Mamá and Papá give me permission to spend the night. But this is a special occasion, and I begged and pleaded, using every trick under the sun, as the Daddy’s girl I am. 
“You only turn ten once,” I tell her, repeating one of the many arguments I gave Papá. 
I toss and turn on my childhood bed, the expensive sheets wrapping around my legs as the nightmare shifts.
“It’s almost time for lights out, girls.”
“Okay, Dad,” Emily says, and we both giggle. 
There’s no way we’re going to sleep yet. The sugar high we’re riding hasn’t had a chance to run its course. 
“I mean it, Em,” he says through the door, but his tone is calm and easy-going. “Tomorrow’s a big day.”
“We understand, Mr. Roth,” I call out as I hop off the bed. “Lights out.” I scurry to the door and flip the light switch on the wall next to it, shrouding the room in darkness. Fortunately, Emily sleeps with a nightlight, so I’m able to see my way back to my friend.
“‘Night,” Mr. Roth calls, and his footsteps thud on the hardwood floor as he walks down the hallway to the big bedroom. 
We both crawl under the covers, comfortable sharing her double bed, and a few minutes pass before we turn on the flashlight she keeps in her room. 
“Now what?” I ask. 
Emily rolls to her side and shines the light under her chin. “Ghost stories?”
I nod enthusiastically, and we spend the next hour telling the scariest tales we can conjure. Unfortunately, neither of us has any idea of the horrors that await us tomorrow. 
Shivering in my sleep, I flip onto my stomach and tug the fluffy comforter around my shoulders. 
Music fills the skating rink, and Emily and I hold hands as we clumsily roll our way around the floor. Twenty-five kids from our class were invited to her birthday party, and all of them showed up. There’s only an hour left until parents will start to arrive as the party ends, and we’re making the most of every second.
“What song did you request?” she asks as we round the corner, almost colliding with Joey and Seth, two of our classmates.
I grin. “You’ll see.”
Less than a minute later, the music shifts, and Emily’s face lights up. “I lov—”
Bang! 
Bang!
“Everyone on the ground,” a man shouts after the echo of the gunshots subsides. “Now!”
Screams fill the air as chaos ensues. Emily tries to skate toward her dad, but I drop to my knees, pulling her down with me. I’ve been taught enough about guns and bad men to know when running isn’t an option.
“Stay down,” I whisper, doing my best to keep my own fear at bay. “If we do what they say, we won’t get hurt.” Or so I’ve been told.
It doesn’t take long for me to realize that everything I’ve been taught is a lie. Big black boots stop inches from my face, but before I can lift my head to get a good look at the person wearing them, Emily is grabbed by the hair and dragged out of my reach. 
I scramble after the pair, but a hand wraps around my ankle and pulls me in the opposite direction. After what feels like an eternity, I’m shoved into a corner by a giant man dressed in all black, and the soulless eyes peering at me through the slit in his mask send fear down my spine. 
“Stay put,” he growls as he presses the flat part of his knife against my cheek. “I’d hate to ruin such beauty, but I will if you don’t listen.”
I nod absently, not wanting to anger this monster more than he was before he walked into a kid’s birthday party with his buddies and weapons. He stares at me for a long time, and when his eyes swirl into light blue pools of liquid heat, I’m flung through time and space until I land in the back of a pickup truck with a camper shell and a hard body surrounding me. 
“Goliath?”
Bolting upright, my breath seesaws in and out of my lungs, and sweat trickles down my back. I yank my hand from its spot nestled between my legs and quiver with lingering need.
“Who’s Goliath?”
I whip my head toward my bedroom door and groan when my cousin, Enzo, pushes off the doorframe and strides toward me with a knowing smirk on his stupid face. 
“What?” I ask, doing my best to feign confusion and failing miserably. 
Enzo flops down next to me and kicks his feet up like he owns the place. We were always close, and I love him dearly, but right now, I want to beat the shit out of him. 
“One minute you’re tossing and turning like you’re scared to death,” he says casually. “And the next, you’re moaning the name Goliath.”
“N-No, I wasn’t.”
“Lie to yourself all you want, but don’t lie to me.” When I don’t say anything, he sighs. “I wondered if the nightmares would start back up.”
An involuntary shudder wracks my body. Enzo tries to wrap his arm around my shoulders, but I scoot away from him and get to my feet. 
“I need a shower,” I announce as I traipse to my dresser to grab clean clothes. “I’ll meet you downstairs.”
For a moment, I think he’s going to argue, but he surprises me when he stands and crosses the room. 
“Welcome home, Alex.” Enzo kisses my cheek. 
As soon as I’m alone, I make my way into the adjoining bathroom and lock the door behind me. I lean my hands on the counter and take in my reflection. The cut on my cheek is a stark reminder of what triggered my dreams of Emily and that horrible Saturday that changed my life and ended hers. 
“Why?” I whisper to the girl in the mirror. She doesn’t answer, but I don’t expect her to. I’ve asked and asked and asked the same question a million times over the years, and I’ve long since given up on any resolution that’ll make it all make sense. “Fuck you,” I snap at the grown woman who still carries the invisible scars of a little girl forced to grow up way too fast. “Fuck you and your memories.”
I strip out of my clothes and step into the tiled shower. It takes a minute for the water to adjust to the right temperature, and as soon as the warmth cascades over me, I begin to relax for the first time since the shooting at the hospital. 
Unfortunately, it doesn’t last because simply thinking about the hospital brings a certain sexy biker to mind. An image of Goliath flashes in my brain, and almost instantly, I’m consumed with desperation to recreate the feeling of him filling me so completely. 
What the fuck is wrong with me?
Rather than debate with myself, I flatten my hand on my stomach and slide it down until the tips of my fingers are barely kissing my clit. Using my free hand, I brace myself against the wall. Every nerve ending buzzes with anticipation as I move my fingers ever so slightly downward.
“Mmm,” I moan, letting my head fall back. 
It doesn’t take long for my body to convulse with release, and I make quick work of finishing my shower and getting ready for the day. 
“There she is,” Mamá says with a wide smile. “I was beginning to think you were going to sleep the day away.”
Resisting the urge to point at the clock on the microwave and remind her that it’s only eight-thirty, I let her engulf me in a hug. “Morning,” I say. 
“Coffee’s fresh, and there’s an omelet in the warming oven for you.”
“Thanks.”
I step around her to reach into the top cupboard for a coffee mug, but Enzo gently nudges me out of the way. “Go eat. I’ll get your caffeine.”
I smile gratefully and do as I’m told. Once I’m seated at the small table tucked into the breakfast nook, I dig into my food. 
“Creamer, sugar, and a dash of coffee,” Enzo says as he sets a steaming mug of go-juice in front of me. “Just the way you like it.”
“Thanks,” I mumble. 
“Alessandra Allegrini, don’t talk with your mouth full,” Mamá scolds. 
I swallow and smile sheepishly. “Yes, ma’am.” 
“So, what’s new with you?” Enzo asks, sitting across from me. “Other than meeting a man.”
Practically choking, I violently cough until my throat is clear. 
“A man?” Mamá asks as she takes the chair next to mine. “You didn’t tell me you met someone.”
“Because there’s nothing to tell.” I glare at Enzo, who simply shrugs.
Smug bastard.
“You didn’t tell me about a man.”
I swivel my head to look at my father, who’s walking across the kitchen with the newspaper tucked under his arm and his cell phone grasped in his hand. 
“Because there’s nothing to tell,” I repeat. 
“Well,” Papá begins. “That’s good because a relationship will just make your move home messy.”
“I told you,” I snap. “I’m not mov—”
“It’s too early to be arguing,” Mamá comments, and if looks could kill, my father would be a bloody heap of death on the pristine kitchen floor. “There will be plenty of time to work out all the details over the next week. For now, I just want to enjoy my daughter being home.”
The next fifteen minutes pass in a weird silence. Papá alternates between reading the paper and responding to emails on his cell while Mamá watches me eat like she’s afraid I’ll disappear if she takes her eyes off me. 
After I take my dishes to the sink and rinse
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