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      For the lovers and the fighters.

      Let no one dictate who or how you love.

      It’s the most important fight and

      there are never any losers.

      Only winners.

      A life without love is a life unlived.

      The battle is always worth the cost.
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      I want to thank my readers for sticking with me. I know my books aren’t the cleanest (dirty or edited), but it’s a labor of love that most of you seem to get.

      I never set out to become this “author” thing that has consumed my life. It’s been an interesting ride, to say the least. It was a whim on a dull Sunday morning during the pandemic with a single thought driving me…

      WHY THE FUCK NOT?

      The story was sitting rent-free in my head for years. If I didn’t tell it, who would?

      I’d lost my mother a few months before suddenly, and I knew she left behind a bucket list a mile long. So I refused to do the same.

      So take this as your sign. NO ONE IS PERFECT.

      No one is you.

      Dare to dream.

      Take the leap.

      Live.

      

      
        
        *** TRIGGER WARNINGS: FAMILY LOSS ***

        Sadly, no one lives forever. Even in fiction.
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        Franklin Hoss Jr (Wolf)

        President MSMC Reno Chapter,

        Owner of Juicy Delights

      

        

      
        Damaris Brooks (Rebel)

        Daughter of Abel (Cannibal) and Dylan Brooks,

        twin of Davina Brooks, Sister of AJ “Menace” Brooks

      

        

      
        Issac Hamilton (Spark)

        Vice President and Mechanic MSMC Reno Chapter,

        Owner of Nuts and Bolts Chop Shop

      

        

      
        Davina Brooks

        Kindergarten Teacher, Daughter of Abel (Cannibal) and Dylan Brooks,

        twin of Damaris Brooks, Sister of AJ “Menace” Brooks

      

        

      
        Micah Cross (Viper)

        SAA Angels of Brimstone

      

        

      
        Abel Brooks Jr - AJ (Menace)

        Road Captain MSMC Reno Chapter and Lead Vocalist of Menacing Angel, Son of Abel (Cannibal) and Dylan Brooks, Brother of Damaris and Davina Brooks

      

        

      
        Darius Ortega -DJ (Priest)

        SAA MSMC Reno Chapter, Veteran

        Son of Dorian (Pinky) and William Ortega

      

        

      
        Aspen Franklin (Sparrow)

        Enforcer MSMC Reno Chapter, Veterinarian

        Sister of Franklin “Wolf” Hoss Jr

      

        

      
        Hannah Garcia (Shock)

        Medic MSMC Reno Chapter

      

        

      
        Lacey Miller (Glitch)

        Cyber Security Expert MSMC Reno Chapter

      

        

      
        SPOILER: More to be announced

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            MOTORCYCLE CLUB TERMS

          

        

      

    

    
      Cage: Covered vehicles, cars, trucks, etc.

      

      Colors: Tattoo of the club logo.

      

      Cut: Club leather vests with logos.

      

      Old lady: Wife of a club member.

      

      President: Head of the club, majority decision-maker.

      

      VP: Vice President of the club, second in command, and in charge of the day-to-day running of club activities and businesses.

      

      SAA: Sergeant at arms, club’s principal protector, and in charge of enforcers/prospects.

      

      Treasurer: Club finance expert, handles all the financial aspects of the club and businesses.

      

      Road Captain: Organizes events and club rides.

      

      Prospect: Club recruits trying to earn membership.

      

      Enforcer: Club protectors.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            SYNOPSIS

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        I’m the lead singer of a very popular rock band, so my life must be perfect, right?

      

        

      
        WRONG

      

        

      
        My family is in shambles, the MC club is in mourning, and my band is divided. I’ve always had so many people in my life that had my back no matter what, but with everything going on right now, I find myself adrift and alone in the dark.

        Until a bright light shows me a way out. The light at the end of the tunnel that I will gladly give my life for. If I give in to my desires for her, it could ruin everything I’ve worked so hard to create, but what if she’s the answer we all need?

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PROLOGUE

          

        

      

    

    
      “That cock teasing bastard.” I hiss under my breath as I watch my best friend, Kaleb, across the room.

      We’re currently at a band meet and greet after our last show here in Vegas, and I’m grinding my molars at the pair of blondes on his arms grinding on him.

      I chug down the last of my beer and stand to get a fresh one, but Angel, our lead guitarist, grabs my arm to stop me.

      “Where’s your fucking phone?” Her words are harsh, but I can see she’s trying to hold back tears.

      “What’s wrong?” I glance around and pull her into a dark corner before anyone sees her ready to break down.

      She shoves her phone into my chest, and I catch it before it drops to the floor. I grip it tightly while I watch her rocking on her heels. She won’t meet my eyes, and when she sniffles and wipes at her nose with her head down, I know it’s bad.

      I drop my eyes to her phone screen and gasp at the Twitter thread she has open. I re-read the caption a few times, not comprehending the words properly. It’s not until someone yells to turn the music down and the rest of my band surrounds me that the story I’ve been staring at sinks in.

      BREAKING NEWS: LOCAL WAR HEROES LUCAS COLE, DARIUS ORTEGA, AND GAVIN PHILLIPS HAVE BEEN REPORTED MIA AND PRESUMED DEAD.

      I feel the phone fall from my hand, and the sobs Angel’s been trying to hold in echo in the now quiet room. I look around me, not sure what I’m searching for, and when my eyes land on my cut hanging by the band gear, my brain snaps back to reality.

      I need to get to my club.

      I start pushing people out of my way. To get to my shit so I can leave. I only stop when Valentina, our manager, steps in front of me.

      “I’m canceling the next three stops. You let me know what I can do for you and your family. I’ll call Angel in a few days to check in.” I nod at her, but stop her from hugging me.

      I don’t have the time or the patience to deal with her wandering hands right now.

      I grab my cut and shrug it on while I push out the door and jog to my Harley parked by the tour bus. I’m putting my helmet on when Kaleb appears next to me.

      I feel like a fish out of water, not knowing what to say to him. When he notices the state, I’m in, he takes my keys from me and starts my bike.

      “Get on, Abel, I’ll get you home.” No one ever calls me by my first name, and it sets off a chain reaction.

      I manage to close my helmet before the tears start to fall from my lashes. I climb on my bike and hold Kaleb tightly. I know he can feel me shaking as the information finally hits me.

      My uncle and cousin are missing, and may even be dead.

      My family will never be the same again.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

          MENACE

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Three weeks later

      

      

      

      “Can I get you anything?” Savannah’s sweet voice breaks through my thoughts, and I try to smile at her.

      “No, darling. I’m good, thanks.” She pats my arm as she stands from the couch we are sharing.

      My eyes find Kaleb talking to my aunt Dorian in the corner of the clubhouse. She’s glaring at Grandpa, who insisted on having this wake.

      Mourning loved ones is hard enough. Not having bodies to lay to rest makes it worse. The Army has given up hope, even though they found the downed helicopter’s wreckage. They’re saying no bodies were recovered at the site, but that there is proof some or all may have survived the crash.

      Uncle Willy is in Iraq with a few old contacts digging, but so far, we only keep getting more bad news.

      The band has canceled the remainder of our tour and postponed the release of our new album. Our manager is being supportive as best as she can, but the label is putting pressure on us to get back to work.

      My life is in shambles, and all they can think about is dollar signs.

      Fucking vultures.

      And then there are the clubs. The MorningStar MC lost three members, one being the future president and the founder’s son. No one wants to fill Satan’s shoes, leaving my niece in the position she only took until Lucas returned.

      Now everyone is looking at me with hopeful eyes, and I seriously can not take the pressure.

      “How ya doing, kid?” Pops sits down next to me with a knowing look.

      “I’m ready to run,” I admit.

      “Need a distraction? I’m sure I can think of something.” I snort at him.

      My father is ridiculous on the level of insanity. I’m not sure this family can take his antics today.

      “I’d rather Ma not become a widow today.” I rub a hand down my face and sit up straighter.

      “Fair point, but you need a breather.” He inclines his head in the direction of the kitchen, where Savannah is cooking.

      “That’s the last thing on my mind, Pops. My life is complicated enough.” I sigh and drag my eyes away from the woman I want to the man I crave like my next breath.

      Guilt courses through me for even thinking of them at a time like this.

      “Do you really think your uncle or cousin, hell, even Gavin, would expect you to stop living?” I close my eyes and frown.

      “No, but they’d be pissed if I tried to get laid at their funeral.” Pops grins and tilts his head.

      “Well, maybe not Gavin.” I chuckle at my friend’s carefree lifestyle.

      Nothing ever seemed to bother him.

      Thinking about them in the past tense makes me choke up, and I stand, but before I can head out the back door, Pops stops me with a hand on my shoulder.

      “Check the tin in his saddlebag.” I nod and walk outside.

      I scan the parking lot and find Gavin’s matte purple Ducati. I smile at his choice of bike. He always had to be the different one. In an MC full of Harleys, he brought home this fucking crotch rocket with a massive grin on his face.

      Nothing in the Bible that says my bike had to be a Harley.

      The memory of his voice in my head makes me stumble, and I end up sitting on the hard ground with my back against the motorcycle. I stretch my arm up, unhook the latch on the saddle bag, and pull it down to the ground with me.

      I flip the flap open and smile.

      A box of condoms, his leather cut, and an old metal tin. I take his stash box out and flip open the lid. An old picture of us kids on the playground out back. We’re all smiling and making goofy faces at the camera.

      I pull out the sack of weed and roll a joint before putting everything back in the saddle bag. I flick open his Zippo and light the tip, inhaling the smoke into my lungs.

      I hear the crunch of gravel as footsteps get closer to me, and without looking, I know exactly who it is.

      “Pass that shit.” I blow out the smoke and hand the joint to Kaleb.

      I flip the Zippo in my hand and palm it with the engravement side up.

      I’ll follow my brothers anywhere.

      Grief crashes through me, and I sob.

      They weren’t supposed to follow themselves into an early grave.

      Strong arms cradle me as I cry, thinking about how short life is and how I’m not wasting another fucking moment of it. Tomorrow is guaranteed to no one.

      I’m living my life on my fucking terms.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWO

          

          KALEB

        

      

    

    
      My cell phone buzzes yet again in my pocket while I hold AJ to my chest. Valentina doesn’t mean harm by checking in, but she needs to respect our grieving process and forget our bottom line. We don’t give a shit about money right now. I grind my molars when my cell starts ringing again.

      AJ notices and straightens up, pulling away from my embrace.

      “Sorry, go ahead, man. Answer your phone. Sounds important.” He sniffles and clears his throat.

      “Nah, it’s just Valentina. She can fucking wait.” We both turn at the sound of gravel crunching in the driveway.

      “You have got to be fucking kidding me.” I stand and march across to the woman in question.

      Valentina steps out of her fancy sports car and glares at us.

      “There you are! Why isn’t anyone answering their phones?” Is this bitch crazy?

      “We’re mourning the loss of three family members, you raging bitch. Have you no fucking respect?” She rolls her eyes as if I’m the one being dramatic.

      There is no love lost between the band’s manager and me. I can’t fucking stand her. She’s money and cock hungry, which AJ has always laughed off, but I can see what he can’t. She’d fuck us and not think twice about it. Starting with AJ.

      “I’m so sorry, I am, but the label needs you guys back in the studio. Sales have dropped, and the
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