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      I never know what to write here. There are way too many people to thank. From my family to friends, readers to fellow authors, photographers to models, and everyone in between, that make it possible for me to continue writing my stories.

      I’ll continue to say…

      As long as you read them, I’ll write them.

      The number of voices I have going all at once in my head is a little concerning, so I’ll add a new acknowledgment.

      

      To my future therapist. I’m sorry my head is such a mess.

      I blame Abel. You’ll understand soon.

      

      PS…I’m not paying extra cause of his shenanigans.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        To everyone who’s ever been told to get lost…

        

        Life is about the journey, not the destination. Don’t be afraid to get lost along the way, or you might miss the joy of the adventure.

        So go ahead…GET LOST!

        -D

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            MSMC RENO MEMBERS

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        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 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 was rushed away from home in the middle of the night and given an opportunity of a lifetime. The chance to redeem a family name I never chose. I can now change the way people look at me when they hear my father’s name. I can be a better man, do the right thing, and finally get out from under the shadow of evil he left in my world.

      But in order to do that, I need to play the role of his son and leave behind the only thing that I ever gave a damn about. The one person in the world who never judged me and loved me unconditionally for the person she knew I could be.

      I abandoned her without a single look back because she said she would wait. I just had no idea what I was leaving behind. Well, I know now, and it’s time to unravel the lies I’ve been weaving and prove that I am worthy of the family I always dreamed of having with her.

      My name is Franklin “Wolf” Hoss Jr, and I am the President of the MorningStar MC Reno Chapter. After all these years, I’ve come home to Paradise to remind her of one thing…

      Wolves mate for life.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PROLOGUE

          

          SIX YEARS AGO

        

      

    

    
      “Nice lipstick, but I like the natural color more. It’s the same color as your nipples, and I fucking love tasting them.”

      I kick Frankie’s leg under the table and swat his hand away from my thigh, which he was trying to grab under the table. I look around the room to check that no one has noticed his comment, but since no one has shot him yet, I think we’re in the clear.

      “What the fuck is wrong with you?” I hiss under my breath and turn to look at him.

      Our noses touch, and I squirm away from him. His smirk speaks of pure trouble and nasty thoughts. I should hate it, but it makes me melt instead. I shouldn’t want the crude, arrogant prospect.

      I’m the daughter of the Vice President and granddaughter of the President of the MorningStar MC. I’m an MC princess with a bright future in fine arts. I should be on my way to Philadelphia to study this fall, but instead, here I sit with a massive secret that is going to derail my future and possibly cause an inner war between the members of the club.

      “You ok little rebel? You look a little green.” I look up from the plate of food in front of me and glance at Frankie “Wolf” Hoss, Jr.

      He’s been the bane of my life for over two years. We’ve been sneaking around under everyone’s noises, and when they find out, he may be buried in the hot Nevada desert without a headstone.

      “I’m fine.” I swallow hard and will my nausea to fuck off.

      “You haven’t touched your food.” He just doesn’t know when to stop.

      “Last I checked, my father, is across the room.” I snark back.

      “No need to get bitchy.” He finally turns away from me, and I sigh in relief.

      “Damaris, congrats on your acceptance to the Art Institute of Philadelphia. We are so proud of you. Your mother and I are going to miss you when you leave, but I can’t wait to get my wife back to myself.” Dad chuckles at my mom, who just rolls her eyes at him.

      “Ew, Dad. Can you not at the table?” Davina, my twin sister, echoes my own thoughts out loud.

      “Besides, you still got AJ home to cockblock you.” Uncle Cane reminds them, and I smile.

      “Told you the girls were enough.” Mom smiles up at my Pop’s teasing, but the love in her eyes softens the words everyone knows she says in jest.

      AJ is a pain in the ass, but he’s a musical prodigy and is on tour more than home. All of us kids inherited our father’s gifted mind. We just went in different directions with it. I’m an artist, Davina’s a writer, and AJ is a musician. Not one of us wanted to follow in dad footsteps, much to his chagrin.

      “Ok, ok, that’s enough. I’m playing double duty tonight, hosting this dinner in Damaris’ honor and to prompt the new prospects. So, if I call your name, please come up and claim your new patches.” The members all start cheering.

      I watch as six of the ten prospects get their patches and become full members of MSMC. Frankie gets left out and is frowning at his uncle. Bear is standing with his arms crossed without a care in the world.

      “You four, step up.” Satan booms from his seat, and I turn to look at my grandfather.

      “You look disappointed. Wanna know why you weren’t prompted?” I glance at Frankie and the three others.

      Issac, Hannah, and Oliver all share the same look of confusion.

      “It’s simple. You aren’t needed here.” Dad announces, and a gasp of shock goes around the room.

      “That said, we want you to start a new chapter in Reno. I already have your clubhouse up and running.” What?

      Dad looks amused as the rest of us try to catch up to his words.

      “A new chapter of the MSMC? Who’s going to lead it?” Issac asks as I watch Bear move up behind Frankie.

      “Wolf is. Congrats, President.” He lays a new cut on Frankie’s shoulders as the room erupts in clapping.

      Davina hugs me from behind and whispers in my ear as the club surrounds Frankie and the new members of the Reno chapter with hugs and congratulations.

      “You have to tell him.” She whispers in my ear as my hand goes to my stomach and protects the secret I’m keeping.

      “Why? He’s leaving.” She sighs and sits back, leaving me with my feeling of cold lonely dread.

      It was supposed to be me going away, not him. Funny how life works like that. His dreams are just starting to come true, and mine were over before they had a chance to begin.

      Seventeen and pregnant.

      Yup, I’m fine, alright.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

          WOLF

        

      

    

    
      “I kill like I fuck. Slowly, painfully, and I leave you begging…” I pause and met the poor bastard’s eyes.

      “For more or to stop.” I finish with an evil smile.

      “Please, stop.” There it is.

      The asshole is currently tied to a chair, panting, trying to catch his breath. Like hell, I’ll stop. This fucker tried to snatch a six-year-old girl off the playground just a few feet from my son.

      Fuck. I have a son.

      “Boss?” I look up at Spark and nod.

      He backs away from the piece of a shit pedophile, and I lean in close so he hears my words because they’ll be the last ones he’ll ever hear again.

      “Kids and drugs are off limits in my town. You touch them, you die.” I stand back and let him whimper one more time before I pull the trigger.

      “Fuck! He pissed himself first. Clean this shit up!” I yell at my prospects as I shake my leg, trying to get the urine off me.

      “Wolf, you are a deeply troubled person,” Spark chuckles.

      I growl at my VP, who is running a hand over his tousled red locks.

      “Fuck off, ginger. No one asked you.” He blows a kiss at my grumpy ass as I make my way upstairs from the dungeon.

      “Spark, I swear to fuck if we don’t find this leak and plug it quick, the last few years were all for shit.” I turn to find him on my heels.

      “Prez, I get it. What has you in such a fowl mood?” I laugh without humor.

      “I don’t know. I’ve been lied to, kept in the dark and ordered away from my girl, and lost out on the first few years of my son’s life. Fucking pick one.” I throw myself on the couch and grab my head.

      It feels ready to explode with the sudden changes in my life.

      I always thought Damaris would wait for me. I fucking know she loves me. I thought she always would. Maybe love isn’t enough. She was young. Am I really that cocky to think she’d wait around for my ass?

      Yes, my ego is that big. I fucking groomed her for me, no one else. Does that make me an asshole? Yes, and I don’t give a fuck. That woman was born for me and no one else. Devil, help anyone who’s touched what is mine because Rebel is mine.

      “I need to go back to Paradise. I left something behind that I need to bring home.” I stand and grab my keys off the bar.

      “What?” Spark yells at my back his confusion laced in his voice, as I march my ass out the clubhouse’s front door.

      Doesn’t matter which way his question was going. What I’m talking about is all the same anyway.

      “My family.”
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        * * *

      

      I made the six-hour drive in a little over four. The afternoon turned into evening, helping me clear my head. Abel’s going to be fucking pissed, but I could care less.

      I gave her up for the greater good, and he promised to keep her safe until I could come back. Then the fucker helped her hide my kid. Enough is enough.

      I pull into the MorningStar MC clubhouse just before eight p.m. and take a second to look at the place I called home for so many years. They took us in and made us family, even with the evil in my DNA. Never once were we made to feel like outsiders. Until now, that is.

      “Wolf.” I turn to see my uncle walking up behind me from the MorningStar Grill.

      “Bear,” I extend my hand to him, and he clucks his tongue at me.

      He engulfed me in a hug that still manages to make me feel like a little kid after all these years. I smile up at the only man who has ever been close to a father to me. His greeting is warm even though his eyes look pissed.

      Uh oh.

      “What you doing here, boy?” He crosses his arms across his massive chest, waiting for an answer.

      Suddenly I’m ten again and in trouble for sneaking out to meet Issac at the park to go skateboarding at midnight. I’m just as big as him and a hell of a lot younger, but the respect I have for him has me looking down at my feet.

      “Left something I need to pick up.” I clear my throat and meet his eyes which narrow.

      Asher Santiago is many things. None of which are stupid.

      “That so? Reckon you can take them willingly?” Ah, shit.

      Rebel is not going to take kindly to me being back or wanting her and my son. I swallow hard and shrug my shoulders.

      He laughs at me and slaps my shoulder.

      “About time boy. Don’t fuck it up. She’s at the art gallery.” He walks away and leaves me standing next to my Harley in shock.

      “Art gallery?” Does Paradise have one of those?

      “I look like Google to you, boy? Fucking figure it out!” He calls back at me.

      I pull out my phone and call my sister.

      “Busy.” She answers, and by the sounds of barking, I know she’s still at the clinic.

      “I need to find Rebel.” She curses, and I hear the phone hit the floor.

      I pull mine away from my ear and wait for her to stop yelling at the dogs in the kennel.

      “ASPEN! I need to know where she is, please.” She huffs, and I hear a door slam shut.

      “Parker Ave Studios, don’t do anything stupid, bro. She’s very excited.” Aspen hangs up on me, and I snort.

      Me? Do something stupid? No.

      I’m aiming for reckless.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWO

          

          REBEL

        

      

    

    
      “I still can’t believe I let you talk me into this.” I look at the canvas of my art all around Parker’s gallery with a snake pit of nerves in my stomach.

      Fuck, I’m going to puke again.

      I glance around, looking for the closest trash can, ready to make a run for it when Parker hands me a glass of champagne.

      “For your nerves. Just breathe, Damaris. The online sales have been fantastic, and by the number of tickets sold tonight, these walls will be bare by midnight. Please relax and try to enjoy this. You should be proud of yourself.” His smile is warm, and the light touch on my back is soothing.

      I drain the flute and close my eyes while taking a few deep breaths.

      I can do this. Sure, I’m a single teenage mom with only a high school diploma who’s been slinging ink for the last few years, but now my dream is finally coming true.

      I am an artist. Painter more accurately. With a bonafide website and clientele that don’t smell of leather and drugs. I crack a small smile as I reopen my eyes to look at him.

      Parker Jones.

      We met years ago when he stumbled into my studio looking for some ink. Apparently, he was told I was the best at portraits. I did a piece on his shoulder blade. The photo of his twin sister, who died of cancer a few months prior.

      We connected instantly. Being a twin myself, I understood his loss intimately. God, if I ever lost Davina, I’d go certifiably insane.

      Speaking of my identical sister, I watch her enter the gallery and stop dead. Her mouth opens, and she covers it with a shaky hand. Her eyes follow along the walls as tears fall down her cheeks. I know they’re happy tears for me. Her emotions are ruled by her tear ducts. Whether she’s happy or mad as hell, she cries while I’m the complete opposite. I don’t cry, and if I do, you better run.

      “Davina, you’re ruining your makeup.” I walk up to her and hug my mirror image.

      “I’m so fucking proud of you.” I laugh and shake her.

      “Watch your mouth, sis. What would your students think?” She snorts at me.

      “That I was raised by a fucking biker. I may be a kindergarten teacher, but I’m still a biker princess.”  The chimes on the door ring, and we both turn to see our parents walking in.

      “Girls.” Abel “Cannibal” Brooks holds our mother to him as if he’s afraid she’ll still run off the first chance she gets.

      “Damaris, this is incredible.” Mom kisses my cheek and pushes my father’s hands off her hips to go look around.

      Pop looks like a kid whose new toy was just put up outreach. They’ve been together for damn near thirty years, and he still looks at her like she hung the fucking moon.

      What it must be like to have that type of love.

      I sigh and shake off the ache in my chest. I thought I’d have that with Wolf. What the fuck did I know at fifteen? Everything, or so I thought. I smile to myself because although, on the outside, I may look like a fuck up for getting knocked up by a biker and losing out on a promising art school scholarship, I wouldn’t trade a single second.

      I got the love of my life, just not the one I was looking for.

      Deacon will forever be the best thing I’ve ever made. He was born from love, and even though it’s been hard as hell doing it alone, I really never was. It took me years of letting go of my bitterness to finally see that.

      “Where’s Deacon?” I frown, looking around for him.

      He’s small for his age and sneaks around better than any ninja. Pop chuckles and points behind me. He’s talking to Parker while pointing at one of my portraits. We walk over and listen to them speak.

      “Mom, let me name this one,” Deacon tells Parker proudly.

      “Oh? What did you pick?” Parker grins down at my son.

      I look at the one in question again, and my eyes widen. Oh shit. Before I can stop Deacon, he answers the question like he does everything
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