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	My husband - I love you more than words can express. Thank you for the support you’ve shown me. Some days you drive me crazy, other days I just want to kiss your face off. Who knew this would turn out to be our life, but in this journey, I wouldn’t want to spend it with anyone else. Thanks for falling for my brand of crazy. I love you, I’m thankful for you, I can’t say it enough. 

	My boys - You are my whole world. I love you both. This never changes, and you better not be reading these books until you’re thirty and tell yourself your momma did not write them! I can never express how grateful I am for your support. You are quick to tell me that my career makes you proud, that I make you proud. As far as mom wins go; that one takes the cake. I love you with every beat of my heart and I will forever. 

	My Beta Babes - Wendi Stacilaucki-Hunsicker, Tamra Simons, Sarah Free, Lindsay Lupher and Patti Novia West. Thank you for all the love you’ve shown me over the past few years. You’ve each helped me grow in different ways throughout this entire experience and I’m forever grateful. This wouldn’t be possible without you. I can’t express my gratitude enough for each of you. I say I have a new book and you drop what you’re doing to help me out. How did I get so lucky to have your friendship and support? We each have other stuff going on in our lives and yet you still figure out how to make time for me, thank you so much!

	Editor Mitzi Carroll – You’re one of the most dedicated, kindest people I’ve come across in this industry. I will forever be grateful that J.C. Valentine suggested I ask for your help. I was lost at a time in my career, and you literally jumped in and saved me. I will never forget that or how much you’ve helped me grow since then. You are a true gem, and I look forward to finally getting to hug you in Cincinnati! Your hard work makes mine stand out, and I’m so grateful! Thank you for pouring tons of hours into my passion and being so wonderful to me. 

	Jay Aheer with Simply Defined Art – I cannot thank you enough for the wonderful work you’ve done for me. Your support truly means so much!

	Photographer Wander Aguiar and team - Thank you so much for the amazing support you’ve been kind enough to show me. I look forward to future collaborations and fun times.

	Models Roddy Hanson and Tyler Harlow – Thank you for being great guys to work with and a good sports about being ‘biker guys.’ You both capture my characters beautifully.

	Formatter Brenda Wright – Thank you for making my work look professional and beautiful. I truly appreciate it and the kindness you’ve shown me. I look forward to working with you many times in the future and hopefully one day tasting one of those delicious cupcakes you’re always posting photos of! 

	My Blogger Friends –YOU ARE AMAZING! I LOVE YOU!  No really, I do!!! You take a new chance on me with each book and in return share my passion with the world. You never truly get enough credit, and I’m forever grateful! 

	My Readers – I love you. You make my life possible, thank you. I can’t wait to meet many of you this year and in the future! 
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	MC - Motorcycle Club

	Prez - President

	VP - Vice President

	SAA - Sgt. at Arms

	Ol’ Lady - Significant Other

	Chapel - Place Where Church is Held


	Clubhouse/ Compound – MC home base

	Church - MC ‘Meeting’

	 

	Oath Keepers/Widow Makers hybrid charter:

	Viking – Prez, 

	Was the heir to the Widow Makers MC,

	Previous NOMAD

	Blaze – Acting VP,

	Previously a Widow Maker and Vikings Cousin

	Torch – SAA,

	Previously a Widow Maker, grew up with Viking

	Scot – Oldest member, 

	Used to be in charge of the NOMADS

	Bronx – Newest patched member,

	Was prospect for the Widow Makers MC

	Chaos – Usually out handling business with the NOMADS,

	Ex NFL football player

	Nightmare – Close friend to Viking and Exterminator,

	Previous NOMAD

	Saint and Sinner – Hell Raisers,

	Previous NOMADS

	Smokey – Treasurer

	Previously a Widow Maker

	Odin – Future VP, Vikings younger brother,

	Previously a Widow Maker

	Mercenary – Transfer from Chicago Charter

	 

	NOMADS: 

	Exterminator  

	Ruger 

	Spider 

	 

	Original Oath Keepers MC: 

	Ares - Prez 

	Cain – VP

	2 Piece – Gun Runner - SAA

	Twist – Unholy One

	Spin – Treasurer

	Snake – 

	Newest patched member, previous President’s son

	Capone – Deceased

	Smiles – Deceased

	Shooter – Deceased

	Scratch – Deceased  
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	To those of you who think outside of the box. To the one’s who walk to their own beat. To the dreamers. 
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	Tears shed for another person are not a sign of weakness. They are a sign of a pure heart.

	-Unknown

	The ominous double oak doors are massive, leading into the magnificent church. St. Mary’s it’s called, and I’ve passed it every day for the last six months. Each time, it’s taunted me, beckoning me to take a step inside its walls. 

	I have to do it, you know—see if I’ll really burn by coming in here. If it’d happen to anyone, I’d definitely be a viable candidate. 

	Inhaling, I’m met with a spicy scent. Oil perhaps? The building reminds me of a castle from the outside, and the inside doesn’t disappoint in that aspect either. It’s the type of place that when you enter, you feel small and insignificant; no doubt it was built this way on purpose.  

	My middle finger dips into the glass bowl encasing what these religious freaks refer to as holy water. What the fuck’s so holy about it? Is it the fact that a priest has prayed over it? If that’s how it’s even made...I wouldn’t know. I was never around one of these places growing up.

	The cool water coats the tip of my finger as I skim the surface, and amazingly, nothing happens. I was expecting burning flames to encompass my flesh in mere seconds. I’m considered evil, after all; I’ve heard it before. Not from any voices in my mind, but from child services attempting to steal me away from my family.

	The silence encompassing the room is interrupted by a deep, accusing voice. “Sinner!”

	My gaze shoots to the front of the room convinced I was right after all; they’ll burn me for coming here. That’s how all the holy ones are; they like to peel you apart and make you crumble in an attempt to heal you. I’ve been warned the entire time I was growing up to steer clear of them.

	I never needed their healing, only blood occasionally from a bad soul. My father was the same and taught me how to make sacrifices. He said our Native American heritage called for it. Our ancestors needed it to live on through us. It’s our job to continue coating the earth with the black soul’s blood to give back for everything they’ve used up. 

	My father was a true, proud Indian with long, straight, jet-black hair and black eyes to match. His skin was tanned and leathery due to his heritage and exposure to the elements. His time was spent outside when he was young, and he says it forever changed him like our ancestors. I never understood why I had to favor my mother. Her cloud-colored eyes, fair complexion, and light hair made her angelic in a sense, opposite of my father.  

	I’ve kept my promises to him, sacrificing when the madness inside my head gets out of control. He’d be proud; I know it was an important ritual to him. It’s become sort of a cleansing for me as well, to show my devotion to the gods of the world. People may not understand my rituals, but the gods do.  

	On a podium set at the front of the room stands the man I heard dressed in thick robes. Behind him is a large, imposing marble table, covered with objects. I’m too far away to recognize what they are, however.

	He’s the priest—the holy one—who can burn me, according to the stories my father shared when I was a kid.

	A young man cowers below him, completely bare. He’s hunched over his naked front, his bloody back showcased for the man standing over him. Crisscrosses of bloody welts decorate his back, and I cringe. I’ve been whipped before. I know it hurts. The battered being draws me to him, wanting to see for myself if he’s worth the sacrifice.

	“Forgive me.” The young, broken man pleads and the leather whip in the holy one's hand slaps against his flesh again. Blood splatters in its wake, leaving behind evidence of the punishment. The site of the garnet-colored liquid doesn’t bother me; it’s the purity of the man’s voice begging to be set free. He doesn’t sound guilty of anything worthy of his punishment. 

	“Sinner!” the priest declares again, and I begin to make my way around the room to get a better look.

	I stick to the shadows to keep my presence unknown. That’s essentially what I am anyhow, a shadow amongst everyone else in the world. Multiple colors cascade over the glossy pews in the middle of the room, almost making them appear inviting. 

	Almost, but I see through their motives. 

	Glancing up, I’m met with stained glass windows depicting the church’s beloved saints. In the center of the raised ceiling is an ancient looking painted mural filled with fluffy clouds and golden angels. I wonder if that world ever existed. If it did, according to this, it must’ve been forever ago.

	Smack!

	My eyes snap back to the podium, drawn to the sound. The priest slashed another bloody welt into the young guy's flesh. Cringing, I can’t turn away. It’s like a car crash—you know it must be painful, yet you have to watch regardless. 

	“You must ask for forgiveness, Sinner.”

	“For-forgive me, father. I beg you.”

	No father should hit his son like this. He should teach him, rather than punish him. My own father taught me this. We worked together, never against each other. 

	“You’ve sinned, you must repent,” he repeats, bringing the leather down again. This time the man on all fours gasps in pain, tears raining down his face, and stuttering something about hail Mary being full of grace. 

	This is his father? Surely, he feels the darkness in his soul as I do. The man with the evil soul deserves punishment, not the beaten one at his feet.

	Creeping slowly and quietly, I approach the man from behind. I’m good at being quiet; it’s how I always get away when someone searches for me. It’s how I sneak up on those I plan to offer as a sacrifice. The moon god always helps hide me. 

	“Priest,” I hiss, sounding more snake than human. The older man spins around, his middle-aged face lined with surprise. “Repent,” I hiss at him again with a scowl and drive my small blade into the center of his throat. It’s not a fancy way to kill, but it stuns the opponent immediately. Being smaller than many of the men I kill, it’s important to catch them off guard. 

	He stumbles back a step, as his eyes bulge, gurgling and choking on the sharp metal. Blood spurts, raining warm sangria droplets over my face. A genuine smile graces my lips as my hands rub the blood into my skin. I’ve killed a bad man, and there’s no better feeling.

	Sacrifice to bring this man peace. Use this blood to replenish all that was stolen from you by this soul. Sacrifice for my ancestors no longer here. I offer this token of evil to you. Sacrifice for life. 

	The older man drops to the ground, dead, and the boy at my feet turns to peer up at me. His face is drenched with tears, his back leaving behind droplets of his blood on the floor around him. He’s paid his own sacrifice, offering his blood so easily without a fight.

	He gasps, his mouth falling open in shock at the site of me.

	He’s frightened.

	My hand opens, palm up, going toward him. He’ll need help getting up, I’m sure of it. I don’t want to worry him any more than he already appears to be.

	“S-S-S-Saint Michael?” he proclaims, his eyes growing more fearful, “For-forgive me, for I have sinned.”

	“Sinner?” I test, holding my hand to him once more. Is that his name?

	“I am not worthy. Forgive me for speaking your name.” His gaze falls to the floor, and he bows before me.

	He’s absolutely perfect.

	I will keep him and protect him—always.

	“Come, my Sinner. I’ll protect you now. No need to be frightened of me. You just call me Saint; no name, okay?”

	His callused palm finds mine, and I tug him to his feet. “You will stand for me, Sinner, and you’ll be strong.”

	He briefly glances to the priest, his eyes full of gratitude when they meet mine. No doubt he’s grateful, but guilt will plague his heart for feeling that way after the shock subsides. 

	He’s beautiful. Dark to my light, he could be my brother—my opposite. He’s everything I once wished I could be, and together we’ll be perfect. 

	“Okay, Saint,” he agrees, and I lift the thick, white robe from the floor for him. We need to leave, and I have no idea when someone will show up. The last thing I need is another run-in with the local cops. 

	“We have to go.”

	He complies and allows me to help him place the robe over his battered flesh. He’s close to my own age I notice. I hit fifteen six months ago; he’s gotta be right around there as well. I hope his back only needs to be wrapped. I can mix up a paste for it, but I can’t sew very well if he requires stitches.

	“Is there a way out of here other than the front door?”

	“Yes, I can show you.”

	“Sounds good little Sinner, lead the way...”

	And just like that, I’ve met my obsession. My Sinner to my Saint, yet I know the truth. I’m the Sinner, and this beautiful, broken creature is my Saint. 


	He’s mine. Forever. 
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	I am not a saint, unless you think of a saint 

	as a sinner who keeps on trying.

	- Nelson Mandela
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	“Sin, you have to reel Saint in, brother. He’s losing his shit today,” Viking, the Oath Keepers MC Prez grumbles. Like this is something new; this is Saint in a nutshell, but they all seem to forget that. The brother can’t be cooped up.

	I’ve been riding with Viking for years now, first as a NOMAD, and now in his own club. Saint and the other brothers of the Oath Keepers are the closest thing to family I have.  The club means everything to me as it does to the brothers as well. We may be a bunch of misfits alone, but together, we get each other. 

	Saint...well, he’s so much more than just a brother to me.  We seem to balance each other out a bit. I don’t know if I’d have survived this far if he hadn’t stepped in and helped me stand that day, so long ago. 

	“You need to let him out, Vike. You know how he gets when you try to put a leash on him.” They believe that if they keep him at the clubhouse, he won’t hurt anyone. It does the opposite though. You’d think they’d have figured it out by now that cooping him up, drives him a little crazy inside. 

	“I can’t have him out in town hacking up some motherfucker and then bathing in his blood. Find something to keep him busy.” 


	No one understands him. They believe Saint is nuts—a pretty boy with the drive to kill and coat himself in his victims’ blood. I wish Saint would just tell them he’s Indian, that he does this for a reason. I thought he was crazy the first time I saw it as well; hell, I tried to take off and leave him behind. I didn’t get very far and haven’t been able to leave his side since then. 

	I think he enjoys the fear in the brothers’ eyes when his skin’s stained scarlet. Not to mention, he’s the whitest Indian you’d ever come across. Shit, half the brothers probably wouldn’t believe him even if he did tell them about his heritage. We practically grew up together through our teenage years and so on, so I’ve seen it all firsthand. 

	“We’ll barbeque this weekend.” I suggest the first thing that enters my mind.

	It’s not ideal, but it’s the quickest rationalization I can come up with. “We can head over to the pigpen and get some hogs; it’ll keep him busy, if he can chop them up.” I leave out the part of him offering up some of the pigs’ blood as a sacrifice to his ancestors and the various gods he chooses to worship. 

	He absently agrees, his distracted stare locked on his ol’ lady, Princess. “Appreciate it, brother. I’ll catch up later; I got shit to take care of.”

	“Bet,” I mutter, but he’s already striding toward the Ice Queen also known as Princess, his ol’ lady. There’s no telling what he has to deal with. Being the Prez, he’s always taking care of business. 

	Drinking deeply from my vodka-cranberry-Sprite cocktail Blaze conjured up for me, I can’t help but think of how I ended up here. I’d be nothing if it weren’t for Saint. He saved me and has continued to do so ever since I was a teenager. If I have to defend his brand of crazy for the rest of my life to repay him, I will. 

	“Sinner?” Cherry, a pretty little redheaded club slut saddles up next to me. 

	She’s nothing special—mousy nose, a spattering of freckles...the usual. Her looks do next to nothing to garner my attention, though other brothers around here seem to appreciate her attention toward them. As long as she sucks my dick well and doesn’t talk much, then I don’t mind her bothering me too much.

	“Hmm?”

	“Do you two want to have some fun?” She squeezes into the spot between my body and the empty barstool next to me. 

	She’s a wild one and loves fucking both of us. Can’t say I don’t approve of her type of fun. Saint usually has a decent time with her as well, and she’s nowhere near his type. He likes the college girls, but I prefer the older women. Give me a woman ten years older than me, and I’ll enjoy every moment of their experienced asses. 

	Shrugging, I let loose a sigh. “You wanna fuck both of us? Who’s to say I’d even let you fuck us?” I would, but she doesn’t need to know she has any type of allure over either of us.

	“I was-I was...umm, I do want you both,” she stammers, attempting to conjure up the answer she thinks I want to hear. 

	The truth is, no one has the slightest fucking clue what I actually wanna hear fall from their lips. The ones that give in easily lose my interest the quickest. Of course, I want to boss ‘em around a bit, but when they’re not too scared to give me a little lip in return, that’s when my dick gets the hardest. It’s usually the Mexican bitches that’ll give me just enough spice to make me want to have them over and over.

	“Ah, but you think you can handle it? Two cocks in you at once? Didn’t you cry the last time we fucked you?”
I have to screw with her; hell, I screw with pretty much everyone. I’ve learned along the ride if you fuck with people enough, most leave you the hell alone. After living through my own version of hell, I’m determined to never go back there. I’ll be the biggest psycho dick around if it ends up protecting me. Saint was the one who taught me how to protect myself. 

	“I enjoyed it.”

	Scoffing, I roll my eyes at her unimpressive answer. She wants me, yet she’s doing fuck all to get my cock hard. “Right. How bad do you want this cock? More than Saint’s, or do you want him more?”

	“I want you both.” 

	She’s playing it safe. It’s typical for chicks that’ve been around Saint and me before. They want bad, but they’re never too sure just how bad they actually want it. They either love our brand of crazy or it scares them. 

	My eyebrow hikes, my eyes skirting over her tits she has nearly on full display for anyone in the club to see. “Yeah, but surely you must think one of us fucks better than the other. I bet it’s me. That’s why you came to me, huh? You better not let my brother hear. He may carve your sweet little ass up if he does.” 

	“Please, Sinner. I didn’t mean to come off that way. Please, don’t let him get angry.” The rumors obviously hold up merit as she scrambles to backtrack, in fear. She has no reason to freak out though; Sinner only kills people he thinks are evil. Cherry’s just a whore; she’s not a wicked being. 

	Chuckling, my fingers brush her chin tenderly, enjoying the sound of her begging. “Relax, Cherry; I’m sure he won’t hurt you...much. Let him fuck your ass, and he’ll be nice. Me, well, you better wrap those fat lips around my cock if you want my attention. Think you can handle that?”

	“Yes, I promise I can.”

	The chicks around here practically salivate at having the chance to sample us both at the same time. I’m used to it. We’ve been a team since shortly after he stepped in that shitty day so long ago. I still look up at him with wonder in my eyes sometimes; I can’t help it. Where everyone else notices evil, I only see a saint.  

	“Careful what you promise, Cherry. What do we get if you break your word? Saint will want blood; no matter how sweet you bitches around here believe he is...he’s not.” 

	It’s the truth, but so many of them are too fucking dumb to see through his pretty-boy charade. That’s all it is—an act. He doesn’t give a shit about any of them. Hell, neither do I. We’re just interested in fucking. End of story. 

	“But yo-you’re the nice one, right?” 

	I shoot her a sinister smirk, swirling the liquor in my glass while her mind races. Her stammering answers full of fear are pathetic. I love knowing I have people on edge, but if they don’t buck up, eventually, I get bored. It’s the same shit, different day in my eyes.

	Shrugging after a moment, I swallow down the rest of my beverage without replying. Am I the nice one? Compared to Saint? Sure, I can be. I’d never outright let any of them know that though. 

	“I’ll find you later if we wanna fuck.” 

	“Okay,” she responds with a slight grin. The bitch has won, and she knows it. One thing about my brother and me is we like to fuck—a lot. 

	[image: Image]

	Saint’s palm lands on my forearm, wanting to pull me in closer, but I turn away. We’re in front of the compound—not the right place for us to be close. I’d rather wait until we’re in one of our rooms, and he knows it. “We’re headed to the farm.” Changing the subject, I take swift strides to the parking lot putting some distance between us.   

	“Someone fuck up?” Saint questions, following me to one of the brothers' trucks. It used to be Scot’s, God rest his soul, but he was killed a while back. Now we use it as a communal truck. I know it’s what he would’ve wanted if he’d had any say in the matter. 

	“No, we’re going to barbeque this weekend, and we need some meat.” And I need to get you preoccupied. 

	He grunts. “I thought you were headed out of town this weekend?”

	I’d mentioned I might have plans, but, I’m surprised he remembered that. I told him when we were piss-ass drunk, in hopes he’d forget. Then, once I left this weekend, and he called me, pissed off, I’d have the excuse of already telling him but him forgetting about it. 

	It’s kinda fucked up, I know. I don’t have a choice though. One small lie to keep him happy and it’s worth the guilt I feel in return.

	“Yeah, I might. Nothing set in stone though.” Total bullshit, I’m out of here as soon as I can be. 

	Fuck man, what else does he remember? I don’t normally keep shit from him, but I do have one big secret I’ve managed to keep buried. He would most likely flip his shit if he found out too, especially since we don’t make it a habit of keeping stuff from each other. He can’t know, and I’ll do whatever it takes to keep it in the dark.

	On a run a while back, I made a horrible drunken mistake that I’ve been kicking myself in the ass for ever since. Of all the stupid things to do, I got married. And the real kicker is, I never told Saint about it. I knew if I did, he’d carve her up like a Thanksgiving turkey, and I can’t have that on my conscious. 

	She may not be the best woman, but she’s also a mom—albeit a horrible one. Call me a pansy ass or whatever, but I’ve stuck around for her kid. I couldn’t just leave her high and dry when her mom’s already done that. Two months into the sham of a marriage and she popped smoke, leaving her daughter behind without a backward glance. At least that’s what Jude, her daughter, believes.

	I’ve been able to mostly keep in touch with Jude by cell, but occasionally if I can make my way over there, then I do it. I like to check on her and see how she is with my own two eyes. She’s not a baby or anything; hell, she turned eighteen right around the time I met her. Doesn’t mean I don’t worry about if she’s still breathin’ or if shit’s not messed up around their trailer. The fact that she’s insanely gorgeous doesn’t make it a hard feat to visit either.

	Her mom pretty much set her ass up for failure, living out in the middle of nowhere. The girl’s smart; she has a part-time job at the library, and she takes classes online. That’s not the issue; it’s that her mother left her to pay the rent and everything else without giving her any money for it. They live in a tiny ass town with hardly any jobs, and if she works more hours, she won’t have time for her college classes. She probably would anyhow, but the library’s too poor to offer her more time even if she wanted it.

	I’ve stuck around these months to make sure she has what she needs, and partially from guilt. So far all she’s needed has mostly been money. Thankfully, not sure I could handle much more. This feeling inside me when I attempt to cut free of her swarms my chest, and in a sense, I blame Saint in a way for being my savior. I don’t owe this girl shit, but I find myself attempting to be my own version of a savior for her.  

	The first time I showed up after her mom’s disappearance, she was completely out of food. Never felt so livid inside before—not even when it comes to Saint. Maybe because I know he can hold his own; Jude, on the other hand, not so much. The worst part of all was knowing that it was my fault. Her mom had disappeared because of me.  

	The girl was sweet and quiet in the beginning, unnoticeable in a sense. Then she got more comfortable with me, and the teasing started, and it was like I finally noticed her. She had the most perfect set of tits and plump lips that I didn’t see anything else afterward. 

	The first time she had the guts to flirt, it began with her calling me ‘daddy.’ Boy, it drove me up the fuckin’ wall. I wanted to be anything but her daddy at that moment.  

	That shit hasn’t ever turned me on before, always more of the opposite. She thought she was something else, too, grinning full of mischief. It made me want to bend her over and smack her ass to show her just who that ‘daddy’ was she was mocking. 

	Another thing, I’ve never been too picky when it comes to pussy. If I’d had the option to choose in the past though, it’d always be an older, more experienced woman. I love it when a woman knows exactly what she wants, and this one is the complete opposite. I’ve wondered if even Saint would know what to do with this one. Not that I can seek his opinion on it with the shit hole I’ve dug for myself.


	Jude’s too innocent, untouched, and enticing like no one before, and those are the exact reasons why I shouldn’t have her—why I can’t have her. Not to mention how Saint would react if he found out I was going out of town and omitting the truth from him for this young woman. He’d be off his rocker with anger courtesy of my lies and the fact it was for a female. 

	“Where you headed?” He glances my way as we drive down the dirt road, approaching the other side of the hog farm owned by the Oath Keepers MC. The farm has become a staple to the club; we’ve created nightmares for many motherfuckers crossing the club. You never know just how loud a grown man can scream until he’s eaten alive by a hungry hog.

	The original Prez bought it awhile back, but since then has split it between Ares, Viking, and Princess—Viking’s ol’ lady. She and Ares are damn near siblings, and with both of them tied to each chapter, it works out for all of us. Vike built our clubhouse on the same plot of land, just farther down the road. We could’ve walked I suppose, but we need to load the meat in the back of the truck.

	“Viking has me going on a run.” It’s an outright lie, but as long as it keeps Saint in check, Viking should cover for me if asked.

	“Want some company?” There’s longing in his voice, and it has me swallowing down the truth. He wants to be needed, it helps keep him calm. And I do need him, just not for this. 

	“Nah, you heard what Prez said in Church the other day. It’s essential to keep the clubs full right now after all the shit that’s gone down with Nightmare’s kid getting stolen. He may be home now, but we still have to make sure there are enough brothers at the clubhouse just in case any motherfuckers show up.”

	“I’m not a babysitter. I didn’t give up being a NOMAD to sit home all day and play with my cock. Either you find something for me to do, or I’ll go on my own ride.”

	“I did. You’re taking care of the hog now and then chopping him up for the barbeque.”


	“That’s bullshit. I should be handlin’ shit with you. Since when do you go on runs alone anyhow? I’ll tell you since we turned in our NOMAD patches, that’s when. I don’t like it. I should be around to watch your back.”

	“You are, and if I thought this was going to be dangerous, then you’d be riding with me.”

	“Right.” He rolls his eyes like a petulant child, his stare trained out the passenger window watching the trees and brush as we pass. 

	I don’t like that he’s upset or that I have to keep lying to him. It’s only for a little while longer, once I get everything squared away with ol’ girl then it’ll all be in my rearview, and Saint will be back to being my top priority.

	“Ruger’s been gone awhile,” I bring up, attempting to change the subject, but he just shrugs, not in the mood to talk about the guys.

	I try again. “Cherry came around lookin’ earlier. Wants to fuck.”

	“Yeah?” he murmurs, not impressed.

	“Said she was feeling lonely, wants us both to fuck her.” I try on a grin for size, hoping it’ll lighten him up. It does nothing.

	“Another loose pussy.” His irises flick over, skimming briefly before turning back to the window. “We ought to head back down to Mexico and try out some more Latina pussy.”

	“So, no to Cherry, then?”

	“I mean, if she wants to fuck, and you’ll be there, then I guess I will be too.” His gaze sparkles as he meets mine and a little bit of his annoyance has faded. His signature charmer grin pops up, and it’s hard not to smile back. He’s full of mischief, one thing that’s always drawn me  to him. 

	“Stop,” I weakly protest, putting the truck in park.

	His hand grabs me before I can bail out. “Just sayin’ we could fuck now and forget Cherry.”

	Releasing a groan, I nod, giving in. “You win, Saint. We fuck now, and then we have a hog to kill. Come on.” 
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	Viridity

	(N.) Naïve Innocence
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	Reaching forward, I stack another book in the correct place and breathe a sigh of relief. My days don’t suck quite as much when I’m scheduled to work; it’s when I’m home that I get to thinking. I try to watch TV sometimes to keep my mind occupied, but I just don’t care for it much. My online courses tend to keep me busy a lot of the time, but it all boils down to being home alone.

	My mother was never around much, but she was occasionally, and she always had her friends with her or her flavor of the week. I never looked forward to them though—most were total creeps. Well, except the latest. I learned not to expect much out of her, and in return, she was the same way with me. Not the perfect mother-daughter relationship, but it was ours.

	The craziest part of this last guy that my mom brought home is his name is Sinner. I refuse to call him that though. The first time he told me what to do, a snarky comeback popped to the front of my mind, and it started the nickname Daddy. It drives him crazy—I know it does—but  that’s part of the fun of it. 

	And Lord help me, the man is sinful looking. His voice is a lazy rasp, his words drawn out like a true Southerner. I love listening to him speak or just watching him breathe. That sounds totally creepy, but it’s true. He’s gorgeous just living, not doing anything. Some mornings I’ll even catch a peek of him putting his shirt on straight from the shower; my imagination loves to run wild with that.

	Most of the men before him, I flat out ignored or tried to have minimal amount of interaction with as possible. Their attention wasn’t the good kind, and I didn’t want any of them to think they could cross the not-so-subtle line I’d drawn between us. I was lucky in that department, and they stayed away. 

	There were lewd comments here and there as to be expected, but that was the extent of it. However, there were plenty of nights I didn’t sleep—worried I’d have unwanted company. Thankfully, none ever crossed the threshold, or I’m sure I’d be a totally different person than I am today, and not in the good sense.

	Besides all of that and the fact my mother was always messed up on something, I miss just knowing someone else is in the house. Sharing a pizza or hearing the radio play from her side of the trailer always gave me just enough comfort to not need much more from her. It gets quiet, and when it gets too quiet, I go a little crazy inside. Pretty ironic considering I do online classes and work in a library. You’d think I’d be the type that wouldn’t want any interaction with other people, but that’s not the case.

	I speak to a few of the older ladies that stop by regularly to either check out books or to donate them and also to Carissa down at the corner Stop N Shop. The only other real human contact I have is when Sinner stops by to check in on me. I don’t know why he took it upon himself to do it, but I’d be a bit more lost if he hadn’t. His visits give me something to look forward to—if only there were more of them. 

	My mother’s always come and gone as she’s pleased, especially once I got older and could pretty much look after myself. The kicker was, I wasn’t expecting her to decide to not come back home. Ever. She’s been gone for months...part of me wonders if she’s dead in a ditch somewhere having gone off with another bad man. I wouldn’t know the first place to go searching for her either if I did want to attempt to hunt her down.  

	I honestly can’t say it would surprise me if she was dead. Would I be sad? Who knows; I barely saw her before. I like to imagine I would be, but I’m also a realist. It sounds horrible, someone not mourning their mother, but she never much deserved that title. 

	“All set, Mrs. Muncey?” I enquire kindly and smile up at the seventy-year-old senior who has an addiction to smut books. 

	I enjoy when she stops by the library. I could talk about books all day—not to mention her outfits. She shows up wearing the most random things. Sometimes she looks as if she stepped straight out of an old-fashioned movie, all dressed up for tea time. There have been other days where she’ll show up looking like a nineteen-fifties housewife, with a freshly baked pie and all. 

	“This’ll do, Jude. Any update on that new release I was asking about? What was that name I told you to check for again?”

	“No ma’am, no news. I put in an order request, but Mrs. Turpin likes most of our books to be donated since the budget’s so small. I wrote it down though. I can look it up if you’d like.”

	She pats my hand. “No need, dear, I know you do your best. Maybe one day I’ll stop over to make a donation so you can do a big order.” She winks.

	“That’d be great; the library would appreciate any kind of support,” I reply with the same thing I say to her each week. 

	We have this conversation at least once, sometimes twice a week, and it’s always the same. It reminds me of that movie Groundhog Day. I don’t know if she does actually have some money stuffed away somewhere that she could donate, but I just take it for what it usually is—an empty promise. She’s a nice old lady though, so I really don’t mind repeating myself. 

	“You have a good afternoon, my dear, and keep your nose out of trouble.” She squints and wags her finger in my direction making me smile. 

	“Yes ma’am, enjoy your book.”

	“Oh, I intend to.” With a smirk, she takes her leave. 

	I can’t help but laugh a little. I bet she was a spitfire when she was younger if her book choices have anything to say about her. I’ve read them all, and she has a taste for suspense and lots of sexiness. Not that I can blame her, I love those types of books as well. They give me wild dreams if I read them at night. 

	My so called “crazy” afternoon consists of a new yogurt flavor that I have a feeling could be life changing or traumatizing. I’m nervous and excited all at the same time to try it. Unlike me, Carissa’s boss actually lets her order new products to try out at the store. As soon as I walked in yesterday, she was beaming, telling me about a new whipped Boston cream pie flavor they just got in. 

	Yes, the town really is that small. It’s a blessing and a curse. I can walk to pretty much everywhere, which is convenient. The downfall is that there’s a whole lot of nothing here. When I say nothing, I mean we don’t even have sidewalks, and the only stoplight is on the main road to slow traffic down a bit. Our town’s so little we don’t have a Dairy Queen, and those places are all over Texas from what I’ve been told.

	We have a diner though that specializes in fifty-cent burnt coffee, soggy grilled cheeses and the best apple pie I’ve ever had. But again, no sidewalk; they have a gravel parking lot.  There’s the Stop N Shop that doubles as a grocery store and a gas station. They have a deli in there to get a fresh sandwich, but it’s a waste of money. 

	We have our library that’s a single large room with bookshelves lining the perimeter, a desk in the center, and a smaller table to hold our one community computer. The selection is so poor as far as libraries are concerned; I’m surprised it’s still in business. Mrs. Turpin put in a tiny bathroom last year, thankfully. Before that, I’d have to lock up and run to the store every time I needed to use the restroom. 

	The town has a hole-in-the-wall bar that’s painted a hideous yellow color on the outside, so you don’t miss it. I’ve only seen the inside once, and I wasn’t impressed. Everyone younger than eighteen is bussed to the next town over for school. There’s a thrift shop, and the neighbors have yard sales from time to time, so that’s how most of us get a different clothing selection. 

	I think the only reason any of us is even employed is from the people passing through. We’re in a part of Texas that doesn’t have a major highway, so we get a lot of people traveling to get to the highway from small surrounding towns. Half the time they aren’t even trying to be on this road, and they’re lost. It keeps us locals entertained. 

	I don’t know why anyone would want to live here and have a family, but I’ve never known any different. As far as I’m concerned, I’ve lived here in the trailer—a few blocks back—my entire life. It’s been a boring life at that, and I suppose most would be grateful. I’m not; it’s left me with nothing to do but age well beyond my young years. 

	If it wasn’t for my birth certificate saying Dallas on it, I’d almost assume my mother had an at-home birth, and it was a miracle I didn’t die. That didn’t happen though. As far as that piece of paper states, I was born in a huge hospital in the city of Dallas. I even have a picture of my mom holding me in the delivery room as further proof.

	When I was little, I’d dream that my nonexistent father was there waiting for me to return. I wish that were the case. I highly doubt my mother has a clue who the lucky man was, to begin with. And it’s not like there have been any men popping up over the years claiming to be my father, so who knows. 

	If it wasn’t for the computer and school, there’d be an entire world out there that I didn’t know existed. My old high school teacher said it’s borderline neglect keeping kids cooped up in these insignificant, good-for-nothing towns. I’m taking her advice and working on college courses to get out of here someday. She showed me how to get financial aid, and it’s been a game changer for my future. I work my butt off to get good grades, so they never question whether I’m worth funding.

	The change of scenery couldn’t come soon enough, either. I want to travel the world and discover everything I’ve missed. Someday I’ll leave this place and never return, just like my mother has. 

	I haven’t left here yet, but I promise myself I will no matter how long it takes me. I don’t have a car, but I save every extra penny I can. I’m hoping after I finish this degree that I’ll find a job online to help with the costs of everything else. I’ll literally move anywhere and give it a shot—just get me out of here. I figure if it comes down to it, I can get a college loan or something to get a cheap car and finally escape if I have to.

	My stomach rumbles, and I’m drawn back to my lunch. I’m the only one in the library, so may as well pop open this little plastic container of mystery. Peeling the lid back, I take a sniff. 

	It doesn’t smell bad, so I grab my spoon and dip into the thick, whipped yogurt. Please be delicious, I silently chant on repeat. I really don’t want to have to chuck it in the trash and be left hungry for the next few hours. 

	The coolness mixed with the creamy texture hits my tongue, and bam! The delightful sweet flavor of cream and a hint of chocolate hit me like a warm gust of wind. It’s freaking amazing. Carissa is a genius. I can easily see why she’s in charge of the ordering. Pair this with Muddy Buddy’s peanut butter chocolate Chex snacks, and the two are basically life changing. I don’t know how she finds this stuff, but I hope she continues. 

	The bell above the door jingles, and my sweet vacation with bliss is cut short by Herald coming to exchange the latest book he’s borrowed. What I wouldn’t give to have that crazy life Mrs. Muncey had mentioned as she left. Herald’s not much entertainment for me around here. 

	“Hey, Herald.” 

	He’s in his usual khaki slacks, suspenders, and a short-sleeved flannel printed shirt. He tops the look off with a New York Yankees ball cap, and he’s always dressed the same, alternating the colors of his shirts. “Hi, Jude. Good day so far?” he asks, pushing his wire-rimmed specs up higher on his nose.

	“I can’t complain much; the sun’s shining outside.”

	“That it is,” he agrees, hurrying over to his favorite bookcase. 

	The strong wooden case is painted a crisp white and consists of five shelves full of mysteries. He’s read them all, probably a few times. He starts at the very top and reads book by book, stopping in every few days to exchange them for others he’s already read. 

	I wonder what he’d do if one day he came in, and a new book was in the next book's place? I wish Mrs. Turpin wasn’t such a tightwad. I’d be ordering new stuff to read left and right. This town would finally have a spark in their imagination if we got some new paperbacks around for them to devour.

	“I scrolled through the order and wanted to let you know, they’re all in the right place, Jude.”

	“Oh, thanks, Herald.” Smiling pleasantly, I mark the notebook with his returns and the others he’s checking out. Not that it really matters; he always returns them, nearly to the very hour each trip.

	We had to adjust a few numbers because Herald freaked out awhile back saying they were in the wrong order. It doesn’t matter much to us if a few are off, but we changed them, and it made him happy. Since then, he comes in each week and tells me if they’re in the right order. I already know they are though since we never get anything new. 

	“Any plans today?” I question, changing up our usual exchange as I imagine being able to travel to some far-off place. I wonder if he’s ever lived anywhere else or has an exciting story to share.

	“Plans?” He stops his glancing around, his confused gaze locked on me. 

	“Yeah, anything fun to do later?”

	“Nope, just getting an apple and then heading back home. I can’t leave Felix home alone for long, you know.”

	“Oh, right. Well enjoy your new book and tell Felix hello.”

	“Thanks, Jude.” He takes his recent selection, leaving me in silence again.

	I don’t want to end up like Herald, mid-forties and acts like he’s sixty. Felix is his cat, and the furry ball of fluff probably wouldn’t notice if he was gone twenty minutes or two hours. Maybe if he missed a meal, ‘cause Lord knows that cat is fat. In a sense, I guess I already am like him.I do the exact same thing, every day, just like all these people I greet coming in here. 

	Maybe I should change it up and attempt going to the bar again now that I’m older. I did once when I was fifteen and was kicked out. I doubt they’d care much now that I’m considered an adult, although I don’t want trouble and I’m sure that’s what I’d find there. That or a bunch of old men with drinking problems and that’s not my idea of a good time.

	My cell phone beeps. It’s the one that mom’s soon-to-be- ex-husband, Sinner, left behind for me, signaling a new text message. His is the only number I have in here besides the Stop N Shop and the library. I had very few friends when I was in school, and I stopped talking to them once we graduated, so I don’t have to worry about hearing from any of them. The girls got married right away, and most of the guys are busy helping their families with their farms. Those two options pretty much sum up the after-graduation life around here…so exciting. 

	Sinner: I’m stopping through. Do you have food at your place?

	It’s the same message he sends before each of his visits, and every time I do a silent happy squeal inside. The first time he came back, and Mom was gone, I didn’t have any food in the house. I didn’t have any money to buy it since my wonderful mother had stolen it. and he went a little ballistic when I told him exactly that. Since then, he’s made it his mission to make sure I’m fed whenever he’s around. 

	Me: I have yogurt and popcorn. 

	It’s pretty much the best thing to snack on while doing homework. If I get really hungry, I can always buy a loaf of bread and some peanut butter or something. It’s not the greatest of options, but it does the trick, and I’m able to save money. Any penny helps. 

	Sinner: I’m ordering you a pizza right now. You need more food than that. You home?

	Me: No, I’m at work still.

	Sinner: When are you off?

	Me: 4:30

	Sinner: I’m sending it at 4:45 then. You should get it after you’re home and it’ll be paid for. Don’t tip them either, I will.

	Me: Thank you.

	I receive no reply, but that’s normal. I’ve also learned not to argue with him over buying food or try to tell him I’ll pay for it. That gets me absolutely nowhere except having to deal with a pissed-off biker. And angry motorcycle dudes are pretty scary when they want to be. 

	And hot! He’s so freaking hot with irises the same shade as graphite, and hair as dark as iron. Not to mention way too old for me, but for some reason, that fact doesn’t even register whenever he’s near. All I can think of when I look at him is that his jawline is so sharp, covered in his dusky five o’clock shadow and how I want to lick it.

	I’ve never licked a man before, but I want to lick him. Pretty much anywhere he’d let me. He won’t though. I’ve tried throwing myself at him like in the books I’ve read, and it gets me nowhere. It’s pretty embarrassing, too because you’d think a bad-boy biker would want to have sexy time as much as they can. I know I’d like to have it at least one time in my life.

	At first, it was subtle hints I’d send his way, but that wasn’t working. So, I went full-on hussy, and in return, he acted like I was a total weirdo.  That sort of thing’s not good for a woman’s ego, especially one who’s never had sex before. You’d think that would entice him even more, but he doesn’t know. We’ve never gotten far enough for me to bring it up. 

	Yes, I get that it’s a bit strange since he’s technically married to my mom, but we both know she couldn’t care less about him or me. In return, why should he care? At this rate, I’ll die a virgin, and that can’t happen. I refuse to be some shriveled up timeworn woman living in the middle of nowhere and not at least attempt to get the one hot guy who comes through to let me lick him. 

	I thought guys liked that sort of thing? Who knows, but apparently my books are wrong. The men my mom has brought home wanted to be all over her all the time, so I thought I was onto something, but I guess not. Lord knows none of it even fazes Sinner.

	Hopefully, it’s not too awkward when Sinner comes for his visit this trip, given my poor flirting skills. Maybe I'm not being patient enough, and persistence is the key? Regardless, I don’t plan to give up on getting what I want any time soon.

	It’s pretty sad how excited I am about the fact he’s sending pizza. However, it’s the only time I ever get to eat it. The Stop N Shop sells the frozen ones, but they’re nowhere near as good as the pizza he has delivered. Then there’s the part where I could never afford it, so it’s a treat. 

	Last time he even brought ice cream. He ate it straight from the carton, and each time his lips sucked that spoon, I got goosebumps. I couldn’t stop imagining him doing something similar to me or him letting me eat the ice cream off him. My guess is it would’ve tasted even better that way. I nearly suggested we give it a try but didn’t want to push my luck too far.

	Clearly, I have some pent-up need if only he’d satisfy that like he does my hunger pains. I wonder if he has another woman. That could make sense, but I’d be surprised if she didn’t get angry with him for coming to check on me. I’m glad he’s divorcing my mom, but at the same time, I’ll miss him not visiting me once that happens. I remember she’d fly off the handle if the guys she was seeing even mentioned another woman’s name in front of her. 

	I’m not like that though. I don’t see the point of jealousy if people are open with each other from the start. I figure you either want to be with someone or you don’t. There’s no middle ground in it, and one thing is for certain, I want Sinner. I’d never had the chance to keep him in my life for the long term so I’ll settle for right now if he gives me a chance. 

	All I can do now is watch the clock and wait while the minutes pass by, and they always go by extra slow it seems. How ironic. I actually want to go home now and can’t leave quite yet. With pizza and Sinner on the way though, I’d be a fool not to be excited about one thing if not the other. This trip could be the one where I get lucky and am finally able to run my tongue along that gorgeous jaw of his—amongst other things. 

	Maybe eat that slice of pizza off his body this time around...
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	Every saint has a past and

	 every sinner has a future.

	-Oscar Wilde
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	Getting Saint distracted is fairly easy now that his cock’s satisfied along with his need to offer blood up in sacrifice. He was pent up in more ways than one, so hopefully, he’ll remain relaxed for a while. Our relationship may be out of the ordinary, but I couldn’t imagine not having one with him. As for what we do sexually, well, we keep that between us and whoever we’re sharing for the night. There’ve been many times I’ve wanted to show him affection but have held myself back. Maybe one day that’ll change. 

	As for now, I have other things on my mind; namely, a young woman named Jude. I’m able to eventually sneak away while he’s busy having a drink with Spider and Exterminator. The two are still NOMADS, so we don’t see them much. They stopped through town when they heard we’d be having a hog roast. 

	Little do they know that hog roast will be compliments of the pigs we feed our enemies to. Can’t say I’m sorry to miss it. I’m sure the bodies’ remains are long gone, but it still gives me the heebie-jeebies just thinking about it. Saint could care less though, as he drinks blood from them with each sacrifice. I’m, however, not on that same level.    

	It sucks the two brothers didn’t hang up their NOMAD patches to stay at the club with the rest of us, but I get it. The life of a wanderer calls to a biker’s soul. There’s nothing like being out on the road doing whatever you want, whenever you feel like it. I miss it somedays, and I’m sure Saint feels the same.

	Viking’s aware of me going out of town again and wasn’t thrilled with the idea, but I wanted to at least let the Prez know in case he needed me. Ever since Nightmare’s son was kidnapped by the leader of the Iron Fists, the club hasn’t been quite the same. We’ve been on edge, just waiting for something else to pop off even though we’ve all been promised that it won’t. 

	I don’t trust the Iron Fists for shit, so their word means nothing to me or to any of us. We’re just sitting back, waiting for the right time to finish snuffing them out. Unfortunately, we have to find out where they are first before we can make any headway with retribution.

	Saint wouldn’t understand if I told him the truth that I’m going to go check in on Jude. He’d think I was nuts for buying her food and giving a shit. He’d also be beyond pissed to hear I’m married. Not only did I not tell him about it, but he’s my best friend. You don’t keep shit like that from each other, and I’ve broken that unspoken rule. 

	As soon as I can get it annulled, I’m going to put it in my past and do what I can to forget it ever happened. I still haven’t figured out what to do about Jude afterward though. I have a feeling she won’t survive if I leave her to depend on herself. I can’t have her survival weighing on my conscience for the rest of my life, so I have to come up with some sort of plan.   

	I wonder if Princess has any ideas. She’s young herself, but she may know what I should do. After this trip, I’m going to discuss it with the Prez and see if he thinks it’s a good idea I involve his ol’ lady in my mess. I have to do something though; I can’t continue omitting shit from Saint. He means too much to me, and the worse the outcome will be if he finds out on his own. 
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	The ride passes by quickly, anything under four hours always does it seems. Jude only lives about two hours east in bum fuck Egypt, so I hit town about nine. Stopping off at the Stop N Shop gas station, I pick up a six pack of beer for me, some lemonade, and a few fruit parfaits for Jude. 

	She loves them but never pays the extra for the parfait, settling on the cheaper yogurts instead. You’d never think of granola and fruit as splurging, but in her case, it is. I’ve made it a habit of paying attention to what she eats. Otherwise, she won’t tell me. The girl’s got pride, and I can respect that. 

	Money’s not much of an issue when it comes to me. I usually blow it on food or alcohol out and about with Saint; otherwise, I sleep at the clubhouse, so rent’s free. I pay my dues each month but the runs we do make us plenty of money to live off of. Viking has done a good job at helping us fill our pockets. 

	We’ve recently gotten into overlooking the local hotel that deals in pussy. They needed security, and we could use the extra cash from it.  We don’t pimp them out or anything, that’s not our style. We just sit back and keep an eye on them to make sure the john’s don’t mess with them in any way.

	Drugs have never been much of my thing either with the trippy past I had, and then Saint doing his sacrifices. I have a feeling they’d give me a bad high if I were to use. Anyhow, I save a lot not throwing away my cash on any of it. Not that I judge my brothers who do enjoy the high, it’s just not for me.

	As I get closer to the shack of a trailer that she calls home, my abs constrict. I’ve been thinking about her a little too much since the last time I saw her. She practically threw herself at me, and it took everything I had inside not to rip her shirt and shorts off and fuck her against the wall. I wanted to, Jesus fucking Christ. I wanted to plow into her. 

	Self-control. 

	I chant inside my head multiple times and exhale, pulling to a stop. Shutting the engine off, I take in my surroundings and swing my leg over, climbing off my bike. It’s so quiet out here besides the occasional car passing on the main road that I can hear crickets chirping. It’s a touch surreal after listening to the steady roar of my engine for the past two hours. 

	The warm yellow glow from the porch light shines brightly, reflecting over the chrome on my bike as I glance around. I warned Jude about that before—having the light off at night. She has fuck all out here to protect her. The least she can do is light her place up to help ward off any piece of shit creepers. 

	If I knew it’d help, I’d tell her to get a dog out here to make some noise as well. However, that’d end up being an argument about her not being able to afford it, and it’s not like there’s a vet anywhere near if she needed one. So, I haven’t said anything, yet. That’s not saying I may bring it up to her one day.  

	I stopped at the bar on the way out of town the last visit to let them know to hit me up if she has any sort of trouble. I wore my colors, too, so they’d know exactly who they’d be fucking with if they didn’t take me seriously. Her safety is not something I want to be compromised. It’s a miracle the young woman has survived this long without anyone to care for her like they should’ve. 

	Emptying my leather saddlebags, I head up the three rickety, wooden stairs. The two-by-sixes groan with each heavy step, the unpleasant creak gives me away; not that she didn’t already hear the rumble from my pipes. I’m stunned the split weathered pine will even hold my weight; they’re definitely on their last leg. 

	I’m not heavy by any means. I’d describe myself as “fit,” I guess. I should probably fix the damn stairs for her. If I don’t do it, then they’ll end up breaking, and she’ll hurt herself. 

	Being a biker, I have to stay in shape to accommodate my lifestyle. You never know when you may need to bury a body or get into a good ol’ fashioned bar fight. Hell, we’ve even been chased down by lions. That was probably one of the scariest moments of my life, thinking I was gonna be a snack for an oversized, pissed-off cat. In this case, though, I can easily fix shit that’s broken for her.  

	The door swings open before I have a chance to beat on the rickety metal, her beautiful form waiting just past the threshold. She’s a site for sore eyes, that’s for sure. “Hi,” she greets, wearing a grin and fluttering her lashes. She’s obviously been looking forward to seeing me, which isn’t good, ‘cause I wanted to see her too. 

	She’s fucking gorgeous and completely untouchable when it comes to me. Back in the day, I’d have fucked her ten ways to Sunday without a second thought, but now, I’m married to her mother. Even if it is a fake ass marriage, it still counts, right? Boy, do I wish the circumstances were different; I’d break her body in with no questions asked. 

	“Hey.” The greeting leaves me in a rasp, my groin already growing heavy with lust at the sight of her. 

	I swear she does this shit on purpose—a plain white fitted T-shirt with no bra underneath and a pair of tiny women’s boxers. It sounds like nothing, but then imagine them being threadbare and a size too small. Fuck, it could be college-aged lingerie right out of a goddamn porno. She has an innocent look to match and throw in the fact she’s a librarian...she’s a man’s wet dream waiting to happen. 

	“You brought me lemonade?” She beams, surprised, and jumps a little in excitement, clapping her hands together. 

	The movement’s just enough to bounce her tits and the hardness of my cock has me needing to hit something for a touch of relief. She’s so easy to please and a genuinely grateful person. It makes her like a goddamn angel. An angel that I can’t touch. Ever. 

	“Of course.” The reply comes out as a croak as I hand the bag over with the beverage and her parfaits. She could ask me to rob a bank for her right now, and I’d do it. 

	“And parfaits! Yummy! Thank you.”

	Grunting, I shove my way passed her to head for the couch. I need to slam a beer ASAP to get my mind preoccupied before I rip her shirt in two. Of course, in my haste, my arm brushes across her tits, and I grind my teeth to keep me from yanking her frame to mine.

	She draws in a quick breath at the unintentional caress, and I’m tormented with the stiffness from her nipples. I want to palm each globe and draw the peaks into my mouth. I could probably make her come from touching her tits alone.  

	Bless me, Father, for I have sinned. 

	The chant begins in my mind automatically at the prospect of defiling this perfect being. I want to dirty her up a bit but have to hold myself back.  

	The prayer hits me immediately, asking for forgiveness as I imagine my father whipping my back like he did when I was a child. It’s the only thing I can think of to turn my thoughts away from deflowering this young woman’s magnificent body. She may as well be a piece of chocolate cake sitting in front of me, telling me I can’t eat it. In the end, I’m a man; I’m going to at least stick my finger in the frosting.

	Man, I fucking love chocolate cake too. I’d eat the shit out of it, just like I would her pussy. Christ, I can’t think like that about her. I have to stop this. 

	“There’s pizza left if you’re hungry,” Jude offers, and her perfect mouth’s enticing with each word.

	“I already ate.” Besides, I wouldn’t be eating pizza with her. The only thing around here that I want to taste is between her legs.

	“Oh, okay.” She sounds bummed, but I don’t give a shit. The last thing I need is to sit here and watch her putting things into her mouth. The one item I want to see there is my dick, and that can’t happen. I won’t let it. 

	Plopping down on the worn-in peanut butter suede couch, I grab the remote and flip on the TV. A black screen appears, but no picture. “What happened to the TV?” I ask, keying in random channels but still come back with nothing.

	“It got shut off. They let you float the bill for three months then cut it off.”

	Shit! Because her mom never paid for it. I swear that bitch is something else. I should’ve asked if she needed me to pay anything besides the house note. Not having my own place has me forgetting about other bills she may have around here. 

	“It’s all good, I have a Netflix account. I can just sign on, and you’ll have stuff to watch whenever you want.”

	“I’ve seen it advertised online, but never watched it. Is it like regular TV?”

	“Yeah, babe, it’s pretty much the same thing—just cheaper and everything’s on demand. I’ll show you.” Clicking through options, I find the app and use my sign in information. Then I go through, step by step, showing her how to browse and select shows. 

	“That’s cool. I don’t watch anything really, but at least you’ll have something for when you’re here. That first category, are those, uh, adult films?” Her voice becomes breathy, and it’s an unintentional stroke to my cock.

	Clearing my throat, I pretend not to hear her and reach for my beer. My throat’s suddenly gone dry. I wonder why that is? 

	I wish she’d let me take her away from this place and have her... 

	Wait, where did that thought come from? I can’t bring her with me, unless, well…maybe if Princess helps. But then again, Saint couldn’t know, and I have a feeling Jude isn’t the type to hide her friendship with someone. I can’t imagine my brother taking kindly to her attachment with me either.  

	She’s already told me that’s exactly what we are—friends. Saint is my best friend. I have my MC brothers, and apparently, according to Jude, I have her friendship too. I don’t know what to do with it if I'm honest about it. That’s not really what I crave from her anyhow. I want to dip between her legs and make her scream my name. 

	Friends...the word’s like poison when I connect it with her. Friendship isn’t enough. I need to fuck her so badly, I can feel myself gritting my teeth right now just thinking about it. I don’t imagine “friends” are supposed to fantasize about each other like that. But then again there’s Saint, and our relationship definitely isn’t the usual either. The brothers all believe he and I fuck, but what goes on behind closed doors is between me and Saint, no one else.

	“You have any plans?” I mutter absently as I turn on the Hatfield’s and McCoy’s, quickly browsing past the more unsavory films Saint and I usually watch. I need some sort of action to keep my mind distracted from her and damn sure nothing with tits or ass in it.  

	“No, today was my last day of work. I’m off for the next three days. My boss can’t afford to have me on any more hours than I’m already scheduled for. She said the other day that she may have to let me go.”

	“Right.” Nodding, I slam the rest of my beer and crack open another, not paying much attention to her words. I can’t. Her voice does things to my body it shouldn’t be allowed to, as well as her mouth. I feel like a ticking time bomb. Maybe it was a bad idea coming here, after all.  

	It’s going to be a long night being this close to her without being allowed to touch. Don’t understand why I subject myself to this sort of torture with her. I shouldn’t give a shit about any of it—her mom or fucking her—nothing. Instead, I find myself attempting to preserve her innocence like some sort of Good Samaritan. Such a joke. I’m far from a decent man, that’s for sure.

	“How was your week?” she probes, saddling up way too close for my comfort. She sits right next to me on the couch and leans back, her legs slightly spread. It seems all fine and dandy, but it’s not. The bitch’s pussy lips are outlined perfectly, taunting me to lean over and graze them with my fingertips. 

	Or cock. I could fit my cock right there perfectly. I’d finally be putting myself out of my misery too.  

	Ugh, how was my week? When was the last time someone even asked me that sort of thing? 

	My week was the usual, taking care of club business and trying to keep my brother from going crazy being stuck in the compound for too long. Fucked a few chicks with Saint, but they didn’t mean anything. They never do, just someone to pass the time and make me feel good. 

	Being intimate with Saint, that’s different. As much as I don’t want to admit it, the sex does mean something to me, but I haven’t exactly figured out what. We’ve been beside each other for so long that I can’t imagine being away from him in the future. Is it enough to have an exclusive relationship though? I enjoy women too much to give them up for good. 

	Shrugging, I swallow, attempting to collect myself and rasp a typical guy answer. “Same shit. You need anything?”

	I must not be paying her the attention she wants because she begins her teasing. “No daddy, but thanks for asking.” She winks, wearing a playful smile. “Do you need anything, daddy?”  

	Shooting a glare in her direction, I grumble to myself, though there’s nothing menacing behind it. She’s got me by the nuts at this point. It’s damn near impossible to be pissed with this bitch; she’s too fucking cute to stay mad at. “Shut it,” I order, and her smile grows, pleased.

	I throw back my second beer cause if I don’t I’ll end up fucking that too perfect pouty mouth of hers. She’s got those dick suckin’ lips, and I’d bet money she doesn’t even know what the hell that is. I could teach her though. 

	She’s going to be one of those good girls that’s  a freak in the sheets, I just know it. Now if only I could be the first to tap that ass. Or school her in all things cock related...

	Can’t fucking happen, damn it! 

	I can’t touch her. She deserves better. I’m a nobody compared to her. Not only am I damn near old enough to be her father, but I’m also not a good man—at all. I kill people. I hurt them and fuck with their minds without thinking twice about it. She needs one of those good ol’ boys to come around and put a ring on her finger.

	But why does the thought of another man sniffing around make me so angry inside?  

	“You can sleep in my bed tonight if you want? I know the couch is too small for you.” Her shameless stare drops to my crotch, and I gulp, my throat parched all over again with her attention.

	“Jesus, fucking Christ...seriously, Jude?”

	Her eyes widen. “What? I thought it’d be more comfortable? There are other ways I could help you relax, too, if you’d let me.” Her tongue trails over her mouth, and I nearly lose my voice—my hands shaking with her implication. 

	“Shouldn’t you be in bed or something? Pretty sure it’s past your bedtime, little girl.” I throw in the last part to be a dick and to remind myself that I’m not sleeping in her bed—with her—preferably naked. She’d help me relax? I’d have her climaxing so hard she’d think she was on another fucking planet when I finished with her. 

	She huffs. No doubt I’ve hurt her feelings. It’s a normal occurrence, though; I have to keep some sort of boundary between us. So far, being an ass has been working. She’s not used to men like me and doesn’t know what to do or say when I give her shit about being young. Bet she’d clam up quick, too, if I was honest about what I want to do to her. 

	A club bitch, however, would strip and pretty much pounce on my cock, but Jude’s no club slut, that’s for sure. “Night-night little girl.” I wave her off and open my third beer. I’m going to down this six-pack, then crash. It’s the only thing I can do to stop myself from going in there and showing her just the sort of man I really am. 

	“Goodnight, Sinner,” she whispers and makes her way to her room in a rush. 

	I’m pretty sure there were tears in her voice, and I hate it. I can’t stand knowing that I put them there when she doesn’t deserve them. She shouldn’t be treated like shit by any man, but it’s the only way I can protect her from myself. 
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	The trailer’s lit up from the sun when I peel my eyes open the next morning. Hearing voices, I drag my tired body off the too small couch and peek out the window toward my bike. There’s a lime colored Lamborghini parked out front, and that fucking thing doesn’t belong to me.

	What the ever loving fuck is going on? I damn sure know it’s not her mom...I took care of that problem already. 

	“Shhh, baby,” I overhear a guy croon and instantly get pissed. 

	If Jude has a motherfucker over here, world war three’s about to go down in this bitch. I’ll teach that kid a lesson to show up over here when I’m around. And when I was asleep, to boot; that’s some goddamn nerve. 

	It’s not her that surprises me when I stick my head in her doorway though.

	“Saint?” I utter his name in disbelief. 

	They’re lying in her bed with him behind her. He’s kissing all over her neck...his hands under the covers. My chest rumbles with a growl at that discovery. 

	“Brother.” His stare is pinned on me and defiant. He’s pleased that he’s shocked me. 

	“What the hell are you doing here?” 

	He tsks, shaking his head, then licks up the side of Jude’s neck, causing her to giggle. It’s like nails on a chalkboard because I’m not the one making her do it. Nor did I give him my permission to come in here and touch her like he’s doing. I’ve held myself back and not to leave the option open to my brother. 

	“And where in the fuck did the car come from? When did you even get here?”

	“’Bout one a.m. or so. I’ve been talkin’ to Baby all night about you. When I came in, you were passed the fuck out.”

	“How did you know where I was?”

	“You didn’t think you’d be goin’ out of town without me knowing where you were, did you?” He rolls his eyes, the irises the same shade as a cloudy sky. He’s clearly annoyed at the thought of me believing I could keep something from him. Little does he know, I have a whopper of a secret. Let’s hope he hasn’t figured that one out as well.

	“Who’s car?” I repeat with more grit behind the words, knowing he damn well doesn’t own the expensive luxury vehicle. 

	He shrugs. “Don’t know, and I really don’t fuckin’ care either, brother. I saw it down the road at a hotel in town, keys in it. Figured they wanted it off their hands and I obliged.”

	“Jesus fucking Christ, Saint. The only motherfuckers leaving keys in cars is fucking mafia! How could you be so careless?” Yanking my phone out of my back pocket, I hit the speed dial to call the Prez. 

	He’s going to be livid when he hears about this if he hasn’t already. There’s a decent chance someone’s already told him. I’d like to think he’d have called me, though, if that were the case.

	“Viking.” He answers, even though his ID should show it’s me on the other end.

	“We have a problem. Saint’s here where I am, and he’s in a lime Lamborghini. Needless to say, we don’t own it.” Like he doesn’t know that bit already, but I throw it in anyhow. 

	“Motherfucker. I thought you were going to tell me it was the Fists on your ride over, but this is pretty fucking bad too.”

	“Is it Chicago?” I guess aloud. It was the first thing I thought of when he said the car had the fob in it.

	“Nah, Joker’s Lambo is marmalade or some fancy orange shit, or his was a Phantom? I can’t remember what that overpriced foreign piece of metal is that he drives. This is Masters’ I’d bet. Beau’s the only one I know with that color. It was a gift from his father, he said.”

	“Masters, as in Russian mafia Masterson? Are those the same?”

	“Yeah, he’s the one that sent us to Mexico looking for that chick.”

	“Holy shit. The cop?”

	He grunts. “If Saint showed up in that car...” Viking leaves off, but I already know what he’s thinking.


	“I’ll fix it. Later,” I promise and hang up, glowering over at Saint. “You have any idea who that damn car belongs too?”

	He ignores me, still kissing on Jude’s neck and my fist flies into the wall beside me. The fake wood paneling erupts, a hole the size of my hand left behind as well as splits going in every direction. I’m too angry to feel the impact on my knuckles, immediately sharing the information Viking just enlightened me with. 

	“It’s the motherfucking Russian Mafiya. You steal their shit, they’ll know where that car is, and you know as well as I do what’ll happen. They’ll be here in no time, smoking you, me, and her. Get it back, now, Saint...before we can’t fix this. Why in the fuck would you take it in the first place?”

	“Because I wanted to,” he responds nonchalantly. “Who’s going to fuck with an Oath Keeper anyhow? Rich pussies don’t have a nutsack large enough.”

	“The Mafiya, Saint! The motherfuckin’ Mafiya, that’s who.”

	He stands, the blanket falling away. He’s clad in only a pair of jeans that hug his hips. I can make out the outline of Saint’s cock, hard as stone beneath the material. It was only a matter of time before he fucked her and stole her innocence away. 

	“Come on, baby, you can ride with me,” He offers, smirking as he jerks Jude to her feet as well.

	“No, no, no. Jude, you’re staying here,” I demand and Saint cackles, sounding so evil it could be the devil himself.

	“Fuck that, Sinner. The bitch is coming with me. I’m not finished having my fun.” 

	He croons in her direction, “Isn’t that right, baby? Come with daddy.” He shoves past me, hauling her behind him. She’s in the clothes from last night, what little material there is, thank God. At least he didn’t have her naked yet.

	“Jude, listen to me,” I argue, attempting to stop  a train wreck from happening.

	She follows him along, laughing like this is some big adventure. They’re out the door in no time, with me following to the porch. “Don’t get in that car with him!” I’m yelling at this point. Fuck the neighbors. 

	He’ll kill her or get her killed and not think twice about it. “Saint! Stop! Don’t take her; she’s too fucking good.”

	“Fuck you, Sinner. You thought you could keep her to yourself? I’m not finished with her yet.” He opens the passenger side, pushing her into the car. “Get in, baby; we’re goin’ for a ride.” He laughs and slams the door. 

	Rounding the car, he gives me his middle finger the entire time. I’ve pissed in his Cheerios, and I haven’t the faintest idea how to stop him from leaving without putting a bullet in either him or that too-fucking-expensive piece of metal he’s stolen. I can’t do either without repercussions. Fuck, it sucks being the rational one sometimes. 

	The moment he’s in the driver’s seat, the engine cranks, and he’s flooring it to the point rocks spray across the side of the trailer, and I jump inside to grab my wallet. Shoving the leather fold into my back pocket, I run like my ass is on fire to my bike. I can’t get out of here as fast as he can, but eventually, I make it out to the main road. 

	Shifting, my speed increases faster, the speedometer shooting higher. Eventually, I get to 140, and they’re nowhere in sight. Saint probably has that car over 200 miles per hour. I’ll be lucky if they don’t wrap that death trap around a telephone pole before I can catch up. 

	Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck! I should’ve known he’d figure out where I was this entire time. I believed I was sneaky; I was actually a damn fool, underestimating him. 

	Let’s hope this Russian is as easy to work with as his cousins are. I’ve heard stories of how he was a ruthless undercover cop and then went rogue, joining the family business. His cousins are the Russian Mafiya, and Saint has just stolen his fucking car. Viking is going to be enraged if this doesn’t blow over. 

	And he has Jude...
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	Can you remember who you were, 

	before the world told you who you should be?
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	Saint has a grin nearly the entire time he’s driving like a maniac. He’ll randomly glance over, wearing a smirk full of trouble. I don’t know where we’re headed or what’s going on. He stole the car apparently, and now we have to get it back right away, or someone from the mafia will be angry.

	This is the most excitement I’ve had in my entire life, and I’m loving every minute of it. It’s the adventure I wished for yesterday in the middle of my boring work shift; never in a million years did I think it would come true. These things don’t happen to people like me; we go about living our lives like robots. Now I’m involved with not only one biker, but two. And who knows what’s going to happen next.

	Saint showed up out of the blue in the middle of the night looking for Sinner. When he saw him sleeping, he explained that he’s Sinner’s best friend and asked if we could talk. I wasn’t going to turn him away. Sinner’s done so much for me, that the least I could do is be friendly to his best friend.

	I quickly learned that Saint is nothing like the man I’ve come to look forward to spending time with. Where Sinner’s features are dark, Saint’s are light. The contrast is striking and confusing because they’re each beautiful. 

	He’s funny and a bit wild and wasn’t scared in the least bit to touch me. He treated me so sweetly at first, talking to me and complimenting me like I’m the prettiest thing he’s ever seen before. Guys I meet are either creepy about it or fall flat, but he had just the right mix of charisma. I don’t understand why Sinner didn’t bring him around sooner. 

	Saint’s name matches his face too. He reminds me of someone you’d read about but never actually see in person. I liked him nearly instantly and even more so when he leaned over and kissed me on my bed. After that, I didn’t want him to stop. I got his shirt off and let him touch me everywhere. I couldn’t help myself; I pictured his hands were Sinner’s sometimes too. 

	He caressed me in ways I’d been dreaming of Sinner doing, all the while telling me how special I am. He said I have to be different, for Sinner to take care of me like he has been. That has to mean something, right? I wish I knew how he felt; it would make everything so much easier.

	“We’re home, baby,” he mutters randomly, gesturing toward the foliage out in front of us.

	Peering at the scenery around us, I take in the quickly passing land. There are lots of trees and a dirt road that he drives over so fast, we could be flying. We drive through a giant open gate then hit a large paved parking area where an imposing building finally comes into sight. 

	Saint yanks up on the brake handle resting between us, causing the car to jerk and spin wildly. A scream breaks free as I grasp for something to hold on to and not get slung around. He must love it though because he hoots and howls, laughing as we spin, gunning the gas over and over. 

	A group of angry looking men come pouring outside, their hands shading their eyes to watch us as Saint slings random rocks around and smokes up the parking lot from burning tires. 

	I have to close my eyes after that because if I don’t, I’m sure that I’ll puke. “Pleeease stop, Saint.”

	“I told you, baby, you call me daddy, just like you do my boy, Sinner. He may not appreciate it, but I think it’s sexy as fuck.”

	“Okay-okay, just, please. I’m going to puke.” The nickname was a joke toward Sinner, meant to get under his skin, but Saint seems to enjoy the word falling from my mouth. He keeps reminding me that it turns him on. “For me, daddy, so I don’t get sick.”

	He cackles at my begging, and the car comes to a stop, rocking as it finally halts in one spot. 

	It’s as if I’m still moving, even though the engine’s quieted to a near silent purr once again. Is this what a boat’s like? “Oh God, I don’t feel so well.” 

	I open my eyes again just as a monster sized man looking like a Nordic god storms toward the vehicle and nearly rips the door from the hinges. Impossible you’d think since they open upward, but this man’s so ripped, I’m sure he could tear it off if he wanted to. Yelping in surprise, the shock makes me freeze up, gawking as the scene unfolds right beside me.

	“The fuck!” He roars and reaches in, grabbing Saint around the neck. He yanks him from the vehicle and slams his body across the hood like a rag doll. I’m about to scream again—this  time for help—until I hear Saint laughing about it all. 

	“Damn, man! You need to drive this whip ASAP, Vike! Fucking a-mazing!”

	My own door opens much less dramatically, and a grouchy guy wearing a frown nearly the same size as the one called “Vike” glowers down at me. He’s got a crazy scar on his face, the silver slashing through one of his mocha colored irises and dark, wavy, shoulder-length hair. 

	“Hi?” The question escapes in a high pitch, nearly a squeak. 

	His hand comes toward me, and my eyes widen as my heart rate again quickens. He watches, breaking out in a surprised chuckle after a moment, then flips it over, giving me his palm. It takes everything in me to swallow my fear down and place my much smaller hand in his. 

	The man helps me climb out, steadying me as I stand, which is a good thing, considering I’m quite wobbly. “Oh, thank you,” I acknowledge and hiccup, as I silently pray I don’t upchuck in front of all these guys.

	“You all right, darlin’?” he mumbles as a shorter guy comes to stand next to him.

	“Night, don’t be calling her that. Your ol’ lady hears that word leave your mouth, and you’ll be peelin’ her off this chick.”

	Night, or whatever his name is, shrugs. “Brother, my woman knows she’s mine. This pint-sized woman looked like she was gonna be sick, and I don’t want her puking or sitting in the Russian’s car when he shows up. Unless you feel like cleaning up puke, Spidey?”

	The other man shakes his head and offers me a kind smile.

	Night grunts. “I’m Nightmare, this is Spider.” He gestures to the less buff, amused guy to his right.

	“Um...hi,” I manage, with a brief wave that makes Spider snicker. 

	Can’t say I’m too surprised hearing the big dude’s name is Nightmare. And Spider for the other; that’s kind of creepy. He doesn’t strike me as strange right off the bat, though, so maybe he got it for another reason. 

	“Stop staring, Spidey,” he gripes. “Saint or Sinner catches you. I’m guessing Saint will be carving you up. They don’t go to the trouble for bitches, so this one must mean something or know something we don’t.”

	Gee thanks. I don’t know if I should be flattered or offended. “I’m not a bitch; I’m Jude.”

	Nightmare’s eyebrow hikes. “Hey, Jude. Do you have shoes in there?” He nods toward the vehicle, disregarding my proclamation.

	My gaze falls to my feet...my bare feet. “Oh, shit. No, Saint pulled me out of the house so fast, I didn’t have a chance to stop and get any. I didn’t bring anything, actually,” I admit, wishing I’d at least have paused long enough to collect my purse and flip-flops.

	Spider shoots a look I can’t decipher at Nightmare and then glances toward Saint, still pinned on the hood. “This is going downhill fast. We need to get her inside while we handle club shit. We don’t want certain people showing up with her out here.”

	“Prez, what should we do with her?” he calls across the car, and ‘Vike’ scowls over at me.

	“Fuck,” he grits, then nods toward the largest building. “Get the bitch inside.”

	Okay, enough with the name calling. No wonder Sinner’s so freaking grouchy when he comes over, dealing with these guys. “My name is Jude! Use it!” I demand and nearly all their mouths drop open. 

	I may be young and polite and quiet, but that doesn’t mean I don’t know how to stand my ground. Did any of them not just hear me screaming in that car? Clearly, I have a voice, and I’m able to be just as loud as they are. Instead, they act like a group of barbarians, speaking as if I’m not right here beside them.

	A deep rumble grows near, and if I’d have to guess, I’d say its Sinner’s motorcycle. It’s been long enough for him to catch up to us—I think so, anyhow. He was not pleased in the least when Saint loaded me into the sports car with him, but I wasn’t about to pass up an adventure. Maybe I should’ve thought it through first.

	“Viking?” Nightmare interrupts the sound of the bike, “You want her at the bar?”

	Big guy waves me off. “Don’t fucking care where you stick her, just get her the fuck out of here.”

	Jesus, is he a dick to everyone? That word seems to fit him; he’s not nice at all. I’m being shoved through the building door, just as I see Sinner come speeding into the parking lot on his motorcycle. He looks amazing straddling that motorcycle and also completely furious with a scowl the size of Texas on his face. 

	Pushing against Spider’s hold, I’m able to watch Sinner hop off his bike and practically run toward Saint, and then I’m inside with the freaking door blocked. 
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	Sinner’s borderline manic as he strides toward me, fury written all over his striking features. The brothers leap between us, large bodies attempting to block us, with hands out to hold him back. He’s on a mission to cause some pain, no doubt. Everyone knows as well as I do that he’ll regret it after we’ve had a chance to cool down. You don’t stick together like we have and not have a few fights thrown in over the years.  

	“All this...for her?” It escapes me in a roar, my jealousy pointed in his direction. 

	I can be just as cross at him over the shit he’s pulled. I have every right. He’s lied to me for a female and for who knows how long. We’re supposed to be brothers. And he’s supposed to love me, just like I love him. Yet he’s been sneaking off for some pussy and then has the nerve to turn around and lie to my fucking face about it.

	“Yes, for her, Saint. You don’t know shit about what’s goin’ on.” He peers around, eyeing the clubhouse. “Where is she?”

	“I know you haven’t fucked her, ‘cause I had my fingers all up in that pussy last night, and it’s tight.” I spew the first hurtful thing that comes to mind. He’s merely arrived and already searching her out like some lost puppy. “Can’t wait to stick my cock in her. I bet the brothers will enjoy it too.” 

	He snarls, “Motherfucker!” lunging in my direction. 

	Exterminator and Nightmare move to hold him off, but I’m not sure it’ll work. Sinner’s the calm one of the two of us and to see him this angry, has me questioning everything. Does she mean more to him than me? It’s childish to think that way, but I do. He’s mine. 

	“You keep wasting time, Sin. She likes me already. I’ll take her, Sinner. I won’t let you have her. You’ll lose me and her both.”

	The Prez scowls down at me. “Back the fuck off, Saint.” His forearm presses into my chest, holding me in place. “Sinner’s going to put a goddamn bullet in you and he’ll never forgive himself for that shit. Stop running your fucking mouth, brother. She’s just pussy.”

	It takes all the self-restraint I have, and that’s not a lot I’m afraid, but I do it. My mouth clamps shut on the hate it wants to emit, and I attempt to climb my way back from the chaos I so greatly crave. I may be pissed off at Sinner, but I don’t want him to kill me. I don’t want him to bear that burden.  

	“Fine, just cage me up like you always do.”

	“Can I let you go?” Viking probes, no longer applying as much pressure. He was holding me down with so much force, it felt as if he may crush my pecs under his massive arm. A few of us have caught his temper before, and the man doesn’t fuck around. 

	My foggy gaze meets his. “Let him kill me.”

	“He’s not going to fucking kill you, brother. Christ, relax.”

	“The hell I’m not!” Sinner interrupts, and the brothers break out in a varied chorus of ‘shut ups.’ 

	“You never should’ve taken her, Saint. She’s not like me and you; she’s a good girl, damn it.”

	“She wants to be really bad,” I supply with a shrug and get back to my feet as Viking gives me some space. He remains a barrier between us but stops touching me. 

	“It’s not your place to get her to be bad. Leave Jude alone,” Sin warns, spurring me on to reply.


	Spitting, blood mixed with my saliva lands next to my feet. I must’ve bitten my cheek when Prez slammed me on the damn hood. “Go to Hell, Sinner.” 

	“We need to reel it the fuck in, right now, goddamn it,” the Prez orders. “Spider, take that Green-Goblin-looking fucking thing back to Masters. He’s at the fancy hotel down the road. I’ve already spoken to him over the phone, so he won’t put a bullet in ya. Nightmare, follow in Scot’s old truck and y’all get back here, quick.”

	Spider’s face lights up, eager, as he rounds the car and hops in. He’s no doubt satisfied that he’s the one being tasked to take the chartreuse whip for a spin. Nightmare agrees and heads for the truck. 

	Prez’s scrutiny falls back to us. “Now, you two fuckers hash this shit storm out, inside preferably, without knives or guns involved.”

	“No need for weapons, I can strangle him with my bare fucking hands,” Sinner mutters with a huff.

	His comment makes me hoot with laughter, and in response, he beams a glare full of menace in my direction. He doesn’t realize that look does nothing but turn me on. Maybe we could go and fuck the anger out on Jude together. That is if he isn’t too busy coddling her like a fucking newborn.

	We get inside, and I head to the bar, needing something strong to help wash down my frustration. If I can’t fuck or fight, then may as well drown the feelings a bit with some good ol’ fashioned liquor. 

	“Where is she?” He levels his gaze on me before flicking it around the room. She’s nowhere in sight though, and despite my irritation, it makes me want to laugh in his face again to be a dickhead.

	Blaze places a tumbler with some Johnny Walker Black Label on the rocks in front of me and mixes a gin and juice for Sinner. “Spider brought a chick in a few minutes ago,” he comments, taking a drink of his soda that’d been resting on the beer cooler.

	“That’s her,” Sin affirms.

	“I had her go to the kitchen and make a sandwich.” The brother with tattooed flames up his arms gestures to the other room. “She said she hasn’t eaten today and I didn’t know if she was tweaking or whatever.” He shrugs, his cerulean irises filled with curiosity. “Figured it helps sober her up if anything.”

	“She’s not on drugs.” Sinner’s grimace turns to me. “Unless you fucking gave her something? Is that what happened?”

	Scoffing, I roll my eyes again. “I didn’t give the bitch shit, besides make her feel good. Something you obviously didn’t offer up.” His glass goes flying toward my head, and I duck. It makes me chuckle again. 

	“Fuck,” Blaze comments, grabbing a towel and broom. “This is bullshit. You wanna throw shit, don’t use my rocks glasses.” He strides from behind the bar to collect the shattered crystal. He doesn’t usually clean up our messes—we do that ourselves—but he obviously realizes Sinner’s one breath away from throwing blows. 

	Taking a sip of my liquor, I attempt to reason. “Tell me, Sin, how the fuck does she have you tied up in knots like this? It’s rare that I’m the calm one when shit pops off and you have me actually living up to my name right now.”

	He mocks, his voice carrying just an ounce of too much bite. “You’re far from a saint.”

	“Exactly. It’s good you fucking remember it too.” I hate fighting with him, but I have a right to be pissed off too. He fucking lied to me. After everything we’ve been through, he lies to me over a woman. I think that’s the part that has me the maddest. 

	Jude appears in the doorway, and Sinner hops up from his barstool, striding over to her. His hands cover her forearms, and the motion has me swallowing tightly. 

	Taking a large gulp to ease my thoughts, I stand as well, calling over to her. “Baby girl, tell our boy Sinner here, that I didn’t hurt you.” 

	Grinning widely, I approach them both wearing the look of innocence. It’s the same smile I offer up to bitches to make them believe I’m their dream man. Then they learn what I am when I fuck them until they scream and beg or offer them up to the gods. I’m not that way with everyone, but Lord knows I’m far from virtuous in any way.

	She shakes her head, lips in a perfect pout. “No, Sinner, he didn’t hurt me. I promise.”

	That’s it, baby, tell him what he needs to hear. I didn’t hurt her, but that’s not saying I wasn’t thinking about it in the beginning.

	He runs a frustrated hand through his midnight locks, blowing out a heavy breath. “Let me take you home, sweetheart.”

	Her brow wrinkles. “But I don’t want to go—not yet, anyway.”

	Wrapping my arm around her shoulders, I press a bit further. “See daddy, she wants to stay and have some fun.” Smirking, I tug her into my chest and away from him. “Wanna share how you got that pet name?” With an amused chuckle, I plant a chaste kiss on her left temple. 

	If he pisses me off, I’ll break her fucking neck right here in front of him. If he wants to play nice, then maybe I’ll just fuck her and let him take her home without drawing any blood. The outcome of her fate’s up to him. The best part of all, the brothers here won’t even blink at my decision. In fact, they’ll help me bury the body if needed.  

	Nibbling her lobe, I rasp, “I’m your daddy now; huh, baby?” She wants someone to spank her ass rosy and tell her what to do, that’s no problem for me. That’s one thing I’ve always been good at, and Jude’s just my type when it comes to women. She’s hotter than sin—young, dumb, and gullible—my favorite type to play with.

	She gasps, and with wide eyes, she watches for Sinner’s reaction. His own gaze shutters as he hits me with an obscure look, “Fine,” he relents. “But if you’re not going home right now, then you’ll sleep in my bed tonight. No arguments, either.” 

	Her cheeks turn a delightful shade of rouge, giving away her intimate thoughts. She bites down on her plump lip for a moment, thinking it over. It’s no need though; we already know what she wants from the color gracing her flushed skin. “Deal,” she nods, agreeing a little too eagerly.


	Yeah, fucking right, I don’t think so. 

	Sinner’s in my bed on the regular with whomever we choose to join us, together. He’s off his rocker if he thinks this bitch is going to be in his bed without me there to share it. I’m the one who brought her here after all. 

	We have an unspoken agreement; it’s been there for years. We’re together always. I watch his back, and he’s got mine. Same goes for fuckin’. We do it together, and it’s better that way. That’s one account as to why I was completely caught off guard when I found out he was hiding Jude from me. Of course, it made me instantly interested and a touch covetous.

	Who’s this woman he’d lie for? And that he’d visit when he believed no one was paying him attention? Sinner’s mistake was overlooking that I always have him in mind. When I came to terms he wasn’t going to let me in on whatever he was up to, I had to go off and find out for myself. I can’t stand secrets, and this one didn’t bode well with me not knowing what it was. 

	I’d thought through everything trying to figure it out too. Was he running drugs by himself? Was he two-timing the MC and hitting up another club? Was he on drugs himself? None of it was adding up.  

	Never once did it remotely cross my mind that he’d be sneaking off for this woman. He doesn’t even like young chicks; his preferences are the older women. So, imagine my surprise when I figured out he wasn’t visiting the lady at the address his bike was parked at. She’s pretty much a ghost, and the only other one living there was a young woman registered in college.  

	Then when Jude answered the door last night, I was left speechless. Clearly, she’d been asleep. I don’t know how Sinner didn’t hear me, but she did. When she’d told me he’d drank a six-pack and passed out, I knew it was the perfect chance to find out just who the hell she is. For not being my brother’s usual type, she damn sure was right up my alley. 

	Her sleep tasseled hair and tired smile was a welcome sight to my groin. She greeted me with wide open arms practically. Her mistake. Getting close to her took no time at all. I could’ve snuffed her life out within minutes if I’d truly wished. 

	Her naiveté was so fucking adorable, and it was a turn on knowing she had two killers in her house, and she was clueless. I couldn’t keep my hands to myself—didn’t want to, and she welcomed me in no time at all. A few hours of innocent questions and flirting and it was like taking candy from a baby. She fell into the palm of my hand so easily it was almost boring—almost. There was still the fact it was all happening while Sinner was in the other room, keeping the bit of deception of my own exciting.

	He thinks he can keep her all to himself, but he’s mistaken. She already wants me. I made sure of it. He’ll share, or I’ll kill her, it’s as easy as that. Sinner belongs to me; he always has. What’s his is mine...
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	Counting other people’s sins 

	does not make you a saint.

	-Pinterest Meme
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	He’s had his arms around her all damn day. Laughing and making her giggle while feeding her drinks. I doubt Jude’s ever drank alcohol before now, and she’s well on her way to full-on drunk. He’s doing it on purpose; I’ve seen his game many times over. Hell, most of us have done it at least once in the past.

	It’s different this time. I don’t want her broken. And he’ll be the first to do it to her. He’ll get her toasted and then use her up until he’s had his fill. She’ll be left with a shell of herself, wondering how a man could take so much and give nothing in return.

	It’s unfair of me to think of him like this; after all, he’s been so good to me personally over time. However, I know him the best, and I’ve seen how he has no regard for a woman beyond scratching an itch. It’s been great while I wanted the same thing, but my feelings are beginning to change. I have Jude to blame for that. All I do is attempt to stay away from her and keep her safe. But clearly, that’s gone to shit with my brother stepping in.   

	She’s fallen into a twisted web, and I’m the one at fault. I should’ve covered my tracks better. Jesus, I never should’ve stepped into Jude’s life in the first place. If I’d just stayed away, Saint never would’ve gotten wind of her. But I couldn’t force myself to keep away and not make sure she was okay. 

	And overall, how can I fight for her with a man I love? When it boils down to it, that’s how I feel about him. I assumed with our lifestyle, we’d never have to cross a bridge where a woman would be placed in the middle of it. 

	I can’t possess Jude like I desire; I know that. However, I don’t want Saint to hurt her, either. If he’s angry enough, he’ll bleed her dry in sacrifice, and a piece of me will hate him for it. I don’t want to despise him in any way; he’s been everything to me since I was a teen.  

	Slamming my fist on the table, I interrupt their laughing, “She’s had enough.” Standing from my stool, I shuffle the few steps around the table to collect her. I’m done watching him and her like this. I want her in my bed—with me. 

	Saint grins, not fazed. “We’re having fun, brother.” 

	“And you’ve had enough entertainment for tonight. She’s drunk and fuck if I want to be holding her to the toilet all night while she pukes her guts out.”

	“So, don’t.” He waves me off. “Let’s fuck the alcohol out of her. She’ll sober up.”

	Jude giggles, tucking her face into his chest, not realizing what exactly that entails. The action makes me rage inside. I want to yank her away and yell at her that she’s mine, not his. I found her first. He doesn’t get to have her without me; he should know better. I can’t believe I’m even dealing with this right now. I worked so hard not to fucking touch her before.

	“No. She’s sleeping it off.”

	“Fuck you, Sinner. You don’t make decisions for her. She’s not your bitch; she’s community property right now.” 

	I want to punch him as the words fall from his lips. Of course, it’s no big deal to him; he hasn’t been around her for the past few months and watched how beautiful she really is. Yes, she’s beyond sexy, but sometime along that line, she became more than just fresh pussy when I look at her. 

	“The fuck she is.” The argument rumbles my chest with a displeased growl. Tugging her off the seat, she falls easily. Jude’s trashed and immediately seeks out my arms. 

	“Oh, hi, Sinner!” She giggles. 

	It’s impossible for me to be annoyed with her when she’s so adorable, even piss-ass drunk. I love hearing her laugh; I just wish it was under different circumstances.  

	“Come on, Jude. It’s time to go to bed.”

	“Finally!” she declares loudly. “I’ve been waiting for you to touch me like Saint did, for forever it seems,” she admits brazenly, compliments of the alcohol stupor overtaking her senses. 

	My nostrils flare as my glare meets his over the top of her head, my words grinding with their meaning. “No, you’re going to sleep. Saint won’t be touching you.” 

	Ever, at this rate.

	He rolls his eyes. “The hell I won’t. If you don’t satisfy her, I will. I’ll teach her how to beg and suck cock too.”

	“Shut up.” My arms scoop her up into a sturdy embrace since she can’t walk for shit at this point and her nose finds my neck, giving me pleasant chills.

	“Please take me to bed, Sinner,” she slurs against my throat. “You smell so freaking good.” 

	The brothers witness the entire thing, amused, but no one utters anything about it. They all know the same thing I do; this is a clusterfuck already, and it’s going be one hell of a long night. Again. 
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	Oh my God, my head hurts so badly. The pounding is unreal. What was in those fruity drinks Saint gave me yesterday? They tasted delicious—like punch and bad decisions. Blaze is definitely talented when it comes to mixing drinks—you don’t know it’s hit you until it’s too late. Thankfully, there are curtains snuffing out the bright Texas sun, or I may not have survived opening my eyes today. 

	“Mmmm.” Moaning as I turn over, my stomach swims and not in a pleasant way. Stupid juice. Jesus, it’s like a sugar overload mixed with brain freeze or something. 

	A grunt comes from beside me, and I lift my head up a little too fast to see who it came from. 

	“Ouch.” My fingers fly to my forehead and massage my temples, attempting to offer an ounce of relief. After a moment, I pry my eyes open again, finding a mop of neatly trimmed ebony hair on the pillow next to mine. 

	My perusal dips lower, discovering a naked muscular back, covered in scars. The sight of them makes me cringe, those had to be agonizing however he received them. They’re various sizes, long and short, some wider than the others in various crisscrosses. 

	The poor man; I can only imagine what he’s been through. Who or what would do such a thing? I know there has to be a significant story behind them, and I want to ask about it, but I’m not sure it would be a welcome topic. 

	I can’t stop myself from being curious if the rest of him is naked as well. The covers have him hidden from the hip down, not that it does anything to stop my imagination from running wild with ideas. My fingers find the grossly disfigured indentions and lightly trace each one. I don’t know what spurs me on, giving me the courage to do so. Maybe I feel safe because he’s sleeping. 

	He’s broken, but yet so perfect.

	Seeing him dressed, you’d never guess what his clothing hides. The front of him is a thing of beauty, dips and plains showcasing his strong stomach. The muscles aren’t overly pronounced, just enough to make your eyes linger a bit longer. Then there’s his back, and it’s like reading a completely different story. If he were a book, the front cover would mislead you entirely because he has two very different sides.  

	His physique stiffens as my fingertips follow along their unplanned path, lightly caressing the alabaster blemishes. “What do you think you’re doing?” A gruff voice sleepily mumbles, startling me.

	My touch falters for a moment as my heart rate increases before I go about my inspection as if undisturbed. “What happened?” I eventually choke out, not wanting to think of this man being tormented.

	“I was whipped.”

	“Wow,” I answer breathlessly, even though it was a scenario I’d already considered. Hearing it come from him, though, puts merit behind the brief thought. “I’m sorry that happened to you.”

	He shrugs the comment off, but it doesn’t stop me from touching them. “Does me doing this bother you?”

	Sinner shakes his head, holding perfectly still. “No,” he rasps. “To be honest, I like it. Your hands are soft, dainty.”

	“You like the pain or me touching them?”

	“Both.”

	His answer’s confusing. How can anyone enjoy a pain such as this? And what did he ever do to deserve something so harsh? Sinner’s a kind man; at least, he is to me. It’s hard to fathom why someone would want to torture him in such a remarkably cruel way.

	“Do the marks still hurt you?”

	He shrugs again. “Depends. They can be a slightly sensitive sometimes, but nothing I can’t handle.”

	“And what about your arms? They’re completely covered in tattoos,” I state the obvious. “Did those hurt worse?”


	“Jesus, is there any part of you that isn’t so virtuous, Jude? Have you really been sheltered this much your entire life?” His questions catch me off guard. I’m not used to him speaking much past grunts and mumbles and definitely not about personal things. Usually, he’s grouchy with random short answers, almost like he’s attempting to get me to shut up and stop bothering him, but not now.

	“Umm, well, I’ve seen stuff on TV and the internet before. I’ve read plenty of books, but if you’re asking if I speak to people about these sorts of things regularly, then the answer would be no. The only other people like you, stop at the bar on the way through town. I don’t go there, so you’re my first.”

	He groans, and I frown. What now? I didn’t say anything bad; I was just being real with him.

	“And the drinking last night—you ever drink alcohol before, sweetheart?”

	“My mom’s never cared, so I’ve tried some of her lemonade flavored malts.”

	“Fuck! You mean Mike’s Hard Lemonade?”

	“Yes, that’s the one.” 

	“So, you’ve never been drunk before—like last night, ever?”

	“Nope.”

	“Why not?” He moves his back in an impatient squirm once I stop touching his scars, so I continue to rub over his skin casually. 

	“I don’t know how to make drinks taste sweet and yummy. Plus, I’ve never been around anyone I felt safe with if I was like that.”

	“And you did with Saint, of all people?”

	“I do with you,” I admit softly, loving that he hasn’t made me stop touching him yet. “I know you wouldn’t let anyone hurt me, Sinner.”

	“Motherfucker.” 

	Huffing, I shoot a glare toward the back of his head. “What? I don’t understand why any of this is a big deal.”  

	He flips over so quickly my mouth drops open. How anyone can move that fast after a night of drinking is beyond me. He pounces, flattening me back against the bed, his body hovering over mine. He makes me feel so small, being near him like this, his body heat radiating toward me. 

	All I can do is remind myself to breathe in this position. I’ve daydreamed of him like this before, and to have him just like this, is enough to make my body tingle with need. I want to touch him everywhere and let him do the same in return. 

	“You don’t know shit, little girl,” he declares gruffly. Lowering his lips to linger above mine, mimicking his frame, he confesses, “I would be the one to hurt you. I‘d be the one to fuck you until you couldn’t handle it...I almost did, many times. Especially last night when you were fucking adorable, like a needy kitten.” 

	Sinner’s lips close over mine in a powerful kiss. His tongue dips into my mouth, forceful and full of desire. The weight of his body warms me, as he lowers his body to mine. Gripping my hair in one of his hands, he gives it a powerful tug, causing me to reward him with a moan. 

	His sturdy hips grind into mine, the perfect amount of pressure creating delicious friction where I’ve been craving him so desperately. He’s more than anything I’d ever imagined, and he’s merely just begun to touch me. A simple taste and yet I’m spiraling, ready to beg for him to never stop. 

	He kisses me hard, skilled in tormenting his prey. I love it and can barely breathe—my  mind and body so frantic having him touching me like this. It’s everything all wrapped up in a few movements of his mouth on mine, the surrendering, the owning, the claiming. 

	If I wasn’t his before, I am now. I could never not want a man like him. No matter how hard I could ever endeavor, fighting against it…it’s  no use. He calls to me like a beacon in the night. I’m meant to belong to him.  

	He wrenches back barely enough to watch my face as he jerks my hair again, my mouth open as I pant lustfully after his touch. “You yearn for me to touch you, Jude. Your body fucking melts when my tongue traces it, begging me for more. Yet you let Saint have you too. Why?”

	“He said you wouldn’t care. He promised you’d like it if I let him.” My gaze shoots to the side, feeling a bit guilty, before admitting the rest. “I-I melted for him too.”

	“You think I want another man’s fingers inside your pussy when even I haven’t been there yet?”

	His words have me shuddering, just imagining the way he’d feel in my core. “Oh God.” A moan escapes as he bears down against my center. “I want you there.”

	My mind races, picturing his fingers inside me over and over making my panties soaked. “I would let you touch me if you wanted to, Sinner…Any time, any place,”I finish breathily.

	“Babe, you couldn’t stop me if I wanted to play with your pussy,” he promises, but it’s not needed because I would never stand in his way. He’d be allowing me to live out the fantasies I’ve been having of him for months now.  

	I’d let him have every piece of me if he wanted. His hand hastily skirts down my side, pausing to rub the juncture between my thighs over my shorts. Sinner’s mouth meets mine again, and I wrap my legs around his waist, praying for him to quench my thirst and go further. 

	Our kiss is interrupted by loud banging, and then his doors flying open.

	“The fuck?” Sinner yells, glancing behind him at the intrusion.

	“Brother.” Saint comes in, uninvited. His curious gaze flicking over us, amused. “I thought I heard moaning.” A grin eventually overtakes his mouth as his eyes seek out Sinner’s hand between my legs. 

	My body warms even more, embarrassed that others could hear me but still thoroughly turned on. Sinner had me so wrapped up in him kissing me and his hands finally headed to where I wanted them that I wasn’t paying any attention to how loud I was being. I wonder if anyone else heard moaning.

	“I told you already,” Sinner gripes. “She’s mine. You need to leave.”

	“The fuck I do.” His amusement drops, irritation overtaking, “We share bitches, remember? And she’s not only yours.”

	“Y-you share them?” I stammer with a gasp from hearing him admit it aloud. Good Lord, no wonder Saint told me that Sinner would approve of it if I let him kiss me. They’re friends, but this is taking it to another level entirely. 

	He chuckles while Sinner’s body tightens in response, beating him to reply. “Of course we do, baby girl. You either please both your daddies or you get the boot.” He winks playfully, and I gulp.

	“Don’t call me that, damn it.” Sinner replies with a growl.

	Saint ignores him, closing the door while wearing a triumphant grin. “You ever sucked a cock before, baby? Or two?” he inquires, and I nearly choke, not knowing what to say.

	“Saaaint.” Sinner draws the other man’s name out, a warning in his tone.

	“What?” He raises his hands. “I’m just asking questions; no harm there, brother.” 

	Somehow, he doesn’t seem as innocent as he’s attempting to imply. I’d bet that he knows exactly what he’s doing and is enjoying it immensely. Saint is far from stupid; he’s too smart for his own good. 

	Sinner stares down at me, and I realize he’s waiting for my answer as well. He clearly wants to know too. Shaking my head, I swallow again, attempting to speak, “I, uh...no. The answer to that would be a no.”

	Sinner leans back, putting more distance between us. “We can’t do this, Saint.” He shakes his head, rubbing his hand through his sleep tasseled hair. 

	“The hell we can’t.” He disagrees immediately as he approaches the bed, keeping me in his sights. “Jesus, baby.” He licks his lips, and his eyes dance with anticipation. “We’re gonna fucking ruin you for all other men.” 

	Saint’s so confident in his statement, I don’t know if I should be excited or scared. I’m a little of both I think, but mostly turned on so freaking much that I feel like my body may explode if it doesn’t get some sort of attention from the two. If we’d had a few seconds more, Sinner would’ve had me satisfied with his tongue and dirty words alone. Add in Saint, and there’s no telling what they’d do to me. Or the amount of pleasure I’d receive.

	“We aren’t doing shit to her right now, Saint. We need to give her a chance to think through all this and what it entails exactly.”

	He scoffs. “You have to be joking. What the fuck is wrong with you, Sin? She’s ripe and fucking ready, brother. Let’s break her in already.”

	Sinner sweetly lifts the covers over me some more, tucking them around my breasts before replying, “I told you.” He stares into my eyes as he speaks. “She’s innocent, and she’s...different.” 

	Pretty sure my heart flops over and surrenders to him with that proclamation. Different good, I hope.  

	“Fuck it, fine!” Saint declares, rolling his eyes. “But if she’s not sucking my cock soon, then you will be.” 

	Sinner nods, agreeing, and that surprises me even more. 

	“Now that’s settled, let’s get baby girl fed. You two stay in that bed any longer, and I’ll be in it next, and I won’t be kind enough to keep my clothes on.”
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	The situation’s not ideal, but it buys me some time, and it keeps Saint from killing her. I can’t believe I agreed to us sharing her, but I don’t have much of a choice in the matter. He was telling the truth about us always sharing the women before. Sure, we’ve had sex with chicks on our own, but it’s never gotten down to this, where we’re fighting over a damn woman. 

	We make sure Jude has plenty to eat before Viking calls us into Church. Saint takes the seat next to me, per our usual. I’m still pissed and confused about what the hell to do, but I keep my mouth shut, ready to handle club stuff.

	“Brothers, Oath Keepers... Let’s take care of business,” Viking begins, and the gavel slams down, officially marking the start of Church. “First up, this Mafiya shit storm brought on by our thoughtful brother.”

	I can’t help but sigh as he looks to Spider. This shit storm is Saint’s fault, and that pretty much makes it mine as well for not having him on a tighter leash. “Spidey, what went down with Masters?”

	Spider shrugs. “Honestly, he was fine. Unless he can put up a front like no other, I’d say he was more entertained than anything.”

	“He’s going to let it go, just like that?” Prez’s brow furrows.

	“Yeah, pretty sure there will be no blowback. He said that he’s familiar with the club’s ties to his cousins and that he appreciates our previous business venture.”

	“Mexico,” Viking supplies with a huff.

	“Yeah,” Spider agrees. “My guess would be that it bought Saint a free pass.” His scrutiny falls on my brother beside me. Saint chuckles in return, amused by it all, but refrains from commenting, thankfully. I’m sure his two cents would only spur on more drama.  

	Viking frowns. “Not too funny, brother. You could’ve fucked us, and that’s the last thing we need after dealin’ with the Fists. We still haven’t found out where they’re holding shop this time around either. We don’t need a new beef with anyone.”

	Fucking Iron Fists—it seems like they’re always around fucking with the Oath Keepers somehow. First, it was with the other charter of ours and them discovering the Fists kidnapping women. Then Twist’s ol’ lady having ties to their club and her ex, Ghost, showing up for retaliation and us torching their club in California to send a message. 

	Then there’s the latest in that whole mess of them showing up to kidnap Nightmare’s kid, and finally finding a shred of peace. It was all thanks to Twist’s oldest son, Cyle, being the grandson of Puppet, the President of the Iron Fists. It’s been a total shitshow that I’m grateful has chilled the hell out for a minute.

	We’ve lost too many members going back and forth with them. Bronx was just a damn kid, and they slaughtered his ass, pulling the guts straight out of his dead corpse. They killed our other brother, Scot. That man was a father figure to a few in the club. Then there were others from our sister charter as well. 

	Our compound was left unprotected, with half of us on the run up north and the other half on their way to find the Fists’ makeshift clubhouse. Blaze was pummeled within an inch of his life. We think the Fists believed him to be dead, and that’s how he ended up surviving. Princess and Bethany were beaten to shit, left alive to deliver the Iron Fists’ message to the club. And worst of all, we couldn’t kill them to get a bit of justice when it all came to light.

	The whole situation leaves a bad taste in my mouth. The last thing we need now is to start a new war with a longtime ally, the Russians. We can’t afford to lose more club members, more family. 


	I especially don’t want Jude around here if we’re constantly watching our backs. It’s one of the main reasons I never considered having a woman in my life for good. She’s a liability, and with Saint, he’s like me. I don’t have to worry about him like I would with a female. If someone were to hurt her, I would go off the deep end. I know it. 

	Hell, Viking and Nightmare both lost their shit when their women were injured due to MC business. That’s never been my thing, wanting someone to belong to me like they have with their ol’ ladies. But Jude...she has me thinking about things I never thought possible. 

	“The keys were in it.” Saint defends eventually, growing defensive, from everyone’s mocking glares. “Half of you fuckers would’ve considered taking it to a chop shop. I only took it for a spin,” he huffs with a shrug. 

	I can’t help but grin. It’s true; a few of us would’ve called an old buddy up for some easy cash. Saint does that shit pretty frequently. It gives him a rush, and he makes money from rich fuckers. It’s not right, but we never said we were good men. There are plenty of other things out there that’re much worse that we could be doing. 

	“No,” Vike rumbles. “We aren’t NOMADS anymore; we need to coexist with the people in town. If we mind our own business and leave shit alone, they’ll leave us alone in return. We’ve been fortunate having the other club near; the civilians don’t look twice at us. You start boosting cars and shit that close to home, we’ll be in jail quicker than we’d like.” 

	His gaze hits Torch for a second, but it’s long enough for most of us to notice. There have been a few rumors about Torch doing some time floating around. How true they are, I’ll never know. I’m not the type to delve into other people’s business, even if I am curious.  

	“Fine.” Saint sulks, irritated with the Prez’s lack of enthusiasm. What can he expect, though? It’s Viking’s responsibility to keep things running smoothly. Saint’s problem is he’s not used to living by any rules. None of us really are. 

	“Sinner.” The boss turns his regard on me next. “Who’s this bitch to you, and why were you flipping your shit in the parking lot over her?”

	Saint snickers, coaxing a growl from me aimed in his direction. 

	“Her name’s Jude.” Swallowing, I admit the truth, “She’s the one I’ve been going off to visit this entire time.”

	Saint’s eyes grow wide, “Hold the fuck up,” he interrupts, his scowl pointed toward the Prez. “You knew where Sin was going all along?”

	Viking grimaces and nods at him. Looking back to me, he asks, “Now, she’s here...why?”

	I can hear Saint breathing heavy beside me. He sounds like a bull, thoroughly pissed off by the newest bit of information. I’m guessing he thought I was keeping it a secret from everyone, but it was only him. Not that the others knew about her either, but it wouldn’t have been a big deal if they’d found out. None of them cares like he does. 

	“Not by my choice, Prez. I was planning on talkin’ to you about Princess maybe helping her out to come up with some sort of plan. Her mom split and left her out in the cold. I’ve been making sure she’s got shit to eat and a place to live. She’s a real good girl, taking college classes online, trying to get her future figured out.”

	“She’s young,” Torch speaks up, unhelpfully and Smokey grunts in agreement.

	“You think I can’t see that?” I retorted, glaring at him.

	“All I’m saying is, it’s fucked up her mom popped smoke and all, but is she even old enough to be in the club? Not looking to go to jail for a minor, brother.” 

	I have to respect that, but for a second, I thought Torch was implying that I’m fucking a minor. Maybe he really did take a visit to jail at some point and is trying to watch his ass instead of doing a repeat. 

	“She’s eighteen,” I confirm, and Exterminator, one of the NOMADs, lets out a low whistle.

	“Damn near jailbait,” he comments as if I don’t already know that. Her age is one thing that’s been holding me back from her for months. Had she been thirty, my cock would’ve already been buried in her pussy the first night I laid eyes on her. 

	“She knows you buried her momma?” Saint asks, wearing a smug sneer while divulging my big secret to the table.

	“How the fuck do you know that?” My eyes shoot to his, anger rising in my chest. Jude can’t find out. Her mom may have been shit, but she doesn’t need to know she’s dead. 

	“Goddamn it.” Viking’s palm slams on the table. The sound echoing throughout the room like a clap of thunder, “Is he telling the truth, Sinner? Did you kill the bitch?”

	“Yes, I did. It was an accident.” I lie. I did it on purpose, but denial is going to save me with this one. I’ll deny it to my grave if Jude ever suspects too.

	“How the fuck is killing a bitch an accident?” Everyone’s scrutiny falls to me, waiting for me to answer our President. I guess he’s not buying it. 

	 Fuck, fuck, fuck. 

	This wasn’t supposed to come out like this. I needed to hash it out with Viking privately. I get it. These are my brothers, and we don’t keep fuck-all from each other, but I’m lost with this shit. I value his opinion and wanted it firsthand. He’d know what to do or at least help me figure it out.

	“She was on something, tripping hard and came after me. This was after I’d met her kid and was trying to get her to agree to an annulment,” I declare, the revelation slipping without thought and Saint stands, his chair crashing to the floor behind him.

	“You married the fucking cunt?” he bellows, rage beating down on me from his gape. 

	“It’s not like that, Saint,” I backtrack, making an effort to placate him, “I was fucked up when she got me to agree to anything.”

	“Excuses!” he shouts. 

	I can only gape, scrambling to come up with something to say.

	“After everything…after everything I’ve done for you. I fucking loved you; you were mine,” he finishes, fishing his favorite blade free from his side pocket. Thank God he’s not near his beloved machete. With a twist of his wrist the blade gleams, the sharp metal exposed and ready to do its damage. 

	“Calm down, brother.” Viking jumps to his feet, the others hurrying to follow suit.

	“Don’t tell me to calm the fuck down. Sinner belongs to me.” Saint’s voice warps, going dark; I’ve never seen him so irate before. “I’ll show you what happens to those who betray me.”

	Everyone springs into action as he lunges for me. I’m in shock. Never in a million years did I expect him, of all people, to turn on me. My body remains rooted in place as his hand grows near, connecting before I can blink or process what he’s doing. 

	He’s never hurt me in anyway before, always playing the savior when I’ve been in trouble. He’s killed many in our time together, but not an ounce of that menace was pointed in my direction. He’s forever been my Saint—my lifeline in a sense.

	It takes a moment for me to register what he’s done, my heart breaking into a million shreds with the outcome. “You stabbed me,” I utter brokenly, shaken to my very core that he’d ever harm me in any way.

	“You made me do it,”  he proclaims as brothers wrench him away from me, separating us as much as the small room will allow.

	“H-how is this my fault?” Gasping, my throat grows tight as the pain strikes me not where the gash is, but straight in my heart. 

	“You touched her, you married her, and you forgot who you belong to,” Saint retorts, shaking his head. He’s convinced that I fucking deserve this. In his mind, I’m guilty, and he’s punishing me for it.

	“No, Saint.” My palm covers my side, growing slick with my own blood. Pausing, I try to collect my thoughts, everything a bit hazy.

	Swallowing, I continue. “I never forgot. I killed her for you. She wouldn’t agree… Sh-she tried to keep me, so I killed her...for you.” Finishing, I grow weak. 

	Glancing at my rib area, there’s so much blood. My hand’s coated in the thick merlot liquid, my adrenaline draining away at the same time. It wouldn’t mean much in any other situation, but it belongs to me. 

	My eye’s close just as I hear our Prez. “Oh fuck, somebody catch him! Call 2 Piece now; we need him sewn up,” he orders and a wounded scream like no other escapes Saint as he fights against our brothers. Everything grows silent as the compassion of passing out finally sets in against the blood loss and my broken heart. 
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	Sinner’s eyes close, and he tumbles out of his chair—unresponsive—and the reality of what I’ve done sets in. I didn’t aim for an area that would kill him, but to see him drop like a sack of potatoes has my stomach dropping and my mind going wild with ideas. “Do something!” I shout as the brothers pin me up against a wall, keeping me away from him.

	A fist flies into my stomach, but it does nothing to slow me down. I’ve got too much adrenaline coursing through my body. My head slams into Torch, busting his nose wide open and blood sprays over my face. This time a fist coming from him hits my temple with enough force that I’m out for the count, like a kid taking his first dose of Benadryl. 
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	Softness is not weakness. It takes courage 

	to stay delicate in a world this cruel.

	- Beau Taplin

	[image: Image]

	I’m sitting at the picnic table out back soaking up some sunshine and sipping on lemonade when a gorgeous woman approaches me. She’s nothing like the skanky looking females I’ve noticed scattered around the club who hang on a few of Saint and Sinner’s brothers. Her hair’s in a ponytail; it’s blonde and reaches the top of her butt. She wears a perfect smile as she gets closer, and I take in her short, black leather shorts, white wife-beater tank top, and matching white Chucks. 

	“Hey,” she greets and sits across from me. “You must be Jude.” 

	“Yes, ma’am.” I nod and smile in return. Me calling her ma’am brings out a giggle in return.

	“Please, the last ma’am was my mom. I’m Princess.”

	“Your name is Princess, or do you get a nickname like everyone else?” Does she ride a motorcycle too? She looks like a different type of woman compared to the other females around here, and I wouldn’t put it past her owning her own bike.

	“No, my name is actually Princess. The only nickname anyone here has given me is the Ice Queen and Cinderella.” She turns, throwing a thumb toward the back of her shirt, wanting me to read it.

	“Viking’s Property?” I read aloud, the words coming out as a question and she faces me again with a nod. She’s pleased about it, obviously.

	“Yep, that’s my ol’ man.”

	“Wait, the big, Nordic looking guy who slammed Saint on the hood yesterday?”

	She snickers. “That sounds like him, so I’m going to go with yes. He’s my husband and the President of the club.”

	“Oh wow, how does he not scare you? The guy is massive.” My honesty pours from my lips, not used to censoring what I have to say around others.

	She sighs, her eyes growing all dreamy. “I think it’s hot. He goes all barbarian on me sometimes, and I love it.”

	I can understand, the bad boy vibe is definitely alluring. I have it myself for both Saint and Sinner, and I suppose they come off as frightening to some people as well. 

	“So, are you here with Saint, then, or Sinner? My ol’ man wasn’t sure which one when he gave me the CliffsNotes version of you.”

	“Well, Saint drove me here, but then Sinner made me sleep in his bed, so...” I shrug, not having a clue how to answer her the correct way. I probably sound like a whore admitting I’m kind of here for them both. 

	Her smile brightens again, flashing straight white teeth, “They’ve never brought anyone home before,” she divulges. “I was curious about you.” She scans over me from my hair down to my lemonade. “You’re a bit young for them from what I’ve heard, but you’re also blunt. I like that.”

	Shrugging, I take another drink. I’ve never been any other way. I’m glad to finally meet someone around here that seems to be friendly. The guys haven’t spoken to me much, and the skanky chicks just frown my way. 

	“Oh!” She reaches around pulling something free from her back pocket. She holds up a pair of black flip flops. “These are for you. I almost forgot. Viking said you didn’t have shoes with you.”

	“Thank you so much. I’ve been wearing a pair of socks, but it’s felt kind of awkward. Maybe that’s why the women around here have been so blatantly scowling each time I walk by.”

	“No, sweetie, those bitches are just jealous. That’s why they’re rude and give you dirty looks. You possess something they desire and can’t get, so you have to put them in their place right away.” 

	“What could I have? They’re surrounded by guys! And besides, I’m just me.” I point to myself and make a goofy face.

	“Yeah. However, you just showed up with not one of the brothers, but two. Members are dropping like flies around here, coming home with ol’ ladies. When that happens, the club sluts are less and less needed around here, and they become more possessive in return. I look forward to the day that the majority of the members have a steady woman in their lives.”

	“Club sluts?”

	“Yep, the hoes trying to land on the back of a brother’s bike, and in your case, the hateful stares you’ve been receiving.”

	“That’s kind of harsh, don’t you think?”

	“No. In fact, you’ll learn quickly that they don’t give two shits about you at all. They want your man, and they’ll do what they can to replace you. If I remember correctly there’s one here that has had her eyes set on Saint and Sinner.” 

	“Lovely.”

	She sighs and continues. “I try not to pay too much attention to which chicks they’re sleeping around with and just concentrate on Viking. He keeps me plenty busy.”

	“She wants them both?” I don’t know why, but that thought pisses me off. She’s greedy, trying to have two men—the specific I’m here with. I’d have no idea either if it wasn’t for Princess letting me know. The guys never would’ve mentioned it, I’m sure. 

	She nods. “Keep an eye out for Cherry. You’re young, so she’ll try to push her weight around with you. Just remember she’s irrelevant to the guys, just a piece of easy ass. Honey’s not much better, either.”

	What the hell is up with these names? Honey and Cherry? Is there a Blueberry and Syrup running around some place also? Geez, they make my name sound so plain in comparison. Jude, just boring old Jude...

	“Wow. I appreciate the heads-up, Princess.”

	She grins. “No problem. I’m happy about them going. Less shit I have to deal with. Odin’s bad enough. So, have the boys claimed you yet?”

	“I’ll be honest here; I don’t know what you mean.”

	“Then it hasn’t happened. Trust me; you’ll know when it does.” She winks and the back door slams open.

	The bartender, Blaze, comes outside, huffing with blood spray on his shirt. “Oh, good. Viking was just asking about you.” He pins his gaze on Princess.

	“Me? Is he okay?” She’s a lot calmer than I’d be. If someone came searching for me with blood on their shirt, I’d probably freak out. 

	“He’s fine, it’s...” He quiets, with a sidelong glance in my direction. I’m guessing he can’t say with me sitting here. That’s fine; I have no desire to know their business, especially with blood obviously involved in some way.

	“I see. Do you need my help or? Are you the one bleeding, Blaze?”

	“Everything’s straight, 2 Piece should be here anytime. This is from Torch, but he’s fine too. Maybe hang out and keep Jude company since we’re busy?”

	“Yeah, that’s no problem. Are you going to be behind the bar?” 

	He shrugs, disappearing with a slam of the massive back door. 

	“That was weird,” I mutter.

	“Guess they’re going to take longer than usual. Want to get a drink? If he’s not in there, I can make us a mean margarita.” 

	I have no idea what that is, but hopefully, it’s good and doesn’t make me sick in the morning again. “Okay.”

	“Bethany, my best friend should be here soon too. She’s dropping her son off with the babysitter so some girl time will be fun.”  

	“Should we be worried about that guy bleeding?” I gesture toward the closed door.

	“Nah,” She waves it off. “They’ll take care of it; that’s what 2 Piece is for. Plus, they don’t like women getting involved with their club business. It’s best if we just make a few pitchers and relax.”

	“A few pitchers?” My voice is weary at the amount that implies. 

	“Hell yeah, lady. I’m telling you, I make ‘em good.” She grins triumphantly and climbs to her feet. 

	Following suit, I grab my lemonade glass and silently pray that whatever she’s planning on making isn’t too sweet. I was nauseous until I ate with the guys earlier, and I’m not looking forward to that happening again. I hope Bethany’s as friendly as Princess too. I could get used to being around them if they’re both always like this.
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	 “And then, I punched her!” Bethany hoots, nearly falling over on her barstool. She’s funny and outspoken, not like the women I’ve been around at home. They’re boring compared to these two.  

	I take another gulp of the sweet and tangy concoction as Princess giggles. “It was so great; the scream Honey let out, you’d think she was dying.” 

	“You actually walked up to the woman and just hit her?” My mouth nearly falls open, and Bethany nods.

	“Pretty much, but that was after I laid one hell of a kiss on my man.”  

	Princess leans forward a bit over the round, counter-height table between us, “I told you, Jude, you have to stake your claim and let these hoes know that you mean business. Once you stand up to them, they wiggle their way back into the cracks they seeped out of.” 

	“I’m not sure Sinner would be thrilled if I punched someone.” I rationalize. “But Saint probably wouldn’t care.”

	“Saint would probably jizz in his pants,” Bethany snorts and then downs half her glass. 

	“I don’t actually know how to hit someone though,” I admit after a moment, staring down at the black painted table top. 

	“I can teach you,” Princess offers with a wink and a smile full of mischief. 

	I don’t know if I’ve stumbled upon trouble or two of the best types of friends I could’ve wished for. 

	“How long do you think it’s been since the guys went to Church?” I glance around, noticing a few of them in the bar drinking as well. They weren’t here when we first sat down, the place was empty. Princess and Bethany had to school me on the concept of biker church too. I still don’t understand why they call it that, but whatever.

	“They should be done soon.” Bethany glances at Princess. “Right, P?”

	“It’s been a few hours, so they should be fine by now. I’m sure someone would’ve said something if that wasn’t the case.”

	“Jesus, the time has flown by,” I mutter, as Saint finally comes walking toward me. “Oh, Saint! Are you guys all done?”

	He flashes a sad smile. “Yeah, baby girl, I think so.”

	“So, isn’t that a good thing?” I thought church was where they discussed the important club stuff, or at least that’s what the ol’ ladies told me. 

	“Not in this case.” He grabs my glass and chugs the rest of my margarita then refills it. “You havin’ a good time with these troublemakers?”

	“Yeah, they’re a lot nicer than the other women around here.”

	“Yeah. We need to talk.”


	“Okay…?” 

	He grips my arm with one hand and the glass with the other. “Ladies, we’ll be back.” He leans in closer. “Can you walk all right?”

	“I feel fine.” I wave him off, climbing down from my seat and attempt to stand. 

	My hand shoots to the table to steady myself. “Oh my God, those drinks did not seem that strong!” 

	The girls laugh at me, and Saint tucks me in closer, slipping his arm around my waist. “I got you; let’s go to my room for a bit.”

	It takes longer than usual with my wobbly strides, but eventually, we make it. He lets me plop down on his bed, the fluffy mattress a welcome sight. 

	“Where’s Sinner?”

	“He…uh…he’s resting.”

	“That sounds so nice right now; maybe we should go to his room instead. We could all take a nap.”

	“Not yet.” He shakes his head and sits so close the entire side of my body presses against his. With the alcohol helping me relax, all I can think about is these two finally having their way with me.

	“I feel good, Saint. We could get naked like you mentioned earlier.” 

	A surprised chuckle falls from his lips, and he presses them to my forehead, leaving behind a soft, chaste kiss. “I like you drunk, baby; you’re fun.”

	“Why do you call me that?” I mumble, lying back against his fluffy, sangria colored comforter. My shirt rides up, stopping just underneath my breasts and exposing my stomach as I rest my arms above my head.  

	“Fuck, you’re one sexy bitch,” he growls, crawling farther onto the bed, resting beside me. His fingertip draws a line from the top of my shorts, over my bellybutton and stops at the juncture between my breasts. I hold my breath the entire time, relishing in the sensation. 

	“Baby girl?” he asks, and I hum in response. “Because you’re the youngest Sinner’s ever had any interest in and hearing you call him daddy, kinda cemented it in place.”

	“I like it,” I admit and yawn, the alcohol stupor overtaking my brain.

	“Yeah?” His voice grows near as his lips find my neck, licking and nipping like he did before. 

	“Mmm, I like that too—more than the nickname.”

	He chuckles; the sound is raspy against my skin. “I was wondering why he found you interesting, but I think I get it now.” His hand spreads, resting under my breast. It’s enough to make me squirm, wanting him to touch me there. My nipples silently beg for his attention. 

	“Why?” My voice is breathless with the anticipation.


	“Because, baby, you’re perfect for us. You are for both of us.”

	“Even you?” I can’t help but repeat. I know he just said it, but my foggy mind needs to hear him say it again. It’ll mean more if he repeats it. 

	I’ve barely met the man, but I’ve learned so much in a very little time. Sinner cares for him like no other, and he’s special to me...so that means Saint is part of it too. These guys are a packaged deal if I want one. I need to want the other as well.   

	“Yeah sugar, even me. I was thinking about killin’ ya when I found out about you.”

	I find myself sputtering and attempting to sit up with the alcohol causing my head to spin a bit with the quick movement. I don’t get far though as his large hand pushes me backward, flat against the bed. His statement has me reeling, who says stuff like that?

	“Calm yourself. I said I was. I don’t want to anymore.” He complains as if it should make me relax. The man was going to freaking murder me!

	“B-but your name is Saint! How can you execute someone with that name?”

	He snickers to himself over some private joke while pecking my forehead. “So fucking cute, baby.”

	Saint shakes his head, charmed with my outburst. “I do what I want. Sin gave me that name a long time ago, but that’s a story for another time. He can tell it if he wants to.”

	“Can we go see him now?” Being around Sinner may make my nerves calm down a bit. I have a self-proclaimed assassin beside me right now; I need time to process everything. 

	He says he won’t hurt me, but can I trust him? He’s acted a bit senseless ever since I met him. I’d chalked it up to him having the bad boy allure. Clearly, my vision was skewed just a touch. 

	“Not yet.”

	“He won’t mind if I wake him up, I promise.”

	“We have to let him get up on his own.” He shoots me down.

	“Why? I’ve never waited before.” It’s true too; every time he’s visited, I’ve woken him up. Somedays on purpose, others on accident; regardless, he was never upset about it. 

	“Because he’s been hurt. Now, how about you take a nap or let me get you naked?” His palm skims lower, dipping just under my waistband. It’s distracting, even after his little truth telling session. 

	There’s the attraction of him informing me that he wanted to kill me. It’s sickening for me to be enticed by a man capable of such things, but for some ungodly reason, it makes me yearn for him even more. I guess I’m being tempted by the forbidden fruit in a sense. The edge and mystery of divulging further into the unknown has me nearly ready to beg him to touch me.

	Even through those thoughts, there’s still one thing at the front of my mind. “Saint, I want you, don’t get me wrong,” I admit. I meet his intense gaze and then stop his hand from traveling any lower. “But what happened to Sinner?”


	He sulks. “I may have stabbed him.” He comes clean finally with me asking him the direct question, and this time I do sit up in a flash, completely stunned. 

	My hands go wild slapping all over his chest. It does the opposite though. I want to hurt him, but instead, he chokes out a surprised laugh and catches my hands. He’s stronger than he appears, his grip like a vice. I’m nowhere near a match for him physically. 

	“Holy shit!” I shriek, and he tackles me, laying over me to keep my body still. I’ve never had someone subdue me like this before. 

	“Hush up.”

	The adrenaline kicks in, sobering me up a bit and I warn him, “I’ll scream, and I’ll kick you in the nuts!”

	“And I’ll slit your fuckin’ throat, now shut it,” he promises, his breath skirting over my lips. 

	I don’t know if it’s the fear or what, but my body vibrates in a way I never imagined possible. He’s dangerous and controlling and nothing like any man I’ve met in the past. None of them had any balls compared to Saint; he truly is the real deal in terms of a bad boy. Clearly, the motorcycle and the I-don’t-give-a-fuck façade is not a front.   

	Is this why my mother was always chasing after the guys she’d find? Was it the danger or the possibility of the unknown? Was she seeking an adventure like me? After this shaky, insane feeling that courses through your veins in the face of madness? It’s addicting.

	A frustrated, girly growl bubbles up, and I shoot forward, biting the shit out of his chin. He’s provoked me to the point of losing control. This isn’t me. I don’t bite people, but Saint...he pushes me, tests my limits. 

	“Ah!” His eyes widen as the opaque irises darken to a shade resembling graphite. I don’t know what it means, but somehow, I don’t think it’s a good thing. My heart rate spikes, even though you’d think it’s not possible with everything happening so fast already. 

	He breaks free from my mouth and dips his face. Pain explodes in my shoulder as his teeth tear into my flesh. I let loose a piercing cry, gasping for breath afterward. The only defense I have is to drag my short nails down his biceps and scream. 

	He rasps a warning against my ear after he releases his bite. “Be careful what you wish for, baby. You give pain, you get pain in return.”

	Tears drip down my cheeks as I release my grip and whisper, begging, “Please?” 

	He draws back a bit, using his thumbs to wipe my cheeks. Saint’s touch is back to being tender, and it confuses me. One thing is for certain; I’m sober now—that’s for damn sure.

	My scared gaze finds his as I plead, “Please don’t hurt me.” I sound so weak, but he easily overpowers me. I have no doubt he could really torment me if he desired to do so.

	“Shh, precious,” he murmurs, wiping my cheeks again. He bends, dropping a gentle kiss on my forehead. “I mean it; you play nice, I do to.”

	Swallowing, I nod and attempt to think. I don’t know what to do. “So, umm, Sinner will be okay, then?” The faster he’s better, the sooner I can let him know about this.

	“Yeah, he’s straight. 2 Piece came and sewed him up. I would never really hurt him; you need to believe that.”

	“Then why did you st-stab him?” I stammer, still a bit unsure what exactly to say. I want the truth from him directly, without him omitting anything important.

	“Because I found out he married your momma. Sinner belongs to me; he always has. He betrayed me, marrying her.”

	“But it was fake. She wanted drugs and thought he’d get them for her. He told her he wanted an annulment. I remember listening to them fight about it.”

	He thinks it over, carefully rubbing around the spot he bit. “I know it was fake, baby. He told me that afterwards” He dips his head again, placing tiny kisses all around the mark he’s left behind.

	“And me? Am I a threat to you? Or do you realize I have no part in that?”

	“I thought so when I found out aboutcha. Like I said, I was going to kill you. But he was right, you’re innocent in this. I can’t hold you responsible for his fuck up. Plus, I don’t want to have to hurt you. It’s not you who’s done this to me, it’s him.”

	I swallow, my throat feeling dry as a desert at his revelation. “That makes me sad that you’d ever want to take my life.” 

	“You’re safe now, from me and from anyone else. I won’t let anything happen to you.” The pad of his thumb trails over my nipple closest to the shoulder he just kissed.


	The promise is less than reassuring. I fully believe him at this point about his threat to kill me if I don’t chill out. The killing was not the metaphorical type I’m guessing. Now if I can trust him not to hurt me, that’s an entirely different thing. He is no doubt a bit unstable. 

	Why Sinner loves him so much is the real question. Like I said before, I know to possess one, I have to want the other. Can I forgive Saint for scaring me like this enough to want him the same way I do Sinner? Can I forgive him for injuring the man I’ve already fallen for?

	 




[image: Image]

	[image: Image]

	My side aches; shooting pain greets me as I come to. I must’ve passed out when shit hit the fan with Saint. Jesus, what a catastrophe. I hope no one killed him. Knowing Saint, I wasn’t the only one injured in his outburst, either. It won't surprise me if there are two or three other brothers with stiches somewhere on their body as well.

	Glancing around, I find myself in my own bed and alone. My side’s bandaged up, nice and neat with a lump of white gauze secured with medical tape. 2 Piece must’ve stopped by and fixed me up; it looks like his work. Thank God that guy’s close to us and on call whenever anyone needs him; we’d be fucked, if not. 

	My bed’s comfortable, the room at the perfect temperature, yet all I can think of is what went down in Church. Also, where did Jude end up? I hope she didn’t see me out of it and freak. Worrying about Saint losing it is bad enough—add  another person to the mix, and it gets even more complicated.

	Saint went flipping psycho earlier. I knew he’d be pissed if he ever found out, but not violent with me. I figured for sure he’d try killing my ex or Jude...but it was me he went after in the end. I can only imagine how it would’ve turned out if he’d have found out sooner and the brothers wouldn’t have been around to stop him in his rage.

	The sound of the cry he’d let out as I’d drifted off, was haunting. I think he finally realized what he’d done once he was pulled away and there was distance between us. And that fucking knife...when I’m feeling better, I’m torching that damn thing until it melts down to nothing. He’ll never touch that blade again. 

	And now, here I am left to wonder what the fuck happened afterward. If I move, I’ll probably bust a stitch or two, but that’s never stopped me before. I need to find out if Saint’s dead first off, and then check on Jude. If she found out what happened, she’s probably traumatized. And if my brother’s dead, then I’ll be dealing with whoever dealt the final blow. 

	This mess wasn’t any of the club’s business, but with Saint bringing Jude here, he made it theirs. It would’ve been much easier for me to break it to him slowly without Jude in the mix, but he somehow found out about her mom regardless. It probably doesn’t make sense to some why I’d seek an annulment. But if I pretend I don’t know where she is, then it won’t look so suspicious if the cops were to overturn any evidence. Sounds fucked up, but it's the only way I can think to stay out of prison.

	That’s another reason why I’ve been fighting myself to stay away from Jude. I fucking killed her mother. And the worst of it all is that I didn’t even care. The only worries I had was to not get locked up because of it. 

	I had to make sure Jude was taken care of too. Without her mother there to help her pay bills and what not, she needed me. I keep reminding myself that the chick could’ve starved had I not kept coming around. Saint should see that eventually...one can hope anyhow. 

	And yet I find myself hung up on her ass way more than I ought to be. Each time I’d go for a visit, I’d swear to myself it’d be my last time there. I had to get a plan together in order to cut ties. We can see how that worked out for me.

	Obviously, it wasn’t soon enough if Saint was able to see through my excuses. The other brothers never asked where I was going. Hell, they’d have been mind fucked if they had. I answer to no one except the Prez and occasionally Saint.

	Slowly jostling my body, I move to sit myself up, getting met with more stabbing pain. It quickly reminds me of my wound and the importance to let it heal. I hate this shit. I don’t do well having injuries, it reminds me too much of when I was younger. 

	Saint is nothing like my father though. He’s never hurt me like this before. I wouldn’t have stuck around in the past if he had. 

	Slowly standing to my feet, I grit my teeth as the skin on my stomach stretches out again. 

	Fucking shit. Thank God I was out when he sewed me up, that shit would’ve sucked if not.

	Blowing a deep breath free, I curse a few times and take my time heading out my door. Saint’s room is next to mine, so I don’t have to go far to search for him. I find his door unlocked, so I enter without knocking, as we always do. 

	“The fuck?” 

	He has Jude in his bed, and he’s lying on top of her. Thankfully they both have clothes on still. I’m injured, and he’s working to get in her pants. Can’t say I’m amused in the slightest. He has some nerve, that’s for sure. 

	“Brother!” Saint gapes and leaps up, coming toward me, and I cringe holding my arm up between us. 

	His expression falls seeing me react to him as if I’m frightened. I’m not. I’m just sore and a little confused on how he’s feeling and why Jude’s in bed with him. Is he still furious from before, or has he calmed down enough to talk?

	“You okay?” I ask, seeking her out, my gaze trailing over her swiftly.

	Her eyes fill with tears, but she nods.

	“You hurt her too?” I question Saint, watching him look like his usual self. Well, minus the bite mark on his chin and his swollen temple. That must’ve hurt. Can’t say I mind him being a little fucked up, though, after what he did to me.

	“Nah, the bitch bit me, so I bit her back.” He motions in Jude’s direction and a rumble of irritation takes over my chest. 

	“If she bit you, you should’ve left her the fuck alone.”

	“I was tryin’ to be straight with her, and she flipped out.”

	With a scoff, I tell Jude, “Come on, you’re coming to my room.”

	She peers over at Saint, unsure of what to do, and it pisses me off. Jude was mine first. She was all for me before she even knew Saint existed. Now a few days with the brother and she’s giving a fuck what he has to say?

	“Now, Jude.” I drop the order, no room for argument in my voice, and she hops up, doing as she’s told. 

	She passes in front of Saint, and he snatches her arm, not letting her go. “Not so fast. We need to talk, Sin.” His movements have the tension radiating from me. I’m not in the mood for any more of his shit today.

	“Let her the fuck go.”

	“Not until we get some things straightened out. She won’t go anywhere.”

	“I’m not discussing this in front of her, and she’s sleeping in my bed tonight.”

	“It’s fine, Sinner. I can wait.” She stares at me longingly and fuck if I can’t wait to get my hands on her. 

	Just touching her will make me feel better, I know it. I’m taking her to my room, and she can lie next to me, dragging her fingers all over my flesh like she did this morning before any of this went down. Maybe for a small amount of time, she can forget and just relax. 

	“See brother, she’s all right. Now why in the fuck did you pull some shady shit like that?”

	“I told you, Saint, I was trashed. Part of me is even considering that she could’ve fucking drugged me. I don’t remember anything but waking up and seeing the damn marriage certificate. I didn’t believe it was real until I spoke to the lawyer. Like I said, I wanted it reversed immediately.”

	“Hmm.” He snorts, and Jude places her hand over his.

	“I wouldn’t doubt it, Saint. My mom is not a decent woman. She was with a lot of guys always trying to get what she could out of them. I can’t say I’d be surprised if she ended up in a ditch somewhere because of it. Please don’t take her plotting out on Sinner.”

	His grin warps into a wicked smile as he gazes down at her. “Oh yeah, dead? That so, baby?”

	“Don’t, Saint!” I order, and his silver irises fly back to me. 

	“Fine,” he huffs. “You want me to stop, Sin? Then you better figure out a way for this whole thing to work.” His finger moves in a circle, motioning to the three of us. Of all things for him to demand, I wasn’t expecting him to even consider the three of us being anything together.

	I’m flabbergasted he’s seriously going to blackmail me right now. Over Jude, a woman he’s barely met, yet he’s willing to go this far for her after being angry at me for wanting her. “Seriously, Saint? Since when do you want to have just one chick in your bed?” I don’t want to hurt her with this, but I can’t stop the truth from breaking free.

	He shrugs, placing a kiss on Jude’s forehead and surprises the shit out of me. “Since you.” He peers down at Jude, mumbling, “Since her.” 

	He finally releases her arm, letting her come to me, his gaze humble. “I know it’s the only way to have you forever. I’m not willing to give you up, Sinner, so I’ll share you.”

	Jude wraps her arms around me, and I draw in a deep breath, the ping of pain not so welcome, even if her embrace is comforting. “Easy, my side is fucked.” I heard him, but having her in my arms is enough to momentarily distract me from the seriousness of his proclamation.

	“Oh no, I’m sorry.” She wrenches back, worrying as she checks me over.  “Are you sure you’re all right?”

	“I am.” Drawing her back, this time against my good side, I breathe in her clean smelling hair. I’m so much better with her here, like this. Running my nose down her temple, I whisper, “I want you to come lay with me.”

	“Okay.”

	“Saint...are you hurt?” I ask as he comes up to me as well. He stares at me with so much in his gaze, like he’s trying to see straight into my soul. I’m still upset, but I want to make sure he’s all right. He may have hurt me, but I’ll always love him.

	He shakes his head. “Nah, I’m fine. Deserved it after what I did to you,” he admits, brushing his nose against mine softly—stealing my breath with the move. He’s not always hard and temperamental; sometimes he’s gentle. “Take it easy, Sin, I’m hitting the bar.”

	Swallowing, I rest my arm over Jude’s shoulder, letting her take on some of my weight. I was stabbed, but yet I feel exhausted as if I ran a marathon. Not that I know what that would feel like, but I can guess. It’s most likely from my adrenaline spiking then falling like it did. “I’ll be in bed then.”

	He grunts, knowing it’s an invitation for when he’s had his fill of liquor. He rarely sleeps if he’s left alone. I hate knowing he’s in here awake by himself, thinking about a million things and driving himself crazy. It’s comforting to have him beside me, sleeping peacefully. Plus, it helps chase away my own restlessness. 

	We make it back to my bed, and Jude lies down beside me. My body has a chance to relax again and in doing so realizes a woman is up against it. My cock begs to have some fun, but the chance to rest calls to me stronger. She snuggles deeper in to my side, and I sigh, content for the moment.   

	“Sinner?” 

	“Yeah?”

	“Do you think Saint will kill me?”

	“Not while I’m still breathing.” My eyes snap back open at her question. Just what the fuck did he do to her while I wasn’t around? “What did he say to you?” He was clearly on a roll today, Christ.

	She leans up, half on my chest so she can meet my questioning gaze. “He said that he was going to kill me, but he’s changed his mind now.” Her shoulders lift, her gaze unsure. “I don’t feel unsafe around him though. He’ll get upset about something, but then when he calms down, he’s really sweet to me.”

	A relieved breath leaves my lungs as I muster up a grin for her. “Then you’ll be fine, sweetheart. That’s how Saint is when he’s comfortable with someone. Besides, what he was implying just a second ago wasn’t that we kill you.”

	“What exactly was he implying?”

	“That we keep you.” I bring her hand to my mouth, placing a soft kiss on her knuckles. Her hands are so small, I love holding them in mine. 

	“Oh.” Her wide eyes shine with something...maybe hope or excitement? Whatever it is, I hope she holds on, ‘cause she’s in for a wild ride. When Saint gets his mind made up on something, it’s hard to break him away.
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	“Give me another.” The request comes out in a grumble, and Blaze pours me some more Crown Royal, nearly filling the entire glass. I don’t fuck around; I like my liquor. Not to the point where I drink until I drown every single feeling in my body regularly, but I enjoy relaxing with a few here and there. 

	He sets my glass down on the bar top, “You wanna tell me about earlier, brother?” 

	Not really, but I did stab another brother and then smash another’s nose. Guess I sort of need to offer them more than just a quick, ‘I’m calmed down.’ Blaze’s been around for a few years now, but I still don’t look at him like I would Nightmare or Exterminator. I’ve been through some shit with those brothers, not so much with the old Widow Makers-patched Oath Keepers. 

	Not sure if I’ll ever look at the hybrids as full members. I shouldn’t think that way, but I do. I’ve ridden with the others for far too long to look at the hybrids all in the same sense.

	“I didn’t know he was married,” I admit after a tense moment, not wanting to admit the truth. The words sting my tongue, a poison to my ears as I hear them aloud. They’re bitter to the taste, knowing exactly what they imply. 

	Honestly, it was the last thing to cross my mind, and when he admitted it, I’d thought the world had come crashing down on me. You don’t love someone as much as I love Sinner and just let shit like that fly by without some sort of repercussion. His admission cut my insides like a knife when the words fell from his lips. My actions in response were straight autopilot; my mind was gone in that moment. My soul had gone black, I didn’t know how else to react. 

	“But you thought that was reason enough to slice him up?” He takes a hefty drink from his longneck of Corona, setting it down next to my glass.

	“I was fucking pissed.” My brow begins to sweat in irritation of having to think about it more. “So much so, that I didn’t realize my blade was even in my hand until it’d already happened.” My eyelids slam closed as I wince, remembering how stunned Sinner’s face had become at that moment. I hate myself for hurting him. 

	“Viking was fucking livid. You got blood all over the rug and the wall.”

	I shrug and take a swig of the liquid gold. As if I give a fuck if they were briefly inconvenienced. My fucking life stopped, and they’re worried about a scarlet stain. It’ll add a new touch to the room and serve as a reminder to the others as to what happens when you betray me. As for the wall, well it’ll add character. Last I checked we’re a goddamn outlaw MC. 

	“You might wanna apologize to the Prez,” he offers, and I roll my eyes, his suggestion going in one ear and out the other. I don’t need his recommendations on how to run my club life or what to say to my brothers. He might be so far up Viking and Princess’s asses that he can’t find the light, but I don’t roll that way. I’ve always been a dick. They know that, and I won’t be changing it anytime soon—if ever. 

	“Nah, Viking knows me. I’ve been through some shit with the brother.” As for Princess, all she has to do is point, and I’ll slice a motherfucker’s throat for her. 

	“I get that, but...”

	Cutting him off, I slam the glass down on the counter. “The fuck you do.” 

	The muscles in my body grow taut, laying it out. “You’re his cousin, Blaze, his other family. You have his back and good for you. But never forget that I have his back too. What happened with Sinner has nothing to do with you, brother. Nothing.”

	“Fine.” Letting it go, he backs down with an exhale. “I’ll drop it. You need to talk to someone, well then, I’m here,” he finishes, finally permitting me to have a bit of peace from his inquisition. He may be acting VP for the time being, but he needs to remember I didn’t vote him there. 

	“Appreciate it, but I won’t need to.” 

	I don’t want to speak to anyone about shit. I never needed it and never will. The only person I give two fucks as to what they think is that man laying down the hall with a slice in his side. A wound that I was warped enough to put there.

	Torch saddles up on the stool next to me, and I roll my eyes again, preparing for shit from him next. “Saint.” 

	This is not my idea of a relaxing time at the bar. It reminds me of what a loveless marriage would be like with a hateful chick who bitches constantly. A prime example of why I’m a biker, so I don’t have to listen to it. 

	“Torch.” The bored response rolls off my tongue, not in the mood to hear his input either. 

	These two, both Viking’s boys from his old crew, and neither are my favorites of the brothers around here. Guess they think their past gives them the right to come and try to speak to me about my business. If they only had a fucking clue, it takes a lot to get to that level with me. Hell, it was six years before I agreed with Sinner to hang up my patch for Viking. Before that, it was Ex, and fuck anyone else trying to come around. 

	He signals for a beer and Blaze sets his usual in front of him. “You feelin’ all right?”

	“Fine. Not that it’s anyone business.”

	Taking a swig, he side-eyes me, “Look, man, I was just asking because I decked you pretty hard, and then you hit the ground. Just making sure there aren’t hard feelings and shit. I’m not trying to have a beef with anyone in the club. I moved out here to get away from club drama.”

	Finally, someone not nosing into my life. “I deserved it, I know that. There’s no negative shit coming from my way. I appreciate you stopping me before I fucked anybody else up. Sometimes my mind gets fuzzy, and I hurt people. Your nose busted?”

	“Yeah, but no worries, it’s my job.” His shoulders lifted in a shrug, letting it go and just like that, the subject’s dropped. He is one of the club’s death dealers, essentially a club enforcer—just a step up. He’ll kill you if he comes after you.  “Shots then?” 

	“Fuckin’ right.” Grinning, we fist pump, and he calls Blaze back, ordering a double round of tequila. 


	The life in the MC, a shot or a punch can hash out some hard feelings, and you move on about your business. In Sinner’s case, I owe him one hell of a blow job. There’s no way a shot will make up for my earlier rage. 

	I don’t know how many shots  Torch, Blaze, and I end up doing, but it’s enough to smooth the strain between everyone and make my body begin to feel numb. My head was tender after being punched, but the pain is a simple reminder of me hurting Sinner. I’ll never forgive myself for that. I need to make it work with Jude for him too. I owe him that. 

	I can only hope that eventually, Sin will forgive me though because I meant it when I told him I want forever. I’ve known him most of my life, and there’s no one I’d rather be with. If we get Jude in the mix, it’s just a bonus as far as I’m concerned. 

	I enjoy a woman as much as he does. With our lifestyle, you never know when tomorrow may be your last, and I don’t want him lying to me for another woman—ever. I may not let the next one live if he does. 

	In my drunken haze, I end up finding my way to his room, per my usual when I drink without him. I’m completely exhausted and ready to leave my resentment at the door. After today’s events, I just want to be near him and move forward.

	“Saint?” he mutters as I shuck my boots, followed by my clothes. 

	I sleep naked, we both do. No clothes mixed with alcohol was how we first had sex together without a woman involved. We’ve never stopped since. 

	“I’m here.” 

	Swaying a little, I use the silvery blue glint from the moonlight shining through the window on the far side of the room to find my way to the empty side of the bed. Jude’s tucked into Sinner’s chest, lying in the middle. His wound’s wrapped and away from her on the opposite side.

	“You good?” He watches sleepily as I climb into bed on the other side and pulls some more blanket over for me to use.

	“Thanks, fucked up off tequila,” I admit with a yawn and fall back into the pillow. 

	He chuckles; it’s a welcome sound after my stressful day. His sleepy rasp has my cock tingling, but nothing more. “Got whiskey dick,” I confess, and he snickers quietly.

	“Good. Go to sleep.” 

	With his order, I close my eyes. “Mmm.” Groaning, I pull Jude my way a bit, tucking her ass into my groin and I’m out like a light.
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	I am definitely an angel, but careful, 

	my wings have fire.

	-S.L.

	We’re woken up and ushered into church well before my body’s ready to leave its peaceful slumber. Glancing around the table, I’m not the only one feeling that way, either. Every brother that was in the bar with me last night is looking a bit rough around the edges. I’m guessing this must be important if we’re all here and no one’s bitching about it. 

	“Long night?” Prez smirks, his regard beating down on the few of us that are a little worse for wear. 

	I keep quiet, reserving my energy. I may snap and bleed someone dry if I don’t get a nap at some point today. I distinctly remember plenty of nights he drank like a fish and looked like hell the following day. 

	“Let’s try this shit again,” he grumbles. The dig’s directed at me particularly. “I received a call the other day enlightening me that shit’s not so kosher with the Chicago charter we got set up.”

	Can’t say I’m surprised; we knew it would be tough to try and break in a new charter in a highly trafficked turf. The only reason we got an invite to set up shop in the first place was because the Chicago mob boss needed our help in taking out his uncle who was in power at the time. Blowback of some sort was almost guaranteed, but the money the charter would have a chance to bring in was too great not to give it a shot. Me, Sinner, Smokey, and a few others rode up to get it going.

	The brothers up there are nuts in my opinion. It’s too fuckin’ cold. And who’d want to be that close to the damn mob anyhow? That’s just askin’ for trouble. 

	“A brother up there’s having a tough time. Looks like he enjoys breaking skulls as much as we do,” he continues. “The only problem with it is he broke a few of Joker’s guys wide open. Joker wasn’t pleased, to say the least. He was furious enough to pop off in Italian. I didn’t understand the words but caught his meaning.”

	Oh, for fuck's sake. 

	“He’s the one who called or the charter Prez?” Odin questions and my eyelids flick open, interested as well. Joker rules Chicago on an iron throne, ready to cut down anyone in his way. His middle name may as well be ‘blood and business’ when it comes to that territory. 

	Can’t say I blame him either. Those Italians up that way tend to be a bit fucking crazy. I may slice you up, but they’ll cut out your tongue if you snitch and stuff you in a goddamn meat freezer. Hell, they’ll probably serve you up on a pile of pasta while they’re at it. Around here, if you go running your mouth, we just tie a rope around your neck and let you go for a swing. 

	“Both.” Viking glares, not fond of being interrupted, even by his younger blood brother. Odin’s close to being voted as Vice President, so he’s been speaking up more lately. “Chi town Prez says do whatever we can to help keep the peace. He doesn’t want war with the mob, and neither do we.” 

	Viking shakes his head with a sigh and continues. “Joker demands that Mercenary either disappears from the entire state or he’ll make an example out of him.”

	Torch lets out a low whistle, mirroring most of our thoughts. The Italians don’t fuck around, so whatever lesson they have up their sleeve, it won’t be pretty. The brother wouldn’t make it out alive, that’s for damn sure. 

	Smokey lights up a cigarette and sits back. The brother’s so quiet all the time you forget he’s even here. When he does talk, he’s one of those, “what if” types of people. Gets on my fucking nerves.

	“Is there a plan then?” Spider questions with his pen and paper in front of him to take notes on what he needs to prepare. He’s always the technical one, making sure we’re ready for whatever’s thrown our way. We would’ve been in some deep shit if it wasn’t for him being organized all the time. 

	“We vote on it,” he voices although we all know that’s given, “If y’all approve Mercenary transferring here, then I’d hope the NOMADS would be up for a run to pick a brother up. If not, I’ll hit Ares up to see what their club thinks. Their members are getting low anyhow.” 

	He glances from Spider to Exterminator to Chaos and on to a few others. “I don’t want to chance him trying to make it here on his own. I wouldn’t be surprised if there was an unexpected accident. He’ll need someone watching his back for any heat. You guys get him south, and Texas will have him covered from there.”

	I nod, with my finger raised, eager to get a word in.

	“Saint?” The Prez’s stare lands on me once more.

	“I want to ride with the NOMADS on this.” I need to do something around here other than just drinking liquor and arguing with everyone. 

	“No,” he disagrees. “We need you and a few others at the border for the exchange.” 

	My frustrated glare lands on Sinner to back me up. He knows I need a bit of crazy in my life to keep me from going batshit wild. And, if nothing else, I crave the wind in my hair, bringing me a sense of peace. A fourteen-hour ride sounds blissful after the yelling and arguing.

	Sinner glances to Viking and then shakes his head, backing the Prez on his decision. “Iron Fists could be waiting to start some trouble. Motherfuckers may claim peace, but I need you beside me at the border if they decide to put up an ambush. We still haven’t figured out where their compound is; they’re being careful.” 

	Of course, I’ll give into his request. He’s the one I need to protect the most out of anyone. I’ll always defend my other brothers, but I’d never forgive myself if something happened to Sin and I wasn’t there to help. Every piece of me wants to argue that he could come with me and the NOMADS but instead bite my tongue to keep the thoughts to myself. 

	Hell, we could just say fuck it and vote to go NOMAD again altogether. We’d be free of these small-time orders and get to travel all over again. That’s the whole point of being a biker—to do whatever the fuck you want to. But now he’s brought Jude in our lives, so I doubt he’d go for it. 

	Odin sits a bit taller, drawing attention from his brother, waiting for permission to speak. Viking gestures him to continue, and O speaks up again. “We need a vote; all in favor of approving Mercenary’s transfer say aye.” 

	We should be voting for the young man becoming VP already. The kid has paid his dues. Maybe I’ll bring it up at the next church session, see if we can get him a new patch. He’s no doubt earned it, always taking care of the grunt work even though his brother’s the boss around here. 

	The Prez nods, mumbling “aye” first, shadowed by the rest of us agreeing as well. We’d be happy to increase our body count. It makes it less of a threat coming up against another club if our numbers are high. 

	Vike follows up his brother’s remaining vote with everyone’s orders. “It’s settled then. I’ll head to Ares’ charter afterward and let him know we have a new brother in the area. Don’t want any of the other brothers to fuck Mercenary up for thinking he’s representing our colors without permission. Odin, you and my ol’ lady, make sure there’s a room ready for our new brother.”

	“Will do, Vike,” he replies. 

	“Ex, Spidey, and Chaos, prepare to roll out first thing tomorrow. Joker wanted Mercenary gone as of yesterday. We just had too much shit goin’ on to make it happen that fast.”

	They nod, and Spider scribbles on the paper a bit more. He’s probably making a travel list as well as planning out the easiest route already. 

	“Saint, Sinner, Nightmare, you three set up a rendezvous point with Spider along the border and get whatever you need to meet up with them. Make sure you’re packin’ plenty of heat; I don’t want you caught unprepared. If anyone fucks with you, shoot first, and we’ll ask questions later. We’ve lost too may brothers not to send a message at this point.”

	“All right,” I mutter, and the other two agree as well. 

	I’d have preferred us being with Ex and Spider, but the Prez has the final say, and I have to roll with it or else be voted out to go NOMAD again. At least Viking isn’t a pussy when it comes to handling business. I couldn’t imagine belonging to a club who had one for a Prez. 

	“Blaze, let the club sluts know we have fresh meat on the way, and they need to give him a warm welcome. I’m sure the brother is stressed; the club would be coming down hard on him for this. And do inventory; it may be time for Chaos to pick up another batch of moonshine.”

	“Bet.”

	“Torch, get with my ol’ lady so she and the others can set up a welcome party for our new brother. I want Ares’ charter included in it as well, so get with Cain. His ol’ lady will want to help, I’m sure. Also, take Smokey with you to check on the whores. We need to keep that steady money coming in from the johns.”

	“No problem, Prez.”

	“Good. Like I said, he could be tense. Keep it in mind if he comes off hostile at first. Anything else?”

	We glimpse around but all remain silent, ready to carry out our orders.

	“It’s settled. Get shit done,” he commands and slams the gavel down, officially ending this session of church. 
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	“Chicago, Saint?” Sinner mutters coming up beside me as we tread down the hall. 

	The walls have various club photos lining the way, leading straight to the kitchen. We left Jude in there, and I’m betting she’s either still in the same spot or sitting outside. 

	My boots feel heavy hitting the stained concrete, the alcohol stupor still not completely lifted. It doesn’t stop my brother from talking though. “It’s cold as fuck up there. We ride at night, and our dicks will freeze off. We got it easy, sticking to Texas.”

	“Don’t care, just tired of being cooped up.”

	He chews the inside of his cheek and says, “Why don’t we take Jude somewhere for the night? We can drop her back off tomorrow and then take care of club business. We have enough time.”

	“She’s staying? You asked her already?” 

	We hadn’t actually gotten to speak the words aloud, but he knows what I meant by telling him to figure shit out. She has to stay here for good if my idea works and he needs to get on the ball about it. If she commits, then I’ll have her and Sinner for good, which is exactly what I want. If he thinks taking her out of town for the night will help steer her in our favor, then I’m all for it. 

	“Well, no,” he admits, appearing a bit sheepish. “But she hasn’t asked to leave yet.”

	“So, you’re finally giving in? She told me the first night about how she’d flirt with you and shit, but you’d shoot her down each time. You’re stronger than me; I’d have been all up in her pussy before she could even blink.”

	“I figured you’d gut her if you did find out and sleeping with her would’ve made it harder to leave her behind when it was time. I already struggled when I couldn’t go check on her when I felt like it. I didn’t think this would be the outcome, to be honest.”

	“Thought about it,” I admit, shrugging it off. “I needed to be around her to see why you even gave a fuck in the first place. It’s different; you caring about her like this. I wouldn’t just randomly kill someone you care for in spite. I have my reasons for doing the shit I do.”

	“I know that. At first, it was the guilt for killing her mother, eating at me. Then I started looking forward to seeing her whenever I could. I guess it grew from there without me even realizing it. One day she was cute but annoying, the next I couldn’t get her out of my head.”

	“You should’ve spoken to me sooner. After everything we’ve been through, I don’t get that part. That’s what bothered me the most, not finding out from you telling me directly and from the very beginning.”

	“I’m aware of that now, but you’ve been kind of stir-crazy lately. I’m not making this your fault, don’t get me wrong. I’m being real about it all. Whenever I’d think of telling you about her, I’d picture you in a rage, sacrificing her or scaring her. She’s not like us; she’s never been through the shit we have been. You and me, we’re not exactly normal.”

	I reply, cocking a blond eyebrow up in his direction, a bit wounded by his preconception. “You of all people know I only do that to bad souls. I would’ve killed her mother from what I’ve heard of her. Then maybe just fucked baby and left her alone after. Hard to say. She’s more my type then yours, anyhow.”

	He gives in after a few beats. “I was judging you like everyone else.”

	Sighing, I nod, because I’d already figured that much out. Hiding her like I’d torture the bitch or something. Nineteen years by my side and yet he forgets one of the most important things about my heritage.

	The sacrifice of bad souls is to pay tribute and give respect to my ancestors that’ve long passed. Do I enjoy the kill when it happens? Of course, I do. 

	It doesn’t mean I go on a rampage slaughtering innocents for shits and giggles. I’m not a fucking psychopath. If I was, I wouldn’t love him so damn much, that’s for sure. And, I wouldn’t give two shits about keeping Jude with us.

	“Forgive me,” he finally whispers, saying the words I needed to hear. 

	Grabbing his forearms, I stare into his pebble-shaded irises, the one’s I’ve come to seek in comfort. “You don’t have to ask, Sin; you’ve already been forgiven.”

	He swallows roughly, watching me with so much sadness in his eyes. I can see the boy that I saved that day inside him still. He fights those demons his father planted down deep to this day. I’ll never let them hurt him again. As long as I breathe, I will be his savior. 

	Leaning in, I gently graze his nose with mine. A breath escapes me, being so close to him. I want to take his mouth desperately, but he doesn’t like it unless we’re behind locked doors. I have to respect that; our relationship is a step out of the ordinary when it comes to club life.

	Moving to the side, I caress his earlobe with my nose next and rasp the same promise I’ve made to him over and over, “I will always fight for you.” With my entire being, the statement is true. 

	His knuckles push into my stomach briefly as he releases a deep breath, and then his fingertips are up, gripping my chin. He draws my face to his, brushing a hard kiss against my mouth. It takes everything in me not to slam him against the hallway wall and rip his clothes off. 

	I settle for a moment of my tongue twisting with his. The need built up inside me pours from the very depths of my soul into him. His teeth graze over my lips as he pulls away, leaving behind goosebumps in his wake. It’s everything I’ve come to look forward to when we touch like this; it’s what my body’s learned to crave more and more.  

	The pad of his thumb trails over my lower lip wet from his mouth, his shadowy gaze trained to the spot full of heat. A noise in the other room breaks the spell, and with a blink, he’s backing up, putting space between us. “I couldn’t stop myself,” he confesses, shaking his head and spins to walk away. 

	Catching his arm, I stall him briefly, not ready to put an end to what we’ve just shared. “I didn’t want you to.”

	With that, I release him, and we finish our search for Jude. He claims I have him, but there’s a twisting in my stomach telling me that I need to own her heart to have him forever. I’ll let him fall for her too, as long as she falls for us both. One thing is for certain, he’ll never completely be hers, not while my heart’s still beating. 

	[image: Image]

	Saint and Sinner’s handsome, scruffy faces finally appear after about an hour. I’ve had time to wake up and even miss them. It seems silly and too soon, but it’s true. I’ve begun to enjoy every moment that I’m around them now that Saint isn’t angry anymore. 

	What time frame is normal to know how you feel about someone? My mind and body are all for Sinner and Saint. However, I don’t know if it’s foolish to listen and go with my feelings or to hold back. Sinner says that I’m naïve, but is that a bad thing when it comes to love? It took merely one day with each of them to know my life would never be the same.

	It has to mean something, right? Every hour that passes, I find myself enraptured with them even more. It’s my own type of madness, being torn between two men at the same time. Do I absolutely have to choose only one? Because as of right now, I want them both, and I don’t see that changing anytime soon. 

	“Hi,” I greet, sipping some of the strong black coffee I’d made earlier. This stuff is awesome. 

	“That smells good,” Saint comments, his tired gaze looking as if he could use some extra sleep or a giant cup of coffee.

	“It’s strong and very yummy. There’s more if you want some.” 

	“It’s chocolate chicory coffee baby girl. Gotta have that sort of shit with a compound full of men.” He winks, planting his body in the spot beside me. He twists until I’m positioned between his legs and presses a kiss to my temple. 

	It’s become sort of a habit of his to leave behind sweet kisses on my face. It makes me feel kind of cherished, especially after he bit me, and I freaked. I think I’m figuring Saint out though. He loves strongly and in return his anger is an even more powerful force to reckon with. As long as I know that much about him, I can relax. He won’t hurt me because I won’t hurt him.  

	Sinner sits on the other side of me and winces as he does, his inky eyebrows downturned with the frown on his lips. I can’t help myself and show my worry. “How’s your cut?” I wish I could do something to help. 

	“Hurts, but I’ll survive.” He sends me a sweet grin. It’s so unlike the grouch I’ve grown used to visiting me out at my mom’s trailer. If I think I have it bad for him now, a little more of this side of him, and I’ll be done for before I take my next breath.

	“Do we need to change the bandage or anything?”

	He lifts his shirt up enough for me to see the clean dressing, “I did after I took a shower this morning. Not much I can do with it; the stiches have to do their job.” He fixes his shirt, and I’m disappointed to watch the sexy strip of his stomach disappear. “We want to take you for a ride, but I’m not so sure that Saint’s boxers and T-shirts would be good to ride in. Let alone the flip-flops.” 

	 

	“I guess it’s too hot to just stick me in a leather jacket, huh?”

	His inquisitive gaze scans over me, and I dip my head, looking over my makeshift outfit of borrowed clothes. I’m dressed like a total bum, but it’s comfortable. And besides that, the only people I have to impress are sitting right next to me. 

	“Not to mention if she doesn’t get a bra soon, I’m gonna lose my shit—having to watch her titties bounce each time she fucking moves,” Saint gripes as his hands fist tightly, glancing at my chest. They relax after a moment, and my lips turn up into an amused smile. He’s never one to hold back on what he’s thinking. Some may find it intimidating; I think it’s charming. 

	I’m glad I’m not the only one feeling ready to burst. My eyebrow shoots up, teasing him. “Like you’ve never seen a naked woman before.” 

	“Oh, I’ve seen plenty, baby girl; make no mistake about that. None of them quite measure up to you, however.” He flashes his perfect, white teeth with his flirtatious grin. I don’t know how it could be possible, but that look makes him even more freaking gorgeous. 

	It seems like the more sinister they are, the sexier they are as well. He reminds me of the big bad wolf, and I’m Little Red Riding Hood, just waiting to be devoured. Only, in this case, I’m between two wolves. If only Red had known what she was missing with only one chasing her. 

	My cheeks warm, loving his compliment. Men don’t ever talk to me like he does, and it makes me hold my breath, just waiting to hear what he has to say. It’s either some sort of whispered threat or sexual innuendo it seems, and I’ve found that I’m growing used to it the more I’m around him. I wonder what his reaction would be if I were so brazen in return? Could I make him suck in a breath at my thoughts as well?

	“We need to get you some clothes.” Sinner finishes his earlier observation, ignoring Saint. “I’m going to check if any of the girls around here have something that’ll fit you. What size pants and shirt do you wear?” He’s always attempting to think of everything. 

	Saint interrupts before I have a chance to open my mouth. “You’re not supposed to ask women that shit. I read about it somewhere, I remember. Same goes for their age and weight. Don’t do it, man.”

	A snort leaves Sinner. “Fine. I’ll figure it out, then.” His finger tucks my hair behind my ear, and the movement makes my heart flutter. His touch is electric. “When’s your birthday, sweetheart?”

	It’s the last thing I was expecting him to say and the pet name has me racking my brain like I don’t know my own birthday or something. “It’s in two months.” Not sure the exact date at the moment because the only thing I care about is staring at his perfect mouth whenever he speaks. He could be speaking Chinese, and it wouldn’t faze me, just as long as I could sit here and stare.

	“You’ll be nineteen?” He tucks my hair back on the other side as well, and my legs damn near fall open, wanting his attention between them too. I’ll welcome his touch anywhere.

	Nodding, my stomach seizes, preparing for the spiel about how I’m too young for either of them and so on...

	“Good.” He breathes out a sigh of relief. “You’re not as young as I thought. I thought you’d barely hit eighteen.”

	“Nope.” I smile, relieved as well he didn’t go into a lecture about the age gap, and his finger caresses my jaw before falling away. I almost let the daddy retort slip, to egg him on further, but hold myself back. It makes him uncomfortable even though Saint seems to enjoy it. 

	“Saint will keep you company.” He waves to the man who’s most likely going to get me in trouble at some point—in the most devious ways, I’m sure. “I’m going to check around for clothes and boots.”

	“I wear a size seven and a half for shoes.” I’d tell him my other sizes as well, but I don’t want to prove Saint’s article wrong. Some women really don’t care about telling people their size, weight, and age. 

	“Noted. I’ll be back.” He stands, and Saint runs his palm up and down my spine, the rhythm warm and relaxing. I could probably fall asleep if he were to do this while lying down.

	“So where are we going?” My attention gravitates to the striking man left beside me. His chin’s still red from my teeth, but I kind of like it. He’s wearing my mark, and that makes my stomach spin in satisfaction.

	“It’s a surprise.” He chortles, sharing another glimpse of his bright white teeth. 

	Gah, it’s so sexy, having men who take care of their bodies, such as Saint and Sinner. I mentioned wanting to lick Sinner before; well, I definitely want to lick Saint as well. And preferably every square inch of him if he’ll let me.

	“Sounds like fun.” 

	“How, if I haven’t told you anything about it, yet? We could be stealing you away to never let you go again.”

	“Considering I’ve never been anywhere else besides my hometown and here, it sounds pretty awesome. Besides, you two are anything but boring, so I know I’ll most likely love it. Steal me away.”

	“Jesus, baby.” His head shakes and his eyes the colors of raindrops, lose a bit of their teasing glint. “We’ll take you places; I promise.” He utters it with so much sincerity that I can’t help but wish it comes true. “You’ll have a good time; we’ll make sure of it.”

	“Saint?” I briefly pause, conjuring up the nerve to say what I’m thinking as easily as he does. “Can I ask you something?”

	He grunts but continues to rub circles on my back so I guess that’s not necessarily a no, per se.

	“Why are you letting me stay here with you and Sinner?”

	“’Cause, you may not realize it now, but Sin wants you.”

	“But you don’t?” I meet his gaze, inquisitive. I’m attempting to understand where exactly I fit into this dynamic. I don’t want them to get tired of me and leave me in their rearview mirrors.

	“Of course, I do. Maybe not in the same capacity as Sinner, but you serve a purpose for both of us. I’m sure with a little more time, I’ll want you the same amount, if not more than my brother.” His answer’s brutally honest, and I have a lot of respect for it. I appreciate that he’s not one to sugarcoat things for me but be open about them when I need him to be.

	“What’s my purpose?” Not that I’m too excited to hear it if I’m only here for sex, but I have to find out. I need to know where I stand and what to expect being intertwined with the two of them. 

	“It’s too soon to get into all this. For now, I want you to learn to relax and enjoy the ride. Don’t worry yourself sick about our feelings. We want you with us, so you’re here.”

	“I don’t want to go back home,” I admit, barely loud enough for him to overhear. There’s nothing left there for me. I didn’t want to say the words out loud, but they’re the truth.

	“Then I guess that’s gonna work out just fine for us, baby girl. ‘Cause, trust me, we’re not ready to take you back yet.”

	Remembering home has me thinking of everything else too, such as my puny job manning the library desk. “I have to work the day after tomorrow.” Not that I want to. I love working, but this trip is far more entertaining than being stuck there. 

	“So, quit.” He shrugs as if it’s no big deal which, to him, I suppose it isn’t. I doubt he’s ever even worked a normal job. He strikes me as the type to get bored and tell everyone to go to Hell.  

	I could easily quit; it’s not like I have many hours, but what would I do when he and Sinner get sick of me and take me back home? I don’t want to go back to no job and no way to survive. I have to be responsible because I’ve learned that no one else will be for me and I have goals I want to reach. 

	“I can’t.” Shaking my head, I plant my elbows on the table and my chin in my hands with a sigh.

	“What are you so scared of, baby?” His lips trail over my neck, placing a few random chaste kisses along my throat. His lips and short, blond scruff against my skin are distracting in a wonderful way.

	“Well...I guess that I won’t have anything to go back to when it’s time for me to return to reality.”


	“Why would you even have to go back? To work at your shit job, or hang out in your trailer all alone?” 

	It’s like he echoes my thoughts exactly.

	He backs away just a touch, his penetrating gaze serious as he continues, “Or maybe you wanna go back because me and Sin aren’t what you thought we’d be? Baby, we don’t take any shit, neither of us. We won’t let anything happen to you either if that’s what you’re worried about.”

	I wished for those very words last night while I was lying in bed next to Sinner and then again this morning when I woke up snuggled between two warm bodies. But now that I have them the rational side of my brain is pumping the brakes on my newfound adventure. I crave the fun of course, but I need some sort of assurance on things as well. I don’t want to get hurt by Saint, Sinner, or both. There’s no doubt in my mind that they’re more than capable of demolishing my heart if they chose to. 

	It’s like he can feel my mind fighting me on what to do, jerking in multiple directions at once and turns my face toward his. Saint leans in until our lips are nearly touching, his breath just a touch away from me to taste. He murmurs, “Not everything has to be complicated, baby girl. Sometimes what you see is exactly what you get,” he finishes, and his lips meet mine. 

	He’s kept his distance since our whatever you want to call it happened in his room. I screamed and bit him, and he bit me in return. I cried, he got even angrier, then we both had a chance to calm down and come back to our senses. I’d never been so unsure in my life if I wanted to punch a man or take my clothes off for him. Neither happened, but that was probably for the best at the time. 

	I guess when it boils down to it, Saint does have his own effect on me like Sinner after all. Only his influence makes me feel completely different. While Sinner causes my heart to flutter whenever he’s near, Saint makes my soul burn. 

	His dirty thoughts and heated threats leave me panting to the point I think there could be something wrong with me. Hot flashes being brought on by a gruff growl can’t be normal. Like I could be part cuckoo wanting not one man, but two, and neither of them are completely sane themselves.  

	His mouth easily takes control of mine, parting my lips so his tongue can slip inside—a sweet torment making me feel as if I may wither away if he ever stops. His strong hands explore, fingers weaving through my hair, anchoring me to him. If I doubted his motives before, those thoughts are slowly being forgotten. He kisses me like Sinner, powerful and consuming—filling me with painful anticipation.

	His tongue teases mine, coaxing it to play his little game until I’m panting, attempting to catch my breath. His kiss is enrapturing, making me forget that anything outside of this—me,  him, and Sinner ever once existed. My body moves on its own accord, craving his touch, squirming to be closer, but he holds me still. My fingers climb their way up his muscles, the tips raking against his flesh, silently begging him for more. I want him to tear my clothes free and fuck me right here on top of the table.

	After a moment that’s far too short of ravishing my mouth, he pulls back enough to chuckle and kiss my chin. His lips, teeth, and tongue trail down along my throat, making me no longer want to move in fear of him stopping. His scruff leaves behind the most delicious tingles in his wake. 

	He mouth on mine is everything—full of promises, hope, and so much raw passion. 

	“You wet yet, baby?” he rasps against my skin, clearly feeling the kiss as much as I did. His warm breath amiably torments me in its own way, inflicting the desired affect he’s seeking.

	Am I wet? More like so damn hot my clothes may catch on fire from the burn his touch elicits. 

	“You could find out,” I coyly retort, and he growls, drawing me over his sturdy jean clad thighs to straddle his lap. 

	He’s pulling my hips to him, his tongue and mouth against my throat when Sinner comes through the door with a pile of clothes in his arms. These two are always interrupting the other, it seems, and at the worst times. Maybe he’ll join us, and I can feel them both, right here, right now. 

	Sinner’s eyebrow hikes at the site of us, an amused grin overtaking his mouth, “Enough fun for now. Go change, Jude, so we can split.” He nods over his shoulder, toward the hall. 

	“Okay, daddy,” leaves me breathily, poking the bear, and his grin’s accompanied by a fake glare in response.

	Saint stops and pulls away, a chuckle escaping as he plants a chaste kiss to my lips before helping me stand. It’s the most connected to him I’ve felt since I arrived, and it has my head spinning. I never pegged him to be the one to have a serious chat with; I always expected it to be Sinner if it were to happen. However, I’m grateful it did; we needed to connect after the fight we’d had.  

	He stands beside me, towering over me, and Sinner tucks me under his arm, warming me all over again as he walks with me to his room. If they can do this to me with their touch and kiss alone, I can only imagine what a full night would be like with the two of them. I’m beginning to think Saint’s earlier statement is completely true—they’re definitely going to ruin me for anyone else. It looks like I’m going to find out firsthand tonight too. I’ll finally get my fantasy I’ve been dreaming of...one of them, anyhow.

	“You ever ride before, Jude?” Sinner inquires, and suddenly I’m thrilled for an entirely new reason. 

	He hands over the various clothes, and I gratefully take them. I do miss the small wardrobe I’ve left behind, but not doing laundry is also pretty cool. 

	“Nope, but I can’t wait!” I’m scared and excited all at the same time. The best part is that I get time alone spent with both of them. No distractions and hopefully no clothes either, if I have anything to say about it. I may be a virgin, but I’ve waited far too long, and I’m ready to find out what I’ve been missing. 

	Best adventure ever. 
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	Dallas is pretty close to the club, so Saint and I decide to head there with Jude for the night. We take her to Sea World, buy her ice cream, and watch her smile the entire too warm Texas day. I never in a million years would’ve thought spoiling a woman a little would give me so much happiness inside. It makes me want to do this with her every chance I can. 

	She’s never been anywhere interesting, and her sweet innocence is intoxicating, even for two grouchy, seasoned bikers. Saint and I explored all these places when we were younger and could sneak in. I’d forgotten what a little old-fashioned fun was like.  

	Of course, we were stared at all day by anyone around us. It was hot and sunny, so Saint refused to wear anything besides his jeans, boots and cut. Most of those women about fell over seeing his tight stomach and blond hair tied up in a man bun. I’m used to it, so it’s easy for me to forget just how good-looking he really is. That’s Saint though, always the pretty boy of the group.

	We’ve given him so much shit about it over the years, and he’s learned to roll with it. Even the Prez likes to poke around, telling him that Abercrombie called, and they want their model back. Saint looks nowhere near his age either, fooling anyone who attempts to guess. Women are quick to fall for him without realizing he comes with a backpack full of baggage as well. And me...he comes with me, and most women can’t handle two men at once.

	While he and I were panted after by every damn woman in the vicinity, it seemed, Jude wasn’t privy to the same welcome. Chicks can be beyond hateful toward one another without knowing shit about each other. After we noticed the jealous bitches glaring in her direction and another was rude while she asked for ice cream, Saint and I took over. We had to or else our trip wouldn’t have turned out so good ‘cause I would’ve lost my shit. 

	If she noticed anything throughout the day that she even briefly thought was worth considering; I went over and ordered it before she had the chance. If a bitch shot a glare her way, Saint was kissing her and pulling her in another direction. Between the two of us, she didn’t deal with anymore haters and ended up having a great time. Seeing her so free, exploring, and having fun, made us happy. 

	Not only that, but we got to show her another side to us. She was able to discover the part where we like to take care of each other and laugh. We’re not always so serious or fighting; in fact, Saint and I rarely fight.  Jude, however, came at a time where she got to witness everything firsthand, the bad and now, hopefully, the good as well. I wished she’d met Saint sooner; maybe we could’ve avoided this back-and-forth had the circumstances been different. 

	We made a brief detour and stopped off at a store on the way to the hotel to purchase her some new panties and a bra. Thank God we did, too because the moment she found out there was a hot tub, she was stripping. The little woman was on a damn mission, having never been in one before. I tried getting her to pick out clothes as well, but she wouldn’t have it. Usually, she knows better than to argue with me over such things, but she refused, after our spending money on her throughout the day. 

	Witnessing her make her way into the steaming, bubbly water, and her excitement over it gives me peace knowing I killed the bitch that gave birth to her. She didn’t deserve Jude. She damn sure didn’t cherish and care for her; I can do a better job than she ever did. 

	I don’t understand how someone can do that to their own kid, not give a shit about them. I couldn’t imagine, even with my own warped childhood. Yes, I was whipped and was raised up in the church, but I never went hungry or worried if the electric was going to be shut off. I guess demons come in all forms; we each have our own, no matter how different. 

	Of course, when Jude peers up at me like I’ve hung the moon, the guilt sets in as well. The ominous feelings overtake the place of the peace I shortly experienced. I took the one person she’s had in her life away from her. 

	And the worst part of all is that if she finds out, she’ll hate me forever for what I’ve done. I’m in too deep to let her ever hate me. She has me too wrapped up to let the truth seep out and ruin it all. At this point, I plan to keep her, especially after Saint made it clear about what he wants as well. 

	“This is awesome.” Her face lights up as her skin flushes, a light rose blush dotting her cheeks from the hot water. “Are you coming in?” She beckons with her pointer finger, and I nearly follow. 

	Witnessing the tops of her breasts float above the water, teasing me, has my cock hardening, coming up with its own plans. The sheer lilac material of the bra doesn’t nearly cover enough. Fuck, do I want to be in there with her right now. She’s so damn sexy. 

	“I need to stay out with this.” Gesturing to the bandage covering my side, her smile falls.

	“Crap, I’ll get out. It’s not fair for you to sit there and wait while I’m in here.” If she only knew. Not fair? Shit, I get to stare at her, soaked from head to toe. I doubt she realizes her bra and panties have become see-through and oh-so-enticing.

	“I don’t mind.” At all. 

	Jesus, I’m a fucking pervert, but I couldn’t care less right now. She’s insanely gorgeous. I get to watch her fine ass float around in the overly warm water, her pink skin giving me a glimpse of what it’d look like after I’ve had my way with her. 

	Saint remained in the room once we checked in to take a cool shower, and I can’t blame him. A rinse sounds like bliss after the semi-humid day walking around. If he’d seen her like this though, he’d say fuck the shower, and you wouldn’t be able to peel him away from nearly-nude Jude.

	“Are you sure you’re okay? Were you supposed to be running around all day after me or riding your motorcycle?” 

	She rode up on the back of my bike with the agreement in place she’d ride back home with Saint.I won’t lie; it hurt my side, but I won’t freely admit that to her. I’ve had much worse so I can get through this. Her tits molded against my back the entire trip was plenty of motivation and comfort for me.   

	Chuckling, I snag her dainty wrists and tug her toward me. She stands all the way up, water dripping down, so our faces can be close. 

	“If you haven’t noticed yet, let me fill you in. I don’t follow rules, sweetheart. I do whatever the fuck I want, whenever the fuck I feel like it.” 

	A rumble shakes my chest, witnessing the beads of hot water continue to trail over her soft skin. They fall down her breasts tempting me further. “It’s one of the benefits of being me.” I end the statement pressing a chaste kiss to her perfect lips but craving so much more from her. It’s probably a good thing I have to stay out of the water, cause if I was in there with her, she’d come out having felt me everywhere.

	“You’re just an everyday badass then?” She giggles, her eyes glittering playfully.

	“Watch your mouth,” leaves my throat, the sound coming out gruff with the tightening of my pants. The bossy side easily shows itself around her, wanting to take control of that delicious body of hers. “Saint should be done by now. Let’s join him before I end up fucking you in that hot tub and get us all kicked out.”

	“Oh...I thought you said you didn’t mind waiting? I had no idea you were so impatient.” She fake-sulks, and I can think of a cock that’d like to be pressed between those pouty lips.

	“Well, staring at your tits and pretty mouth has me changing my mind. I could stick my cock between those lips and let you stay longer if you’d like?” 

	Her eyes grow wide at my bluntness, not used to hearing that sort from me. 

	A chuckle escapes, as I tug her out of the hot tub, pulling her behind me, so any guests aren’t privy to witness her looking so damn sexy. She may not be accustomed to me speaking to her like Saint does, but that’s only because I’ve held myself back. I won’t be doing that any longer though. “Cat got your tongue?” 

	“Something does,” she mumbles, flicking her gaze toward my groin several times as we make our way to our shared room. My cock’s hard and definitely not hiding its eagerness any longer.

	“You getting scared of me?” 

	I won’t make her do anything she doesn’t want to. I hope she realizes that. I think she’s freaking out inside now that we’re alone in a hotel together and we’ve both made it clear that we don’t intend to hold back from taking her body any longer. Glancing at my groin, it’s clear as day, I want to fuck her until she can’t stand up. 

	“No, but...” She trails off, and eventually, I glance her way. She continues, “Do you think I’m a ho?”

	Anger claws its way up my back with her question. Did someone call her one? Where did she get that shit from? Nobody, and I mean not a motherfucking soul, better have called her a ho. I’ll have Saint wearing their skin like a goddamn cape in retribution. 

	“No. Who the fuck said that?” The words are harsh to my own ears as they leave my mouth. I can only imagine how she’ll take it, but hearing her even question it, has me furious. Jude’s one of the purest individuals I’ve ever come across. 

	“Uh...no one, but I know people will think it’s wrong.”

	“Think what’s wrong? Baby, spell the shit out for me. I’m a man, remember?”

	“That it’s wrong for me to want you both, at the same time.”

	“Well, too fucking bad. You know why, Jude?” I ask, and she shakes her head, looking to me for guidance. 

	“Because I said so, that’s why. Besides, ain’t nobody looking in that mirror each day besides you. If you’re happy and satisfied, then fuck what anyone else has to say. You think me and Saint would be where we are if we gave two shits about what anyone else thought?”

	“No.”

	“Exactly. You have to live for yourself. And if anyone does have enough guts to call you that, you let Saint and me know. We’ll squash that shit right away. They’ll be lucky if they can ever speak again. Never let what you assume people may think rule your life. It’s not worth it.”

	She nods, keeping her thoughts to herself. Hopefully, she hears me and listens about this. It’s too important that she doesn’t feel guilty for what makes her happy. She deserves to enjoy life, just as everyone else in the world does. 

	We get inside the room and Jude’s uncharacteristically quiet, especially after our serious chat in the hallway and elevator. 

	“Talk to me, Jude,” I half-ask-half-demand, as I sit on the bed beside her, fighting myself to keep from touching her everywhere. 

	Saint’s still in the bathroom, sink water on. I suppose brushing his teeth or shaving. Fucking pretty boy. 

	“I wanted to ask you something.”

	“Shoot.”

	She draws in a deep breath. Whatever she’s thinking, must be serious. “Do you kill people like Saint?” She asks it so innocuously. 

	It has me swallowing, as my throat’s grown a bit tighter than usual. Fucking shit. I wasn’t expecting her to ask that, of all things.

	I stall, racking my brain for what the hell I should say. How truthful should I be with her? “What the...I mean, where’s this coming from?”

	She shrugs. “I just want to know you.”

	“Yeah, you sure about that, sweetheart? You might not like what you find out. Especially asking questions like that one in particular,” I reply, tucking her hair behind her ear. I like being able to see her whole face when I talk to her. She’s too beautiful not to look at as much as possible. 

	“So far, you don’t seem so bad.”  

	I shoot her a mock glare, and she grins. She’s straight fucking perfection, even with the smattering of light freckles over her nose. I think they make her even more stunning, if possible. How did I not notice it sooner? I don’t know how I was able to hold back from her for this long. 

	“Thanks, I think, anyway. You want the truth?”

	“Yes, please.”

	Picking up her hand, I cover it with both of mine needing to make sure she doesn’t take off running and screaming. With a sigh, I admit one of my worst sins. “Yes, if necessary, I will.” I have many sins, but I don’t want her knowing them all. 

	She swallows, so silent; the air thickens as I wait for her to say something—anything. Even that she hates me, just say something and put me on the chopping block already. I’m not sure what to think, and I hate that feeling.

	“Do you hate me now?”

	“No, Sinner; I don’t think that’s possible.”

	If she only knew. Sinner really is the best name for me, even after all these years. 

	The truth about where her mother ended up would say otherwise I’m sure. I can’t imagine she’d ever forgive me for being the one who snuffed her mother’s life out. That’s why I have to do everything in my power to make sure it remains buried. She can never know, no matter what. I won’t let her hate me. 

	“Oh, baby,” Saint groans, breaking the heavy moment as he comes out of the bathroom and discovers the goddess waiting on the bed. 

	Her lilac bra and panties are see-through after her dip in the hot tub, her hair damp and wavy with eyelashes so dark and long they’re deceiving, appearing as if she were blessed with a permanent coat of mascara. I was tormented by her beauty the entire time she floated around in that damn water. I was ready to fuck her on one of the damn motel tables if needed. The possessive side of me made me wait, however, not wanting any assholes to see her like that. 

	“You have no idea brother; you should’ve seen her in the goddamn water.”

	“I can imagine.” He blinks with a nod. 

	“Shit was exotic,” I comment further, and he swallows, his hand falling to grip his thickening cock. He’s in a basic white hotel towel, and there’s no hiding how he’s feeling at the moment.

	Glancing at Jude, her cheeks are flushed all over again, eyes pinned on a freshly-showered Saint.

	“See something you want, baby girl?” He flicks his tongue over his bottom lip, taking her in from top to bottom and she lets out a pent-up breath. She bites her lip, scooting back a bit on the bed for him.  

	“You don’t know what you’re asking for, Jude,” I warn, garnering her attention back in my direction.

	“I think I do,” she whispers, and I shoot her a devious grin. She can think all she’d like, but she has no fucking idea what we’ll do to her over and over. Because once surely won’t be enough to satisfy either of us.  

	“Saint, you get her warmed up, yeah? I’m going to hop in the shower and rinse the day off.”

	“Sounds good to me,” he easily agrees as I pass him on my way to the shower. “That pussy is mine, Saint. Make your cock behave.”

	He grunts, not making any promises as he prowls toward the bed. 

	Shutting the door, I inhale a calming breath and attempt to mentally prepare myself for stealing this young woman’s virginity. Removing my clothes, I turn the shower on and step under the icy spray. I need to clear the fog from my mind, so I can think clearly enough to remember to scrub my damn nuts. She has me so distracted, it’s hard to focus on anything but her and Saint. 

	One night alone with her isn’t going to be enough. I have to ruin her for all others, and Saint will help me accomplish that. I’ll make sure she never looks at another man the way she does me. Ever again. 
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	My feet carry me to Jude, her skin radiating after a dip in the steamy water. The biggest dilemma on my mind right now is where do I touch her first? My hands want to be everywhere and nowhere all at once while I stare and take my fill of her with my eyes first.

	“Baby.” The pet name I have reserved only for her leaves me in a quiet rasp; my body’s screaming for her but my mouth can’t quite form the words to say so just yet. “You’re so damn beautiful.”

	Her lashes flutter, pulling me in even further. “Thank you,” she replies softly, and I take the final step, stopping directly in front of her. Lifting her chin with two of my fingers, I bring her eyes back to mine.

	I can understand why Sinner is so easily taken with her. She’s enticing, even for me, a man who’s had his fair share of women. The more I’m around her, the more I find my appetite unsatisfied and hungry for a taste. “You’re perfection, Jude.”

	That compliment earns me a smile, and I dip in, claiming her lips with mine. I have her back lying against the king-sized bed with my body hovering over hers almost immediately. Her mouth’s so sweet, like candy. I could kiss her for hours and not be sated. Sinner’s the only other person who can make me feel that way like I could never have enough.

	My eager fingers find her thin bra straps, swiping them off her shoulders. The newly freed area of pale flesh begs for my attention. She still has a bruise and the teeth indentions from my bite. I caused her a touch of pain, but fuck me, I love the sight of the aftermath. There’s a piece of me that’s already marked her; I wonder if she realizes it.

	Leaving her mouth, I’m drawn to the bare skin, my mark taunting me to make more. Pressing kisses along the sensitive area, I suck and nibble, leaving behind hickeys in my wake. Her blunt nails rake along my biceps, her quiet hum of approval spurring me on further. I want inside her, to feel her everywhere, to own a piece of her.

	Hooking my thumbs on each bra cup, I free her breasts for me to devour next. Paying equal attention to the round mounds, I draw her nipples in between my lips. Switching back and forth, busily suckling the stiff peaks and then soothing them with swirls from my tongue. She’s teased me with these by wearing no bra under that T-shirt, and I’m getting my fill before she attempts to cover them once again. 

	The sensation has her writhing and drawing my face into her chest even more. Not that I mind one bit. I’ll spend an hour playing with her tits alone if she wants me to. I’ll even make her come like this. I should anyway as pay back for them bouncing and provoking me so much. 

	“Saint.” My name leaves her breathily, the sound making my cock stiffer, and in return causing the towel draped around my hips to break free. It slides from my waist, and her breath hitches as she tilts her head down to stare her fill. 

	I’ve never been the bashful type, so I sit back, resting my ass on the heels of my feet. It earns me a wide-eyed stare from Jude and nothing could please me more. In this position, she can see just how big my cock really is, and I get to commit her nakedness to memory.

	“What is it?” A cocky grin naturally takes its place on my mouth with the question. I already know, but I want to hear her admit it out loud. 

	“I uh, had no idea.” She gestures toward my groin.

	“About the size or the piercings?” 

	Did I mention my dick’s pierced several times? I have five bars in a row down the girth in a neat row. My barbells are shiny silver and ready to give her some pleasure. 

	“Can I touch them?” She bites her lip outright staring and I growl in response. Can she touch me? Fucking right she can, any time she wants to—especially there.

	Grabbing her hand, I lead her to the spot in question. She runs a fingertip up and down the neat row a few times making my abs constrict. “More,” I demand, enjoying every second and her gaze flicks to mine then back to my thick cock. Each time she stares at it, I want to fill her up until she breaks.

	Her fingers run up and down them several times and then I draw her up to her knees as well. “Now with your tongue,” I order, and she swallows, leaning forward to appease me. 

	She doesn’t put the whole length in her mouth as I’d expect, rather she runs her tongue up and down the piercings, and the sensation I’m rewarded with is insane. Chicks are always quick to throw the dick in their mouth without any outside tongue action. I’d forgotten what innocence was like. It’s fucking bliss.

	“Holy shit, baby girl, that feels so damn good.” With my approval she does it several more times, licking my dick all over like it’s a lollipop. I’m in heaven. I thought it’d be good sinking inside her pussy, but this definitely works too. 

	The bathroom door opens a few beats later with Sinner filling the space, a cloud of steam escaping around his body. He’s naked and hot, just the way I like to see him the most. “Come here,” I command, turning my attention back to the stunning woman who’s busily working me over. 

	My back grows warm with his heat behind me, his body near enough to feel the temperature change. His mouth presses to the back of my neck. the place he knows makes me wild. He bites, scraping his teeth lightly against my flesh. I love a little pain with my pleasure. 

	There’s no confusion as to what we’re going to do, or why we’re here. The three of us want each other, and there’s nothing standing in our way from having it. I plan to sample them both as many times as my body will allow me to. Saint wants to keep Jude, so I say we fuck her into submission. Her pussy will be so sore riding on the back of my bike tomorrow, she’ll never want another man in her bed. 

	“Jude,” he calls over my shoulder, making her stop her divine torment. Her swollen lips beckon me to push her on further, not wanting her to quit. “I’m going to fuck you tonight sweetheart,” he tells her bluntly. “We both are.” 

	The best damn thing I’ve heard him say all day. “You good with that, baby?” I question, tilting her chin, so she peers up at me again. Or I could always stick my dick back between her lips. That was working mighty fine for me. 

	She nods, agreeing immediately. She wants it as bad as we do; she has since the first time she lay in her bed with me. 

	“Answer me, now.”

	“Yes, daddy.” The term falls free, reminding me that I’m in control and it’s so goddamn sexy. 

	“Jesus, that fucking mouth,” I utter, holding her in place so I can kiss her again and delicately bite her lips. After a moment, I pull Sinner around in front of me as well.

	“You gonna boss me too?” he mumbles playfully. 

	He’s well aware that I will if I feel he needs it, but tonight, we’re both alpha for her. I won’t attempt to overshadow him in any way. We can both possess what we desire.

	“You have her first,” I offer, and his smile widens, dipping in to kiss me. His tongue tangles with mine, completely different from the soft woman beside us. He’s hard everywhere, just as I like it. The differences are magnificent, fulfilling everything I need in a mate, or, in this case, multiple lovers. 

	His strong hand grips my neck as he makes love to my mouth and fills me with promises for the future. He’s happy, and he’s satisfied. It’s what I want for him, to give love and feel the love in return. He’s never felt worthy of such a gift, and he’s done more than his share to receive it. 

	When he’s finished taking my lips with his, I give them some space. He’ll be gentle enough with her, so she’ll enjoy it. I don’t have that type of self-control. I didn’t when I was with him the first time, and I want her experience to be different. Besides, I can always corrupt her with sweet torture, once she’s been broken in a bit. 
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	Sinner lies back, easily pulling me over his body to straddle his lap. He’s aroused and more than prepared to have me. I can’t stop my eyes from skating over him entirely; his muscles are exquisite. The angle of his jaw, that inky scruff, all of it calls to me, inviting me to do what I’ve dreamed of.  

	Leaning forward, I run my tongue along his sharp jaw and nip at his strong chin. Sinner’s arms strain and begin to shake before he wrenches me away. 

	His eyes are angry and full of need. His mouth falls open, his lips parting to let loose his heavy breaths as he stares at me, attempting to restrain himself. “You ready for me, Jude?” He grasps my biceps tightly, holding my core directly over his length.

	“Wait,” Saint interrupts, moving to position his body behind me. 

	His palm slides over the curve of my hip at the same time that his mouth lands on my neck. My back meets his solid chest, and his fingers find a spot between my legs that’s full of pleasure. It’s the same place I’ve touched before, the one I’d fantasized Sinner rubbing as well. Saint’s tongue laps and swirls, his teeth nip, and he sucks with his lips pressed against my throat. The sensation paired with his hand between my legs has me panting, my eyes rolling heavenward. 

	Sinner reaches between us, his finger finding my entrance, grazing lightly at first, and then pushing through the tight entry. My hips begin to rock back and forth as my mind imagines it’s me riding him into oblivion. I may have felt my nub many times, but I’d never ventured as far as putting my fingers inside my core. He doesn’t hesitate though, driving his in me as far as he can. 

	“Christ,” he utters as Saint groans against me. “Fuck, I’m a bad man for doing this. She’s like a vice, brother; her pussy’s so damn needy and tight.”

	My eyes shoot open, shit when did they close? My gaze meets his as I admit, “I don’t want a good man. I want one who’ll do all the filthy, wonderful things to my body that I could ever imagine.” 

	His nostrils flare, a serious nearly unwound look overtakes his face at my admission. It’s true, though; I want these two men, not anyone else. Saint’s hands move to my breasts as he adjusts to the side again, his cock grazing my ass cheek and Sinner’s fingers leave me. The sudden lack of attention has me moving to squeeze my legs closed. 

	Sinner grins with amusement, watching me seek out more pleasure. “Oh no, sweetheart, I’ll give you just what you want,” he promises and sinks me down over his thick girth.

	The breath escapes my lungs as my mouth falls open in a silent scream, laced with a moan. The feeling is pain and pleasure mixed in the most enchanting way, kind of like hot fudge mating with whipped marshmallow. The shit is delicious but too much, and it’s a bit too sugary, enough so it’ll give you a tooth ache.  

	“Talk to me, baby,” Saint murmurs while Sinner groans and moves to drive in again. “You all right?”

	“Yes.” The word comes out as a hiss followed up with a small cry, the barrier of my innocence stretched wide and no more. 

	Sinner hums in pleasure, seating me down on him fully. “Good girl, now you move your hips however it feels right for you.” His fingers grip my thighs, spanning nearly the entire width. I always thought they were on the bigger side, but Sinner’s hands make me feel so small in comparison.

	“But will it feel good for you, too, if you don’t move me how you want to?”

	“Jude, you just sitting there feels fucking amazing,” he admits, and it strikes a bit more confidence in me. “You’re so damn tight baby, my cock is in fucking shock. Normally it takes me awhile to reach my end, but you may do me in quicker.” 

	The uncomfortable pinch of pain remains, but so does the need to finish out my budding orgasm they’d started to give me. Starting slowly, I get a rhythm going. By the way Sinner responds, I’d say I’m doing something right for him as well.

	The pain begins to fade away the more that the two of them touch me. My speed increases, chasing my pleasure, shifting and sliding my hips in different motions. My skin grows slick no longer from the hot tub, but from having them so close and it feels amazing.  

	My center milks his cock, pulling and begging for him to release as my climax thunders over my body. Sinner follows his own right behind me. Our voices mingle, mimicking our bodies as we cry out in satisfaction when the time finally arrives. 

	For losing my virginity, I couldn’t imagine it being any better. I let out a sigh, content and a bit sleepy. I can’t help but think that with the two of them beside me; it was everything and so much more. 

	Sinner lays me back on the bed to go clean himself in the bathroom, offering the perfect view of his backside. Never thought about men having nice butts, but his is just the right size to grab a handful of. They’re turning me into a shameless wanton version of myself. 

	Motioning to follow, Saint stops me by pushing me back against the pillows again. The spot is still warm and welcoming from Sinner laying there before me. 

	He tsks, wearing a naughty grin. “My turn baby. And be prepared, the orgasm I’m fixing to give you will have you screaming for everyone to hear.”

	And shout I did, along with declaring them both sex gods by the end of our time together. To say they were amused by my rambling is an understatement. 

	Closing my eyes my body searches for sleep, exhausted but happy. I can’t help but feel that nothing’s the same as it was yesterday. I’m forever changed, made for the two of them and completely ruined, just as they had promised. 
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	The call finally comes in to the clubhouse that the NOMADS are getting close enough for us to leave and meet up with them. I haven’t been on any runs since the compound was attacked and our brothers died trying to protect Princess, Bethany, and Nightmare’s son. This isn’t what Saint had been hoping for, but any ride that’s over two hours’ time sounds good, especially not up north. We should make it to the spot Spider picked in around four and a half hours or so. The other brothers will chill for the night there after riding twelve hours, and we’ll continue back home.  

	It has all of us a bit on edge, knowing our club’s stretched thin right now. At least with Viking at the compound, he has a better chance of protecting them if anything does pop off. We’re supposedly at peace with the Iron Fists, but as far as they’re concerned, I don’t buy it. Nightmare’s counting down the days until something goes wrong and he’s able to burn the skin from Puppet’s body. 

	This trip isn’t about the Fists though. We’re on the road to meet up and collect a new brother. It’s been years since we’ve had anyone new around besides club sluts. The ones before them were the hybrids and prior to that was the NOMADS.

	Most of us met Mercenary back when we went to Chicago to help the other club get set up. Other than that, I don’t know much about him. Supposedly, he’s a badass and will fit in better down here with our club. We seem to be the group of Oath Keeper delinquents in a sense, so that may be true, but only time will tell. We’re not the type to trust easily, so he’ll have to prove himself. 

	Saint may butt heads with him at first, but I hope not. He comes off as a bit of a dick to some guys; it’s just how he is. Now around females, that’s an entirely different story; they take one look at him and go all dreamy. His playful grin and a few raspy words have their panties dropping in no time. However, you notice he’s never hung onto one; he’s never found any he wanted to in the past. 

	The ride out there passes by smoothly, just as we were expecting, thankfully. In no time it seems, we’re pulling up alongside our other brothers. I think the run we did from Mexico years back was one of the worst we’ve been on. Most of us were injured in some way and completely exhausted. Not to mention the stress of not being sure if the cartel was following us. I’ll take a four-hour trip over that shitshow any day.

	“Ex.” Nightmare greets our former NOMAD leader, Exterminator, first out of everyone else. He’s been close to the brother and our current Prez, Viking, for as long as I can remember. “Any issues?”

	“Nah. Ride went by easy, nothing, not even the law around,” Exterminator confirms, appearing pleased with the quick trip. He’s always off riding somewhere whether it be just to feel the wind against his skin or to help run a new shipment of guns and collect a payout. 

	We’ve had so much drama these past few years it’s made some of us a little more cautious and observant when it comes to the longer rides. We definitely don’t want to return to California; it seems we have way too many enemies out that way. Shooting while riding and being shot at is not fun, especially in a state you don’t know jack shit about.

	We all nod at Mercenary, welcoming him from our bikes. “Ready to get on the road, to your new club?” I speak up. 

	Normally I couldn’t give a shit how long we’re away from the clubhouse. Saint and I enjoy hitting up bars all over the place along with a variety of pussy, but there’s only one pussy on my mind at the moment. Jude has me in a rush to return and spend more time with her. 

	“Baby girl?” Saint questions while meeting my gaze, and I agree. He must be thinking of her too. Hell I can’t get her off my mind, no matter how hard I try. “Me too,” he concedes, confirming my suspicions. The bitch has both of us sprung apparently. 

	“Ready when you are,” Mercenary grumbles, the inky scruff along his chiseled jaw not doing much to hide the small cluster of alabaster scars skirting along the curve. 

	He’s partaken in his share of drama, no doubt. The man appears pissed off at the world, most likely exhausted from the ride and no break. He’s a beast, reminds me a lot of the other club’s Prez, Ares. This should be entertaining if he decides to be a dick to anyone. Half the club is testosterone-filled brutes and adding another could be a good thing or a bad thing.  

	Not that I give a shit what the brother looks like, I have Saint, after all, and now, Jude as well. to warm my bed. However, I can tell he’s the type that women will flock to, and Saint won’t be too keen on that. He may have Jude and me to preoccupy him, but he enjoys the attention he gets from his appearance. Not to be the best looking one in the club will do nothing but piss him off, and a bad-tempered Saint isn’t very pleasant.

	With that thought, I glance Saint’s way and find him glaring in my direction. No doubt he saw me taking our new brother in and wasn’t amused by it. He’s territorial; he always has been. Not outright jealous, but just enough that you know his feelings about it. Next thing we know, Saint will be putting a curse or some shit on the brother during one of his sacrifices. 

	The last thing we need is a beef between brothers because I find them both good-looking. I would never let anyone know that. I don’t want to make them feel uncomfortable. Most of them I couldn’t look at like that anyhow; they’re too much like family to me. But Mercenary, well, he’s new...

	“Nightmare? We good then?” 

	“Yeah, B will be waiting for me, no doubt. Fists are near here as far as we know, and the last thing I need is for my ol’ lady to slit their throats ‘cause they started shit with us again. I plan to kill the motherfuckers, but patience is our best bet right now, no matter how much I hate it.” He cracks his knuckles, with a menacing glower toward the road. 

	It never crossed my mind before, but I wonder if he’s having flashbacks of the whole situation. He was near here when he found out his son had been kidnapped and his ol’ lady was beaten to shit. I couldn’t imagine seeing Jude hurt like that. I’d want to rip the person that’s responsible apart too. I wish we’d been at the club that day to protect them. 

	We say our good-byes to the NOMADS, planning to see them in a few days when we have our get-together to welcome our new brother. In the meantime, they’re on their way to Alabama to pick up some more bottles of moonshine from Chaos’ son-in-law’s family ranch. I’ll admit I do miss the life of a NOMAD. I was considering possibly going back on the road with them if Saint agreed. But that was before a certain woman came into our lives and threw us off balance.

	Nightmare, Saint, and I have no reason to delay our trip home any longer. We all have someone waiting for us, and the sooner we get back, the better, as far as I’m concerned.     
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	They’re gone for half the day, but it seems like forever sitting around the clubhouse waiting. Thankfully Princess has put me to work with helping her prepare some food. I also assisted with getting the new guy's room cleaned and ready for him as well. It was nice to be needed and to be included in stuff that has to do with Saint and Sinner’s club. The people here are like a giant family, something I’ve never had. 

	My stomach is full of butterflies too; I’m kind of excited and nervous to meet the new guy. I’m the newbie around here, too, so I hope he’s nice. The others around here are friendly or else ignore me altogether. The women are catty bitches, besides the ol’ ladies. The club whores have been busy whispering all day about how he’s supposedly insanely good-looking. Who knows if they’re telling the truth though. 

	Not that it matters. Besides have they not seen Saint and Sinner? Those two are hard to pass up, and I’m perfectly content to stick with them. 

	Life has changed so much in the matter of a few days, and it’s hard for me to believe it. Saint and Sinner, along with their motorcycle club, are to thank for that fact, I suppose. One thing weighing on me, though, is not getting my online classwork completed this week yet. I don’t want to fall behind because in some classes it’s nearly impossible to catch up. I need to find someone around here with a laptop that I can borrow. 

	If I can do my assignments, then I won’t worry about them. Or about the possibility of losing my degree that I’ve been working so hard toward. It’s the one guarantee I have in life that I’ll be able to stand on my own two feet and get out of my mom’s trailer for good. Even if my relationship does continue with these men, then at least I’d have done something for myself. I can pat myself on the back because I went further than my mother ever did.

	Saint told me to relax, and that’s exactly what I’ve been trying to do. It’s a relief if I’m honest with myself, not having to worry about everything like I was in the trailer. It’s refreshing to have someone around all the time too. I haven’t felt lonely or sad ever since coming here. Or hungry. These guys have so much food around this place, it’s insane. 

	That’s the scary part as well. What happens when I have to leave? Will going back home be harder than it was before? Especially now that I’ve had a taste of life outside the tiny town I call home that’s smack dab in the middle of nowhere? 

	Truth be told, I don’t want to find out. I wish deep down these guys will keep me here for as long as possible. And I want to live my life with them as crazy as that may seem. Then I’d like to forget about the absence of my mother and about the slimy men she paraded in and out of my life. I’ve heard that saying a time or two about wishing in one hand...hopefully, it’s not the same in this case. 

	I’m aware of how out of character it is for me, but I can’t find it in myself to care. Sinner was right about not caring what others think. It’s never been that big of a deal to me before, but even less so now. The feeling is freeing; I can finally live for myself here and not worry about anyone else. Being around Saint and Sinner is liberating. I’ve learned so much from them just in the time here alone, I can imagine what the future will hold with them at my side.

	The deep rumble from multiple pipes grows louder, and Princess comes barreling into the kitchen. “They’re here! Hurry!” 

	You’d think her ol’ man Viking had left as well with the guys, but he stayed behind. She’s all pumped up to meet the new brother. According to her, you can never have too much family. I practically have zero family members, so I’ll take her word for it. I know one thing for sure, I want to see the guys so much, it’s probably unhealthy at this point. 

	“We could hide Jude in my room,” Odin suggests to Princess. His eyebrows wiggle and his grin’s full of mischief.

	Her mouth falls open. “Hell to the no! The plan is to keep you alive, Odin. Those two would try to skin you if they thought you touched Jude while they were on a run. Plus, you don’t want to piss in anyone’s Cheerios before you get that VP patch you pant over so much.”

	“It was worth a shot.” His playful gaze meets mine. 

	I wonder how much truth there is in what she says. Would Saint and Sinner care enough to go after another man like that? They claim to be killers, but it’s one thing to hear someone say it versus seeing it with your own eyes. 

	And for me, to boot. Am I worth that much to them already? I’d like to think so. However, I doubt it, even though they mean a great deal to me already.

	Odin’s cute and pure trouble to some, I’m sure, and I doubt the guys would hurt him too badly. “I may be your age, but that doesn’t mean anything. Sorry, kid,” I reply with a touch of good-natured  sass and draw an entertained snort from Princess.

	Chuckling, he shakes his head. “Nah sugar, it’s not like that.” He winks. “I just enjoy fuckin’ with old men. Apparently, I’m not the only one...” His retort shuts me up quick. 

	It wasn’t unkind, just true and it’s a little unnerving that everyone around here has any inclination I’ve slept with Saint and Sinner. I don’t have any reason to be embarrassed as some of the women around here throw themselves at the men all while being practically naked. Still, I like my business being my own. And I didn’t just have sex with one guy, it was two. And another thing, it wasn’t just random, either. It meant something to me. 

	Princess notices the smile fall from my lips and comes to my rescue, “Anyone in their right mind would pick a man over a boy.” She pulls me into her, hugging me. “You’re just lucky enough to have a few of them chasing after you.”

	Nodding, I brush the uncertainty off and let her lead me out to the main room. Odin follows along, tasked as Princess’ permanent bodyguard. He may be Viking’s younger brother, but there’s nothing small about him. I can understand why Viking trusts him so much. I wonder who will protect her once he does become the Vice President of the club. Maybe Blaze, Viking’s cousin would step up? 

	The other person I’ve come to associate with Princess is her best friend. They’re a hoot when they’re together too. “Where’s Bethany?” I’m yet to run into her today or her son Maverick.

	“She wasn’t feeling well, so she’s waiting for Night at their house.”

	“Oh, that sucks. Hopefully, she’s better soon.” I wonder what’s wrong. I’m sure if she were really sick, Princess would be sending stuff over and getting Maverick for her. She probably just misses her man, and I know exactly what that feels like. 

	“I hope so too. If I drag you into being my drinking partner, she may get a little jealous.”

	“There’s no reason to be. I like both of you,” I admit, and her kind smile turns my way.

	“You’re sweet, Jude. I’m glad those two troublemakers brought you home to us.” 

	“Me too.” She has no idea, I think to myself as those two troublemakers she just mentioned pile through the door. Home at last. 

	A massive man shadows their wake, appearing irritated with something. I wonder if anything happened on their trip. He tugs his leather gloves free, stuffing them into his back jeans pocket and fist bumps the men standing around, acknowledging each of them. They welcome him like an old friend, but through each greeting, his mouth never cracks into the resemblance of a smile. 

	Mercenary’s gaze eventually falls on me, and there’s pure ice in his irises. Through his penetrating stare, his feet carry him directly to my path, blocking my view of the other guys. He’s freaking massive compared to me. What is it with giant men around here? You’d think they were a football team or something.

	He comes to a standstill peering down at what I’m wearing, making me question my lack of wardrobe. I know it’s nothing special, but it’s not like I’ve gotten to go shopping or anything. Maybe I should’ve asked Princess for something else to wear today. I’m not sure why I care in the first place. Maybe it’s just the thought of making a decent first impression. Saint and Sinner don’t seem to mind when I wear this though. 

	“Hi?” Staring up at him, I notice his chin dotted with small scars. I won’t lie; the ragged appearance is pretty sexy. I seem to have a thing for hard-looking men.  

	Are they from fighting or a crash maybe? They add to his “don’t fuck with me” attitude for sure. I wouldn’t want to come face-to-face with him in a dark alley. I can see why he’d come here; he has a certain appeal that fits in well with the other men around here. 

	“This the best you got?” he rumbles, waving his hand at me. “Guess it doesn’t matter since you’ll be naked soon enough.” He shrugs and his huge paw of a hand lands on my shoulder, “I’mma grab a beer, then you can show me my digs and welcome me properly.”

	Pretty sure the sound I make is a squeak at his touch. Or maybe a gasp, like a tire going flat? How in the hell do I respond to something like that? I can’t, so I stand there like a fish out of water, moving my mouth. I’m sure I really look ridiculous, not forming an actual sentence in response.


	Princess notices my discomfort and interrupts. “Uh, hi Mercenary, I’m Princess.” She’s not intimidated by the big guy one bit. Her hand shoots out, ready to shake his. “Yeah, so Jude’s not really here for that sort of thing.” 

	He ignores it, his mammoth paw still on my shoulder while the other fists at his side. “My bad; she property?”

	My nose screws up, and my forehead wrinkles in confusion from his question. What the hell is he talking about? Last I checked, I owned myself. And it is his bad; he shouldn’t have assumed I’d be welcoming him in his room in any way. Especially after him being so rude about my clothes. Good luck with the women, guy; you’re going to need it. 

	“Well, not really.” Princess chews the inside of her cheek and drops her hand, then glances around for I’m guessing her ol’ man. 

	This whole situation has grown uncomfortable. I just want to greet the guys and get a glass of lemonade from Blaze. Maybe have him add some vodka, so I forget this ever happened. Mercenary doesn’t seem as convinced of everything, though, and this could be a problem.

	“Then let me make myself clear,” he states, his voice a deep, commanding timbre. “I’m getting a beer.” He points to my boobs. “And then I’m fucking her. Maybe if she’s good at giving head, I’ll let her stick around and suck me off in the morning too.”

	Princess snorts. Apparently this is his first run-in with the Ice Queen. She’s sweet, but she doesn’t take one ounce of shit from any of the guys. She tells it how it is, regardless. And I love her for it. 

	I have no freaking idea how to react. Sinner warned me that the club has certain rules that you follow around here. I just stand still and swallow, dumbstruck. This ginormous, gorgeous man just demanded that I let him fuck me, and frankly, I’m at a loss for words. He reminds me of a caveman, and it wouldn’t surprise me if his next line is, “Me man, you woman.” 

	“Brother, that bitch is on mine and Saint’s cocks; no one else’s.” Sinner steps to my side, crossing his arms over his chest. 

	It’s vulgar, but surprisingly, it offers me a touch of comfort having him beside me, defending my honor. If anyone around here wasn’t one hundred percent sure we’re sleeping together, well, now it’s been announced. There’s no room for speculation as he’s proclaimed quite clearly that I’m indeed not just having sex with one, but both of them. I’m sure my face is flaming as it’s suddenly way too warm in this room for me. 

	Saint appears on the other side and flings Mercenary’s hand off my shoulder. “She’s not a fucking club whore,” he declares with a scowl pointed in the new brother’s direction.

	“I don’t see a motherfuckin’ property patch anywhere on her back. Is this how you do things down in Texas? Stake claim on bitches without putting your patch on ‘em?”

	Sinner’s jaw tightens and flexes as he grits his teeth. His irises change to an obsidian hue, reflecting his annoyance. “We do things however the fuck we wanna around here. This is Texas.” 

	His hand lands on my shoulder in the same spot the other guy was just touching. “In saying that, it means don’t touch what doesn’t belong to you. I don’t offer second warnings,” he finishes, leaning over and plants a kiss on my temple. It’s more of a Saint move, but I enjoy it nonetheless.

	He and Saint are in such a serious stare down with Mercenary, I’m a little concerned that I’ll be peed on next to stake a further claim. I wish this guy would get the drift and just back off. No such luck; this battle of testosterone means whipping out your dick to see whose is bigger at the moment, it seems. 

	“So, you two share with each other, but not anyone else, huh? Sounds like some stingy motherfuckers, but all right. I’m not that hard up for some pussy, Chi town gave it up easily. Besides, she’ll eventually come my way. If I’ll have her at that point, is another story.”

	Saint straight up snarls, his body on edge with anticipation for a fight. 

	Viking makes his way over, noticing Princess’ shocked expression. He strategically places himself between the puffed-up chests about to throw down. “What’s the fucking issue over here?” he gripes, clearly not in the mood for anyone to argue.

	“Not a fuckin’ thing.” Mercenary shrugs, meeting the Prez eye for eye. The guy has balls; Viking’s kind of scary, in my opinion. He has that craziness about him you don’t want to push, but it doesn’t seem to faze Mercenary.

	Sinner addresses Viking. “Prez, let this pup know that Jude is mine and Sinner’s.” 

	I nearly snort at his request. I’m theirs? I like the sound of that, but at the same time, it almost leaves him in a gruff whine. I’d never imagined Sinner being someone to ask for something. He’s always struck me as the type to take and do as he pleases. 

	I guess Viking really is the boss around here. 

	“I’m not your goddamn babysitter,” he huffs glancing from Sinner to Saint and then turns back to Mercenary’s gaze. “In saying that, you have any clue who you’re pissing off right now? You know we were all NOMADS at one point, right?”

	“I’ve heard.”

	“Nightmare will light your ass on fire for a laugh. Saint and Sinner? Those crazy fuckers will string you up and Sinner will fuck with your head while Saint pokes holes in your flesh.”

	Saint leans over, kissing my forehead kindly, making it hard for me to believe he’s capable of the things their president claims. Sure, he’s rough around the edges, but poke holes in the guy? I’m not one hundred percent sure I’d go that far.

	Viking continues. “Torch,” he grunts. “That brother’s name tells all. Blaze, well, let’s just say my club has a thing for fire and sharp objects as well as our fists. I’m not getting in your shit, but don’t show up at my club, stirring the pot with the veteran members. Trust me when I say these fuckers are just as crazy as your ass is, or even more so.” he finishes, then tucks Princess under his arm and walks toward the bar, Odin hot on their heels.

	Sinner’s brow rises, waiting for Mercenary to make the next move.

	“Don’t take too long you two,” he mutters. “’Cause she’s just my type.” He flicks one last glance at me from top to bottom and then follows Viking to the bar to get that beer he spoke of. 

	Sinner meets Saint’s serious gaze and grumbles under his breath, just loud enough for me to make out his threat. “And you have a fuckin’ death wish if you think I’m going to let you have her.”
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	“He’s perfect,” I murmur, garnering Sinner’s attention.

	“You can’t sacrifice a brother, Saint.”

	“The hell I can’t. He fucks up, I’ll bleed him dry.” The words leave me on a deadly promise; Jude’s stunned expression, shaking me from my thoughts. I press another kiss to her forehead, making her blink. “I won’t hurt you, baby girl,” I vow, tugging her to my chest and wrap my arms around her tightly.

	“I know,” she mumbles into my shirt. “But I don’t want you to hurt him either.” With her admission, I thrust her back, so I can take in her face. 

	“Why? You want him? Think hard, baby, before you answer; there will be consequences.”

	Sinner huffs my name and a curse. He gets a glare from me and then I’m waiting for her to respond. The last thing I can handle is her wanting someone besides Sinner and me. I’ll share with him, but no one else. 

	“No, I...no, of course not!” she stammers. “I said that because I don’t want you hurting anyone.”

	Sinner tucks her into his arms next. “You should tell her about your heritage, Saint.”

	“No.” That’s the worst idea. She’d hate me in a heartbeat, and whatever headway we’ve achieved would be gone immediately.

	“She needs to understand you; it’s the only way.”

	“Not happening.”

	“How do you expect her to appreciate and trust you if you’re not straight with her about why you are the way you are?” 

	“I’m not ready to go there, to see her look at me like I’m some kind of freak or monster. Just…no.” 

	I already have a bad habit of scaring her; I highly doubt she’d fully understand the meaning behind my family’s traditions. 

	“Fine, but you’re going to have to open up at some point.”

	She turns in his arms to face him. “Please stop speaking about me as if I’m not here. And tell me what? I won’t judge anyone.”

	“I know, sweetheart,” he practically purrs and kisses her. 

	I don’t know if it’s him agreeing or the fact he has no problem sticking his tongue in her mouth in front of damn near the entire club that irritates me. I wish I could be openly affectionate with him the same way. Instead, I pretty much have to wait until we’re going to fuck to make a move and touch him how I want to. 

	“You couldn’t handle it, baby,” I mutter, giving her a dose of truth, even if it does sound a bit rude.

	She wrenches away from him to argue, but I cut her off, taking her mouth with mine. I kiss her roughly, Sinner’s taste on her tongue, spurring me on. Taking it a step further, my hands go under her shirt, one sliding under her ass to lift her on my hips. I kiss her like she’s sin herself, making a statement to the man beside me. I can sample her in front of everyone as well. She belongs to me too. 

	“Let’s go to the room, Saint,” he suggests from my left, but I ignore him, kissing her until she’s breathless. “Saint!” he calls, resting his hand on my bicep. 

	Jude pants and leans back attempting to catch her breath, her lips puffy and rosy from my scruff, and I finally offer him some attention with a grunt but nothing more.

	“I’m not trying to be a dick, Saint, but everyone’s looking, and I don’t want her uneasy. You saw how she dealt with the attention from Merc just now.”

	“Stop fucking coddling her. She’s not so innocent anymore, brother. We made sure of that.” At that, I carry her over to the bar, laying her on the top.

	“Saint? What are you doing?” She jerks upward to escape, and I lay my hand on her sternum, holding her in place. 

	I’m making my point right here in front of everyone. She needs to learn to be comfortable messing around anywhere because that’s how we are in this life when it comes to women. “Stop moving, baby girl. I’m gonna order a drink, and I want you right in front of me, so I have something pretty to look at.” 

	Her face warms, flushing a delicious shade of rouge. I don’t know if it’s because the bar’s full and I’m making her ass lay on the countertop like it’s a damn cot, or if it’s from my praise. “So stunning babe. Your blush reminds me of a slice of watermelon. Just want to eat you up,” I murmur, flashing a flirty grin. 

	With a flick of my hand, I grab my brother’s attention. “Blaze, let me have a crown and coke and a shot of Ice 101 for my baby here.”

	“Sure, brother.” He swiftly returns with our drinks, and I slam nearly all of mine in one hefty gulp. The ride may have been four hours, but it felt longer. Strange since it’s usually the opposite, but I wanted to be here with her today. Instead, I had to go on a ride to pick up a new ungrateful member. 

	“Thirsty?” Jude whispers as she peers at me.

	“You have no idea, baby.” With a devious smirk, I pick up her shot. “Let daddy feed you this shot and make my boring day fade away.” 

	Her tongue flicks over her lips, and she nods, eagerly watching the shot glass. “Okay."

	“Good girl, now open wide. I wanna see how much of my cock will fit.” I catch her off guard with my remark causing her to hesitate, her eyes flicking to the brothers around us. She has to move past the gut reaction to give a shit about what anyone may hear or think. She’s not here for any of them; she’s here for Sin and me.

	“Now.” At my command, she listens, opening wide. We catch the attention of a few brothers, but they keep their comments to themselves, aware I’ll flip out on anyone that pushes the wrong button. 

	With an amused grin, I take the liquor in my mouth first and then lean over, meeting her lips with my own. Carefully, I open, letting the liquid leave my tongue into her mouth. She swallows, and I follow up, licking and sucking her lips where little droplets tried to leak free. “Mmm, babe.”

	“Holy shit!” she gasps. 

	Ice 101 does have a tendency to burn sometimes. I wanted to make sure all her senses got a little attention, plus I wanted to taste the liquor from her lips. Everything from her seems a bit sweeter. 

	At that, I flick my gaze in Mercenary’s direction. His eyebrow rises, along with his beer. A silent toast saying he sees me. I don’t fuck around. I may not have my patch on her, but he’s lost his fucking mind if he thinks he stands a chance. 

	Sinner jerks a stool over next to mine “Blaze, brother, can I get a vodka and orange juice please.”

	“No problem.” Blaze grabs a clean glass, adding ice and mixing the beverage.

	“Having fun, Jude?” Sin asks, looking her over, and she smiles wide.

	“Yes,” she admits and sits up, her legs dangling in the space between us. She’s adorable. 

	“Good.” He tugs her in for another kiss. Part of me wonders if this is turning into a competition of sorts. Or if he’s doing this on purpose to annoy me. 

	“Another shot, Blaze. This time give me three Patrons with orange slices.” I wasn’t planning on getting fucked up tonight, but maybe I will after all. If the shoe fits may as well wear the fucker. Besides, Jude’s fun when she unwinds; she laughs at everything, and I love it. 

	“Bet.” He sets Sinner’s drink down and snatches the short bottle of tequila. Moments later, three full shot glasses are placed down on the bar top in front of us.

	“Baby girl,” I call, shaking her, so she breaks free from the lip lock. Her dazed gaze lands on me, and fuck if she doesn’t look sexy as all hell. “Drink, now.” I point in the direction of the liquor.

	She licks her lips again and picks up the clear glass. Her doing so does nothing but entice me in wanting to lick them as well. Fuck! She has my mind all twisted up. 

	“What do you say?” Growling, I grab my shot and scoot Sinner’s over in his direction. It’ll fuck him up; he likes the fruity shit, not hard liquor. 

	Sinner’s a freak when he’s had just the right amount of alcohol in his system too. That’s how I got him to cut loose enough to admit he wanted me the very first time we were together. Once he let me touch his cock, I knew he was mine. 

	“Okay, daddy,” she replies breathily, enjoying the attention from both of us. 

	“Goddamn.” My groin tightens in response. “That makes me wanna fuck you so badly. Now, down the hatch.”

	We throw the shots back and follow them by biting into the oranges. The tang hits my tongue mixing with my frustration toward Sinner. Before he has a chance to move or protest, I clutch the front of his shirt, jerking him to me. Then I plant my lips on his. 

	I’ve never kissed him in front of our brothers before. Ever. They speculate, but they’ve never actually seen it. When I touch him, there’s always fire, a feeling no one can match. Until Jude. 

	With force he wrenches back, blinking, face full of shock. He scans the other bodies at the bar and is met with knowing grins from our brothers. They talk so much shit about us being together behind closed doors, but we haven’t admitted anything out loud prior. I think he’s been too scared...of what, I have no idea. 

	“Oh, fuck it,” he groans a beat later and bends toward me again, securing his lips to mine. His hand grasps my jaw with force, his tongue attempting to punish me as well. I don’t mind it one bit; in fact, I fucking bask in it. 

	Standing, I seize his throat in my grip, squeezing until he moans and lets me take control of the kiss. My own tongue’s primed and ready to return what it just received; prepared to reprimand him with my own force. My anger fizzles with each twist and caress from him, the dual of sorts finally offering up something I’ve always craved from him. 

	When the kiss eventually slows to a few lax strokes, I break free. I’m left further in love with Sin than I’ve been in the past. He finally pushed past the final barrier between us. And it was more than the mating of lips; it was a statement made loud and clear in front of everyone. He’s mine. 

	“Another round,” we rasp in unison, winded from releasing a bit of our pent-up frustration. 

	Blaze sets them in front of us moments later, no comment on what he just witnessed. He does, however, wear a pleased grin the entire time. I guess we weren’t fooling any of them. 

	“I’ll take one too, Blaze.” The gruff request comes from over my shoulder, the sound unfamiliar, not being from one of the usual brothers. 

	Whirling around, I come face-to-face with none other than Mercenary. He’s no longer sitting in his place a few seats over, but here, expecting to join us in shots. I’m not sure that’s the best idea though—tequila and Jude and his comments...I may end up punching him. 

	“So, it’s like that, huh?” He probes before I have a chance to issue a warning threat. He flicks his gaze between the three of us as Blaze hands over the extra shot. 

	“Sure the fuck is,” Sinner retorts before I reply and Mercenary grins for the first time since we’ve come in contact. It’s not fake either; he’s sincere. 

	“’Bout time I got to a club that had some fucking balls. I have nothing but respect for the fact you don’t give two fucks what anyone thinks.” He holds the shot up, and we each lift ours in return, saluting, then drinking the harsh liquor down. 

	We place them back on the counter, and he holds his fist out for each of us to fist bump him. “I’m out.” He turns and shouts the same at the other brothers as well and then heads to his new room. A few club sluts anxiously follow along in his wake. 

	Jude kisses the tip of my nose. “See, grouch, no need to slice and dice.” She giggles, and I can’t help but chuckle. Baby is feeling the liquor, and it’s cute. 

	“Did she really just say that?” Sinner questions with his own smirk present.

	“Maybe she’ll fit in better than I thought,” I reason with a shrug, and he nods. 

	“Another round?” Jude suggests, clearly enjoying the Patron and we agree. 

	This time she orders us shots along with requesting a margarita for herself. We have Princess to thank for that, I’m guessing. Not that I mind. Jude’s too hard on herself for being young. I want her to relax and have some fun. 

	“You’re going to need that drink; I’ve got plans.” 

	At my promise, she giggles again. “And just what are these plans? Will you both be naked? Will I be spanked when I call you daddy this time around?” 

	Odin snorts from beside Sinner, hearing her. He’s been around Viking’s ol’ lady too much. 

	Ignoring him, I kiss her forehead and sit back on my stool. Turning to Sin, I ask, “You gonna’ be naked Sinner?”

	He rolls his eyes, not responding to me and throws back the latest shot. He may not be ready to admit that much outright, but he’ll get there. It took nineteen years for that kiss; I’m not afraid to wait a little longer for him to stop holding back on the rest. 

	“Yep, he’ll be naked and so will you.” I wink, finishing my drink before I cart them off for some playtime.
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	There’s a boisterous knock, waking me way too early once again. “Sinner?” An agitated voice calls after me, and I have to untangle my limbs from Jude and Saint.  We sleep like a tumbleweed, all intertwined. It’s been just like this over the past week too. 

	“Yeah, just a sec,” I holler, my voice laced with fatigue from a night full of crazy sex with Saint and Jude. They never seem to have enough, going until the hours close to dawn.

	Jude stirs. “Everything okay?”

	Placing a peck on her forehead, I mutter against her skin, “Go back to sleep, sweetheart. It’s fine.” I cover her and then swing my legs over the side of the bed to answer the door.

	“Yeah?”

	The Prez grunts in reply, his gaze flicking over my naked body. I hold up a finger and backtrack.

	Yanking on a pair of Saint’s pajama bottoms, I shuffle to the hall and close the door behind me. “Better?”

	“Yep. Saint in there with you?”

	“He’s passed the hell out. What’s up?”

	“Sheriff came a knockin’ at my house this morning.”

	My brows shoot up. 

	“Turns out a Lamborghini was stolen, and someone reported a man looking like Saint driving it.”

	“Fuck.” My hand rakes through my short, dark hair. “I don’t know who the fuck would do that. Saint hasn’t left my sight, and we were on the run yesterday so it couldn’t have been him.”

	“Thought so. Just found it kinda ironic since he jacked that car last week, and the police are just now showing up.”

	“Was it local or someone from Jude’s town?”

	“Didn’t say, but it may be time for you to decide what you’re gonna do with your newest play toy.”

	“It’s not like that with her. You know that. I wouldn’t have been riding up to see her whenever I could if it wasn’t more.”  

	“Thought so. That’s why you need to have a chat with her and your boy. Find out if the bitch has anyone that’d be looking for her. She got any family?”

	I nearly choked on the question, shaking my head.

	“Oh, right. Good thing the cops weren’t at my door because of that.”

	“No shit,” I agree, and he sighs.

	“You two going to shack up with her permanently or what?”

	Shrugging, I run my hand down my face. It’s too early to think about this shit. I want to. 

	“Figure it out; I don’t like the police showing up at my house first thing.”

	“I will, Prez.”

	“And the chick’s mom?”

	“Will never be found,” I promise, and I mean it. Not even by Jude. 
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	Saint pulls up next to me, killing the engine of his bike. “Where the hell are we?” He squints against the bright sunlight, looking all around, taking in the heavy brush and trees in a random spot along the highway. 

	“We’re close to Jude’s trailer.” I’m surprised he didn’t catch on to that already. Although he was in a car last time, so maybe that’s why it looks a bit different. 

	“Why are we here?”

	“I need your help with something,” I reply ominously, toeing the kickstand down. I climb from my bike and take off in a quick stride.

	“Jesus man, wait a sec,” he huffs, copying me. We walk for about five minutes as I retrace my steps before he interrupts again. “The fuck, Sin? You want to share with me what’s going on?”

	“You said you didn’t want me to lie to you or omit shit anymore, right?” I stammer, buying myself more time before I have to bite the bullet and have the serious conversation with him. One that I know will most likely piss him off by bringing up a past fight.

	“Shit, what now?” he groans, placing his hands on his hips as ideas already start to run through his mind. I can only imagine what he’s thinking after the recent events.

	I halt at a specific, strange shaped rock, staring down at it and tune him out momentarily. 

	“What, brother?” He follows my gaze, seeing nothing but regular scatterings of yellow-green grass, packed dirt, and some random rocks. It’s nothing special to the untrained eye, and that’s one reason why I’m so good at what I do. 

	Wiping the sweat from my brow, I mutter, “I need you to do something for me, Saint.” 

	“All right, but you have to stop being so evasive about it.”

	Gesturing to the peculiar rock, I kick an X in the dirt with my heavy leather boot. “I have to destroy evidence.” My eyes flick up to meet his confused stare and give him the final bit of information I’d been holding out on. “This is her mom.”

	He blows free a deep breath, caught off guard. “You’re sure about this?”

	“I don’t have another choice. If anyone finds it and discovers a lick of evidence, then I’m going away for a hot minute. Prez was pissed, telling me to make sure it doesn’t come back to haunt us down the road. I can’t let this possibly fall back on the club or us.” He’ll understand that, I’m sure. 

	“That’s not it,” he comments, calling me out, “You don’t want her to find out it was you.” It’s true, and he knows it as well as I do. That’s the last thing I want her to discover; she’d hate me for the rest of my life.

	“She can never know.” Agreeing, I chew on the inside of my cheek, wondering if I’ll eventually wear a hole in it. What kind of man kills his woman’s mother? A bad one, obviously.

	“Look, you keep it straight with me until I’m done living my life, and I swear to you, she’ll never hear it from me.”

	I nod, grateful for his promise. The only others that are aware of what went down are my brothers. I can trust them with this secret, I know that much. We all have skeletons in our closets that we keep for each other; it’s part of the brotherhood.

	“You bring anything to dig with?” He moves on, cracking his knuckles, ready to get to work. This isn’t the first time we’ve had to do this, and I’m confident it won’t be the last, either. 

	“Yeah, I snatched a few of the foldable camping shovels. They’re in my saddlebags. I’ll grab ‘em.”

	“Bet. You bring along anything else or are we having a campfire to fix this problem too?” 

	“The smoke might tip someone off, so I took a page from Viking’s book.” I’ve definitely gotten more careful and creative with time; we all have.

	His brow raises, intrigued.

	“I brought some of the acid Spider had around so we could skip any uninvited visitors showing up. I didn’t want to chance it with the highway so close.”

	“Ugh, that shit smells fuckin’ rank.”

	“How do you think she’s going to smell when we dig her up? Not like roses, brother; that I can assure you. The bitch didn’t even wear any good perfume.”

	“Jesus,” Saint gripes, shaking his head. He tugs his bandana free and ties it over his face, covering his nose and mouth while I jog back to my bike and grab the foldable shovels. It’s going to be a pain in the ass uprooting this bitch with these, but they’ll have to do.

	We get a few inches of dirt shoveled off, and he mutters, “Next time you kill someone, just call so we can come pick them up with the truck. I fucking hate digging.” We’re sweaty and dirty already and have only just begun.

	“I will. I hate this shit too.”

	“You need to persuade baby girl to give up that shit hole town. Ain’t a thing for her there,” he adds while shoveling like a man possessed. I don’t know how he does it. The movements hurt my back. I end up getting on my knees, copying him and find it goes by quicker.

	“I wanted to discuss it with you first.”

	He keeps shoveling, listening. 

	“I’ve had a chance to be around her for a while now; I don’t expect you to feel the same way after knowing her for a little over a week. I’m not an idiot; I know you can’t fall for her the same way I have in that short of time.”

	He grunts, not admitting anything.

	“We’ve been riding together a long time—had each other’s back for as long as I can  remember. We’ve even shared women ever since I first started fucking...There were the times between us too…” I trail off, not sure which direction to go. It’d help if he’d at least reply more than a grunt. 

	He nods, listening, but keeps quiet still, digging through the packed dirt.

	“I don’t really know what the fuck to say here; at least, not the right thing,” I admit. I’m a man; we don’t discuss feelings like this all the time, if ever. He could be thinking that I’m an idiot right now. Who knows? 

	Saint pauses, his irises nearly clear as they look over at me, evidently thinking. At least I know he’s calm. If he wasn’t they’d be nearly the same dark shade as my own. “Just tell me what you want in all this.” 

	Like that’s easy to explain? How in the fuck do I say this without coming off sounding like a selfish prick? I am one, but I don’t need him thinking of me in that sense. 

	“What I want? Her and you to keep it simple,” I say, being as honest and raw as I can. It’s the truth, right down to the basics of it all. Sure, I know it’s more complicated than just that one sentence. 

	Scrubbing my hand over my face, I continue. “We’re getting older, and as much as I love pussy, it’s getting old doing the shit we do. I don’t want to be scouring different bars for another chick that may end up being mediocre for the two of us. She fits us—both of us. I want it to be permanent between us three.”

	“So, what’s the problem then?” He probes as we push more dirt away and uncover flesh. “Ugh, fuck!” He shields his face with his arm and jumps back.

	The smell hits me, and I climb to my feet, stumbling backward as well. It’s disgusting, like a rotted animal.

	“I’ll be right back.” Jogging to my bike, I grab the container with the acid in it. I’ll pour it over the body, and it’ll be like it never happened in the first place. She’ll disappear, and I’ll be free once more. They may find a tooth or something, but I doubt anyone will ever look here, to begin with.


	“The problem? Keep going,” he repeats when I get close enough to finish our discussion.

	Shrugging, I carefully open the container and then pour it, covering as much of the body as possible with the liquid death. “Last thing I want is for it to cause shit between you and me. But I don’t want to give her up, either.”

	“Tell me, Sinner, would she be ours or just yours to claim?” 

	My mouth falls open at his question. I can’t believe he would even consider me being alone without him, an option. “Of course, she’d be both of ours. If I wanted her for myself, I’d have cut you free when you pulled your blade on me.”

	“That again? You have to bring it up now when I’m helping you dispose of a body? I thought we were past it already. I was angry, but I was wrong. I fuckin’ own it okay?”

	“Case in point, you fucking owe me for spilling my blood!” I complain, gesturing to my ribs, irritated at the painful memory. My side is finally feeling better. It’s not completely healed up, but the gash isn’t so bad anymore. I can ride again without feeling as if I’m getting mini stabs ripping through my skin. 

	“You survived,” he replies deadpan, not wanting the reminder. This is a prime example of why I need a woman in my life too. I crave just an ounce of compassion and worry that Saint can’t provide, but Jude does so without skipping a beat. 

	After a tense moment, I whisper, “Do you even want to be with me Saint?” The words come out nearly broken with their implication.

	“How the fuck can you even ask me that shit, Sinner?” He shakes his head. “I’ve always wanted you, from the moment I witnessed you broken and bloody. I made you mine. There was no other option at that moment, and I’d never go back to change it.” 

	He pulls a flask free from his pocket, yanks the bandana down and takes a swig. Wiping his lips, he sighs, using the same hand to run through his wild hair. The man bun thing he wears came loose on the ride. “You’re the only thing I’ve wanted for most of my life,” he finishes and puts the alcohol away. “I know you need her too.”

	“And it won’t bother you if I have you both?”

	He shakes his head again. “No. I want you to be happy, and with her in the mix, I know you will be.”

	“But will you be happy, too, Saint?”

	“I’ll have you, right?”

	“Yes.”

	“Then you don’t have to worry about me, Sinner.”

	“And what about Jude?”

	He shrugs. “She’s already getting under my skin. Give her a little more time, and you won’t be able to peel the bitch out of my hands.” His retort makes me grin. I know what he means; she finds your soft spot and plants her ass right next to it.

	We wait awhile, and I feel more at peace than when we arrived. I clean up everything, and then we head home to our woman.  
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	The guys disappeared yesterday without so much as a clue as to where they were going or when they’d be back. I asked Odin about it when I saw him, but he gave me nothing either. These guys are hard to get information out of if you’re not one of their MC brothers. 

	Sinner came back eventually, and it was like a weight had been lifted from his shoulders. He wouldn’t tell me anything though when I asked. This part of their life is frustrating. I guess I don’t really understand the point of being secretive about so much. I wouldn’t say anything about it anyhow. 

	“You still won’t tell me where you and Saint went yesterday?”

	“No. You need to drop it, Jude.”

	They came home hot and sweaty and went straight to the shower. What am I supposed to think about that? TV may not be my thing, but it doesn’t mean I haven’t watched plenty of it before. I’ve seen an ample amount of movies and shows where men go off to be with other women. Not to mention the way my mom would go off the deep end when she thought one of her creeps had been with another woman.  

	Not that I have any claim on him or Saint, but it still hurts my heart imagining them going out to be with other women. The club whores like to whisper about how the men are never satisfied and comment about Saint and Sinner going through women like they go through blow jobs. In the short time I’ve been here, I’ve discovered that’s a shit ton of blow jobs. Princess tells me not to pay them any attention, but there has to be some truth to what they say, right? This is why them being secretive is making me overthink things all of a sudden.

	“Is this back to the ‘club business’ stuff like that ride you guys went on to get your brother? Or something else?”

	He sighs, drinking from his vodka cranberry before responding. “I told you when we left, that shit isn’t something I can share. A lot of what we do around here, I can’t. You’ve known this from when I first started visiting you.”

	“I get that, even if I don’t see the purpose, that’s why I’m asking if this is like that or if it’s something different?” I probably sound like a nut job, but I don’t know how else to ask him without sounding jealous. I want to just come out and grill him about any other woman being intimate with him.

	I’m not jealous; I can’t be. This has to be about safety or honesty or something. I will not act like my mother when it comes to other women. These men either want me or they don’t. I just want to know where I stand. Each day here in their presence makes it harder to face the fact that I’ll have to leave one day. 

	“Where’s this coming from? Are you okay?” he grumbles, trying to turn this around and question me instead. He’s smooth, but I catch it. 

	He reaches to pull me close to him, but we’re interrupted as screeching comes from the parking lot. The noise instantly sets everyone on edge. “Go to my room and lock the door. Don’t answer it unless it’s Saint or me.” 

	He’s dead serious. Shaken from what? I don’t know...there’s so much to this life they won’t share with me. Which was exactly my point from a moment ago!

	“Where’s Saint?” I can’t help but ask as I glance around the room for him. I haven’t seen him for a few hours; I just assumed he was in his room. Shouldn’t I go in there with him, instead of waiting alone in Sinner’s room?

	A huff leaves him as it registers that he’s been gone and that he’s most likely responsible for whatever’s going on outside. “Damn it. Stay with me at least until we figure out what’s going on,” he relents, and I fall in step behind him, holding the back of his cut, so he knows I’m doing as he’s asked.

	Sinner’s only trying to protect me and knowing he values my safety and well-being, makes me fall a bit farther down the rabbit hole for him. I’ve liked him since day one. My body’s craved his since the first time the word daddy fell from my lips, mocking him, and now my heart beats for his as well. He’s finally begun to show me the softer, less brash side of him, and I’ve enjoyed it immensely. 

	Saint’s coming in as a close second, and if it weren’t for them both being open to the idea of me having feelings for the two of them. If I’m honest with myself, this entire thing has been confusing from the beginning. I’ve never considered the option of wanting two men. I hadn’t considered it’d be a possible scenario in my future at any time. I mean, when has it ever been acceptable for someone to have that sort of a relationship?

	Not that I should care about anyone else’s standards, but I can’t stop it from crossing my mind at times. If I mentioned it to the guys, they’d both tell me not to worry about it and to go by how I feel inside. That’s one of the main things I admire about them, they want me to do whatever makes me happy. They’re the same way toward each other to a certain extent as well. 

	“It’s him,” Sinner declares after sticking his head out the main door to look. He doesn’t seem too amused with the outcome either, so I can only imagine. Stepping away, he opens the solid metal barrier, holding it so I can go outside with him. 

	Saint’s back and in another sports car. Hopefully, this doesn’t end up like the last time. That was a big mess. I wonder if this is a normal thing for him, stealing other people’s cars. And how am I so relaxed about it? I guess stealing a car doesn’t even compare to say…murder. 

	“The fuck, Saint?” Sinner roars, storming toward the car. “You trying to get us all killed? Tell me this doesn’t belong to Mafiya too?” 

	The door opens, and Saint pops his head out, wearing a devilish smile. “Come on.”

	“Who’s is it?” Sinner asks with caution. I can’t blame him; supposedly, the last car that Saint took joy riding belonged to some mob member or something. I really don’t want him getting hurt from poking the wrong bear—or us either, for that matter. 

	“Some rich fuck; nobody special. I’m heading to Oscar’s chop shop.” He shrugs. “Make a quick buck off this ugly monster.”

	“Jesus.” Sinner shakes his head, chancing a quick glance at me. He doesn’t seem too surprised, a little irritated if anything. “It’s all right, Jude.” 

	I can’t help but laugh at Saint’s animated reaction over his latest thrill. Shrugging my own shoulders, I make my way toward the shiny, dark purple vehicle. It’s pretty, but nothing I could imagine driving; it’s way too flashy.

	“You comin’ baby girl?” His wolfish smile beckons as his eyes sparkle with mischief. 

	I love it when he’s like this; the adventurous side of me gets to come out. “Yes, daddy.” The last ride he took me on, I was thrilled and frightened all at once. This time, though, I’m more confident in hopping in the car with him, and I know to hold on.

	“Fuck yeah. Come on, Sin.”

	“How are we getting back?” He’s always the one to voice reason and throws in a touch of caution I’m learning. 

	“I have to pick up Scot’s truck; guess Nightmare pissed his ol’ lady off again, ‘cause she went to town on the paint job.”

	“B’s fucking crazy.” He shakes his head again, coming to stand next to me. 

	His hand falls on my hip, squeezing as he peers down into my eager gaze, “You’re gonna have to sit on my lap. Think you can manage not to squirm or get scared?” His lips curl up just enough, giving away his front of being angry about Saint coming home with yet another vehicle. 

	“Maybe, if you’re lucky I’ll sit with you. I may want on Saint’s lap instead. And I’m not scared. What kind of car is this anyhow?”

	“I’m guessing some rich bitch’s custom Ferrari, and you’re on me, not him,” Sinner rasps, drawing me down onto his lap after he’s situated. 

	He spreads his legs, positioning me against his groin with the seat belt wrapped around both of us. With the way Saint drives, I doubt the belt would do much if we were to crash, so part of me thinks it’s pointless. With those thoughts, I immediately hold on and with both hands.

	The doors shut and Saint revs the engine a few times, the tires making a cloud of smoke surrounding us. “She’s got some powerrrr,” he sings gleefully. “Come on sugar, you can do better than that Lamborghini,” With a chuckle, he lets up on the brake and we shoot forward. 

	I wonder how the rest of the members feel about Saint taking off with cars and then making the tires burn out in front of the clubhouse. Last time Viking was furious. You’d think Saint would learn. He doesn’t seem to have a care in the world about it though. I can’t find it in myself either. I think it’s awesome. My heartbeat skyrockets and a smile a mile wide fills my face.   

	Within seconds it seems, we’re on the main road with my back pressed against Sinner like we’re glued together. “I’m sorry if I’m hurting you,” I call over my shoulder, while wide-eyeing everything as we speed past it. Trees shrink and quickly disappear, the compound far behind us within minutes as Saint presses down the gas pedal.  

	Gripping the door, I attempt to peel my body forward just a bit. It doesn’t move an inch, so I give up and hold on for dear life. How does this man never get pulled over? Won’t police officers be driving around and see him speeding? Hell, they probably couldn’t catch him even if they did want to give him a citation. 

	Sinner’s mouth meets my neck, his teeth lightly biting down on the soft flesh as the inky scruff from his five o’clock shadow tickles my skin. “I want you right where you are, Jude.”  His hand falls between my thighs, his fingers finding the spot that drives me wild for him. 

	Saint grins manically as the speed steadily climbs higher and higher. It reminds me of riding with him in the Lamborghini. “Redbone” by Childish Gambino thrums through the expensive sound system, and somehow the song fits Saint so well. He’s utterly crazy, and I love him for it. “Pull her shorts down, brother.”

	Sinner follows his order, ridding me of the thin barrier and begins to play my body like a piano. He has my core singing in sweet surrender while I pant with need. His other hand circles my breast. His fingers find my nipple and pinch. It’s absolute bliss.

	“Oh God!” Moaning, they both chuckle in delight. “So close,” I mutter, breathlessly. 

	“Cut lose, baby,” Saint orders, staring my way a little too long for my own comfort, watching Sinner tease me in the best ways. It makes the threat of danger greater and in return has my body spiraling out of control. “Answer me!” he demands.

	“Yes, daddy,” falls from my lips automatically and Sinner’s fingers apply just a touch more pressure in the juncture between my legs. This is craziness, having both their attention trained on me, racing down the highway, my hips moving to the beat of the music.  

	“I don’t want you holding back. Come for us; I want to see you, here, like this.”

	“You bein’ bad, baby?” Sinner growls. 

	Just hearing him call me baby like Saint so often does has my head flying back and my eyes rolling toward the sky. His mouth locks onto the spot where my throat and shoulder meet. He draws the skin in, sucking deeply. No doubt that’ll leave a mark behind. All the sensations mixed together along with the adrenaline has my climax coming harder than ever before.  

	It hits me with so much force that my mouth falls open, a pleased moan drowning out the stereo. I do it for both of them, coming completely unglued and give into my own desire. With Sinner’s skillful fingers and Saint’s blazing gaze all trained on me at once, I let go. My body feels enraptured, adored, and satisfied when I finally peel my eyelids back open. 

	“Good girl.” Saint nods, pleased to see me explode so effortlessly from their delicious torment. 

	The evidence of his own longing is easy to notice. He’s turned on as well, with his cock straining against his pants. Sinner’s length rests heavy against my ass. Is it from the speed, the excitement of stealing someone’s ridiculously expensive car or from me falling apart I wonder. It could be the delicious thrill of it all. 

	“Will you pull over?” I request a few beats later and his forehead wrinkles.

	“Huh?”

	“What’s the matter?” Sinner asks nearly the same time as Saint.

	“I...uh, well, I wanted to satisfy you both too.” My face is already hot, but I swear it grows even warmer with me stating my intentions out loud. It’s the truth though; I want them to pull over, so we can finish what Sinner just started. 

	Sinner lets out a deep growl, his sturdy chest, rumbling against my back. Saint hums, squeezing and adjusting his cock in his jeans. “Can’t,” he grumbles after a moment, not fond of the fact and shakes his head to drive the point home. Or maybe he’s arguing with himself. Who knows? 

	“Why not?”

	Sinner’s nose trails over the back of my neck and goosebumps appear in response. “’Cause he boosted this car, Jude. We can’t stop now. We have to get it to the shop before it’s called in stolen by the owner or we’re spotted by the cops. Most of them around here know us and are aware we don’t own a Ferrari.” 

	“Oh.” That makes sense, so they do worry about the cops after all. 

	“Yeah, baby girl, can’t get locked up.” He winks. 

	I’ve barely escaped my podunk town; I definitely don’t want to spend my freedom locked away in a jail cell. I wonder if I did if my mom would show up for me. I guess she wouldn’t know unless Sinner was able to get ahold of her. I doubt he can, though. When she goes off with guys she’s impossible to reach it seems. If she saw me here with these two, she’d be furious. 

	“I should go home,” I utter quietly. I don’t know why I even say it, maybe because it’s how I ought to feel, even if I don’t want to. Going home is the furthest on my list of things to do, but I should regardless. 

	“No.” Sinner grounds out. “We can discuss this shit later.”

	I don’t know what I was expecting, but it definitely wasn’t that. I figured they’d be getting tired of having me tagging around all the time. Sure, we have sex and laugh and drink, but they must be missing their freedom by now. 

	“If my mom finds out, she’ll be furious.”

	“Fuck her,” Saint comments, his gaze trained on the road ahead.

	“He’s right, sweetheart. We’ll talk about this when we get back to the club. But most of all, fuck anyone’s feelings.”

	We can discuss it all we want to, but the fact remains true. If my mom catches wind of me with them, there’s a chance she may leave and not come back for good. Do I want that? Could I live with knowing I angered her to the point of no return? I should be allowed to be happy, though, and being stuck in that trailer is far from it. 

	With a sigh, I let the thoughts float from my mind and attempt to enjoy the ride. It may be coming to an end soon, and I want to make the most of it. God knows I want every moment I can get with these men before it’s too late. Eventually, Sinner lets up enough so I can wiggle around and get my boxer shorts back in place. Perfect timing too as we get closer to various buildings and Saint downshifts. 

	“You quit your job yet?”

	“No, but she’ll probably fire me,” I admit, and Saint’s frown warps into a smirk.

	“Concentrate on your school work, sweetheart. We like it that you’re smart,” Sinner admits, and my chest feels like it could burst with pride. They think I’m smart and I love that. 

	The car slows as Saint presses the brakes, coming to a stop in front of a tall, chain-link fenced lot. There’s a shack of a building up front made up of old gray siding and behind it a giant white shop looking structure with five bays. Each door’s closed, and there are about ten unsavory looking men walking around the yard. There’s a variety of vehicles on the parking lot, waiting for what, I have no idea.

	His smirk drops as he presses a button and the driver side window lowers. A young kid about sixteen or so pokes his head in. “’Sup?” He’s fortunate Saint doesn’t punch him doing that sort of thing; he must know him already, or I think he probably would have.

	“Here to pick up my brother’s truck. Oscar around?”

	“He’s out back.” He gestures and steps away, then lets out a whistle. “Some set of wheels you got yourself this time.”

	Saint grins. “You have no idea.” At that, the kid quickly rounds the front of the vehicle and shoves one side of the gate open so we can drive through.  

	If it weren’t for Saint’s MC cut and chunky silver arrowhead ring, he could pass for actually owning the car. Sinner said the cops know them, but one glance at a man as good-looking as Saint, you wouldn’t second guess it seeing him with the luxury vehicle. I was dumb enough to think the green Lamborghini he initially showed up in was his. Now that I know him, I also know that I was far off. Saint is definitely a biker, not a rich, snobby hot guy. 

	He parks the car behind the shack. “All right, Sin, you get the truck. I’m going to go get paid for this purple monster.” 

	“Bet.” Sinner opens the door, shifting his leg outside and grips my arm, steadying me so I can climb out of the super low beauty. “You good?” He probes getting to his feet.

	“Yeah, I’m great.” I flash a smile and peer up into his irises. They resemble the color of gravel today, speckled with different shades of gray. It’s one of my favorite things about him—how their hue alters with his moods. “Why?”

	He leans in, his breath tickling my lobe. “’Cause we just made you an accessory.” When he pulls away, he’s wearing a pleased grin. “Ought to start calling you little lawbreaker instead of sweetheart.”

	Rather than shying away as he’d expect, I tug him into my body. Pushing to my tiptoes, my breasts rub up against his solid chest, and I whisper, my lips nearly touching his mouth. “I like it. Tell me, Sinner, does it make you want to fuck me, knowing I broke the law with you?” 

	A primal growl rumbles his chest at my reply, and his hands tangle in my hair. He closes the distance, planting a blistering kiss on my lips, showing me just how true my observation is. 

	“You have no fuckin’ idea,” he finishes, breathing heavily, and snatches my wrist. He tugs me after him toward the main office, on a mission. 

	Oh, but I do. 

	Who knew stealing cars could be so much fun? I guess I’m more like my mother than I thought because apparently, I have a thing for bad boys as well. Only I don’t want just one...I want two, and if I have my way, I’ll be keeping them both. 
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	“You need to talk to her...” His words trail off like a goddamn echo that I don’t want to hear. Every chance we’re alone, and he’s bringing up the dynamics of our relationship. Before he wanted to keep her from me. Now he’s worried that I’ll be the one to lose her for the both of us.  

	I need to talk to Jude, I get that, but I don’t want to. Once I share that part of myself with her, I can never take it back. She flipped the fuck out when I told her I was a killer. I can only imagine how she’d act if she knew everything else. She’s green to this life, and while it’s sexy as fuck, it doesn’t mean she’ll be okay with the way things are done. Or the way I do things anyhow.

	Sinner believes once I open up to her that everything will be rainbows and sunshine. Maybe the brother’s a little further gone then I originally thought. I wish he’d understand, but he can’t. She looks at him as if he’s the best thing since Cherry Coke. She’s never seen him when he’s truly pissed off and is fucking with someone. 

	I may cut fuckers up, but Sin...he filets their minds. I let them bleed dry, while he makes you question why you’re even alive in the first place. I wonder if Jude saw us both in action, which of us would be eviler in her eyes?

	“Not now,” I argue while wiping down my handlebars with my shammy towel. It seems that no matter how many times I clean the chrome on my bike, there’s always a damn water spot or fingerprint. Or blood. It never fails, I always leave some behind and not on purpose.

	A rumble from pipes garners our attention as the sound of a bike grows near. We both watch as Ruger pulls into the clubhouse parking lot. I figured it may have been someone from the other club stopping by, but this is even better. With Mercenary around, it’s good to have another familiar face in the club; I’m still not sure what to think of the new member. 

	Using my shirt, I wipe the sweat from my brow and chest. “The fuck you been?” I holler when his bike quiets, and he climbs off looking a bit weary. It must’ve been a long ride to have him showing up like this. 

	“Prez had me watching the piece of shit Fists,” he replies with a wave and heads for the club. 

	“Damn, the brother looks exhausted. And I wasn’t aware we had one spot pinned down for those asshats.” 

	“I haven’t seen him in a while,” Sinner mumbles, running his hand through his dark onyx hair. He’s got it combed back out of his way, but it doesn’t stop the motion he’s used to making when he’s frustrated. “As for the Iron Fists, they haven’t been at the front of my mind.”

	“Why’s this so important to you all of a sudden that I tell her about my shit?”

	“Because, Saint, I can’t get her to stay here without you opening up to her.”

	I let out a grunt of disagreement. She’ll more than likely head for the hills if I open up to her. 

	“I mean it, she has to know everything. No half-truthing it.”

	With a snort, I roll my eyes. “Really, that’s rich. How fuckin’ convenient that she knows fuck all about you, yet the bitch needs to know all of my shit?”

	“You don’t love her...”

	“Jesus.” Tossing the towel into the detail bucket, I meet his gaze. “It’s been easy, just fucking and chilling. Why do you have to complicate it? You know how I feel about you without me even saying it, so why is it so important that I’m different with her?”

	“Because, I want more, and I was under the impression that you do too. I’m not getting any younger, and I’m ready to have a bitch on the back of my bike. As for why you need to speak up with her? Because, she’s a woman; she’s different. You of all people should understand that with the articles and shit you read on chicks.”

	“Fine, Sin, then go put her back there; don’t let me stand in your way.” 

	All the questions have me wound up. It’s been too long since I’ve made a sacrifice and talking about it, only reminds me. I haven’t been keeping my promise to my father, to my family, and now I’m trying to ask the world to give me more. Maybe she does need to see this, and in doing so, I can ask for my ancestors’ blessing with Jude.  

	The questions and emotions have me taking my anger out on him and then storming off. Thankfully, he doesn’t follow; I might’ve ended up saying something I’d regret. Although, he’s used to me getting antsy like this. With Jude in the mix, it just adds more pressure. I’m allowed to get overwhelmed at some point, though. This is a change for all of us, not just him. 

	“Prez,” I call as soon as I find him. He’s working on a bike in one of the garages next to the clubhouse.  

	“Brother?”

	“I-I need to go.”

	“Excuse me?” he grumbles, standing to his full height. He’s got grease smeared on his chin and three empty beer bottles around him. He obviously has his own shit he’s been thinking about. At least he doesn’t have to worry about scaring off his woman; she’s already married to his ass. 

	“It’s been too long since I’ve had business to handle.” I get straight to the point. He knows me well enough to understand exactly what I mean. 

	“Ah, I see. Let me check somethin’ real quick.”

	I nod, and he pulls his phone out, dialing someone. I eavesdrop as expected and figure out he’s talking to Ares. I guess someone owes his club money and a lot of it. Not only that, but Viking gets super pissed when he finds out the rat bastard hurt a child. Well, it sounds like it’s going to be my day after all. 

	Prez ends the call, sighing as he meets my eager stare. “Looks like I got something for you to handle, brother.”

	A grin overtakes my mouth for the first time today...shit’s about to get real. Sinner wants Jude to know who I am? I’ll show her first hand, and send her screaming in the process, I’m sure. 
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	“Are you going to tell me what we’re doing yet?” Jude glances from me to Nightmare’s solemn face as we climb off the bikes later that afternoon. He’s not a talker, so she’s assed out asking him anything. I’m usually the one with a big mouth when it comes to the brothers. 

	“Sure baby, we’re here to shake someone down real quick.” Gripping her waist, I help her hop off the bike as well, careful to keep her gorgeous legs away from the pipes. “We gotta get you some more clothes, boxers are not good riding wear. You did good, though, gettin’ used to being on the bike.”

	She glances down at her clothes and then back at me, nodding. “A shakedown because it’s the first of the month?” 

	Her question is so innocent it even has Night’s lip turning up in amusement. We don’t go around collecting money on the first of the month from fuckers like this normally. We aren’t drug dealers or some shit. This is much more serious than a petty loan. 

	Chuckling, I grab her hand, tugging her along. “Nah, where’d you come up with that?” 

	She shrugs. “I don’t know, just figured maybe someone owed you guys money or something and when payday rolls around...” She trails off, clearly having watched too many movies.

	“More like a life,” Night lets slip, and I nod in agreement. For the shit he’s done, he owes blood in the least. 

	“A life?” she echoes with a gasp.

	“You just stay out of the way, and you’ll be fine, baby. Sinner wants you to learn about the other side of things with me. You may not care for it, but then you’ll know just the sort of bad man you’re getting into bed with.”

	“But I already know enough.” Her eyes begin to fill with tears. “I accept you both for who you are.”

	Her proclamation has me leaning over to press a chaste peck on her forehead. To hear her say it and so genuinely has her making my empty soul not feel so hollow with her around. “You’re a good girl, but this is our life. You need to see firsthand how ugly we really are.”

	The tears break free, falling like mini rain drops. 

	“Shh, you’ll be all right, little darlin’,” Nightmare murmurs, not comfortable with her upset. He’s a complete hardass except when it comes to women I’ve discovered. He’ll toss someone into a dumpster and light it on fire without a second thought, but if his ol’ lady so much as pouts, he’s out buying her flowers. 

	“Wha-what’s going to happen?”

	We ignore her question, not wanting to put it into words. She’d be hightailing it for the cop shop if I attempted to explain it. 

	“Murphy?” I holler, trampling over garbage and who knows what as we head behind the burnt down trailer. “You around?” We get no response, so we continue our trek, searching out the lowlife druggie. Prez said he’d be out here somewhere. 

	Trailing over the various piles of debris, we eventually find him hiding on the side of an old stripped down, weathered car. He’s raggedy as all hell, clothes and face filthy, visibly shaking. He obviously was able to scrounge up some cash to get whatever drugs he’s on but was too stupid to not pay up to the Oath Keepers. Bad decision on his part, that’s for sure. 

	“Jesus,” Nightmare mutters staring down at the shell of a man before us. The brother could probably break him in two if he just stepped on him with his giant leather boot. I’m not going to let him have all the fun though. 

	“Judgment day, fucker,” I warn, a bit giddy with anticipation and his head shakes back and forth so much, it damn near looks as if he’ll knock himself out if he’s not careful. This guy’s a freaking wacko. 

	“Nope, nope, nope.” He continues to swing his head back and forth.

	“You’re nice and doped up, huh? That’ll make what I have to do less painful for you. Too bad. You deserve to feel every ounce of it.” I wish there was a way to sober his ass up some so he could experience just a smidge of the pain he deserves to be compensated with. 

	“What did he do?” Jude whispers, her hand gripping the back of my cut as she hides behind me. I’m glad she’s back there, I’d never let the man die if he were to hurt her, accidently or on purpose. I’d torture the fucker for the rest of his life. 

	“An entire laundry list of shit, baby.”

	Peeking over my arm, she mumbles into the back of my bicep. “So why are you here?”

	“To give the little girl he hurt some real-life justice.”

	“Oh God,” she gasps.

	Nodding, I give her just a slight bit of backstory. “He fucked her up pretty bad. Her momma came to the Oath Keepers for help since the law didn’t come through for her. Anyhow, we’re doing a favor for the other club. You keep that to yourself; I’m not supposed to share club business. I’m making an exception right now, so you understand why I’m doing what I am.”

	“What are you doing?” she quietly asks, repeating her earlier question and meets my stern gaze. She already knows, but clearly, she wants to hear me say it aloud. 

	“I’m going to kill him, Jude, and you’re going to watch. Not only will I take his life, but I’ll let him bleed dry. The blood will soak into the soil and be offered as a tribute to my ancestors for their sacrifices they’ve given to offer my family life.”

	More tears tumble down her face, coming quicker now, but her weeping remains silent. She’s scared, and she has every right to be. In doing this, she’ll also discover that I can protect her if need be, that I’m not just a soulless monster to be feared. 

	“Night.” I signal toward Jude, and he steps forward. His hands land on her biceps securing her against his chest firmly, so she can’t turn away. 

	Is it wrong to make her watch this? Probably, but she has too. Nightmare’s the type that he’ll do it because I’ve asked him to, even if he’s not too crazy about having her here. He’d never do this to the woman he loves, but she already knew the type of person he was when they met.

	I’ve never felt guilty about my decisions and my heritage, but right now my stomach churns for her. I’m stripping her innocence away one step at a time. Sinner was already broken, but this sweet creature isn’t. For that, I’m truly sorry to be the one to do this to her. 

	Sinner’s right though; if she ever randomly witnesses me doing a sacrifice, she’ll freak out. It’s better to snuff that option out now. She’ll have a chance to swish the idea around in her mind and hopefully come to terms and eventually accept me once again. 

	“Times up, Murph.” With my solemn threat, I unclip the machete that’s secured to my hip. 

	“No!” Protesting, he scrambles to my left. He’s too out of it to argue much or put up a fight. It’s amazing my words register with him at all. Who knows if they really do or if it’s something from the heroin or meth trip he’s on right now? Regardless, half the people I kill are doped up on something, so this isn’t out of the ordinary. 

	 “Get him!” Nightmare growls, his feet planted in one spot as Jude attempts to pull away. 

	Murphy hops back to the right, and I slam the machete blade down across the back of his neck. “Ahh!” His pathetic wail’s laced with pain and shock. 

	His back springs up, and I time his reaction to turn perfectly. A second quick slash across his neck has blood spraying free, and Jude letting lose a shaken scream. As much as I want to comfort her, I can’t at the moment. I have to finish this.

	Her voice is abruptly silenced as I imagine Nightmare slamming his hand over her mouth. I can’t chance a look at her just yet. If I do, I know I won’t like what I see in her eyes, and I may stop when I need to keep going. 

	Murphy face-plants, his blood hydrating the earth with each drop. Placing my knee in the middle, right along his spine, I yank his head back. Using my machete, I make a deeper slice across his flesh. It’s an awkward position, but I make it work. The blood pours out, just as I want.

	Cupping my hand under the wound, I let the blood fill my palm and begin to chant to myself. Sacrifice to bring this man peace. Sacrifice to keep my sins quiet. Sacrifice for my ancestors no longer here. I offer this token of evil to you. 

	I lay my blade beside us, and with my palm full of the crimson syrup, I transfer some to my other hand. Lifting up both, I present it to the sun, the god of light and warmth, the god of life. 

	For you, this I offer. Sacrifice for life. 

	Bringing one hand to my lips, I drink. The blood trails from my chin, dotting over the man’s shirt. With my other hand, I transfer the liquid, evenly between the two and rub it into my skin, coating my arms with the wine of the gods.

	“Please stop!” Jude eventually breaks free enough to cry out.

	My gaze trains on hers. “This is my heritage, baby girl. My ancestors took the evil, black souls and used them as a tribute. It’s a sacrifice in our names. This blood is spilt to gain safety for you.”

	She sobs. “It’s crazy...how can you be called Saint?”

	“I killed the man I discovered torturing Sinner. He named me, I didn’t choose it,” I mutter solemnly, remembering that day as if it were yesterday. Nightmare’s never heard this story before, none of the brothers have, but he knows now as well. No one is aware of just how long Sinner’s been in my life; they know it’s been years, but it’s been nearly my entire life. 

	There isn’t anything I can do about this, it’s just who I am. Grabbing my knife, I slice long straight cuts on each of his limbs and one across his stomach. Sitting patiently, I wait, hoping the offering will replenish the land after he’s stolen so much from it. 

	Sheathing my knife, I approach her, still covered in the sticky, ruby liquid. “Tell me, do you love me, baby?”

	Her lip trembles. She’s clearly unsure of what to say or do. I only want the truth from her and letting a bit of rage out on a piece of filth has me relaxed and bold. It’s time we talk as Sinner asked me to do. 

	“There’s no right or wrong answer, my sweet. Either you accept me for who I am as I have done you, or you don’t.” She said she did earlier, but that was before all this. 

	Tears fall, creating wet trails in their wake and she nods just enough for me to see it, her mouth opens, a whisper breaking free. “I do...I do love you, Saint. I don’t know how, because it’s so soon and things are crazy, but my life is fuller with you in it.”

	My mouth turns up into a smirk. “Time means nothing to me. I could’ve met you an hour ago; that wouldn’t be the point. It’s how you feel and how I feel that counts,” I reply with my heart at peace from her answer and reach forward. My fingers trail over her face as I quietly chant, “My sacrifice for her, to keep her safe, to give her life.” Then lean in and kiss her, blood coating my mouth as the copper taste remains on my tongue. 

	Her lips tremble underneath mine, but she doesn’t turn away. She offers me everything at that moment—her heart and her freedom—because she’ll never be the same afterward. She’ll be mine too. 
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	They return to the compound, both covered in blood, and I know it went well. As well as it could’ve, that is. He takes her straight for the room. Downing my rum and pineapple juice, I jump off the barstool, about to trail behind. 

	I’m torn on what to do, though. Should I give them time alone? Part of me wants to check on her: touch her, look in her eyes, that sort of shit. The other piece of me wonders if it’d be better to let him have her to himself to comfort after what she just witnessed. That’s how it was after I first witnessed him doing a ritual. I needed his comfort. I’ve never cared so much before, and it’s driving me a little crazy inside. 

	“Brother.” Nightmare interrupts my conflicted pursuit before I have a chance to take a step in the direction of our rooms.

	“Hey. How’d it go?” Fuck, I sound like an idiot. I shouldn’t be concerned so much; they’re grown-ass adults, and Saint’s, not in jail. That has to mean something. 

	He lets out a sigh, his gaze hitting the roof before coming back to mine. “Truth?”

	I nod. Of course, I want him to tell me how it is. No sugarcoating shit around here with me. Ever.

	He gestures to the bar, and I take my spot again as Blaze sets a longneck in front of my brother. “She cried the entire time,” he admits with a sigh. It had to be difficult to be a part of it as well, caring so much for his woman.

	“Fuck.”

	“Yeah, but what did you expect? Saint doesn’t do shit halfway; you’re more aware of that than me.” 

	My gaze scans over him sitting next to me, noticing he’s free of any blood splatter. He must’ve held Jude far enough away that the blood she wears came from Saint’s hands only. It offers a tiny bit of peace, if anything. I’m sure the outcome would’ve been worse had it been sprayed on her directly. I can only imagine—she’d probably lose her lunch and pass out at that sight.

	“I was worried she’d flip her shit and head for the cop shop.” My shoulders drop with the admission. 

	“Nah, she freaked, don’t get me wrong. But once she kissed Saint with blood all over him, I knew she was straight. She’s down with an entirely different level of crazy, brother. You don’t find women that’ll watch you kill somebody and not break. She stood strong, if not a bit scared. One thing’s for certain, she’s damn sure loyal to him.”

	A relieved breath breaks free. “He kissed her like that?” I saw the dried blood on her face but hoped that was the extent of it. 

	“He did his usual shit with the blood and then painted her with it as well. She’s a sweet one. I was surprised she didn’t fall the fuck out at that. Especially after witnessing him slice into the shitbag...She sucked it up though and admitted she loves him. Hell, it wouldn’t faze me if she helped right beside him if he were to ask her at this point.”

	My brows drop, my worry warping into something else entirely. That sounds a lot like blind devotion to me. It took years before I was able to stand with Saint and not let the blood taint me. I was convinced I was committing a sin, even if the men he killed were bad. 

	Now, I don’t get the feeling quite as strongly. There’s still the piece that nags in the back of my head though. That’s one of the main reasons why I attempt to be the voice of reason or put whoever he’s bleeding dry, out of their misery quickly. We’ve come across a couple really bad seeds that Saint’s sliced open and just let them drip out while they remain alive for days. 

	“What is it, brother?” His concerned gaze rakes over me, witnessing my expression change.

	“Nothing,” I huff and shake my head. 

	Drinking from the fresh drink Blaze made me, I eventually stammer the truth out. “It’s just...she hasn’t even said that shit to me yet. And I’ve known her far longer now. I guess I believed she cared for me more.” Can’t believe I’m admitting it out loud; it sounds pathetic to my own ears. 

	“You’re overthinking it, Sin; he put her on the spot and asked her straight up.”

	“Should I ask her like that, too, then?”

	He shrugs. “Fuck if I know; chicks are confusing. I’ve never really understood them. One thing I have learned though, you get a chick that far gone for you, you hold on to her.”

	“That’s the truth, and I’m trying to. That was the point of today anyhow. I’m ready for her to be on the back of my bike for good.”

	“Look, do you love her?”

	Unable to answer him aloud, I nod. 

	I don’t know when it happened—maybe a month ago, maybe two days ago. Who knows? But it happened. When I think of who has my heart, Saint’s not the only one filling that spot anymore. Jude has quite a big chunk of it, and I don’t want to lose her. It’s part of why she needed to find out about Saint.

	“Maybe you ought to tell her how you feel. B was a stubborn bitch; I had to pretty much spell it out to get her locked down. You remember me packing her belongings up and moving her in the house. I didn’t give her a choice, even when she fought me on it. Our situation was a little different with my son involved, but you get the point I’m making.”

	I remember him falling for Bethany; she had his nuts in a vice every time she was around. It’s surprising that one of them didn’t end up shooting the other with how much they were at each other’s throats at first. Now you’d look at them and not be able to imagine how they were ever apart, to begin with. Unless his ol’ lady’s pissed, then you hope to God she doesn’t scratch up your bike on accident attempting to get to Nightmare’s. 

	Same with Viking and Princess. Their relationship was out of the ordinary in the beginning, and yet they’re fully devoted to each other. I don’t think devoted is a strong enough word when it comes to them—more like obsessed. Viking wanted her from the moment he laid his eyes on her, and now they’re married. 

	Jude was a little different for me because I fought myself over her. And there’s also the complication of me being married to her mother. Which also reminds me; I need to call the club lawyer and find out what’s going on with the recent paperwork he’s filed with the court. We’re claiming she up and left right after we were married and hope that the judge grants an annulment. 

	“Did he say it back when she admitted how she felt?” I can’t let it go. I want every detail he has. Now I understand why Viking was such a dick when he was trying to lock it down with Princess.

	“No, he went on chanting some stuff then kissed her. It was trippy,” he admits reluctantly, taking a long pull from his beer.

	“I’m going to sit here awhile and let him take some time alone with her I think. Maybe he has some stuff he needs to say to her now.”

	“This doesn’t fuck with you? Him wanting her and all?”

	Shaking my head, I swallow another gulp and let the alcohol calm me. “If it were anyone else, it would, but not him.” I can’t let it, I don’t want there to be anything tearing us apart from each other or away from Jude. 

	“You love him too,” he states, and I agree. He tips his bottle my way, and I tap my glass to his. “Whatever makes you happy, brother,” he replies genuinely. 

	The acceptance from the brothers has been alarming, to say the least. Most I’ve known in the past would turn their noses up at our decision to have each other along with a woman. I don’t know why I ever worried about judgment being cast by my brothers on mine and Saint’s relationship. I should’ve known, they’d always have my back in whatever’s going down. Same as I’d have theirs. 

	When it comes down to it, Oath Keepers are more than just a brotherhood. They’re a family.
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	Saint tugs me along, and eventually, we end up in his room, alone. We passed Sinner by. I wanted to say something but never spoke up. I think my mind’s in shock at the moment over what just happened. Like it shouldn’t be real, but I know it is. 

	I just watched a man I care about kill someone and then drink their blood. That changes things in so many ways. He forewarned me, but I was dumb and brushed it aside. I should’ve listened. Next time, I will. 

	This means that Sinner is a killer too. No longer can I hide behind my naiveté about the things they’ve said. This whole time they were honest with me, and I disregarded it as over exaggeration. I was a fool not to see what was right in front of me. 

	These men are bad...yet I’ve fallen for them—both of them. Saint asked me if I love him, and despite the gruesome scene, I spoke the truth. I do. I love them both. 

	The part that has my mind so confused is where do we go from here? Does he kill me now because I know his secret? He said Sinner wanted me to see the other side of him. Does this mean I’m more to him than just another woman to warm his bed? It has to. 

	“Saint?” His name falls from my lips sounding a bit rough. My throat’s sore from trying to scream through Nightmare’s hand. What a mess.

	“Shhh, baby. I’ll take care of you.” 

	He heads for the bathroom and turns the shower on full blast then steps back in front of me. Carefully he peels my now ruined shirt free, following with my shorts and underwear, throwing them toward his over-filled hamper. “Beautiful.” His compliment’s like a tender kiss after a long day.

	Linking our fingers together he leads me to the shower. The room’s already filling with steam, embracing me in its warm cocoon. “Let’s clean you up.” He holds me steady; helping me as I climb over the threshold then tosses his own clothes away. Naked Saint is one of my favorite things to see; he’s breathtaking—even completely dirty.

	“Why are you doing this?” The words scratch as I utter them, attempting to understand what everything means and where we go from here.

	“’Cause I’m gonna take care of you, same as our boy, Sinner. I won’t let anything bad happen to either of you.”

	“Is that why you showed me?” 

	The hot jets of water tumble over my hair as he climbs in behind me. He pulls me into his body, securing me to him with his strength. His embrace is full of comfort; I want to bask in it forever. He’s not massively built like some of the other members, but he’s definitely solid with his own striking set of muscles.

	“Part of it. The sacrifice is an important part of my Indian heritage. Killing that scum was to show you that I can protect you when needed. I always fight for what I think is right. Sometimes the cost is blood. I also wanted to see how far your acceptance ran.”

	“You killed for Sinner.” It’s not a question; I already know the answer deep down.

	“I did, and I would again without a second thought. I will kill for you if it comes to it,” he states, moving my body to face him. My breasts press into his chest as he hugs me tightly, helping mend the pieces I feel are so scattered. 

	Meeting his gaze as the water beats down on my back, I lean up on my tiptoes. He easily reads my intentions, dipping his head so I can reach his lips. “I meant it, Saint,” I promise and push my lips to his. 

	The kiss is different from those in the past. It’s loving and full of compassion. His lips move unhurriedly, allowing his tongue to love my mouth. It’s everything that means so much, wrapped up into the mating of mouths.

	He’s feeling guilty for putting me through that ordeal; it’s pouring off him. One hand holds me to him tightly as if he’s scared to let me go, while his other cradles my face in his palm. We stand there kissing for what must be minutes even though it feels like longer. All I know is he sweetly coaxes my tongue with his until the waters washed away any remnant of the dried blood from them. 

	It could be an eternity, and yet, suddenly that doesn’t feel like enough. I’m going to need this man in my life long after any word such as forever can encompass. He’s shared his darker side with me, yes...but he’s also opened his soul and made a place for me. 

	Pulling away enough so I can speak, I rest my forehead against his scruffy cheek. “I want you.”

	“You have me.” He promises and grabs a bar of soap. Lathering it up, he spreads bubbles all over the two of us until the water begins to turn cold. With goosebumps covering our skin, we quickly rinse the soap and turn the water off. 

	He leads me to his bed, pushing me down. Our wet bodies get the covers wet. My hair fans out around me, and he gazes at me with such lust and heat, unlike he’s ever looked at me before. Sure, I knew he wanted me, but nothing like this. It’s as if he’s seeing me for the first time. 

	His hands trail up over my knees. The callused palms follow over my thighs and spread my legs as he nears the juncture encasing my core. Planting his knees between them, he stares down at me, taking every inch of me in. His disheveled appearance—wet hair going in every direction and his unshaved face—makes him even more enticing.

	“Saint?” Sighing his name, I bite down on my bottom lip unsure what he wants me to do. I’m his to use up as much as he desires.

	“You’re getting what you want,” he mutters scooting down until his face is so freaking close to the spot where I’ve been craving his touch. His palms graze my flesh, stopping on each side to push my legs apart even more. Saint’s presented with an up close and personal view of my pink center.

	It takes everything not to squirm away. I want him there, but at the same time, I’m bashful about it. “Baby, if I’m going to lick it, I damn sure plan to look my fill.” The tip of his nose softly runs over the delicate skin, as he inhales my scent. Shallow breaths  escape my lips in anticipation. 

	He dives in with a pleased grumble along the way. “Fuckin’ perfection.” His blissful assault begins with long strokes, making his tongue flat. The movements of his skilled mouth cause me to gasp in response, silently wishing for him to never stop.

	“Oh God.” The moan leaves me breathlessly, my eyes rolling heavenward.

	“Nope, just me,” he groans, planting his lips on my clit where he begins to suck. The sensations have my hips jumping, and in return he plants his hand in the middle of my stomach, gripping me to the mattress.

	“Yes!” The words escape on a hiss as my arms fly up, my own hands tangling in my wet hair. I don’t know what to do with them, so I tug on the locks, the zing of pain adding to my pleasure.

	He uses his free hand to take turns filling me with his tongue and fingers, my climax storming ahead full steam. My minds’ in a blissful haze, distracted so much that I don’t hear when Sinner comes into the room with us. One minute Saint’s tongue’s inside me, and the next, he’s sitting back with lust coating his gaze, my wetness on his chin.

	“You joining us?” he rasps and Sinner nods, eyes pinned on me as he strips clothes off. “How do you want it?”

	“I’ll lay down, Saint; let me have a turn at tasting Jude,” he replies, never breaking his stare. “You hear me, Jude? I want your pussy on my lips, sweetheart.”

	Clearing my throat, I scramble on to my knees and scoot over for him, my core still throbbing with need. He tosses his clothes and lies down as Saint grabs a bottle of lube from the dresser. He tugs me over, having me straddle his mouth and face Saint. These men aren’t intimidated whatsoever to be up close and personal with every inch of me; if anything, the closer, the better.

	Sinner lets lose a gruff sounding growl, vibrating my sensitive parts as Saint coats him in lube, wetting his cock and his ass. My eyes are wide as I watch, enraptured as Saint pushes the lube inside Sinner, eventually positioning his cock to enter him. At the same time Saint carefully drives forward, he pumps Sinner’s dick with his free hand, abs constricting in response.   

	This is new to me too; they haven’t been so open together like this. I’d wondered if they’d been together at all more than kissing and touching. Clearly, they have, and it’s beyond sexy. 

	Saint gets a rhythm going as Sinner eats my pussy like a man possessed and eventually leans in, his kiss erotic against my lips. Pleased moans leave me between gasps for breath and teasing tangles with his tongue. I never could’ve imagined anything so freaky in my life. This is the type of thing that happens in dreams, and here I am in real life, living it. 

	Saint’s drives turn hasty as he chases his orgasm, becoming lost in the feelings of his blissful reward, and Sinner’s groans get buried in my pussy as he continues his assault, not stopping until I climax. “Saint!” I sing their names with a satisfied moan. “Sinner, yes!” He holds me down, not letting up as my high spikes and plummets, my body on its own private roller coaster.  

	With a deep groan, Sinner’s come coats his muscular stomach, jets shooting in every direction. It pushes Saint over the edge as he palms my breast in one hand and watches Sinner finish. “Fuck!” Saint shouts, his eyes slamming closed as he fills Sinner with his own pleasure. 

	As my body hits the mattress, the thoughts pour through my mind of what today has shown me. I love these two men, and I can only hope they eventually grow to love me back. I can’t imagine going back to my old life and not having them around to constantly keep my body on edge. Or to not feel the warmth surrounding my heart each time one of them kisses me. 

	I’m way past wanting them...I need them. They’re mine.
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	“We need to have a talk,” Sinner mutters as I roll over the next morning, sunshine warming the bedroom along with the body heat radiating from Saint and Sinner. It’s the last thing I’m expecting from him this early and has my heartrate spiking. 

	A yawn escapes as I agree. “Okay. Just us or...” I point over my shoulder in Saint’s general direction. I know he’s back there somewhere; I feel his presence next to me.

	“I’ve already discussed it with him, but you can wake him if you want to.”

	“Ermmm,” Saint grumbles. “I’m here, just sleeping.”

	A quiet giggle escapes as I smile at Sinner. He returns it with a sleepy grin.

	“Have you been up a while?”

	He shakes his head. “Not too long, just enough to do some thinking.”

	My stomach starts to sink. I have a feeling this is the talk I don’t want to have. I thought I was becoming closer to them, but in doing so, perhaps they’ve finally grown tired of having me here.

	“You know I care about you, right?” he continues, and I swallow.

	This isn’t sounding so promising. “I like to think you do.”

	“And Saint, too.”

	“Mmhmm,” is groaned in agreement. Saint’s not a morning person even when it comes to talks between us about feelings apparently.

	My smile dims even though I fight against it. I don’t want him to know our talk is going to upset me. It will though. Going home away from them will break my heart. I’ll put on a strong face for them though because I can’t let them see me crumble.

	“You love Saint?”

	“I do,” I admit and I’m proud that my voice doesn’t crack with the admission.

	“Good.” He takes a deep breath, his charcoal irises meeting mine, full of so much, but I don’t know what exactly. “You love me too?”

	My throat grows dry as my heart beats faster and faster, just from thinking of how much I love this man beside me. “Yes.”

	He nods, his gaze skirting over every inch of my face, eventually coming back to my anxious stare. 

	“I love you, too, Jude,” he confesses softly and leans in to kiss me tenderly.

	Tears crest and break free, emotions bubbling up even stronger than a moment ago. I could’ve handled them telling me to leave without wearing my heart on my sleeve, but to hear him acknowledge his feelings outright...I just can’t. They mean so much, fulfilling something I’ve so desperately craved to hear him say.  

	Pulling free from the kiss, he says, “Saint?”

	A strong grip lands on my shoulder, pulling me to face the man behind me. Meeting his ashy gaze, he’s not as out of it as I’d believed as he peers down at me, clarity in his irises.

	The pad of his thumb trails gently over my bottom lip, his voice a bit gruff. “I love you, too, baby.” 

	More tears...but they’re happy. My eyes shine with warmth as I look at him, and he pulls me in for a soft kiss as well. It’s perfect, the way they both break their feelings to me at once. It’s like having Boston Cream Pie Yogurt whenever I want it, only so much better.

	Eventually, he pulls away, and they both show me with their bodies just how much they really do love me.  
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	“So, this is your home now?” Princess asks and takes a sip from her margarita.

	“Yep, they admitted they don’t want me to go home—ever.”

	“Wow.” She giggles. “I know what happens next, but the question is when?”

	“What do you mean?”

	“You have to be claimed by them. It happens to all the ol’ ladies around here when a brother gets serious about his woman. “

	“I remember Mercenary bringing this up.”

	She nods. “Yeah. Trust me; it’s a good thing. Something you’ll remember for the rest of your life.”

	A bright smile overtakes my face. “Oh, then I’m excited about it.” 

	“Speaking of, here comes the grouchy man.”

	“Mercenary?”

	“Yep, coming up hot, behind you.”

	“Oh God,” I breathe and take a healthy gulp of my own margarita. 

	“Club full of half-naked women and yet you two stick out like diamonds in the rough.”

	Princess shrugs. She’s model worthy, so she definitely stands out amongst any woman here.

	“It’s the boxer shorts and plain white T-shirts,” I comment and copy Princess with a shrug.

	“You may be on to something,” he agrees, setting his fresh beer on the table and takes a seat between us. He’s not invited, but apparently, he doesn’t require an invitation. 

	My back grows stiff with his presence, but I keep quiet, sipping my drink, making it a bit awkward for him.

	A few beats of quiet passes before he tries again. “What’s up with that anyhow?”

	“With what?” Princess cocks her head, peering over him like he’s an annoying younger brother.

	His stormy irises find mine. “You dressing like that.”

	“Oh, when I came to the club with the guys I didn’t stop to grab any of my clothes. I haven’t been home since, so I’ve been borrowing what I can.”

	He nods, his gaze still full of curiosity and need as he eats me up with his stare. “You’re not married?”

	I shake my head and catch Princess rolling her eyes.

	“Look, it’s not my place to say anything since you’re a brother and I respect my ol’ man’s club a lot, but that won’t keep me muzzled about this. You have too much interest in someone’s woman. It won’t go over well with the other brothers.”

	He flicks a glare in her direction. “I don’t need your warnings. You’re the Prez’s ol’ lady, I get that, but who I fuck and decide to check out, isn’t any of your business.”

	Her hands shoot up, palms out as a smirk overcomes her. “Oh I know, I was only offering up a friendly warning. Heed it or not, it’s your funeral.” She ends with a wink, and a giggle bubbles up from me.

	At the sound, he shoots me an amused grin. “Why do I get the notion you two are trouble in the making?”

	“I’m not trouble!” I protest with a smile.

	P shrugs. “I’ve always walked to my own beat.”

	“You come off as bitchy, but I think I like you, Princess.”

	“Good,” she replies. “Make sure you don’t like me too much though, ‘cause my man really will scalp you.”

	He chuckles, tipping his beer to her and takes a gulp.

	I don’t know if the guys would actually do anything to him in my honor, but I sure don’t want to test the theory.

	Our conversation’s broken up with a shout from Viking. “Church! Get the fuck to the chapel!”

	At that, Mercenary leaves us without a word, and I’m finally able to relax with my friend. 
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	“Church, brother.”

	“Yeah, I heard.”

	“When do you want to make it official with Baby in front of the club?”

	He rakes his hand through his hair, wincing before glancing back at me. “She’s going to freak, having to claim her in front of the club. I was thinking maybe the barbeque this coming weekend, but there will be too many people.”

	He’s torn, no doubt. Even I’m not completely sure of how to do this, the right way anyhow if there is one. The other brothers were so unplanned, more of a spur-of-the-moment thing. Should we be arranging a specific time? It seems to be going against the dynamics of the moment; it’s more intense when it happens naturally. 

	“What about later that night when it’s members only, along with the ol’ ladies and club sluts?”

	He sighs, his fingers scratching through the scruffy growth of his five o’clock shadow. “Think about her, Saint. She witnessed you kill a man in front of her, and she accepted you for your true self. She put up with me being moody to her for months...not to mention losing her mother. She can never know about that, either. I want the most important thing to be for her, not us or anyone else.”

	“I get it.”

	“I want to do this for her more than the club,” he repeats. “We don’t technically have to do it in front of that many people, only the members, right?”

	I nod. That’s the deal we all agreed on after Nightmare claimed Bethany in front of us in the bar. It only seemed fair after two brothers took their women in front of the members to make it official that the rest of us follow suit. It was voted on and made into club law. 

	A smirk appears on his lips, his enrapturing eyes sparkling with an idea.

	“What?” I grunt as we head in the direction of the chapel.

	“What if we took her to church with us?”

	“Fuck. It’s a good idea, but bitches aren’t allowed.”

	“So, we ask for an exception. Give the brothers a heads-up on what we have planned and see if they agree. They’ve had a chance to witness her naiveté for themselves.”

	Shrugging, we both flash her a smile as we cross through the bar, and I reply quietly, “Then let’s make it happen.”

	“Bet.” He bumps my fist with his, and it’s on like Donkey Kong.
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	We take our seats around the table in each of our respectful spots.

	“Oath Keepers, church is in session,” Viking declares with a slam of the gavel. “First bit of business is Mercenary.” His gaze hits the brother at the end of the table. “Welcome home.”

	“Appreciate it,” the new brother acknowledges, and the Prez continues.

	“We’ll be havin’ a barbecue this weekend to welcome you properly. Brothers, make sure you’re around to join us.”

	We all nod, agreeing to his unspoken order. We need to be here to show support and welcome him into our brotherhood.

	“Next, Ruger, will you share where you’ve been with the brothers?”

	“Of course.” He lights a smoke and passes his pack to Smokey. “Vike had me up checking out a possible spot for the Fists.”

	Half of the table either sighs or hisses in hearing the name of our rival club. I think every one of us wants to skin the fuckers live for how they’ve hit us in the past. We have too much unresolved business with them to move forward.

	He continues, his normal easy-going personality nonexistent on this subject. “Spider had a general idea of the area for me to keep an eye on and other than that, I had a whole lot of nothing to go off of. But, I was able to hook up with a stripper eventually.”

	Blaze snorts and Ruger shoots him a glare.

	“She ended up being more helpful then you’d expect,” he huffs. “I found them, at least some of them.”

	“What’d you do?” Nightmare interrupts, leaning forward, his stare a bit wild as his fists clench.

	“Nothing, Night. I watched, just like Viking asked me to. But by lying low, they have no idea that I know where they are, that we’ve found them.”

	“Vike?” Nightmare’s heavy gaze falls on him. “What’s the plan of action, brother?”

	The Prez releases a breath. “Nothing, Night. I know it’s not what you want to hear, but there’s a reason. Like Ruger pointed out, he didn’t find them all. I’m going to get with Ares about this, so he knows what we do as well. We’re going to keep searching. Rest assured brother, when we peg the lot of them down, they will burn.”

	Nightmare’s hands unclench and then retighten into fists, his glower toward the table so harsh you’d think it’d blow the damn thing up. “I understand, but I have a debt to settle still.” He growls.

	“We know brother,” Viking nods. “It will be collected; you have my word.”

	Ruger finishes. “I’ll go wherever you need me to.”

	“Appreciate it.” He drinks from his bourbon, “Does anyone have anything to add?”

	Saint’s finger shoots up. I’m a bit surprised; I figured he’d want me to ask about Jude. 

	“Saint?”

	“As an officer of this club, I’d like to put in a nomination.”

	Wow, really not what I was expecting. Everyone’s brows furrow as well, clearly thinking the same thing as me.

	“A nomination? What do you have in mind, brother?”

	Saint gets to his feet, glancing around the table before finally landing on Odin. “I think it’s time we vote on our VP. Odin’s paid his dues. We know his loyalty lies with the club and having you so close, he’ll learn from the best.”

	Viking glances around the table next, noticing no protesting from the other brothers. “Well, to say I wasn’t expecting this would be an understatement. However, I have to agree with you, brother. Odin has shown his loyalty, and I have it in good faith that he’s racked up enough favors from each of you by now.”

	The brothers chuckle, and some nod—the statement very true. 

	“It’s settled, then. Everyone think long and hard on it. It’s a serious patch for him to fill and the next session, we’ll hold a vote.”

	Odin shoots a surprised grin at Saint, and I can’t help but be proud of my brother for being the one to speak up about it. We all know the kid deserves it. He’s had one hell of a life and would do us all proud if shit hit the fan.

	“All right, any other business?”

	It’s my turn to raise my fingers for attention.

	“Sinner?”

	“I, uh, have a personal request.”

	“Shoot.” He tips his drink back, and I glance to Saint. He nods, ready.

	“All right then, me an’ Saint want to claim Jude as ours.”

	Mercenary grunts, and I shoot him a glower.

	“I’m not asking for permission to make the bitch mine; she already belongs to me,” I stress, glaring at him the entire time I grit the words out. Flicking my stare back to Prez, I explain, “I’m bringing this up because of the public claiming.

	He nods.


	“You’ve gotten to see how our girl is in the time she’s been here. I’m bringing this up because Saint and I are ready to stake a claim, here and now. It’ll be members only, so she doesn’t have a panic attack or some shit.”

	“Ah, I get what you mean, Sin.” He meets Odin’s gaze and waves him on.

	Odin sits up. “All in favor of Sinner bringing his woman into the chapel?”

	We’re met with a chorus of “ayes.” Even Mercenary gives his approval all be it sounding a little bitter. 

	“We’ll wait on you, brother,” Viking grumbles, pouring him another two fingers of bourbon before passing the bottle off to Blaze. 

	“Saint?” I call and stand.

	“I’m coming. Give us five.”

	With a few strides, we’re out of the chapel and in the bar, facing a pleasantly buzzed Jude sitting with Princess.

	“Hey, P.” I shoot her a grin, “We need to borrow our woman.”

	“Sure, is church out?”

	“Nah, not yet,” Saint answers and Princess’ eyes grow wide.

	“Oh! Okay, yaay!” She beams a bright smile causing us to chuckle. Jude has no idea what’s going on, so she just grins, happy to see us. 

	“Lemme see your bandanna, Saint.” I hold my palm up, and he hands it over. “Jude, I’m going to cover your eyes, ‘cause we can’t show you what we’re doing just yet.”

	Her brow furrows for a moment, but then she nods, the liquor making her relaxed. I tie the material over her eyes, securing the knot at the back of her head.

	“Saint’s going to carry you, okay?”

	“I can’t walk? I’m fine to walk, not much tequila. I promise.” We both chuckle.

	“Let me just pick you up, baby.”

	“All right, but no complaining about my booty being heavy.”

	He snorts and scoops her up. “Hush up, woman,” he grumbles, amused. I hurry ahead of them and open the door leading to church. I chance a quick glance at the bar and find Princess jumping up and down, smiling. She’s thrilled that Jude’s about to officially become an ol’ lady and be a part of the club. 

	“Where are we going?” she asks, and a few brothers chuckle seeing her blindfolded. “Oh, sounds like the boys are here. Hi, guys!”

	“She’s been drinking with my sister again?” Odin asks, and I nod. It’s when Jude is more likely to be more open to talking to the brothers. When she’s sober, she sticks to Saint and me like glue. Which is good, I like it that she’s that way. 

	A few brothers move their chairs back, away from the table and Saint lays her down, so she’s on display for every brother. The best part is she has no idea about it. 

	“Geez, that’s cold! Am-am I on a table or something?” she asks aloud, and I swear every brother in the place is grinning. She’s so fucking adorable.

	“Yeah, Jude, we laid you on a table. You have to stay there.”

	“Don’t move at all and keep that blindfold on,” Saint orders, and she remains quiet. He raises his voice. “What do you say?”

	“Yes, daddy,” she answers, her face growing more serious. Most of the brothers’ grins grow to full smiles hearing her reply. I’m sure they find this very entertaining. Hell, we did when it was happening to Princess and Bethany. We watched and smiled the entire time, so I expect nothing less from them. 

	“Hold her hands.” I gesture to Saint, and he grips each wrist, having her body spread out across the table so she can’t move away. “I’m going to touch you now, Jude. I’m going to fuck you.”

	“Okay, are we...are we alone?” Her words are nearly a whisper, not that it helps keep anyone from overhearing her.

	I want to tell her the truth, but I can’t yet, or she won’t relax the way we need her too. She has to lose it in front of them all, so they can understand there’s no doubt that she belongs to Saint and me. Mercenary especially needs to see he doesn’t stand a chance.

	“I want you to trust me, sweetheart. You trust Saint and me?”

	“Yes, I do.”

	“Good. You love Saint and me?”

	“Of course.”

	“Good girl,” Saint mutters, and I stop hesitating. Gripping the neck of the plain white T-shirt, I rip the material down the middle, exposing her breasts.

	Odin draws in a quick breath, and Mercenary licks his lips, his stare heated looking at my property. The other brothers take it in stride, not reacting quite yet. 

	I place my hand on her chest, running my palm over the fair skin and over the mounds of her breasts, stopping to tweak each nipple until they’re stiff enough for every brother to notice. She lets out a quiet hum of approval, her hips beginning to twist already building with need.

	“So gorgeous baby,” Saint comments.

	“You ready for us, Jude?”

	“Always,” she confesses, her teeth sinking into her bottom lip with anticipation. 

	“I hope so, sweetheart, ‘cause once I start, I won’t be stopping,” I promise, trailing my hand over her smooth stomach and grab onto her boxer shorts. 

	Tugging them down her curvy hips, I free her from the material, showing she’s bare underneath. “Open those thighs and let me see that pretty pussy.” Lightly pressing against the inside of her thighs, they drop to each side, and the brothers’ eyes suddenly grow wider.  

	Sure, they have to fuck in front of the club to claim their women, but none of them has been put on display for everyone to look their fill. I can’t hold back from running my finger down her tender folds.

	“Oh, please!” She groans, and my lips curl up.

	“Hungry pussy babe. You want my cock?”

	“Yes,” she hisses, and I chuckle.

	“Patience, Jude,” I reply and glance around the room. “Copy me,” I say to my brothers, though Jude has no idea. 

	I run my finger through her wet lips again then bring the digit to my mouth to suck her taste from my finger. Stepping back, I wave my hand toward her spread legs. I think the brothers are shocked at my offering, but with me doing this, it’ll be the only chance they ever get to touch what’s mine.

	Saint leans over, dipping his finger into her core, rubbing around her entrance a few times before bringing his pointer finger to his mouth, groaning as he sucks the flavor off. Odin’s next, his pants unbelievably tight the entire time. Mercenary follows, staring into my eyes the entire time, full of challenge. One by one the brothers touch her once, skipping over Viking and Nightmare. They’re both completely committed to their women, and I have a great deal of respect for that.

	I figured letting this happen, standing back and watching my brothers touch her so intimately would bother me, but it’s the opposite. It turns me on like no other because, through the entire thing, Jude believes it’s me teasing her. She has no idea it was all of them, and it’s something she’ll never know because what happens in this room, stays here. It’s MC Law so her experience will be safe from even her own knowledge. 

	After they finish, I go back, priming her for me. I make sure she’s so turned on, she’s dripping onto the table underneath her ass. “Saint?” 

	He nods and flicks his button loose on his jeans, “I’mma fuck your perfect mouth, baby, just like I taught you before.”

	She clears her throat, beginning to pant from my assault on getting her ready for me. “Okay, daddy.” She licks her lips, and Saint lets loose an eager growl.

	I unclasp my own button, dropping trow, so my cock bobs free. Saint stares at my cock as he frees his, running his fingers up and down over his piercings a few times. His dick’s hard and eager to get started as he lines up the tip to her lips.

	“Open up and let daddy in, baby.” 

	Her lips part and I drive into her core at the same time.  She’s tight and perfect, pulling at my cock with need. My gaze flicks between my cock thrusting inside her heat and watching Saint’s sink into her mouth. I love fucking them both; there’s nothing like it. We’ve been with many women over the years, but somehow, Jude just seems to fit us both the best.

	She moans around his cock as I use one hand to grip her thigh in place, the other playing with her clit. “Christ, sweetheart, you feel so good.”

	“Fuck yeah she does,” Saint agrees. His hand’s tightly wound in her hair to move her where he wants while his fingers on his other pinch her nipple, rewarding her for sucking him off like a damn vacuum. “You almost ready?”

	I nod, pumping into her, driving her near her climax. “Do it!” I growl, and he rips the blindfold off. Not giving her a chance to react at finally being able to see the brothers sitting around the table watching us like live entertainment, I declare as my chest grows tight with emotions. “My bitch. She belongs to me.”

	Saint pumps into her mouth, grating out, “My fuckin’ property. I’ll kill any motherfucker that touches her, or him.” He points at me, and I swallow roughly. I wasn’t expecting him to make our love for each other so clear as well. 

	“My property,” I repeat thrusting into her to the hilt and feeling the declaration all the way down to my toes. Jude is everything to us; she always will be. She cries out with her release, and I follow immediately. 

	Saint pulls free from her mouth, her eyes going wild as Jude realizes it’s all the brothers in here, surrounding us and not just a few. He doesn’t skip a beat, filling my place at her core and with a few powerful drives is hoarsely calling out with his own release. 

	By the time I come out of my haze, every brother in the damn room has a cigarette lit—even those that don’t usually smoke.

	“What just happened?” Jude peers over at Saint and me. She’s innocent, not stupid; she knows there was a big significance in what just went down. What exactly, however, she doesn’t know. 

	“You are officially club property, young lady,” Viking replies as Saint and me attempt to catch our breath and get our wits back. “It means these two are your ol’ men and no one here can touch you but them. Or any other man, for that matter. It also means if you ever find yourself in trouble, the club has your back. Welcome to the family, Jude.” 

	A few tears find their way down her cheeks as she sends him a small smile, her irises full of gratitude. “Thank you,” she acknowledges softly.

	“Don’t thank me; it was them.” Viking nods to us, and we both shoot her goofy grins, so in love with her and happy that we just made it official in the eyes of the club.

	“Can I have a shirt, please?” she eventually mutters, and the brothers chuckle. Her face flames red, but she’s good. 

	Yanking mine free, I hand it over. “I’m proud of you, sweetheart.” 

	My compliment has her blushing even fiercer.

	“Thank you. I love you, Sin.” She tugs the shirt on, covering what’s ours.

	Pressing a kiss to her temple, I draw her to my chest. “I love you.” 

	Her gaze finds Saint behind me. “I love you, Saint.”

	“Love you, baby,” he smirks, popping a kiss on her forehead.

	Viking interrupts by slamming the gavel down, making Jude jump and everyone laughs again. “Get the fuck out. Church is over,” he grumbles, and we clear the room. 

	As we follow Jude over the threshold, she’s met with a wide, knowing smile from Princess. She doesn’t say anything so as not to embarrass my woman, but she does hold her hand out, collecting a high-five from the three of us. 

	In a flash, Jude’s in the bedroom, yanking on boxers, her others forgotten in the chapel.
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	Glowing. Is it possible for your skin to actually glow? That’s how I feel at the moment. Surprising since I essentially just had sex in front of a room full of men.

	“How you doin’ baby?” Saint checks me over, lightly giving my wrist a squeeze.

	“I’m fantastic.”

	At my reply, Sinner chuckles. “Yeah? What are you up to now?”

	Flashing them both a pleased smile, I pull on a pair of socks next. “You two just made me yours.”

	“Yep,” Saint rasps and they both nod.

	“I’m freaking celebrating!” 

	Both of their amused grins warp to full-on smiles. 

	“All right, sweetheart, but after that, we’re getting your ass some real clothes.”

	“Clothes?”

	“Yeah, your ass isn’t ever going back to that shithole trailer. You’re ours to keep.”

	Saint fist bumps him. “Hell yeah. Forever, baby. Welcome home.”

	Home...finally. 
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	She’s proof that you can walk through hell 

	and still be an angel.

	-R.H. Sin

	 

	Two and a half years later...

	“Great Job, sweetheart.”

	“So damn proud of you, baby.”

	My smile’s so wide, it feels like my face might crack at some point. Both of my ol’ men lean in and kiss opposite temples, their approval making me want to burst inside. I couldn’t have done this without their support. 


	“You’re officially smarter than all of us and you have the paper to prove it.” Princess winks, beaming a smile.

	“Ha! You have a degree, too, the last I checked.” Shaking my head, she’s next to pull me in.

	“Yeah, but you just got a college degree in business. That’s the real deal, and we’re all happy for you.”

	“Thanks, guys.” My happiness shines, directed at Saint, Sinner, Princess, and Bethany. They all showed up to my graduation, and I was ecstatic to see their faces in the crowd. 

	“Now if only you’d have gotten a degree at UT rather than in San Marcos...” She trails off, and my eyes roll.

	“Oh, whatever! I did it, so you owe me a pitcher of your famous margaritas.” 

	Saint smirks. “You promised, P. My baby gets her favorite drink, which means you’re stuck bartending all night.”

	“Ugh. Blaze is going to be thrilled having me take over his space,” she mutters as we follow her out of the auditorium where we’ve just received our diplomas. “We’ll see you guys at home.” She and B wave as they head for Bethany’s car.

	“Okay, see you!” I blow a kiss in their direction, and the guys nod. 

	“How am I supposed to ride like this?” I ask, turning to find Sinner’s gaze.


	He’s clearly amused as his eyes skirt over me from top to bottom. “I remember a time when you didn’t have enough clothes to ride,” he chuckles. “Now you have that moo-moo cape looking thing on, and it’s so fluffy you may get blown away.”

	Saint laughs alongside him. The two think they’re so hilarious, teasing me nonstop over this gown. They may hoot and holler, but when I wear it later with nothing on underneath, they’ll be rethinking their comments. There’s no doubt in my mind.

	Sinner grabs my hand and presses a quick peck on the top. “You got a dress on under that, right?”

	I nod.

	“Then hike that skirt up and scoot in tight.” He pulls me to a stop next to his motorcycle. 

	“What are you...” I trail off as he bends over and scoops the gown over me without hesitating long enough to make sure my other dress doesn’t get stuck along the way. “Shit, you have to warn me,” I call, with a laugh.

	He hums, taking in my fitted graphite colored dress. Saint lets loose a loud, appreciative whistle, and his hands are on my back in no time, his lips on my neck. “Fucking gorgeous,” he rasps.

	“Thank you.” I pull them both to me, a hand hooking around each of their hips. “I picked this color specifically for you guys,” I admit, gazing at them both

	Sinner’s inky brow jumps, intrigued, and Saint smirks. “Oh yeah?”

	“Yep, you know why?” 

	They shake their heads, peering at me like anything I may say is made of gold.

	“Because it’s the only color that I’ve found that at some point in time, matches both of your eyes. Never at the same time but it was the closest I could find that was the same as you both.”

	“Baby,” Saint mumbles and kisses me softly.

	Pulling away from him, Sinner leans in and gruffly whispers against my lips. “I love it and you, sweetheart.”

	“I love you both.” My regard flutters over them both. “So much. Thank you for giving me this life.”

	They remain silent, all of us a little choked up with emotions. These past few years have been a long road. We’ve learned a lot, but the most important thing was that we love each other unconditionally. 

	“I couldn’t have done it without you guys,” I admit quietly, my proclamation full of sincerity. 

	Sinner tucks my hair behind my ear, his finger trailing along my jaw. “You did this. We just watched you grow into this strong woman.”

	Tears escape. “You rented an apartment here, so we could stay here the nights I had classes, and you took turns each week driving me up here and staying with me. Not only that, but you spent so many days and nights helping me study, so I could pass my classes. None of this would be possible without you two.”

	“Baby.” Saint gives my hip a squeeze. “What did you expect us to do? You are everything to us.”

	A sob leaves me at the deepness of his words, of the love and patience they’ve shown me over the past few years, “You are both my everything, forever.”

	They press a kiss to each of my temples, their eyes on me, full of love and tenderness. “Forever,” their gruff voices echo and pull me in to embrace me in their warmth. 

	I never imagined I’d find my home, one full of love and acceptance with two men. They’ve been the backbone when I’ve needed it along with the shoulder I’ve cried on. They started out as my adventure but became my forever. 
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	“What are you doing?” Her amused gaze meets mine.

	Shrugging, I round the car. “You earned it,” I reply and lean in to take her mouth. With a swift, heated kiss, I draw back, pulling her bottom lip between mine. 

	She hums with the enticing kiss, and I damn near press her over the hood to have my fun with her. “Earned what, daddy?” she whispers as I stare at her, entranced with her beauty.


	“You get to drive this one.”

	She squeals. “No! It’s an Ashton Martin; I really get to drive it?”

	I nod, my lips tilted up at her excitement. “See, you even know what type it is; you’ve earned it.”

	She lets out a laugh that sounds like freedom against my chest and races around to the driver seat. “How far?”

	“To Oscars. You should know the way by now.” Sliding into the passenger seat, I buckle the safety belt. 

	“Oh my God, this is the best day ever.” She closes her door and presses the start button, the engine roaring to life. It’s a rumble that sounds like caviar and money, screaming luxury.

	“Not the claiming, huh?”

	Her flushed cheeks rise with her smile. “Oh no, that was definitely the best, but this...this is awesome!”

	With a chuckle, I gesture forward, and she guns it. “This is me loving you, Jude.”

	“Never stop, Saint,” she breathily responds, taking the curve like a madwoman, making me proud.

	“Not on your life, baby. You’re my forever.”
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	She smiles, and I feel it in my heart. I’d give her everything that I have to keep her happy. I’d walk to the edge of the earth if that’s what took. 

	It still haunts me that I was the one to kill her mother. Thankfully, she hasn’t found out. I don’t think I could live with myself if she did. Instead of punishing myself for the sin, I do what I can every day of my life to make it up to her. 


	I’m the one who started driving her to school each week for her classes. I’m the one who got that apartment for her while she needed to study. I’m the one who trips over my own two feet to keep her smiling. I’ll do it for the rest of my life too.  

	“Sinner? You okay? You look lost in your thoughts?” Her kind gaze finds mine, pulling me out of my head.

	“Yeah, sweetheart, just thinking about you.”

	“Oh really? Anything that you feel like sharing?”

	“Just that I love you and that I’d do anything I can to keep that smile in place.”

	Her eyes grow soft and her palm lands on my forearm. “Sin,” she whispers.

	“It’s true Jude, you own me.”

	“I know.” She leans in and kisses my cheek. 

	“It’s coming on three years here soon, and I’ve been trying to figure out a way to show you how much you mean to me...to us.”

	“You already show me, all the time. I have no doubt in my mind how you feel. You’ve been so loving and giving since you made me yours.”

	I nod, glad she feels that way. “You’ve changed our lives; you’ve given us a future.”

	“You are my future, you both are. You’re my home.”

	Her words choke me up, and I gesture for Saint to join us and press a soft kiss to her perfect lips.

	“I love you, sweetheart.” It comes out gruff with the emotions taking over my throat.

	“I love you too, Baby.” Saint smiles and takes her hand in his.

	“I love you, Sinner.” She kisses my cheek again and turns to Saint. “And I love you, Saint.”

	He peers my way and tilts his head, waiting for me. Clearing my throat, I pull the box from my pocket and flip it open for her.

	Her mouth pops open, her hand shooting up to cover it as her eyes tear up, “For me?” She chokes, surprised.

	“Yes, my love.”

	“A-a gray diamond?”

	“To match that pretty dress you bought for us.” Saint grins.

	“To show every person out there that you’re taken,” I add. 

	“Forever,” she whispers, and we echo the same.

	Forever...
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	I hope you enjoyed Saint, Sinner, and Jude’s story! I had an idea of where their story would go, but then Jude started talking to me, and I realized she was nothing like I first imagined. The epilogue was made for Jude. If you’re asking yourself why not the other two...well, they’re Oath Keepers, so you’ll still get to see them throughout the others’ stories, and I thought that was the fairest way to end it. Jude was the perfect downfall for them, as she was not what either of them was expecting and I absolutely loved that! 

	Please let me know if you loved them and leave a review—even a few words, is amazing. Thank you for being a part of my world and until next time!

	#SaintAndSinnersDownfall

	#PropertyOfOathKeepersMC
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	Email

	authorsapphireknight@yahoo.com

	Website

	www.authorsapphireknight.com

	Facebook

	www.facebook.com/AuthorSapphireKnight
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