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This book is fiction.
The guys are over the top Alphas.
My bikers are nuts.
This is not real.
Don’t steal my shit.
Read for enjoyment.
This is not your momma’s cookbook. 
Easily offended people should not read this. 
Don’t be a dick.
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MC - Motorcycle Club
 
Ol’ Lady - Significant Other
 
Chapel - Where Church is Held
 
Clubhouse/ Compound – MC home base
 
Church - MC ‘Meeting’
 
 




Oath Keepers/Widow Makers hybrid charter:
Viking – President (Prez), 
Heir to the Widow Makers MC, previous NOMAD
Odin – Vice President (VP), Vikings younger blood brother,
previous Widow Maker
Torch – Death Dealer (punisher/enforcer), previous Widow Maker, 
grew up with Viking.
Saint and Sinner – Hell Raisers, previous NOMADS
Nightmare – Good friend to Viking and Exterminator,
club officer, previous NOMAD
Blaze – Vikings cousin and Princess’ security, 
previous Widow Maker
Chaos – Close with the NOMADS, Ex NFL football player
Smokey – Treasurer, previous Widow Maker
Mercenary – Transfer from Chicago Charter 
Frost – Prospect, Bronx’ blood brother
Karma – Prospect, twin to Rage
Rage – Prospect, twin to Karma
Scot – Deceased 
Bronx – Deceased
 
 
NOMADS: 
Exterminator  
Ruger 
Spider
Knuckle Buster
Magnum 
 
Original Oath Keepers MC:

Ares - Prez 
Cain – VP
2 Piece – Gun Runner - SAA
Twist – Unholy One
Spin – Treasurer
Snake – Previous President’s son
Capone – Deceased
Smiles – Deceased
Shooter – Deceased
Scratch – Deceased
 




 
To those who never believed in me.
Here’s a big fuck you!
 




Throw me to the wolves
and I’ll return leading the pack.
-Motivational Quotes
 

A growl leaves me as I find her at the bar surrounded by members of other clubs. Snatching the bitch up by her hair, I yank her off the barstool. Better me than Viking finding her in here amongst other men—alone. This woman has been a cross between a mother and older sister to me and I’m not about to let her fuck up her or my brother’s life.
“Who the fuck do you think you are?” she screams furiously, ever the spitfire. She throws her arms wildly, hissing like a damn feral cat as I wrap a forearm around her waist and tote her ass far from the bar. I toss a nod in Nancy’s direction, grateful she had enough sense to send me a discreet text about my sister-in-law. 
Fucking Princess, I swear. 
“I’m saving your ass; that’s who the fuck I am.” With a grumble, I toss her into the trunk of her car. She’s going to kill me when she sobers up, but that’ll be Viking’s problem to deal with by then. She was flirting far too openly, and if that gets back to my brother, he’ll be cutting off fucking heads as payback. I can’t have that in a club and area that he’s struggled so fiercely to help bring peace to. 
The compound’s a short drive, just a few minutes of Princess’s muffled screaming insults and kicking to attempt to ignore and I’m pulling the car close to the main entrance. I hop out, slamming the car door in my wake. Holding my breath, I press the button under the trunk and it pops open easily. Princess launches herself at me like a rabid dog. Ducking off to the side, I catch her from behind before she drunkenly face-plants on the ground. Adjusting quickly, I shift her until her biceps are to her sides, locked securely in place by my massive arm wrapping around her again. 
Oh, she’s pissed all right. This woman is livid and part of me can’t believe my nuts were big enough to make her ride in the trunk.  One day we’ll look back on this and laugh, if she doesn’t gouge my eyes out in retribution anyhow.
“I don’t care if you’re ten feet taller than me!” she screeches. “I will always be bigger damn it, and I’m going to kick your ass, kid!”
With a snort, I mumble, “All right tiger, rein it the fuck in. You caused enough of a scene back at the bar. Rein it the fuck in before the brothers see you in such a goddamn mess.”
She yells random threats as I continue to tote her ass through the club. My steps don’t falter as I storm through the bar—the brothers bearing witness to the shitshow unfolding right in front of them. I can’t believe this bitch has put me in this position. She’s the most respected female on this fucking compound and she pulls this shit. Hesitating at the office door, I take half a step backward then launch a kick powerful enough that the door flies open, banging into the wall.
Viking jumps from behind his desk, shocked, grabbing his twelve-inch hunting knife. “The fuck?” he shouts when he locks gazes with me.
It’s too late, though; the fighting female in my hold has gone limp, gut wrenching sobs ripping from her chest, and I see what she does. My brother’s pants are down his thighs, a club whore on her knees and then the world shifts for me. My mission changes. 
Gently tossing Princess on the couch, I head for Viking, fury in my gaze. He tosses the blade to the side just before my fist rains down on him. The knuckles on my hand slam into his right eye, my other fist hitting low, crushing into his ribs. 
“Oof,” he grunts and shoves me away hard enough that I begin to stumble. 
It doesn’t sway me, however, and I charge him, my shoulder low, driving into his gut. He slams into the wall hard, the impact jostling him. Rising, I let loose a roar so loud it echoes throughout the office mimicking thunder. My fists fly upward then pound down on him in untamed fury. I want to beat the motherfucker until he can no longer stand. He doesn’t deserve this family.
I’m not alone in my anger; if Princess were sober, she’d be peeling the bitch’s skin from her face right now. She’s too broken, however, and her whimpers drive me on to inflict pain on the one person I’ve always admired the most. He’s been my strength and hope growing up. Now he’s ruining his life. 
Mercenary and Nightmare storm into the office with a shout, but I’m too far gone to pay any attention to what they’re yelling. I want to hurt Viking like he’s hurting Princess. Payback is a motherfucker to anyone who causes her pain. It’s been my job since I was sixteen years old to protect her, and I always will—with my own life, if necessary. 
The guys work to come between us, as they’re the two biggest motherfuckers in the club besides Vike and me. Torch jumps in moments later to help as I’m not fucking moving. Chaos is next, the four finally separating us as Blaze rushes in. “What the hell is going on?” he asks, his panicked gaze shooting between all of us and then landing on Princess. Eventually, he sees the whore on the floor, and it clicks in place. 
I’m close enough to grab my brother’s cut, and I do the one thing that will hit home for him. I rip the president patch from his vest. “You don’t deserve this family,” I declare coldly with a glower.
Coldness takes over my brother’s features as his mask comes on, and he decides to fight back.  It’s no use. I’m nearly the same size as him, and there are more of us. “Get away from my bitch,” Viking thunders, and then it’s Blaze coldcocking him. He hits hard enough to knock Vike’s ass out. 
The brothers stare at me with wide eyes. They’ve seen everything, but no doubt this was the last thing they were expecting. Hell, it was the last for me too. I’m fucking ripped in two over this shit. It’s club law not to stop brothers fighting, but they must’ve seen it in me that I was out to hurt the motherfucker.
Exhaling, Blaze moves to draw Princess into his arms, holding her closely. She’s precious to all of us. We’ve dealt with her attitude and bossy ass, but we’ve also been on the receiving end of the care and compassion she shows every single one of us. She’s been a big piece in making this place our home. 
Chaos and Mercenary release me as Nightmare finally asks, “What do you want us to do with the Prez?” I know he’s torn as well. That’s his best friend he just watched get knocked out. He can read between the lines, though; he knows what’s going down. 
The brothers all wait for my order. I’m the VP, after all. The youngest vice president in club history and now I’m holding the president patch in my palm. I love my brother, but this path he’s headed down must be stopped. If that makes me into the bad guy, then so be it. I’ll do what I must for my family. “I don’t care if you leave him in a fucking parking lot somewhere but get him out of here. And grab some shit for Princess from their house.”
They nod without question. I turn to Blaze. “Set her up in a clean room. I want her here, so she has us to lean on. I don’t want him showing up and bullying her into submitting to him. What he’s putting her through is fucking bullshit.”
I’m such a goddamn hypocrite. I’ve never only been with one woman at a time, but then I’ve never married one either. Viking and Princess are what each of us hardened bunch of assholes strive to be, but I guess this shows that all relationships have problems. I get that, but I refuse for the club to see this shit. It’s the least Princess deserves after everything she’s sacrificed to live this life. 
With a huff, I glare at the club slut. “Get your shit and get the fuck out of this club.” She should know better. Princess has earned every damn ounce of respect we give her. Club sluts fucking with her either get turned out by Princess herself or by the brothers. P is the queen bitch when it comes to the Oath Keepers. 
With a shaky nod, she scurries like the home wrecking whore she is, and I turn to Chaos. “I could use a gallon of moonshine right about now.”
“Come on, kid.” He slaps his hand on my shoulder, the older man offering his support. “I think we can all use some ‘shine after that shit went down.” 
I need time to think, time to sort this out before my brother comes to and decides he wants his club and wife back. He’ll be furious, and I’ll need a plan, so he doesn’t kill me in the process.

Princess has been holed up in the room Blaze put her in for two days and hasn’t left or eaten a thing. I’ve attempted to give her space, but the brothers are beginning to express their worry. I can’t blame them, as I am concerned for her and Viking both. If I know my brother, he’s licking his wounds at home, drinking every ounce of liquor available to him. 
Knocking gently on the door, I wait. After a beat of silence, I call through. “It’s me. I’m coming in.” Pausing, there’s still no reply so I take it as her compliance.
With a twist of the knob, I’m greeted with her bright blonde hair in all directions, the down comforter cocooning her like she’s two days in with the flu. “You’re not eating,” I state and the covers shift. No doubt it was her shrugging. I know this woman as if she’s my own sister and she’s always been full of attitude. “Everyone’s noticed that you’re withering away, and shits gotta be serious if a bunch of men are picking up on it. You wanna let me in on what the fuck’s goin’ on?” 
She blows out a breath and finally sits up. Still wrapped in the blanket, her puffy face and glossy gaze finds mine. It wordlessly pleads with me not to make her talk about it, but that’s not what this is. Things don’t work that way with me; I’ll let you stew a whole minute but eventually you better move on or speak the fuck up. “Not really,” she admits, her voice cracking from not speaking and crying too damn much. This is so unlike Princess it has us all fucked in the head. The bitch is nuts with a poker face like her pops and a set of lady balls that if she were a man, she’d be the baddest motherfucker around. 
“Spill it.”
She inhales a deep breath, tears already spilling over her cheeks as she confesses, “I had a miscarriage.”
My brows jump, shocked at hearing about this. “Did this just happen?”
She shakes her head. “A few months ago.”
My sight becomes glazed, thinking of the lost nephew or niece that no doubt would’ve been just like my brother and me but without the baggage. It hurts, that’s for sure and I can only imagine what she must be feeling. “I’m so fuckin’ sorry, P.” I mutter the useless words and she nods.
Her lips tremble. “He thinks it’s his fault.”
“What?” I instantly ask with a near whisper.  
“Viking.” She sucks in another shaky breath, exhaling before continuing. “He’s rough with me,” she says, and I cut her off with a growl.
“He hurt you?”
Her eyes widen slightly. “Oh no, that’s not what I meant. He’s rough with me, but that’s how it’s always been. I love that about him,” she clarifies, and I nod, her meaning clicking into place. I’ve seen the two of them, we all have. It’s like a tornado between her and my brother when they fight or fuck. “But he thinks he hurt me and that it’s his fault I lost the baby.”
“Idiot,” I breathe. “Why didn’t he tell me? Why didn’t you tell any of us?” My brother can be a damn dumbass sometimes. He should’ve told us about this.
“Bethany and Nightmare know.” 
That’s understandable. Bethany is her best friend, but I’m a little jaded that Viking didn’t confide in me, his blood brother. 
“And you know how he is. He doesn’t open up about anything,” she continues, making an excuse for him that he doesn’t deserve.
I know that Vike’s stubborn, but it still sucks. 
“We had this big plan,” she laughs, but there’s no humor in her voice. It’s broken. “We decided to wait until we had an ultrasound. We were going to have a big party for the club and make our announcement.” Buckets of tears fall over her cheeks and it twists me up inside to witness her like this. “Then two and a half months in...I-I just lost it one day. The hospital says it’s common in early pregnancies.”
“Okay.” My brows raise. “Not to be insensitive, but can’t you guys try for another?”
“I know you’re not being insensitive, and others would probably think the same thing.”
I wait, breathing, trying my damndest to project calmness so she feels comfortable enough to keep speaking.
“We’ve been trying for five years to get pregnant and it had finally happened.”
“Fuck,” I murmur. It was meant for myself, but it comes out loud enough for her to hear.
“Exactly. There’s a chance it could be the only time I ever get pregnant.”
“I had no idea you guys were even trying. Does anyone else know you’ve been struggling with this? Doctors or anyone?” 
“I’ve confided in Bethany, of course, and my dad. It’s why he finally got sober.”
Her father, Prez, is the original Oath Keeper. Ares is the president of their club now, but we still call Princess’s father Prez out of respect. And we’ve all noticed the change in him; he went from drowning his sorrows to one day coming into the clubhouse looking like a different man. We’ve each made him a tonic with lime at some point, noting that he’d cut alcohol out of his life completely. I had no idea what made him change, but it makes sense.
She swipes at the wetness coating her cheeks, using the blanket to attempt to dry the evidence the tears have left behind. “Viking is too stubborn. He says we don’t need help from anyone else, that we’ll work it out together.”
“And he’s off being an asshole.”
She nods. “He blames himself. I’ve lost him.”
With a jerk, I disagree. “No. Far from it. He may’ve fucked up, but he’ll come to his senses and that’s when everyone in his path will be mowed over so he can get back to you.”
With a sniffle and fresh tremble of her lips, the shattered female admits, “I sure hope you’re right, Odin, because he’s my life.” 
 




She wasn’t looking for a knight,
she was looking for a sword.
-Atticus

I sit quietly watching as the new girl packs her meager belongings. Everyone around here knows not to step on Princess’s toes; this girl was a dumbass not to heed our warnings. She could’ve had her pick of the new prospects coming in with the set of perky tits she’s sporting, but that won’t be happening now. 
Honey flicks her gaze my way, no doubt thinking the same things I am. She learned the hard way believing she’d come between Nightmare and his ol’ lady. She’s lucky to still be around. Had she not backed off and made amends with Nightmare’s lack of interest she’d have been put out on her ass too. 
Like it or not, that’s the way things are when you’re a club slut for the Oath Keepers MC. Not only are the members super picky about the pussy they let hang around, but they’re ol’ ladies are tough bitches that they covet above all others. Every one of us club sluts wishes we’d belong to a brother and wear their patch, but that’s not reality. We may fantasize about them putting us on the back of their bikes, along with giving us the ol’ lady title, but I’m not stupid enough to believe it’d ever happen. We’re their good time, not their forever.
“That’s all my stuff. Good luck with this bunch of dicks,” the new girl mutters as she slides her backpack over her shoulder and sends us a peace sign. 
Honey and I don’t say a word, just send her off with a perfected fake smile. I have nothing to say to her. Like I mentioned, she should’ve listened to us. It’s her loss to be put out on the street; I know what I’d be missing by fucking up around here. Of course, the brothers can be assholes and they’re rough around the edges, but they protect us and they’re damn good to us at the end of the day. We make them feel like gods when they need it, and in return, we have what we need to get by. Coming from a rough childhood, it’s a fair trade-off in my eyes.
Once we’re alone, Honey turns to me again. “Dumbass!” she mutters, and I snort in agreement.
“That’s an understatement. She’s fortunate Princess was out of it or she’d probably be leaving on a stretcher. I can’t believe the brothers allowed her to stay for two extra nights or that Princess hadn’t ripped her hair out in the last forty-eight hours.”
She hums in agreement. “It’s because she went to Blaze crying and whining about not having anywhere to go yet. He’s been fucking her ever since she showed up here, so she got to sleep in his bed. Odin found out about it today and gave her the boot for good.”
My brows rise at this new information. Honey’s a little too good about listening to things when no one thinks she is. Many of the guys underestimate her sneakiness. “You saw Odin?” 
Everyone around here knows I have a soft spot for him the size of a mountain. He may be fifteen years younger than me, but that means absolutely nothing. He’s the most beautiful man I’ve ever laid my eyes on and happens to own the biggest cock I’ve ever sucked. The man is so much more than what meets the eyes.
“Yeah. I overheard him talking about it with Blaze and then I saw him go into the room Princess is staying in afterward. Probably checking in to see if she’s hung herself. At this rate, it wouldn’t surprise me.”
My teeth grit at her flippant remark. I don’t know how she can be so crass and unfeeling about someone going through what Princess is right now. “I can’t believe this whole thing is going down. I should make sure Odin doesn’t need anything.”
She snorts, wearing a smirk on her lips. “You haven’t gotten him off in how long?” Her remark burns just a bit. She obviously believes that I’m nothing to Odin. 
I shrug, because fuck her and her cutting words. She may not care about any of the guys, but I do. I’m a piece of ass to most of them, but they’ve become my family—the only one that I’ve got too. “That’s irrelevant. The two people closest to him are going through some serious shit, and it must be stressful on him. I can only imagine what he must be thinking.”
“Whatever! If you want him to angry fuck your mouth until it hurts to swallow for a week, that’s up to you. Personally, I’m staying far, far away from the temper tantrum he’s on edge of releasing. I happen to like my tonsils intact.”
I could be just as catty in return and remark about her maybe getting back into Blaze’s bed after being replaced by the new girl. I don’t, though; I hold my tongue. I’m not anything like her, but damn do I want to knock her down a peg or two...or three. I’m a better person than her and I’ll stay that way, thank you very much. I’ve had people talk down to me my entire life and no matter what Honey says, Odin’s never been one of them. 
I won’t sink to that level either, and besides, I’ve grown used to Honey’s snarky comments having to share a room with her and the other club sluts. She’s all bark and no bite. Besides, she’s also had to deal with a case of crabs from a brother visiting from another club, so she’s had payback already. 
Exhaling, I grab my coal-colored fake leather leggings and a fitted scarlet, long-sleeved shirt. Nothing fancy, but it does the trick. The front portion directly over my breasts laces up leaving plenty to be seen, and the brothers always groan when they notice me wearing it. The weather’s changing enough that the blistering Texas heat is finally cooling down enough to enjoy the outside and I can break out all my favorite leggings. “I need to shower,” I reply, blowing her comment off completely and head for the crowded bathroom we must share. 

Chaos is the first of the brothers I run into as I’m leaving my room. I send my handsome friend a bright smile. “Hey, Chaos. Did you eat dinner? I could make you a plate if you’d like.”
He grins. “I’m good, darlin’, but thanks for checking on me.” He sends me a wink, his eyes dropping to my shirt. “Jesus, woman; I tell you every time I see you in this. It’s the God’s truth, though, you have the best set of tits I’ve ever seen.”
My smile widens. Any woman would be lucky to be the receiver of his compliments. He’s an ex pro football player with a salt and pepper mane that has women of all ages panting after him. I’m sure he has many young ladies popping up with some wild daddy fantasies. I know I’ve never minded one bit having his attention on me. He’s also one of the sweetest, most respectful men at the clubhouse, and those are a rare gem to discover.
“Coming from you, Chaos, it never gets old.” 
And it’s the truth. Any of these good-looking men finding me attractive is one hell of an ego boost. Honey’s younger than me, and the ol’ ladies are all beautiful as well. Sometimes I can be a little too hard on myself; I’m my own self-esteem’s worse enemy it seems.  I know all too well that just because a man will fuck you, it doesn’t mean he wants to cherish and love you. It can be a hard pill to swallow on some days, but it’s one you must make peace with or it’ll eat you up. 
He pulls me in closer, right next to his barstool. The big guy wraps his arm around my back, resting his massive palm on my hip. “What’re you up to, sweetheart?”
Releasing a breath, I reluctantly admit, “I was just about to look for Odin, actually.”
“Oh?” He cocks his head, looking me over again. One thing I admire about Chaos is he’s never judging. He may ask a few questions here and there then give you his opinions, but he never makes you feel judged or guilty for feeling a certain way. 
With a nod, I take a sip from his ice-cold beer before continuing. I only drink from it because I know he doesn’t mind at all. There are other men around that’ll bite your head off for touching their drinks, but not Chaos. “I figured he may be under some increased stress and need some company.”
He takes a long pull from the beverage, briefly turning away before glancing back over at me again. “As long as you don’t try to get Odin to talk about shit, I think it’s a good idea. He’s lucky you care so much.”
“But...” I can see the unspoken words in Chaos’s intelligent gaze. 
“Just be careful, Cherry. I’d hate for you to get hurt in all this.”
“You’re concerned for my safety or my heart?”
His mouth tilts, shooting me a knowing look. “Your heart, darlin’. Odin will shatter it, if you allow him to.”
My stare lands on the bar top, and I pause before I give in and admit the truth. “I know Chaos, but what if it’s already too late?”
“Too late?”
I nod and take another sip of his beer—needing any courage I can gather to speak the words aloud. “What if I’ve already given my heart away, even if it wasn’t my choice at the time?” I say, swallowing my nerves down, my stomach twisting with the shared revelation.
“You always have a choice, Cherry.” He pulls my hand from his thigh, engulfing it in his warm palm so I look back at him. 
“Not with him, I didn’t,” I confess quietly. My lip wobbles just a touch and his grin drops. I didn’t willingly give my heart to Odin...it just sort of happened. He’s never shown me any indication that I mean anything at all to him, more so than just to get him off. However, the heart desires who the heart desires, and it can’t be helped no matter how hard you fight it.
“Then you better be willing to go through some shit and be ready to hold on, ‘cause Mercy’s coming home, sweetheart. She’s getting married to some snob and I’m sure our boy won’t be having that on his watch. At least, not if there’s any unresolved feelings or emotions between the two of ‘em.”
Mercy, fuck, that’s his ex-girlfriend. She’s an Oath Keeper member’s younger sister from another chapter. Mercy and Odin were off and on since Odin was sixteen years old. I didn’t know he still carried a torch for her though. I thought that ship had sailed long ago. Hell, I was around when he was still seeing her, even back then. He’d have another girl and me take turns sucking him off, then leave and break Mercy’s heart a little more.
“I thought they were over and done with long ago.”
He shrugs. “Then we’re about to find out, aren’t we, sweetheart?” There’s no menace in his voice, only truth with a bit of compassion. Chaos didn’t have to offer me his friendship when I found this club, yet he has and I’m grateful for it.
With a nod, I stand a bit stiffer. “It seems I have my work cut out for me then.” Not that I’d ever believe Odin would be mine completely, but I have a feeling that if he ruins Mercy’s upcoming wedding, that my chance with him will be lost completely. “Shit,” I whisper.
“If your heart gets broken, you come to me. I’ll help you get through it,” he murmurs after a moment. 
Turning into his gentle embrace, I hug him tightly. “Thank you, my friend.” Pulling away, I offer a chaste kiss on his lips and his arm drops. It’s not sexual in the least bit; it’s just true friendship and support. I’m grateful for Chaos more than he’ll ever realize, I suppose. 
“Good luck.” He continues his drinking and I go to search for the man who fills my dreams. 
I don’t have to look too far, as I discover Odin outside in the garage tinkering with his motorcycle. The guys spend a lot of their time out here, especially when something’s on their minds. There have been plenty of days where one or two of them will come out here, and before long, the entire club makes their way to the garage, drinking and messing with their bikes. I hold off from interrupting Odin right away, wanting to admire him from afar. I can never get my fill of the man; it’s always been that way when it comes to him.
What a sight to behold; the biker is purely divine. Just like his namesake, he’s utterly massive. His body’s an overpowering figure; mimicking that of a magnificent Norse god. Long blonde locks pulled back into a thick, tight braid cascade down his back, the sides shaved nearly to the skin. The style only adds to his look, pulling off the broody, commanding alpha scowl so well. With a jaw so strong, you’d think fists would break upon contact with it and cheekbones set high enough they make him almost beautiful. A straight nose compliments his face perfectly with sparkling cobalt irises that are far too easy to get lost in. I would know; it’s happened to me way too many times to count. He’s not just almost beautiful; he’s fucking breathtaking for a man.
Then there’s Odin’s insanely stacked body. With arms the size of my waist, he can pack a punch that’ll send you all the way into next week. His frame’s made up of a wide chest that leads down to rigged abs and a heavy, long cock. His thighs are as thick as small tree trunks, and his ass is firm enough to bounce a quarter off it. I’ve squeezed the luscious roundness many times along with running my nails over his solid back. I could never possibly have my fill of touching his amazing body and the Norse tattoos spread randomly on his skin only makes him sexier.
“You keep licking your lips like that, and we may need to do something about it.” His deeply growled words have my cheeks heating. I’ve been busted ogling him, but he’s used to women staring. They’d be stupid not to look. Even when I have tried to hold back, he’s somehow gotten me to give in easily.
“Promises, promises,” I murmur, keeping up the laid-back flirting attitude he’s come to expect from me. 
“Mmm...” The gorgeous biker rumbles. “You know I always make good on them.”
Smiling, I take a few steps in his direction, noting his gaze shifting to my chest. It’s exactly what I was wanting when I put this shirt on. “You could make good on it now,” I suggest with a shrug, pulling the tie on my shirt as I sway my hips a bit more. 
He stands, towering over me by a good foot—maybe more—his body twice as wide as mine. “Come closer, Cherry, and maybe I fucking will.”
 




A key to success is playing the
hand you were dealt like it was
the hand you wanted.
- Millionaire Motivator

With a flick of my wrist, Cherry doesn’t hesitate to come to me. She’s always been good about doing what I’ve wanted without question in the past and with the shit that my brother Viking has stirred up, I could use a release badly. Cherry’s a hang around that’s stuck around the club through the ups and down and I admire her for her loyalty. It doesn’t hurt that she’s fucking gorgeous and has ten years on me either. I don’t know what it is about an older woman that gets me so goddamn fired up, but it’s sexy as hell when they know just what they desire and won’t think twice about letting you know.
She drops to her knees before me, and a pleased grin twists my lips up at having her in my favorite spot. “Take my cock out and suck it,” I order as she’s already eagerly reaching for my jeans.
“Whatever you say; just let me get my hands on you.” The beauty works my belt buckle free then yanks the loop over the jeans button. The zipper glides down and Cherry’s keenly pulling them lower on my thighs. 
We’ve always had an undeniable chemistry sizzling between us since I was a teen and first came to the club. At sixteen I had her and another club whore in the bathroom, on their knees, sucking my cock. They made it into a game, seeing who could get me to make a sound or blow my load in their mouth first. I thoroughly enjoyed it and the many years to follow of Cherry attempting to outdo any new females showing up, thinking to push her to the side. She knows damn well she’s my favorite bitch around here and relishes in the fact, even though I’ve never mentioned it out loud. 
“You gonna be able to take all my cum this time? You better swallow each drop, so I don’t have to punish you.” 
A groan leaves my chest as she finally pulls my thick, hard length free from my boxer briefs. She immediately begins dutifully working my cock, fisting it tightly and licking the head. I swear to Christ, no one’s ever sucked my cock as well as she does.  She’s always left a lasting impression, enough so to have me wanting her again and again.
“You know I’ll take everything you give me,” she promises as she swirls her tongue along my tip.
I do. Like I said, she’s good at doing what I want. Taking a step back, she stops moving, her irises moving to meet mine. “Stand up.” Taking her wrist, I wrap my fingers around and help her get to her feet. Cherry’s chest pushes out, her nipples stiff and enticing as she awaits to give me any pleasure I seek. Her lips are already pinked a touch from rubbing them against the tip of my dick. My thumb moves to lightly graze her lower lip as I murmur, “So fucking beautiful, and these pink lips only add to it.” 
She swallows, suddenly seeming a little lost for words. I don’t talk to the club sluts like that often—handing out sweet comments and such. I may tell one she’s hot or her pussy’s tight around my cock, but I never stop them just to share that I find them beautiful. Cherry’s earned the compliment. Not only is it true, but she’s a good woman who deserves a better life than the one she’s been dealt. Her lashes flutter, and suddenly I’m not dealing with my cocky club whore, but a vulnerable woman standing before me.
Rather than allow it to get any more serious and become awkward, I reach for her shirt. Moving to peel it over her head, I mutter, “Let’s get this off. Those perky tits shouldn’t be hidden.” They’re so fucking perfect; she should always have them on display.
“Perky is the last thing I’d call them,” she comments, forgetting that we’ve discussed this in the past.
“I’ve already told you, woman; I’ve seen twenty-year-old bitches who have saggy titties. You have a pair of real, flawless tits. Don’t ever sell yourself short on that. Not on that ass of yours either. You have one hell of a tight body.”  
“Curvy.” She smiles, and I nod. Hell yeah, curves everywhere and I like having somewhere to hold on to. 
Tossing her shirt to the side, I catch the flush on her cheeks. With all the shit she’s done over the years with the brothers, and me included, it’s hard to believe the woman would still blush over such comments. It’s the truth though; we wouldn’t always be complimenting her on them if it were a lie. My palms move to cup the mounds and my head dips, pulling the silver dollar sized tan nipple into my mouth. I alternate between each one, back and forth, sucking deeply, making her cry out with pent-up need. 
My right hand moves downward, skirting over her smooth, bare tummy and into her tight leather pants. She doesn’t bother with wearing any panties. Though we both know it’d be a pointless endeavor, as every one of us who saw them would want to rip them off her. 
My hands discover her core wet and wanting, just how I like it. Driving two fingers into her deeply, she moans my name, the sounds a pleasurable zap to my cock’s ego. I’m not one for making much noise, but I fucking love it when chicks are loud. If they’re moaning and screaming, then I’m doing something right, and with Cherry, I know exactly what to do to have her going nuts.
I pump my hand; my fingers thrusting inside her pussy go deep, and then retreat. She returns the favor, moving to fist me again and continue to work me up. Her free hand cups my balls, lightly grazing them with her fake, sculpted nails, and I do the same to her breast. Through the entire exchange her eyes never leave me once. Whether they’re staring into my own, at my cock or at the spots where I’m touching her, she never looks away. 
“Fuck, your pussy’s wet. You’re soaking my hand, you gonna come on my fingers, Cherry?”
She nods, whimpering, “Yes, I’m close. Please don’t stop.”
With an anxious growl, I add a third finger, pushing in deeper and demand her to give in. It does the trick; her small grip on my dick tightens to a vice as her orgasm hits her. My hand moves away from her breast, gripping onto her shoulder to keep her body upright as she rides my fingers into oblivion. Her sweet nectar coats my fingers as her pussy spasms with the aftershocks. 
“Oh Odin, that felt so, so damn good,” Cherry confesses, as I pull my hand free from her warmth. Immediately she drops down to her knees again, drawing my length into her mouth. She takes me as far as she can, her head bobbing with renewed vigor. At this rate, I’ll be shooting my load off faster than usual, she has me all types of crazily turned on to fuck her.
Leaning my body back against the wall behind me, I start to ready myself for my release by bracing my body up. I know my release is going to be fast and hard with her wound up like this. One of my hands falls to her skull, my fingers twining into her silky tresses. I’m locked on the sight before me as she worships my cock, bringing me pleasure. Sometimes I wonder if women enjoy sucking my big dick more than I enjoy receiving the blow jobs. I have been told many times in the past that I have the largest cock they’ve ever seen, licked, sucked, or fucked, so there is that too. 
My hips begin to jolt with movement, thrusting a bit as the sensations overwhelm me. My orgasm draws nearer with each dip of her mouth. The next deep throat of hers and I’m spilling, not even attempting to prolong the bliss. Hot cum shoots from my length with an intensity that makes my knees bend. My thighs harden, bracing myself for each potent jet to release. With teeth gritting, I ride the wave of ecstasy, my pent-up need finally being sated for a short bit of time. Cherry keeps to her promise by swallowing my velvety cum down then licking the tip of my cock clean. 
She’s amazing. 
“You’re getting too good at that,” I rasp, my voice laced with satisfaction as she stands. Her tits jiggle with the movement and I glance away. If I keep staring, I’ll end up fucking her against the wall and I have too much shit to do for that right now.   
“It’s been a little tense this week, I thought...”
We’re interrupted as Torch pops his head into the garage. His cold gaze skirts over Cherry, quickly dismissing her before meeting mine. I’ve known Torch pretty much my entire life; he was my brother’s best friend growing up. He was also in the Widow Makers with us, my father, Jekyll’s club. That was back before we came searching for Viking and he ended up killing our father to protect his ol’ lady. After that went down, my brother decided to merge the Widow Makers MC with the Oath Keepers MC. With special concessions granted by the various chapter presidents, Viking’s hybrid chapter came into existence, filled with some of the most dangerous bikers around.
“Brother?” Jerking up my pants, I quickly tuck my cock away and fasten them closed. With the moment broken, Cherry follows suit, pulling her shirt back on. She ties the little slit along her breasts and adjusts her pants. It’s hard for me to remain focused on Torch and not watch Cherry’s tits bounce as she shimmies her curvy hips in to the tight leather enclosure.
“Didn’t mean to interrupt,” he begins, and I wave it off. There’s not much modesty within the club; we’re used to falling witness to the brothers getting their dicks wet.   
“No worries, what’s up?”
Torch flicks his icy irises back to Cherry and she takes the hint. “I’ll finish catching up with you later, Odin.”
I nod. 
She offers a shy smile toward Torch in respect, and then leaves us in privacy.
With an exhale, he leans against the wall to my side and begins, “Talked to Spin.”
“Al right.” I shrug. Spin’s a brother in the OG Oath Keepers chapter. He airbrushes the club’s bikes when he has free time and does everyone’s tattoos. He has a small shop right when you enter town.
“Mercy’s comin’ to town.”
The scoff escapes before I can rein it in. “Don’t care. You know I cut that crazy bitch off a whole minute ago.” There’s nothing good when it comes to her.
I was dumb and fucked Spin’s little sister when we were teenagers. I took her virginity and ever since, it’s been off and on drama where she’s concerned. I let her know from the get-go that I wasn’t hers or anyone else’s fucking Romeo. I was her one-night stand, nothing more. She never took the hint and I tried to do the right thing by the club and by her, but I couldn’t put up with her jealous bullshit. The first time she and I went on a “break” and I had the club whores suck my cock, I knew it would never work out between Mercy May and me.
Torch digs into his pocket, pulling a pack of cigarettes free. He shakes one out, flips his zippo open and lights up. Taking a long drag, he continues, smoke billowing out of his mouth as he speaks. “Mercy ain’t coming back for you, brother.” 
I won’t hold my breath on that shit. She never comes to town without stirring some sort of shit up.
Heading for the garage fridge, I grab two beers from the top shelf and take my previous spot against the wall. Handing Torch one, I twist the top open to the other, throwing back an oversized gulp. 
Sounds like I’m going to need a beer for whatever he feels necessary to tell me. It must somehow connect to me or else he’d just give me a quick heads-up to watch out for her stopping through to visit her older brother. 
He guzzles the beverage in one quick swoop before tossing the bottle at the trash bin. It clangs and Torch’s brow cocks in my direction. We used to shoot hoops together when I was younger, but I don’t comment on it. Those times feel like they’re from another lifetime ago, back when Viking kept me out of the club as much as he possibly could. My older brother was determined to give me what he never had—a decent teenage life without drugs and violence. 
“She’s going to be in town for her wedding,” he mutters eventually. 
“Excuse me?” I nearly choke on the words. Not because I care, but because it was the last thing I was expecting to come out of his mouth. 
“According to Spin, Mercy met some well-off bastard that treats her good and wants to marry her.”
“No shit? And Spin is okay with this?” I ask incredulously. Spin hates anyone with a cock that even looks in the direction of his little sister. It took Viking, Princess, and me pleading my case multiple times for Spin to let me date Mercy back in the day.  
“Fuck knows, but he seems happy for her. At least that’s what I got out of it when I heard the news.”
“No fucking way,” I mutter. 
I shouldn’t care about it even in the slightest, but hearing him out...well, Mercy and I have a history together. I don’t give two fucks what anyone says, that shit always stays with you. Whether you’re in love with the person or not, when you have history, that shit doesn’t get erased. Mercy was mine for a good three years before she finally started doing for herself. I told her for years I wasn’t the one, but she always came running back to me. We’d fuck, she’d fall in love all over again, and then I’d break her heart. Over and over again. That was our teenage drama. 
“Thought you’d want to know.”
“Appreciate it. How’s your girl?” He has a daughter that he’s been raising alone, thanks to her mom getting locked up.  You think Torch is a mean motherfucker, you should meet Flame, his daughter’s mom. She’s a crazy bitch, and I don’t mean in the same sense as Mercy. Flame rides her own bike and lights motherfuckers up when they piss her off. Hence the prison time she’s serving. 
“Being a pain in my ass as always.”
“Sounds about right.” I couldn’t imagine having a daughter or any kids right now, for that matter. I get to hang out and be uncle to Nightmare’s little dude which is enough for me.
“What are you gonna do about your ex coming to town and getting married?”
Anyone else and I’d tell them to mind their fucking business. “Not a fucking thing. I definitely won’t be showing up to throw flowers down the aisle, that’s for damn sure.”
He snorts. “You forget, I know how stubborn you can be. You and your brother are the same with that. After years with her in and out of your life, you’re really going to let her go like that?”
“I let go of her a long time ago, man. She was a fuck to get me through my life changing in the blink of an eye.” But was that really all she was to me? Of course, I cared for her, and if she ever needed help, she could call, but is it enough to bust up her wedding? I need to get my head on straight. Cherry sucking my cock helped me release some pent-up stress, and now, I can’t find myself caring enough to ride out and disrupt Mercy’s life.    
He puts his cigarette out, his hands going up in surrender. “I get it. I was there through that time and while my shit wasn’t the same as yours, it was a rough few years for all of us.”
I nod. Grateful that I have a few men around that lived the life of a Widow Maker member and knew how psycho my father truly was. Life was absolutely nothing like it is now; we went through hell just to be able to eat. Our lives are good here—damn good—and it’s probably the main reason why we’re so damn devoted to the Oath Keepers and the other members in the club. 
“Just making sure you weren’t gonna pull a Viking and pop smoke to chop some fucker’s head off without warning. I’m all for claiming a bitch, but you both never do anything half-assed.”
A smirk takes over my lips as I remember the story the brothers told me about Viking when he decided to fully claim Princess. He and Saint had some fun with an old prospect who was talking trash about Vike’s ol’ lady. My brother was a goner for her right away and went a little nuts hearing someone disrespect the woman that had unknowingly become his property. I get it, though; they have a crazy kind of love—obsessive, I think, is the better word. 
That had to be why I lost it on them the other day. First off, from witnessing Viking’s ol’ lady surrounded by random assholes. She was busily flirting like she’s not owned by my flesh and blood, the president of the local MC club. Secondly, from walking in on my brother, the one man I believed to be completely devoted to his woman and it rocked my world. I feel betrayed myself with his actions. I can’t fathom what turmoil Princess is facing through all of this. 
I must be her rock right now and make damn sure she has everything she needs, that she eats and is protected. If Viking were in his right mind now, this would have never happened and he’ll be beside himself when the fog finally clears away. I know he’ll want her taken care of and that’s what family does, they take care of each other. 
Mom taught me that in the year I got to spend with her before she lost her battle to cancer. She may not have been my flesh and blood, but in the year I got to spend with her, she was the best mom I could’ve ever had. Princess was lucky to have her around when she was growing up and to have been kept away from the club life. In the end, her pops went off his rocker, losing it. The love of his life passing away from the black disease consuming her soul, then Princess was left with my brother and me to help her get through it all. Her dad drank himself stupid, only to finally get sober with the news of my sister-in-law’s pregnancy. In the end, she’s lost the baby, and my brother has become even more of an idiot. 
Jesus, what a clusterfuck. I have my work cut out for me, and I know shit-all about making a woman happy. Well, without my dick being involved, anyhow. Maybe I should leave this to Chaos and Blaze to figure out. 
 





A week passes by in a blur, and before I’m ready, it’s time for church. Viking hasn’t shown up to collect his patch and take back control yet, but then his bike’s also been gone from him and Princess’s house. Hopefully, the brother went for a long ride to get his damn mind right. I know he has to be having a seriously rough time dealing with everything to not have shown up claiming his club and ol’ lady back already. 
The brothers steadily pile into the chapel, one after the other, each giving me a head nod of support. I can’t help but glance at Viking’s empty leather chair sitting at the head of the table a few times before everyone’s settled and ready to begin. Nightmare lights a cigarette, releasing an exhale of poison into the air while Blaze passes around shot glasses followed by a full bottle of the best apple pie moonshine we’ve found in the south. 
With a shake of my head, I grab the gavel from my brother’s place. “I refuse to sit in his fucking chair. It’s bad enough this has to go down in the first place,” I state and slam the gavel to the oversized intricately carved oak table. The mood’s somber throughout the room, having to hold church without our fearless leader, but I refuse to allow the club to fall behind on business in my brother’s wake. It’s up to us to keep things going as he’d do if it were one of us having to split.
“Agreed,” Blaze mutters. “Prez needs you now more than ever, O.”
My cousin’s right, but I think Viking was the last person we all expected to ever need anything. “Let’s try not to fuck things up too badly while he’s getting his head right.”
“Good luck, kid.” Saint winks and I roll my eyes. He’s one to talk, being the member always wanting to stir shit up. His ol’ lady, Jude, has helped settle him a bit, along with Sinner, but deep down, he’s still the psycho Saint we all know.  
“What’s on the table?” Nightmare asks with a grumble. His chestnut locks rest on his shoulders but shoot off in an array of directions as if he yanked it several times. His eyes are bloodshot as well. I really fucking hope he’s not fighting with his ol’ lady too. 
“You good?” I respond, not used to Night grumbling at church right away. It usually takes at least twenty minutes before someone pisses in his Cheerios. 
He exhales another puff of smoke with a shrug. “Mav got into it with someone at school.”
“No shit?” My brow jumps at the news; Maverick’s a good kid. Usually Night’s bursting about how great he’s doing in school or sports. This is the first I’ve heard of an issue. “What’s going on? You look like shit.” Maverick’s a little kid still. I can’t see how it could be serious. 
“Two little girls were fighting over him. One decided to kiss him first to stake her claim. The girls ended up in a catfight out on the playground. The other girl admitted to the principal that Mav kissed her best friend before they started fighting and that he’d kissed her last week as well.”
A snort escapes Torch. He has a daughter and I’ve heard him mention time and again that his daughter is full of boy drama too. “I feel for you, brother.” He shakes his head, taking a swig of his liquor. 
“That ain’t all,” Nightmare continues. “Fucking jack-off principal has mentioned expelling Mav for the remainder of the year. Dickwad says my boy’s crossing boundaries by kissing multiple girls at school.”
“What the fuck?” Mercenary bursts, folding his arms over his chest.
“Who the hell is this? Maybe a few of us should pay the principal a visit and remind them that we’re big supporters of the local schools. Hell, their Christmas program wouldn’t happen if it weren’t for the private donations we make. Too many Oath Keeper club brats go to that damn school.”
Nightmare stabs his cigarette out, running his hand through his crazy hair. I understand now why he looks like he hasn’t slept. He’s worried about his son getting in trouble and possibly losing his education. “She’s some feminist, man. I don’t understand the world right now, women acting crazy. Don’t they realize that most of us worship their asses? That we want to protect them and help them? I’m seeing more and more act like we’re the bad guys, wearing vagina hats and shit. They don’t need to wear ‘em. I gladly eat pussy and adore my ol’ lady.”
Torch lets out a growl. “I know exactly who the fuck you’re talking about. She’s given my daughter shit about me dropping her off on my bike in the mornings. She’s new this year, real uppity bitch, came from a big city.”
Blaze coughs. “Is she hot?”
Both men turn their gazes to my cousin and glower. Neither say a word, so we all know what that means. Blaze grins. “I see, so neither of you have fucked her then. Obviously not you, Nightmare, but Torch? You haven’t had her on your bike yet?”
“No,” he grumbles, gaze flicking to the table. He does think she’s hot! I bet this attitude gets my brothers all wound up from not being able to bend the bitch over and show her how to be fucked. 
My mouth tilts up in a smirk. “Blaze.”
“Yeah, O?” His grin remains in place, already knowing what’s coming his way.
“How about you pay Miss Principal a visit. Take some flowers or even a cake, hell, I don’t fucking care, just something. Kindly remind the woman that we’re on her side and help fund that school’s projects.”
“And if she decides not to listen?” He grins broadly enough to show teeth. Blaze no doubt loves this idea. 
With a huff, I reply sarcastically, “Then fucking her into submission would be my next move, but what the fuck do I know about what women need.”
He snorts. “We’re a bunch of sexist pigs to her; I’m sure of it.”
“She’s probably used to a bunch of pussy ass beta man-bitches and hasn’t had a full-sized cock in her life. Go show her we aren’t so bad, that we enjoy pussy on our heads too.”
“And I’m tall too, so there’s that; I can hang pictures and reach shit in cabinets,” he mutters absently. 
We all bust out laughing; he’s been around way too many women if that comes to mind. Princess has whipped his ass into shape, being her personal security all the time. He tosses his drink back in one gulp, so I move on. “That’s settled. How was the last transport?”
Sinner sits forward. “It went smooth. Ares sent 2 Piece with me to deliver the explosives.” One thing my brother has done right over the years is becoming as close to Ares as he has. Ares is the other Oath Keepers’ chapter president in this area. Having 2 Piece assisting with the weapons is smart as well. He’s in good with the Russians and knows his weapons. With him handling that side, you won’t have to worry about getting ripped off or shot or both. 
“Why in the fuck do the Chicago MC need explosives run in the first place?” Chaos wonders aloud. He wasn’t here for that meeting, so I understand his confusion.
“Chicago chapter was taking them the rest of the way up to New York.”
“New York?” Chaos echoes.
“From what’s been passed through the grapevine, I guess there’s a war brewing in New York. The Italians and Irish are at each other’s throats again. The famous Vendetti family is keen on taking over New York, even the small parts the Irish like to claim. You know Italians, always wanting to be at the top of the food chain.”
He whistles. “Not good.”
“Not at all. The Russians are cool with the Italians right now, and one of them is also really close with the head of the Irish mob. If they aren’t careful, they could end up stuck right in the middle of the entire blow up.”
“Fuck,” the older brother mutters and shakes his head. 
My thoughts exactly. We do a lot of business with the Russians and with the Italians in Chicago. This is not a war I want our club to be dragged into eventually. There are way too many key players involved that there’s a chance none of us would come out on the other side. Hopefully the fuckers wise up sooner rather than later.
“When’s the next shipment?”
Sinner’s charcoal gaze lands on mine. “Nomads are riding hot through Canada with our trucker as we speak. They should be at the border in four hours. Chicago chapter is meeting them to pick up half of the load then they’ll be back here in about two days’ time. We’re moving right on schedule.”
I release a breath as some tension I was holding onto finally begins to leave my shoulders. I’m so damn glad this was all in motion before I put Viking out on his ass. Hopefully, he’ll be back before the next delivery needs to be set up. I don’t know if his contact would work with me alone. Maybe if Exterminator vouches for me. The Nomads know I would never betray my brother or the club. MC life has been ingrained into me my entire life, first from Jekyll and then from my brother. 
“Good. Keep on top of it,” he grunts, sitting back but I’m not finished with him just yet. “Spider’s tracking the rig, right?” He’s still a Nomad with Exterminator, but his home away from the road is here and he helps with everything technical. We never would’ve taken the Iron Fist’s MC down without him, that’s for sure. The fucker’s smart, way smarter that most of the brothers realize.
“Spidey’s on it, brother. If anything happens, I’ll go after the motherfuckers myself if needed.”
Saint grins manically, “And I’ll ride with Sin. I could use a new sacrifice.”
A few of us snort and Chaos chokes on his shot. Every brother at the table’s witnessed the way Saint “sacrifices” and it’s enough to shake the worst of us up. The fucker is full-blown crazy train when he starts feeling cooped up. Even his ol’ lady, Jude, can’t calm that side of him, not that she really wants to anyhow. I swear the bitch is twisted when it comes to her men, Saint and Sinner. 
“That’s settled then.” I clear my throat, rubbing my sweaty palms down my jeans. I’ve held church for my brother before, but this is different. In the past, it’d been with Viking’s blessing because he was on the road; this time, it’s for the benefit of the club. “Moving on, Vike had previously brought up opening the doors to potential prospects.”
“Good, I won’t have to clean the bar up after you fuckers,” Blaze comments.
“If you have someone in mind, this week will be the time to bring them by.”
Nightmare rumbles, “You don’t think we should wait for Prez to be back on this? He’ll rip out your ass, kid, if he’s not happy about it. Then he’ll most likely kill the sorry fucker who’s trying to prospect.”
Mercenary speaks up, his arm muscles bulging with them crossed tightly over his wide chest. The guy’s built like a fucking tank. He doesn’t take any shit either, fit right in when he transferred from the Chicago chapter. “Then we’ll have to sway the Prez. Odin has every right to continue with club business.”
Night glares at the younger man a few seats down. Torch and I sit on either side of my brother, but Nightmare is right in the next spot, per the food chain around here. I may be the VP and Torch my brother’s oldest friend, but Nightmare has the closest current friendship to Viking out of anyone at the table. “I fuckin’ know that, Merc. Keep in mind, I’ve been riding with his stubborn ass a lot longer than you. We all know if Prez is pissed when he comes in, he’ll clean house. The first motherfucker to go will be the new guy.” He tilts his head at the last part. 
Mercenary’s the newest patched member now. He’s been an Oath Keeper for a while, but to this club, he’s the lowest on the totem pole. Adding in a few prospects could go either way and if Viking catches wind that Mercenary was the first to speak up in support, well, it may not be a picnic for him either.
Mercenary smartly keeps his mouth shut, but Torch turns to me. Growing up, I always thought he was the scariest asshole out there besides my father and brother. He has this way of looking through someone, like they’re already dead to him. I feel for the idiot who finally attempts to date his daughter. “Nightmare’s right, but we already voted on this. I say bring them in. If they end up being worth a shit, then one less thing Viking will have to deal with. He’d delegate it to us anyhow and then give final approval.”
Torch rarely disagrees with Nightmare, but I catch Night nodding in my peripheral vision. They’ve grown to mutually respect each other over the past few years. It was touch and go when we first merged clubs, but both sides have proved themselves and their loyalty to the Oath Keepers MC. 
Waiting a beat, I give everyone else a moment in case they want to weigh in on it as well. They say nothing, so I take it as they’re in agreement or else don’t want to verbally support whatever ends up being the wrong decision. “Like I said, if you have anyone in mind, bring them this week. If not, we’ll play it by ear.”
Adding more smoke to the small room, Smokey puffs on his cigarette. The Marlboro hangs from his lips as he rasps, “How about some more club sluts?” 
I don’t know how this guy’s still the treasurer, let alone fucking women at his age. He’s gotta be pushing eighty. His wrinkly old ass looks like it anyhow.
My eyes begin to sting as the carbon monoxide toxins float closer. I’m used to the brothers smoking, but in here it’s like a damn hotbox. Someone should put me out of my misery and light a fucking joint already. “You still get it up, old man?” I grin his way and the others follow in the razzing. 
“Bet I can last longer than you, VP.”
Ignoring his dig, I shrug. “I’m good with Cherry and Honey. Brothers?” I ask the table and they nod. Blaze mutters that he’ll always welcome more pussy. 
“’Course you are, VP. Cherry warms your bed more than any other,” Smokey replies.
“Can’t help it if my cock’s bigger than all you fuckers.”
“Bullshit,” Nightmare snorts.
“All right then, we can test out a few club whores. No nasty bitches either. Make sure you tell them their asses are getting tested if they plan on fucking any of us. Anything else?”
They all stare at me, so I slam the gavel down. They jump to their feet but not before I call out, “You fuckers have to tell Cherry and Honey!” 
It’s the least they can do; after all, it’ll be my and my brother’s skin if he’s not happy with the changes. 
 





Catching Odin on his way into the bar from church, I hand him his favorite beer before he makes it to a seat. “Hey sexy, I thought you might be thirsty.”
“Thanks, Cherry.” He winks and tugs me to rest my ass against his firm thigh. His palm sits low on my belly, the touch igniting my need to feel him inside me all over again. He doesn’t fuck me much, but I suck his cock anytime he’ll allow me to. On the occasion he wants to be buried in my pussy, it’s what I’d imagine Christmas morning is to some people. I never had any of those fancy holidays but having Odin’s hot cum spurt deep inside is one of my favorite things for sure. 
Torch takes the seat beside Odin and I lean into his solid frame a bit more. Torch is really picky about women touching him, so I want to offer him as much space as possible. Blaze comes around the other side of the bar, setting a rocks glass of whiskey in front of Torch before turning his attention on me. His bright gaze twinkles, always a flirt, yet the blue’s a deeper shade than Odin’s. 
“Did our O tell you we may be getting some fresh meat around here?”
I flick a coy glance back at Odin. He smirks but stays quiet. “No, he hasn’t told me. So, new brothers?”
“Prospects,” Torch rumbles and Blaze cuts in. 
“And new hang arounds. We can never have too much unclaimed pussy running free around here. I’m making it my mission in this life to fuck as much as possible.”
Swallowing, the beam stays rooted on my face. The last thing I want to do is smile, but I must keep face. If the brothers catch even a hint of us not being willing to share or get along with other girls, they give you the boot. I’ve been here long enough to just keep my mouth shut and ride through it. Sure, the brothers fuck the new chicks more than me or Honey when they arrive, but then they get tired of their shit and they get kicked out or the women figure out that this life isn’t for them. It stings, however, knowing that I’ll be sharing Odin again and soon. It’s been a while since he’d paid any attention to another club whore or piece of ass he’s found elsewhere and I’d like for it to stay that way.
My throat grows tight, but I swallow the sensation, shoving it down with a sip of Odin’s beer. I can’t allow him to see that it bothers me or else he’ll never touch me again. I’ve known him long enough to have watched multiple women grow attached. He always makes it loud and clear that he belongs to no one and never will. 
The last chick who tried to stake some sort of claim on him, well, he fucked me in front of her. It was on her own bed to rub salt in the wound and then he told her to pack her shit and get out. Odin’s a bastard if you don’t take what he says seriously and who can blame him? He’s beautiful and the youngest Vice President in Oath Keeper history. 
Not only that, but his brother is a legend in the biker scene. Both men came from one of the meanest clubs in the south and got the original Oath Keepers to merge the two clubs. Odin’s a powerhouse, loyal to a fault and if anyone’s in his way, male or female, they get mowed over. I refuse to be the next casualty, especially not when each morning he’s the first person I think of when I wake up. 
With a chuckle, Odin squeezes my bicep. “Cherry’s a good woman. She doesn’t care about who’s getting their dick wet as long as the brothers are happy.” 
Torch’s brow jumps, and his head tilts as he stares me down. I swear the man can see straight through to my soul. Thankfully, he doesn’t say anything, but I know he can read me better than any of the other brothers. Blinking, I draw in a breath and with an exhale make sure my mask is firmly in place. “Of course, I want you guys happy.” That much is true and he’s right to an extent. I don’t care who’s fucking if I’m the one satisfying the VP.
Licking his lips, Torch asks, “Did Odin tell you about Mercy coming into town?”
“Oh yeah?” I say, concentrating on my voice not rising. I was up close and personal with him bouncing between her and me and other women. It was a disaster, or I should say she was. The woman is nothing but trouble.
He was young when it all went down, so it was to be expected. I knew from the start he didn’t belong to me. Hell, I was enjoying the other brothers back then too. Odin didn’t begin to notice me until after I’d been sucking him off for about two years, alongside the other club whores. Once he started picking me over the others, though, I began to let my guard down. I was stupid to think I wouldn’t fall for someone so young. I should’ve known it’d end up being a brother to capture my heart; they’ve been the best thing to happen to my life.  
I’m stupid now for continuing to fall for the Vice President of the club. He’ll never be mine; I’ll always be the side chick—the whore. 
“Cherry?” My gaze snaps to Blaze as his voice calling my name finally breaks through my thoughts. “You okay, sugar?”
“Yes! I’m just a bit tired. Sorry guys. What were you saying?” I direct toward him, leaving it open for whoever was speaking when I was buried in my head. Even though I ask, I’m not sure if I really want to know what they were just saying.
“We were placing bets on whether Mercy May will stop by for a quick fuck with our VP here, or if she’ll go straight to Spin’s.”
I cringe inside, remembering her last visit. She was such a hot mess, screaming out in the parking lot, creating a scene. With tears rolling down her face, she’d yelled for everyone to hear that Odin had knocked her up and then dumped her when he’d found out. Eventually, she admitted it was a lie when Spin showed up, ready to murder Odin. He’s fiercely protective of his younger sister. The woman’s nothing but drama, doing whatever she can to randomly stir up trouble with Odin. I don’t think she ever fully got over him and that I can’t blame her for. However, it doesn’t give her any right to keep messing with his life. 
And it doesn’t mean I want her ass back here, ever. 
“Not that it’s any of my business, but I just hope she doesn’t pull the same thing as last time.”
Odin grumbles his agreeance behind me and Blaze snorts. “No kidding, that chick is bad news.” I’m obviously not the only one who is tired of her stirring the pot.
Torch shrugs. “I heard she’s cleaned up her act. She’s supposedly a different person now, but who knows.”
Of course, she is...that’d just be my luck. I’m sure she’s dyed her old black and blue streaked locks with the rocker haircut to sunny blonde, probably took her face and twat piercings out and wears knee length dresses now. Odin will be thrilled to see his old conquest go good girl after having her heart broken by him.   
Pulling another sip from Odin’s ice-cold beer, I set it to the side and lean up next to his ear. With a whisper, my lips barely graze his lobe. “Want me to take your mind off of it?” The last thing I want him worrying over is Mercy and what she’s up to next. 
His thumb brushes over my hardened nipples, a smirk back on his luscious mouth as he shakes his head. “I appreciate that, Cherry, but I have shit to do.”
With a swallow, I step back, coming uneasily close to Torch. I can’t find it in myself to care now though, I’m hurt inside. I’m instantly thinking it must be Mercy that’s making him turn me down. I wish he’d let me make him forget about her for good. 
“What’d you offer him, Cher?” Blaze cuts in, “Maybe I’ll take you up on that offer if he’s too stubborn to give in.”
Blaze is charming and even sweet sometimes, but I’ve gotten used to warming Odin’s cock. Honey and the last hang around have been servicing the other men. With a false smile and an aching heart, I admit, “I was offering to take his mind off...things.” My stomach clenches, hoping that blaze won’t ask me to distract him as well. 
“Always thinking about our VP’s comfort.” He nods and I keep the smile plastered. “How about you come help my thoughts clear instead? I could use some female company after being around these hoodlums today.” I want to tell him no, but in reality, I have no reason not to spend some time with him as he requests.
Torch rolls his eyes, tossing back the remainder of his liquor. My gaze shifts to Odin, not realizing it and damn if it doesn’t seem like I’m seeking his permission. I open my mouth to give in...it is why I’m here, after all, and I can catch serious shit if I deny the brothers without a claim patch on my back. 
Odin interrupts as I start to speak, cutting me off. 
“Actually Blaze, I need you to run Princess to the store. I’m going over to see if my brothers came home yet and she needs to get out of that damn room. She’s been cooped up and she looks like a shell of herself. Take her to the hair place or whatever shit she normally does. I need her to start looking like my brother’s ol’ lady again and less like a ruined woman.”
“I can do that, but she’s been through some shit. She’s not gonna look back to normal after a hair appointment.”
“Hell, we all know that. But when Vike returns, I want it to hit him right away that he’s a stupid motherfucker for ever hurting a woman like my sister-in-law.”
“You gonna fill us in on what’s going down between them? Besides what we already walked into and saw for ourselves?” he asks.
“Nah.” Odin shakes his head, the long, tight blond braid barely swaying with the move. “That shit’s between them and if P wants y’all to know her business, she’ll put it out there. No one needs to be bothering her about it or bringing it up. She’ll talk when she’s ready.”
He’s so loyal to his family; it’s a tribute I admire from him a great deal. I can only imagine how he’ll be when he finds his own woman to claim, but that’s something I don’t want to think about. My heart would really break if that happened, not that he’d ever know it or even care, for that matter. 
Odin’s ocean blue irises fall back to mine, his hand lightly squeezes me one last time before he drops it away. “And Cherry, I need for you to clean up her space while P’s gone. Don’t mess with her belongings, but make sure she has clean towels and whatever else she may need just in case she’s here longer. Princess may not be herself right now, but when she’s feeling better, she’ll appreciate the thought.”
I nod, not minding in the least. I like Princess. She’s never been ugly toward me about anything. 
“And I want chocolate cake for dinner tonight,” he adds, knowing I’ll beg Princess for the recipe to make it for him. I always do whatever he asks of me, wanting him to be happy and content. 
“I can probably make that happen.”
His gaze shines, lowering to take in my body before he murmurs, “You better. I’d hate to have to punish you.” 
My thighs clench at his meaning. I fucking love when he wants to punish me. It usually entails tying me up somewhere and spanking me until I come so hard my eyes cross or else having me wear the ball gag while he drives into me from behind. 
He smacks my ass and I take the hint. “I’ll see you guys later. This bossy VP of yours wants cake baked. I guess he thinks it’s his birthday or something.” 
The three of them chuckle in response, knowing I’m only giving him shit and that I really don’t mind. It’s the opposite, in fact; I enjoy taking care of Odin however he’ll allow it.
Heading straight for the kitchen, I can’t stop thinking about what may happen if Mercy does show up here. The worst part of it all is that I can’t say anything about it. Not to Odin or the guys or even take it upon myself to tell her to get lost. When it all boils down to it, I’m nothing but a club whore and who I want here at the clubhouse doesn’t really matter. To be heard in this club when you’re a female, you must be an ol’ lady and we all know whores don’t ever become ol’ ladies. 
Brushing the thoughts aside, I open the first cabinet to check for baking supplies. One thing I can do is bake a kick ass cake. Too bad cake never got anyone a diamond. 

Honey traipses into the kitchen as I finish smoothing the last of the whipped chocolate frosting. “God, it smells amazing in here,” she groans, inhaling dramatically.
“It’s Princess’s recipe, my favorite.”
“She shared it with you?” Her haughty question is disbelieving.
I nod, placing the cover over the fluffy, three-layer Dutch chocolate cake. “Yeah, she always lets me use her recipes,” I say with a shrug.
Honey snorts. “Since when did Princess start being nice to you? I thought she was bitchy to the both of us. Everyone is beneath the ice queen.”
Keeping quiet, I busy myself, not wanting to admit that the woman’s never really been mean or bitchy to me. I’ve stayed away from her ol’ man and treated her with respect. Maybe if Honey had done the same and also didn’t try to screw with Nightmare then Princess would’ve been the same way with her too. Instead, Honey kept trying to cause problems when Nightmare has a kid with Princess’s best friend, Bethany. It’s Honey’s own fault, not that I have room to talk about staying away from the members. 
I guess it makes me a bit of a hypocrite, too, since I did start hooking up with Odin when he was still technically with Mercy. It’s not that I had much of a choice back then though. If a club member tells you to jump, you freaking get off your ass and jump as high as you can to please them. Odin is the MC club’s President’s little brother; I wasn’t about to piss him off by denying him, not that I wanted to tell him no anyhow. 
“I just stay out of their way,” I eventually mutter, not liking when she gets bitchy toward the ol’ ladies. 
“Yeah, well, I guess I’ve seen you helping a lot when the club’s having a barbecue or whatever. I could see why she’d be nicer to you. I refuse to kiss her ass though, so there goes my chance, I guess. Darn.” Honey snorts and my eyes roll. That right there is exactly why she’s treated differently; she’s the one with the bad attitude all the time toward anyone with a vagina. 
“Speaking of helping, I need to go tidy up Odin’s room.”
She pulls a bag of chips from the cabinet, saying, “Why do you bother? He’s just going to fuck some random snatch in that clean bed you’d be making. Let whatever skank that crawls in there do his laundry.” She digs a handful of chips out and shoves a few in her mouth, chomping away. 
“You may have other options in life, Honey, but this is what I have. I’m just trying to make the best of it.” I leave right after, not wanting to hear whatever hateful comment she has for me next. Nor do I want to share with her that while she’s jumping between brothers, I’m usually that ‘skank’ warming Odin’s sheets. I wash his bedding each week because I want to sleep on clean sheets, but that’s none of her damn business. 
 





Viking wasn’t at his and Princess’s house they share near the clubhouse so the only place we thought to find him may be at the other club. If he’s there then he’s got Ares for support which could be exactly what he needs. The Butcher is the closest to a brother that Princess has, besides her own flesh and blood, Snake, and he will no doubt have her back whether Viking and he are good friends or not. The old Prez treated the Butcher like a son, keeping his biological kids as far away from club life as possible. Not that it did any good; both his son and daughter eventually got ties to the Oath Keepers.
We pause at the gate to the original Oath Keepers MC compound. The waiting prospect jumps up, ready to let us in. With a quick wave from us, the shaggy-haired, young Indian-looking dude shoves the tall chain-link gate to the side. He nods as we pull our bikes through, closing it behind us. Both clubs, theirs and ours, were attacked a few years back. It was ugly and since then, both compounds have upgraded all their security features hoping to put it off if it ever happens again. Now, as a safety precaution, whoever’s outside working the gate can’t open it himself. Located inside the clubhouse is an alert when someone approaches and it’s up to whoever’s monitoring the security feed to unlock the gate and permit entry. 
Torch turns to me as we pull to a stop, parking our bikes. With a flick of my wrist, the engine quiets. I kick the stand down, getting to my feet, waiting for whatever he has to say.
“You sure you want to go in?” He gestures to the building in front of us. Torch knows how I feel about being around Spin when it’s not essential. I really can’t blame Spin though. I was always breaking his younger sister’s heart when she was a teenager, so I can’t necessarily expect to be his favorite person even if time has passed since then. 
“I don’t have much of a choice,” I admit. I don’t want to see Mercy or Spin, but what else can I do? “If Viking’s not here, then we need to find out if he’s stopped by or anything.”
“Agreed. You make any progress with Princess?” he asks as we head for the door marked FUCK OFF NON-MEMBERS. It’s big and bold, letting visitors know to use the public entry. They have a little greeting area or some shit for random people showing up. 
“P’s willing to speak to my brother without a weapon in her hands, so it’s a start. More than what I was expecting, to be honest.”
He snorts, shaking his head as we stride inside. The Butcher, his ol’ lady, and ol’ man are sitting in a weathered booth tucked into the corner of their bar. Various other members laugh and carry on loudly about who knows what, dipping their heads in greeting as they see us.  The compound over here’s not too bad; it’s not as large as ours is though. I’m just hoping it’s big enough as to not run into Spin this trip. I don’t look forward to getting punched, unless I’m out craving a fight and today’s not one of those times. 
With my next step, a short female appears in front of me blocking my path, her hands land on my pecs. My cold gaze hits hers. It’s stormy which is normal when it comes to her and me being in the same room, things are usually tense. Her head cocks to the side. “You lost, VP? You’re the last person I was expecting to come walking through that door today.”
Every nerve ending in my body tells me to take a step back, but that’s not my MO. If anything, my chest puffs further at her touch. “It wasn’t planned. What are you doing here, anyhow?” I play dumb. She’s supposed to be here for her wedding. I know that already, but I want her to have to admit it to my face. Why do I want that? Who the hell knows? I should just leave well enough alone, but I can’t seem to make myself do the right thing. I enjoy being an asshole far too much and with the shit this chick has pulled in the past, well, she deserves a little bit of torment.
She smiles and it’s predatory. “You don’t know? Is that so?”
“I don’t keep up with you, Mercy May. You know that.” With a grumble, I flick my stare over her frame. She’s still the same size, short, skinny, reminding me more of an emo chick on the verge of committing suicide than the talented graphic artist she is on the inside. The teal in her hair’s gone though, jet black in its place. I don’t think I’ve ever seen her with one hair color before. None of it matters though; I’ve long moved on from worrying about her well-being. 
She takes a step forward, invading my space. She’s close enough that with each breath I heave her breasts brush against my cut. My finger moves before I realize what I’m doing, the digit trailing down the serious cleavage she’s showing. She may have cleaned up like Spin had implied but she’s still Mercy—skintight jeans, halter top with enough cleavage on display that she may as well wear a damn bikini. And she wonders why I always dipped back around to fuck her occasionally. Hard not to when your tits are always hanging out and you’re giving it up easily. 
Her teeth bite down on her plump bottom lip as her skin warms, watching my finger trace each breast. Where’s this so-called soon-to-be husband of hers? If any man were to touch my property such as this, I’d be painting the floor with his face. He must be a pussy civilian, no doubt. 
“You’re going to start something that you won’t be able to finish,” she whispers.
“I can finish it. Multiple times in fact, trust me on that,” I growl, moving my finger lower toward her pants. 
Torch steps up, bumping my shoulder. I’ve decked men for less, but at the moment, I’m grateful for his interference. “Mercy hope you’re staying out of trouble,” he mutters not really giving two shits before excusing her presence altogether as if she’s no more than a fly on the wall. “Odin, we gonna talk to the Prez?”
My hands fall to my sides, clenching and unclenching repeatedly to keep from touching Mercy May as I get back on task. It’s so easy to fall right into old, bad habits. My gaze moves from her enticingly plump set of tits. “Yes,” I breathe, clearing my throat. “Right, my brother.” 
Stepping completely around Mercy, I don’t say anything else, just head for the Butcher’s table. It’s a total dick move, but I have to remind her and myself that I’m the asshole she can’t handle or tame. She’s never been able to get over that and it’s the most important thing for her to realize. Not that I wouldn’t mind a quick fuck or two with her, but we all know that it’s a bad idea. The bitch tried pretending to be pregnant for fuck’s sake to lock my cock down. That type of crazy is not for me or the club. 
“Butcher,” I acknowledge to the club president first, being respectful to the guy in charge here. Holding my fist out to him in greeting, I then incline a nod to recognize his ol’ man 2 Piece and his ol’ lady Avery. The fucker is crazy enough to claim two people as his, not just one. 
Ares returns the gesture, bumping my knuckles. “Odin, brother, what brings you out to our club today?”
“It’s about Viking,” I admit, thankful that I have another person who’d watch out for my family and have our backs.
“Have a seat.” He gestures to a chair at another table and I quickly slide it to the end of his booth to sit. Torch mumbles his hellos to the table and makes for the bar while I discuss my family shit. 
“Any chance my brother’s stopped through?” I know he’s not here now; his bike wasn’t parked out front. He wasn’t at his house or the bar we passed either and I’m running out of ideas.
The man sits up a bit straighter, towering over the two sitting closely at his side. He’s heavily covered in ink, his shoulders wide and bulky like my brother. I’m jacked myself but on the taller, leaner side compared to the two. “No, but I spoke to him. He was shattered, needed to get some shit off his chest.”
“Things were heated when we last saw each other,” I confess, my fists clenching again. I hate knowing that Viking’s not in a good place right now and because of our fight; I won’t be the one he calls if he needs any help. 
“I told him to go for a ride,” Ares admits. “He needs to clear his head and make peace with things he can’t change. Viking loves P, but right now he’s not feeling much like a man. At least not one good enough for her and it’s making him fuck up in places he shouldn’t be fucking up in.”
“None of us had any idea things were going south, besides Nightmare and Bethany anyhow. They never would’ve betrayed their loyalty to my brother and Princess either. Not even to involve any of us for help. I had to find P in a damn bar, plastered off her ass. Things sort of exploded after that, between all of us.”
“They need to stop fighting against each other and start fighting for one another,” the Butcher grumbles, throwing back the rest of his whiskey. Avery rubs his bare bicep, placing a peck on the tattooed skin. 
Every time I see the large guy he’s in a cut and jeans, probably from his Enforcer days. You learn to leave the shirts behind, because they always end up bloody and ruined after dealing with whomever you have to. Torch taught me that back in the day when I’d get sent out with him. He’s our Death Dealer—the kind of guy that’ll make an Enforcer shit his goddamn pants. That’s the patch Ares should’ve been given by the old Prez. I’ve heard some crazy ass stories about what happens to the people who cross Ares. They call him the Butcher around here for a reason.
“Agreed. I didn’t want to bring this drama to your doorstep, brother, trust me. I’m trying to keep shit straight with the club, though, and with Princess finally clueing me in on what the fuck’s been going on I don’t have many options or time to waste.”
“Don’t sweat it, they’re my family too. I think of Princess as a sister and you’re aware that I’m close with the old Prez. When it boils down to it, I’m glad the brother called me. I can tell you that Viking’s headed to the Gulf. Y’all need to give him a few days in the wind and he’ll figure shit out. In the meantime, you keep being the VP I know you are, that Viking knows you are.  The club will run just fine for a few days with you in charge and if you need anything, you call me. Got it?”
“Yeah,” I confirm, honored the guy has that much belief in me, as he’s a force and I know my brother respects him.  “Appreciate it.”
“It’s nothing. You’re welcome to throw some drinks back with us, but if you want to dip out unnoticed, Mercy just headed for the bathroom.”
“Fucking shit,” I mutter, my hand rubbing over my face as I stand, remembering our interaction as I’d entered the clubhouse. “That’s my cue then; woman is going to get me punched by Spin again.
Avery and 2 Piece both laugh, while the Butcher smirks, nodding.  They know that shit’s true. Spin won’t hesitate; they’ve all bared witness to him coming after me before. “Ride safe.”
“Ride safe,” I repeat and gesture for Torch to follow me out. He takes a pull from his beer and catches up to me with a few easy strides.
“How’d it go?”
With a shrug, I let him know. “Ares said that Viking should be back in a few days,” then mutter, “fingers fucking crossed anyhow.”
“Good.”
We climb on our motorcycles and I’m about to crank the engine when the club door flies open. With her chest heaving and fire in her gaze, the black-haired hellion of a woman yells, “I’ll be seeing you again, Odin. That I promise! We need to finish this.”
We are finished. If Mercy needs one last fuck to move on, well, I could be down for that. Anything more than a quick fuck though and it’s not happening, ever. “We are finished, Mercy May. Move the hell on already. Get married. And for fuck’s sake forget about my ass.”
“Never!” she shouts, and my engine drowns her out as I take off. Torch follows suit and then she’s just a memory fading away, left outside at someone else’s club. I’m already thinking all about Cherry and that delicious chocolate cake that I know she’s making me. 

I find Cherry bent over, ass up in the air at the corner of my bed, tucking the sheet neatly underneath. She’s been busy since I left a few hours ago and being here to witness her taking care of my shit is a huge fucking turn on. I swear if I ever walk in and catch her dusting shit while naked, I’ll most likely come in my goddamn pants. I’ll never let her in on that little fantasy, but fuck me, it’s true. 
She’s got headphones in her ears, her perfect round ass swaying back and forth to the beat as I step into the room so she doesn’t even realize that I’m in here. The things I enjoy doing to that pert, juicy ass is enough to make even a stripper blush. Tossing my leather riding gloves onto the dresser, I step right up behind her and reach out, fisting her silky hair. My grip wrenches her head back, her eyes opening wide with surprise when they land on me. Pulling her backward, I yank the ear phones free and lead her out of my room and into the kitchen, hand still tightly clutching her long ass hair. 
“I wasn’t expecting you just yet,” she admits breathily, taking rushed steps to keep pace. If she slows down, I’ll run into her and quite possibly take her pussy right here in the hallway. 
“Oh yeah? Well, seeing that sweet ass of yours bent over my bed when I walked into the room was one hell of a treat. Had me thinking I should just tie you up right there. Maybe I still will.” I shrug, thinking of her flawless skin wrapped in rope. “Now, tell me sweet, sweet Cherry, did you do what I asked?”
“Yes,” she replies, a bit more flustered than before, growing more and more turned on with my words.
“Mmm, I love it when a bitch listens to my orders,” I murmur. “So damn sexy, knowing you always wish to please me.”
“Yes, always, Odin.”
We stop in front of the fridge and I lean in to whisper and order next to her ear, my breath floating over her pale lobe, “Open it.”
She does and sure enough there’s the big chocolaty deliciousness that’s become my favorite dessert over the years. “Now be a good girl and take the cake out, I want to set it on the counter.”
Moving my body with hers, my grip never falters, relishing in her giving over this much control. Her head has to be getting sore, but she says nothing, never complaining about the shit I put her body through for my own pleasure. That’s just Cherry though, never bitching about anything. She’s strong and uninhibited. She loves to please me, and fuck it’s satisfying. She sets the cake on the counter as I’d told her to and lifts the lid off. Next, she pulls the drawer out in front of her, taking the serving knife and a fork out. Then she proceeds to grab a paper plate from the counter and serves me up an enormous sized, moist slice of fluffy cake. I swear this is the shit that brings men to their knees, desserts so rich that they make your mouth salivate in expectation.
Once she’s all finished and stands still, quiet and at my service, I release her soft tresses. My hands fall to her hips, lifting her easily until she’s lying across the counter. Her eye’s meet mine, unsure of what I’ll command of her next. “Odin?”
“You’ve been so good to me, beautiful,” I rumble, yanking down her pants. Tossing the fabric behind me, I gaze at her warm, wet pussy. “You deserve a reward now, a delicious, sweet reward.” I don’t eat pussy much. I’m too used to being spoiled by the many women I’ve fucked in the past that it’s not something I’ve had to concentrate toward. With Cherry though, I’ve fucked her off and on for so many years, more so in the last year that when she does something like this, she’s damn sure earned having my tongue lap at her soaked, pink folds. 
“Oh God,” she mewls as I turn her thighs toward me and place the backs of her knees over my shoulders. She knows what’s about to happen and Cherry comes so fucking hard when I go at her pussy like a man starved. She loves it. 
“I’m hungry, so fucking hungry, beautiful,” I murmur, eyes planted on her glistening opening, licking my lips as my fingers reach for the slice of cake. Grabbing a handful of the thick, gooey chocolate treat, I plant my palm over her hole, rubbing the cake up and down, coating the fluffy texture all over her pussy.
“Fuck, fuck, fuck. Yes!” she chants, ending with a loud moan as my mouth contacts her core. I suck, nibble and bite at her clit as I eat and lick the cake off her. The frosting’s dense enough that I must lap and suck her lips again and again to get them clean. There’s no way she was prepared for the assault my tongue unleashed on her sensitive flesh.
“Mmm, my favorite flavor of pussy; it’s so damn sweet.” My voice leaves me with a growl, making her moan and grip the back of my head even more. The woman is already close, I know it. 
Cherry shoves my face into her cunt harder and I move to eat the remaining cake from her opening. Her juices along with the dense cake coat my tongue as I lick her savagely. She explodes and comes hard all over my mouth. Like the greedy bastard that I am, I keep eating her out until she comes on my tongue a second time, begging and pleading for me to stop, but then whimpering because it felt so good at the same time.  
I may stop having my way with my mouth, but my cock’s not finished. I’ve barely just begun, which she soon finds out as I pull her hips to the edge of the counter ready to fuck. Freeing my steel-like cock, I line myself up at her entrance. One hand goes to her neck, gripping her in front of me, the other locks onto her hip as I sheath myself into her fully on one powerful, long thrust. My cock sinks into her wetness with a familiarity that has my toes in my boots curling with rapture. “So fucking good!” With a pleased groan, I lay my forehead against Cherry’s as I watch every single expression she shares. Watching her gain pleasure is the biggest thrill that gets me off. I don’t know what it is about watching her in pleasure that makes me give in, but every time it’s like a switch in my nuts that gets flipped and I spill my cum.  
Her irises are glazed over with pleasure from the tongue lashing and orgasms I just handed out, her cheeks and chest rosy as she pants, out of breath. Jerking my hips, she takes each hard thrust I offer, looking so damn stunning in my grip. Leaning forward, she plants her lips to mine, her tongue seeking entry. I give in, even though she’s breaking the rules right now. We don’t kiss. Ever. It was made clear from the very beginning. Yet she chooses now when I’m lost in her pussy to kiss me for the first time. 
Mercy was the only other woman I’ve ever kissed since I lost my virginity to a nameless, faceless whore and I got slapped for kissing her. I only kissed Mercy May because she was my actual girlfriend, official title and all. 
For some reason I don’t move to stop Cherry, because her lips glued to mine, tongue tangled with my own is like a fiery all-consuming blaze igniting in my veins. Her tongue entwining with mine has the cum rushing to the tip of my cock, ready to burst free. I try so damn hard to hold off, pounding into her pussy with punishing force, bruising her thighs with my roughness. However, after a few intense moments, I can no longer hold myself back from giving in. 
The orgasm is unlike anything I’ve ever felt in the past. My cum doesn’t shoot out, it fucking erupts like an exploding volcano, pumping load after thick, hot load into her soaked core. My desire-filled roar breaks our lip lock away from each other as my cock drenches her pussy walls with my seed. I’ve never come so goddamn hard in my fucking life and it leaves me muddled, my head foggy with dizzying emotions. I’m sated and feel like I should be the one worshipping Cherry from now on, not the opposite, but that can’t be right. 
She’s just a club whore...yet, she fucking kissed me and I came. 
 





Sitting here with my ass planted on the counter, I don’t move as the cum, from the man of my dreams, drips from my still pulsing core. He literally just rocked my freaking world and stole what little piece of my heart that I hadn’t yet relinquished over to him. I know better, too, but I’m obviously a fool. You don’t kiss the brothers and you damn sure don’t fall in love with any of them. Not only that, but Odin is the VP for crying out loud and I’m fifteen years older than him! 
My lips remain glued shut as I witness his mask slide firmly into place. I can’t help but wonder if he’ll kick me out now for kissing him. It wasn’t like I’d planned on doing it though; I was lost to him and buried in the moment. He utterly consumes me when he gets like this and today was much more intense than the usual between the two of us. I don’t know what’s changed with him, or when it did, but today wasn’t like any of the times we’ve been together before. It didn’t feel like I was fucking him for his pleasure, his satisfaction...it felt like he was fucking me for mine.  
Odin tugs his pants back up over his hips, zipping but not buttoning them and I can’t help but wait on bated breath as he hides that amazing V and huge cock. Not daring to move a muscle, I watch for his reaction. I know it’s coming, just not the type of reaction I should be expecting. His beautiful cerulean irises glance over me from top to bottom once more before he finally swallows, catching his breath and mutters a concerned, “You good?”
I nod, fearful to actually speak aloud and hear him tell me to get the hell out of his sight. For me to have to leave the club that’s become my home over the years and to forget the loyalty that I’ve so freely offered to its members. For him to stomp on my heart that I’ve unknowingly given him, my sacrifice made in silence and secret to the man before me. 
The towering male exhales deeply, clenching his eyes and fists closed for a brief but noticeable moment before finally rasping, “Then you should get yourself cleaned up.” With the suggestion issued, Odin turns on his heel. He leaves me in the kitchen surrounded by silence and bits of chocolate cake strewn about everywhere. 
A choked, surprised laugh escapes as I hop down from the counter. Grabbing my pants, I pull them back on, up and over my sticky thighs. That reaction coming from Odin was the absolute last thing I’d expected him to do. He actually seemed a bit shell-shocked if anything over what just happened. And for him to just up and leave the room, without even mentioning anything about it? So unlike the man I’ve come to know over the years. Odin’s never been one to hold back about anything, he quickly lets you know what he does and doesn’t like without reservation, so what the fuck does his silence mean? 
All I know is that I’m going to clean up this mess and not breathe even a word about what happened. I don’t want to open my mouth and then have Odin decide to kick me out after all. I couldn’t imagine my life in the slightest without this club or the in it. Sure, I’ve slept with my fair share of them, but the members who have ol’ ladies, along with Chaos, have become close enough to what I’d imagine a real brother is like having. I don’t want to lose my family because I couldn’t control who my heart wanted. I don’t expect Odin to ever love me in return. I’d be fooling myself if I ever deluded my mind with such thoughts. If I have to try and pretend better around him that my heart doesn’t actually belong to him, then I’ll find a way. I have to. 

For living in the same clubhouse, it’s pretty hard to miss seeing someone altogether. Yet, somehow Odin has found a way to avoid me completely for two days. I even broke down and went to his room last night at three a.m. when I couldn’t make myself fall asleep, but he wasn’t in bed. The only thing I can think of is that he’s been staying over at Viking and Princess’s house. Well, unless he went and found another woman and has been warming her bed. Not that I have any right whatsoever to complain or say something about it if he actually is with someone else. 
He’s free to be with whomever he wants, whether I like it or not. We’re not a couple and he’s never put any sort of claim on me or given me the impression he would.  He’s also never once stopped me from having sex with the other brothers. I just couldn’t stop myself from worrying and thinking over and over that I had messed up and how he’s probably angry with me. I’ll suck his cock a million damn times if that’s what it takes for him to forget about what happened and forgive me for my slip, even if I chose to remember it forever.
Wandering around the compound, I come across Chaos in the bar. He’s amongst a few crates of moonshine, dusting and handing the full bottles to Blaze for stocking. Chaos found this old ranch out in Alabama that has the absolute best moonshine around. The liquor and helping with the sales of it has sort of blossomed into his baby. His daughter even ended up marrying one of the brothers from that ranch. He goes on random rides to pick up as many bottles as he can, treating the bottles like a proud poppa. He does whatever he can to support his daughter and her in-laws. They’re the moonshine brewers themselves and I must agree with him, the liquor is delicious. 
My gaze is cast around the room, taking in the shiny dark oak bar top along with the various tables, chairs, bright green felted pool tables and black leather couches. This room is by far the biggest in the entire club. We’ve gathered in here too many nights to count and have been through many celebrations here. It may be just a bar to some, but to us it’s more like a living room where we spend time together. 
Hearing Odin’s deep rumble of a voice, my stare darts over to the far corner, seeking him out and discover his massive frame. He and some other brothers stand around three men I’ve never seen before; I’m drawn to his side like glue.
“Hey there, sweetheart.” Chaos pauses in his task to pull me to his body, warming me with a hug. I sidle up to his side, wrapping my arm around his back and tuck my hand into his back pocket. This way he’s free to move his hands, but I’m still close. We’ve done this for a long time, so no one even blinks at it. Especially Odin. He knows Chaos and I are best friends and nothing more. 
“Hey you two, I see you’re keeping everyone happy.” I gesture to the bottles with a nod of my head. 
He and Blaze both grins. “Gotta do the hard work around here,” Chaos says and Blaze chuckles. “What are you up to today? We have a break in that cool air, you could go for a run if you wanted.”
I shrug, feeling too lazy to run today. “Not much, I got all prettied up since it’s Friday evening. I figured you guys would be getting all loud and rowdy tonight.”
Blaze snorts. “Us, rowdy? When does that ever happen? I’m an angel, remember?”
“Oh, right, my bad. I must’ve dreamed all that from last Saturday night. You weren’t actually the drunk one on the bar in your underwear then, offering to show off the ‘biggest dick in history;’ according to you.” 
Chaos laughs loudly and Blaze’s cheeks actually grow a bit warm. It’s funny but cute at the same time.
“What happens at the clubhouse stays at the clubhouse,” he mutters dejectedly, suddenly seeming a little too busy with the bottles in front of him to discuss this further. 
The thing with Blaze, though, is he’s a funny drunk. The man has jokes and sarcasm to go on for days, so drinking with him is never boring. Especially when he decides to peel nearly all of his clothes off, having his washboard abs on full display and dance on the bar. I thought women were only the ones who did stuff like that, but apparently not. Blaze loves to see his friends and family laugh and I don’t mind in the slightest with abs like that to drool over. 
Odin’s deep timbre tugs at my core when I hear his rumble again. I can’t help but to flick a look back at the men standing around in the corner over Chao’s shoulder. If Chaos were standing to his full height rather than perching his ass to lean against the stool, there’d be no way I could pull that off. Since he’s chilling at the bar, I can step on the foot rest to see over his large frame.  One of the guys I’d never met before meets my gaze, amusement swirling in his irises. My breath catches for a moment as I take in his raw magnificence. He’s got that I’m-a-pretty-boy-but-I’ll-break-your-fucking-face look about him. Those are always the most dangerous types, kind of like Odin. He’s so damn manly and handsome—a rugged alpha male, but one look at him and you also know that you won’t want to be on his bad side.  
Chaos taps my side and I quickly step down to stop my nosey staring. “We’ve got some guys wanting to prospect.” He answers my unspoken question. It’s club business, so I’m not allowed to ask no matter how curious I may be. 
“Oh wow, it’s been a while since the brother has let anyone new come in to join.”
Both of the men nod and Blaze takes a drink of his bottled water. Chaos keeps filling me in. “Yep, well, since Mercenary transferred. It’s overdue though. You and Honey will have to give them a warm welcome. Show them some of the perks of being patched members and always around such beautiful women all the time.”
A smile graces my lips; he’s always saying sweet things, even though Honey isn’t very pretty on the inside. I wish all men were so open in giving out compliments. “What’re their names?” My head tilts and I perch on my tippy toes as I attempt to get another look toward the back corner. At a glance, I swear two of them look similar...maybe brothers? I wish I could see the third guy, too, especially before they notice me.
“The twins facing our way are Rage and Karma.”
Honest to God, I stutter as I gasp. “T-twins? We’re getting twins?”
“Mmhmm, and the third is Frost.”
“Rage, Karma and Frost,” I repeat trying to memorize their names. I probably sound like a twat. 
“That ain’t all, either,” Blaze interrupts. “Nomads added to their ranks after all this time. When Ex, Spidey and Rugger pull in next time, they’ll have two new boys riding along with them. Names are Knuckle Buster and Magnum. they came straight off classified deployments and have been fully patched. Those two are some bad ass special forces veterans. you be careful warming their beds alone, sugar. I’m sure they’re some decent fellows if the Oath Keepers let them into the fold. However, they’re way too wild to be cooped up on a compound and with the shit they’ve seen and done, you won’t want to fall asleep in their beds without someone else there to save your ass if needed.”
My chest grows tight at his words, the cavity suddenly flooded with anxiety. It’s rare the brothers warn you about other members, and it’s always in your best interest to heed their advice. I learned that the hard way when Saint and Sinner had some rough fun with me for the first time. I wasn’t expecting Saint to be so challenging, even if the guys had forewarned me. I was too stupid to listen and nearly ended up with a slit throat. 
With a swallow, I inquire, “Do either of you know anything about the three new prospects?”
Chaos leans in to speak lowly near my ear. “Frost came to join us from up north. He was Bronx’s blood brother.”
My hand flies to my heart, remembering the day Bronx was brutally murdered by the Iron Fists. I’ll never forget that terrifying day. Members were killed, Blaze nearly died, Princess was beaten badly, and Nightmare’s son was kidnapped. It was horrifying and I’d never seen the club so heartbroken and angry all at once. Bronx was so damn young when he died...too young to be stolen from the world.
“Oh, Bronx,” I whisper and both men nod solemnly. Blaze exhales a heavy sigh, his mind going back to replay the memories of the torture he endured, I’m sure. He’d tried so hard to protect Princess and Nightmare’s family—Bethany and little Maverick. He’d ended up nearly bleeding to death from stab wounds; many of us thought he wasn’t going to make it. One day at a time he slowly regained his strength and Blaze prevailed, showing just how strong he truly is, but it was a scary process.  
Chaos clears his throat, choking down his own emotions from remembering. He guzzles his beer down before continuing. “The twins are a couple of Torch’s cousins—Rage and Karma, don’t let the names fool you, sweetheart. They each fit the men well. Definitely the same blood in their veins as Torch’s.”
Blaze agrees. “The members that they’re kin to besides Torch also came from the Widow Makers. They were past members that’ve perished. The twins aren’t some backwoods farm boys looking for a place to call home. They’re misfits, sugar. They’re the assholes hiding in dark alleys, the men that don’t fit in with the normal population.” He mutters the last bit, “Just like the rest of us.”
He’s wrong, but I don’t voice my opposition. Sure the guys here don’t really fit in to normal standards, but they aren’t what I’d label misfits. They each have their own demons to deal with and are a bit rough around the edges, but inside I recognize that they’re good men. I may not be close to every single one of them, but I know the brothers well enough to distinguish that they’re loyal to a fault. These men love with every breath they take when they finally find someone who they deem deserves it. That’s freaking amazing in my opinion and the women are so, so lucky to have that kind of passionate, devoted love bestowed upon them. 
“You’ll meet the new prospects in a sec, sweetheart.” Chaos squeezes my side. “We’re loading up the liquor cause we want to get them stupid drunk until they’re puking up everything and are too hung over to move tomorrow. Then we’ll have them clean the bathrooms—scrub out the toilets first thing with tiny brushes.”
A giggle bursts from me at his ridiculous plan. It was probably Blaze’s idea. I wouldn’t put it past him anyway, always up for a laugh. These are the times I enjoy the most being at the club surrounded by my family, when we get to let loose and have fun. Some people might think I’ve lived a jaded lifestyle, but they’d be wrong. Sure, times aren’t always picture perfect and I may not get the man of my dreams in the end, but I’ve lived an interesting life being around these people. I’m sure tonight won’t be any different, either, and for that, I’m grateful.
 





 “She’s pretty fuckin’ hot,” the twins, Karma and Rage mumble to each other. I keep catching both taking turns gawking over toward the bar. I’m aware that Cherry’s standing with Blaze and Chaos over there. I’d felt her presence the moment she’d stepped foot into the same room as me. 
I’ve done my damndest to remain busy and to take a breather away from what happened between both of us the other day. I’m still not too sure what to even feel about it. She’s a club whore, so she’s willing to please all of the brothers, whenever they desire her to. I know damn well that I’m nothing remotely special to her. She’s never once attempted to kiss me before, though, and no matter how small that kiss was, it’s had me wrapped up, consumed with it in my head ever since. 
Rage and Karma’s matching emerald irises sparkle, as they murmur something back and forth to each other that I can’t hear. No doubt whatever the fuck they’re saying is about Cherry. I’m guessing they’re busily making plans to get their dicks wet, Cherry being the first conquest. Karma and Rage are both new here, so I understand they don’t realize that prospects rarely get to fuck our club sluts, if ever, until they get patched. They’ll be sorely disappointed, but too fucking bad. You must earn everything you get here, even rights to fuck the club’s live-in pussy. 
Pretty sure I learned that the hard way when Viking wouldn’t cave in and let me join the club ranks right away. I was already a Widow Maker; hell, I’d practically been born in that damn cut with my father being the president. I came here with Jekyll looking for my brother when I was fifteen years old. Once I was under Viking’s care, he was determined to make me be a somewhat normal teenager. I was far from it, but he tried at least. 
Finally, when I turned eighteen, he and the other brothers allowed me prospect for them. Just recently after I turned twenty, the brothers voted on me being the club’s newest vice president. It was the last thing I’d expected from any of them. I truly believed they’d keep me at the lowest spot on the totem pole for years to come or until we got some new prospects in. Rather, they put me in the number two spot right out of prospecting and I’m grateful they have that much confidence in my leadership and loyalty toward the Oath Keepers and its members. 
The two, dark-haired brothers finally get up the nerve to ask me about Cherry. “So, she one of theirs?” The guy on the left nods behind me. I think he’s Karma. Fuck if I know, they both look the damn same—green eyes, black hair, and muscles with a side of bottled up anger ready to burst free. Being related to Torch though, it’s no surprise. He has a pretty fucked up family, a bit like my own was once upon a time. 
To my right, Torch scoffs. “Cherry and Honey are club whores who live here. Honey will be out soon. Watch out for that crazy bitch though. She has the false sense that she’s gonna get claimed by a brother, a whore who thinks she’s patch material.”
“Blaze, Chaos, Torch, Smokey, and I don’t have ol’ ladies,” I fill in. “Saint, Sinner, Mercenary, Viking, and Nightmare have claimed women. You’ll know who they are as they wear ol’ lady patches. And also because if you touch one of them, you’ll get your face caved in.”
Karma and Rage both nod, along with Frost. Torch calls over his shoulder for Cherry, and like the good woman she is, she makes her way to us quickly. I’d bet my left nut that she’s curious anyhow. Coming to stand at my side, my hand falls to her shoulder. With a tight grip, I tuck her into my chest. “Cherry, meet Frost, Karma, and Rage. They’re our new club prospects.”
Her lips turn up into a friendly smile, and I hold onto her just a touch tighter. “Hi guys, nice to meet you.”
“The pleasure is ours, trust me,” Karma murmurs as Rage openly checks her out. His gaze runs up and down her a few times, and for some reason my chest grows tight with irritation. The fucker just met her and is acting rude as fuck. They should show her a bit more respect, club whore or not. She’s standing beside me under my arm now.  
“Cherry’s a good girl,” I find myself needlessly remarking, my voice rougher than it was a moment ago. “If I hear of anyone not being respectful, you’ll have to deal with me.”
She glances up at me momentarily, surprised at my threat. I keep my mouth shut, swallowing so I stop talking like a damn idiot. Where the hell did that shit come from? She’s a fucking club whore, open to all of the brothers. I keep having to remind myself that I’m not the only one who fucks her, and I’m finding with each passing reminder, it pisses me the hell off. 
“No worries, boss.” Frost grins. “We’ll be nice.” He winks at her and I feel like I’m going to rip his fucking scalp off. My hand tenses on Cherry’s shoulder; it’s too tight and it probably hurts her, but I’m drowning in the moment. Locking gazes with Frost, I’m about to growl at him to shut the fuck up when the club door swings open. 
She steps through the door, finding me immediately and it’s like a bucket of ice water is thrown over me. “The fuck?”  This bitch has no reason whatsoever to be disturbing my club and who in the fuck even let her in through the gate? 
“I told you we weren’t finished yet, Odin,” Mercy May declares taking one determined step after the other until she reaches me. She’s about four inches shorter than Cherry, but you’d never know it with the look she shoots down her nose at her. Mercy notices my hand on Cherry’s shoulder and rolls her eyes. “Tell your little skanky whore to go play with someone else’s cock. We need to talk.” 
Mercy’s got some nerve, but that’s how she’s always been when it’s come to me. It used to turn me on, witnessing her get a touch possessive, but now it’s just fucking annoying. Cherry remains silent and locked in place at my side. She’s never listened to Mercy before, only me. If I wanted her to stay away, so Mercy and I could try and work shit out, she would. If I wanted to fuck her, no matter if I’d been fucking Mercy or not, or another female for that matter, Cherry would. She’s always been my go-to chick, and Mercy hates her with a passion because of it. 
With a grunt, I stand taller, staring down at the small female. I overshadow her tiny ass by at least a foot, maybe more. If Cherry was a vindictive bitch, she could easily put her down, but she’s not that kind of person. She’s the lover, not fighter type, which is fine with me. I’ve always been the fighter. “Not fuckin’ happening, Mercy. The fuck you doin’ here at my club anyhow?”
Torch’s arms cross, making his muscles bulge. His nostrils flare as he glares down at my ex right alongside me. She’s always been leery of Torch and him of her as well. I told him awhile back and he uses it to my advantage to make her uneasy. After all the shit she’s pulled, he’s over it. 
“Don’t do this, Odin. I need you.”
“You’re getting married; you need to start running to him to solve your problems. Not me. Just because you’re in town doesn’t make you my responsibility. Spin will lose his shit if he catches wind of you being over here.”
“My brother already knows I’m here right now.”
I nearly choke. The bitch is just trying to get her brother to kill my ass with this shit, I swear. 
“I repeat, what the fuck are you doing here?” I’m ready to toss her ass on the other side of the fence in case Spin decides to roll up on my ass having a fucking tantrum or some shit. 
She flicks her gaze at the new guys, taking them in one by one and I get the feeling she’s not sure if she should say what she has to in front of them. Too damn bad. I refuse to be alone with her. I’ll say it a hundred times if I must. I am done with her. 
“Spit it out. These are just our newest prospects. They can hear whatever it is you feel like you have to say to me. They’re associated with the club now. This better be some closure bullshit or something to that effect. Do you just need a goodbye fuck?” I ask, suddenly curious if my guess before was right after all.
She blows out a breath and I can’t hold back from exploding at her again. I have too much anger built up inside where she’s concerned. Our relationship was never healthy to begin with and whatever bit is left is far from even civil at this point. I’m at a place in my life where I never want to see the bitch again. You don’t pretend you’re pregnant by a man just to fuck with his life and then expect him to get over the shit. It’s not happening. 
“You know what, I don’t care. You want to fuck? Go and fuck one of them,” I point to the three new prospects all eagerly watching this showdown take place. “You need saving? Ask someone else. I’m not fucking Captain Save-a-ho. I’m not getting drawn back into your fucked-up shit. We were over years ago. I warned you from the start I didn’t want a relationship with you. I told you flat out I’d never claim you, yet you kept finding ways to ‘make’ us be together. I’m done.” At that, I give her my back, and take off toward the rooms with Cherry in tow. 
 Mercy has a shit ton of nerve showing up here and demanding my attention. I can’t believe she treated Cherry that way too. Well, I should since she’s done it in the past, but it wasn’t necessary. It was bad enough that those damn twins were licking their chops when it came to Cherry but then to have Mercy comes in calling her a whore right after too. Crazy that she’s the club slut yet is the one who acts with the most decency and class out of all of them. I’m going to have to get used to the prospects too. I don’t want to be a dick to Bronx’s blood brother, really, but if he doesn’t learn his place and quick, then I will be. The same goes for Karma and Rage. They’ll get a taste of real rage when Viking comes back, and they act like fools where Princess is concerned.  
“I’m sorry, Odin,” Cherry mutters, her hand resting on my chest as we stride to my room. She gazes at me, irises full of concern for my well-being, not worried about herself in the slightest. 
“You don’t have shit to be sorry for, beautiful. Mercy’s just fucking tripping is all. I told her to get off my dick long ago. She’s jealous and looking desperate.”
“What does she have to be jealous of?”
With a twist of my wrist, I fling my room door open, making sure to lock it behind us. I swear to Christ if someone interrupts us I may start throwing blows. “Mercy’s jealous of you,” I fill her in. Surprised she doesn’t already know. “Shit, they all are except the ol’ ladies.”
A giggle breaks free from her, the sound hitting me in the chest. I never gave two fucks before if Cherry was laughing or comfortable, but damn that sound has been hitting me hard here recently. “You’re mixing me up with someone else,” she argues, making me snort. “How many shots did you have with the brothers already?”
Shaking my head, I scoff; I can drink any of those asses under the table easily. Not Nightmare or Viking, but I can hold my liquor with the others. Jekyll had me drinking regularly with the Widow Makers when I was twelve years old. “I’m not mixing up shit.” Growling, I toss her sexy ass to the bed. “You know what I want.” Following behind, within a few steps, I’m yanking her clothes off, eager to bury myself in her. 
She faces the headboard as I instructed, awaiting my next orders. Her clothes go flying in different directions somewhere behind me and the greeting of her creamy, smooth skin has a groan deep in my chest rumbling loose. “I fucking love your tits...but damn, that ass is sexy as fuck. Bend over and let me fuck it, beautiful.”
Her thighs clench, her ass wiggling from side to side trying to create friction on her pussy. I want to grab it, fist it tightly and make her be still. “Stop moving. I’ll give that tight pussy pleasure when I’m good and ready. You impatient, well we can stop for a break and you can wait longer for that orgasm.”
“No! Please don’t stop, Odin.”
“Mm.” My palm rubs over her big, round ass in anticipation. “Spread those thighs wide beautiful; let me see that perfect, tight hole.”
“Like this?” She pushes her ass out as she leans onto her forearms, taunting me with the delectable sight. Wetness coats the inside of her legs, telling me just how excited she really is in this moment. She loves me bossing her just as much as I love doing it.
I smack the cheek closest to me, and then palm it, holding her hips from rocking. My free hand reaches for her wetness, my fingers running up and down her drenched slit. “Ready and waiting,” I murmur, my middle finger circles her clit as my thumb teases her entrance. Cherry’s responsive to my every touch and there’s not a bigger compliment that she can give me than to show me just how good I make her feel. 
“Yesss,” she sighs and I press her button harder then pull away completely. Using her pussy juices, I swipe them back to coat her puckered rim. It’s been a while since I’ve taken her ass and whenever I do, she shoots off damn near immediately. Her hot spot must be exactly where my cock hits because she goes absolutely wild for it. 
“You want my hard cock? You need this cock inside you?” Releasing the round cheek, I yank at my jeans until my long, hard length springs free. Moving my other hand away, I take my fleshy steel in my palm, lining it up. She’s so fucking horny her ass pushes back against me, wanting me to shove my dick inside her hard and fast. She’s silently begging to be pounded.
“Please, don’t make me keep waiting for it.”
I love it when she begs me, so I give her what she hungers for. My hand curls around her hip securely as my pelvis eagerly thrusts forward. Her warm tightness sheaths my cock, the vice tugging at my skin making me rumble a loud growl filled with bliss. So damn good. Her mouth, her pussy, her ass...it all feels amazing enclosed around me. 
Cherry moans and I pop my hips, driving in deep. When her moans turn to pleading for me to take her ass like I’d teased, I follow through fucking her like she belongs to me and no other. My hips piston, pushing my cock in and out. Our flesh smacks together with each powerful plunge. “I want you to finger that dripping pussy until you come. Do it, now.”
Her hand finds her core, following my orders as I concentrate on not blowing my load just yet. Cherry’s sexy mewls morph into her screaming my name as she rides her orgasm. It’s the only confirmation I need before letting go, pumping her ass full of my seed and reaching my own rapture. 
 





Odin took me by complete surprise when it came to dealing with Mercy. I was stunned that not only did he turn her down, but that he did so with me in his arms and in front of everyone. He’s seemed different lately, more possessive toward me. It can’t actually be that though; maybe I’m just making something out of what’s really nothing. I could be projecting my feelings and in turn imagining he’s acting a certain way because that’s what I want deep down inside for him to do. He was literally yelling at her that he’d never claim her and here I am getting all messed up in my head over him. I should just be happy that’s he’s shared this much of himself with me and not foolishly allow myself to get in any deeper where he and feelings are concerned. 
“What’s got you stuck in your head, sweetheart?” Chaos wraps an arm around me as I come to stand next to him outside. I needed some fresh air and fall in Texas is the absolute best time to be outdoors. 
“Just being a girl. I don’t want to waste your time with any of it.” I toe a few pebbles with my tennis shoe. He’s right though. I have been stuck in my head ever since this whole thing went down.
And I know what you’re probably thinking, yes, I own more than trashy, revealing clothes. I need to stay looking good with these younger women coming around, so I go for runs a few times a week. If it was a long night partying, then I usually just keep it to a walk, but that paired with some squats regularly has kept the members interested in my body. Unfortunately, I’m not one of those women that everything comes to them effortlessly, including their looks. A shitty childhood isn’t exactly a recipe for success as an adult and plenty of partying definitely doesn’t make it any easier on me.
“I wouldn’t ask if I believed you’d be wasting my time. You know, I have a daughter about ten years younger than you. You’ve met her a few times. I’m used to girl stuff, well, as much as she’ll share with me anyhow.”
Licking my lips, I adjust my spandex workout capris and cross my arms over my chest. I don’t like being vulnerable, especially to men, but I trust Chaos. I know he’d never hurt me, but what I need to talk about has to do with his own MC brother. His loyalty will go to Odin above me any day; Whether Chaos is my best friend or not, the club always comes before me.  Not only that, but Odin is the Oath Keepers’ vice president. I can’t expect Chaos to offer me any real advice on the man besides telling me to move on with my crush. If only it were just a little crush, it’d be no big deal. I’ve had plenty of them in life; this is so, so much more.  I’m in deep, damn it.
“Cherry, you know I got your back, right?”
“I do, and I’m grateful,” I admit on a tormented sigh. “It’s just quite hard for me to admit what I’m dealing with out loud.”
“Ah, I know what you mean.”
Glancing at him, I can’t help but wonder how he could. He’s so big and strong. It’s hard for me to imagine Chaos not powering right through anything that may be bothering him. And if it ever had to do with a woman, well, she wouldn’t stand a chance because he’s and amazing man.
He smirks. “I’m a man, remember? We’re not known for expressing ourselves well.”
Smiling, even though my mind is still in turmoil, I decide to open up. Maybe just talking about it will help me move forward or come up with some sort of a plan. It’s worth a try, I suppose. Drawing in a deep breath, I exhale it slowly, gathering my nerve to say the words aloud that I’ve never permitted myself to utter before. “I’m in love with him.”
Chaos nods, watching my face as he waits for me to continue and seal my fate with the club.
“With, um, Odin,” I finish, and he nods again, not appearing the least bit surprised at my revelation.
“Well?” I’m growing impatient with his damn nods. I just dropped a bomb the size of the Vice President and all Chaos’s doing is smirking and nodding. 
His grin fades away and his stance straightens from his slouch, realizing I’m getting upset. “Well yeah, sweetheart, we all know that already.”
My stomach sinks as I swallow, whispering, “You do?”
“Yeah, Cherry. Is this what has had you so twisted up inside?”
“I don’t want to have to leave here...I know when my feelings get out of control and Odin realizes it, he’ll give me the boot. I don’t know what I’d do with my life without the club.” I probably sound pathetic to a man like him, dependent and weak. He’s alpha and independent. I’ve never been that way; never thought I’d need to be.
“You really have given your loyalty over to this club, more so than some men have, I suppose. It’s a shame this club is only brothers, you’d make one hell of a member.”
“I asked once.” My mind flashes back, remembering the begging I did to the old Prez at the OG club. I pledged my life to his club and he offered me a place as a whore. I don’t mean to sound bitter in the slightest, because I’m not. I’m far from a biker and have very limited skills. What the old Prez did was offer me a decent life in my circumstances. 
“To become a member?”
My head bobs. “I was told it’s alpha males only.” And they weren’t exaggerating in the least either; the Oath Keepers MC are all men’s men through and through. 
“Yeah.” He rubs a hand over his salt-and-pepper hair. “Funny enough, it’s because all these hard-ass alpha males couldn’t stand to lose a woman. We want to protect you all, not put you in a position to get hurt. On our runs, it’s no place for a beautiful creature like you. Women deserve to be coveted, not have their lives threatened.”
“I understand. The guys have explained it to me and I get it, really. This club has become my family, though, and the scary thing is that I don’t know how I’ll take it when Odin does finally decide to take a woman and make her his ol’ lady. Even if he waits for twenty years, it’ll crush me as badly as losing you all would. I just can’t win either way.”
“Have you talked to him about this at all? Told him how you feel and asked him what you should do?”
“No way, are you joking? This is Odin we’re talking about. You heard what he said to Mercy in the bar and we’ve never had anything remotely close to what they’ve had together.”
“Wrong.” His hand goes to the back of his neck; he rubs the area as he disagrees.  “Cherry, you’ve had so much more.”
“How do you figure?” What does he see so clearly that I don’t? I’m not trying to feed my head with delusions. 
“You’ve been his constant over the years. Besides the brothers and Princess, you’re the only other person he sticks too. Regardless if it’s been for fucking or whatever, it’s still something significant and it’s been that way since I’ve known the kid.”
“That’s another thing; I’m fifteen years older than him,” I admit, a bit torn on the subject. I’ve never felt too old for anything, but suddenly I’m questioning it all now. “I’m at an age where I would be with only one man if he were to ask me, the whole happily-after-after fairy tale and all. I’ve only been with one here lately anyhow, because I can’t get Odin out of my head and heart. He’s barely twenty years old; he has so many women and years to live through still. Why couldn’t I fall for him when he’s forty and has experienced most of it?”
“I think you’re scared and making excuses,” the gruff guy mutters, not afraid to call me out on it. 
“Or I’m cautious because I know my place with him.” And with all the brothers for that matter.  
Chaos shifts and pulls me closer, both massive palms moving to cover my shoulders as he stares into my eyes. “You’re not meant to be a side piece; you’re not potato salad, Cherry. It’s time you realize you’re the slow-smoked, extra-tender main course. You’re the fucking brisket, babe; don’t sell yourself short. And especially not for another member. Those men are not anywhere near perfect or deserve that level of devotion without returning it tenfold.”
His image grows watery as my eyes fill. I don’t cry often in public, if ever. I don’t like anyone knowing when I’m upset, but I can’t help it right now. In Chaos’s own manly way, he just said the sweetest thing. Leaning into his chest, my arms wrap around his beefy frame, hugging him close as his hand goes to hold the back of my head to him. “You’re so sweet to me, Chaos. Why couldn’t I have fallen for you? I have a feeling this conversation wouldn’t have been difficult had it been you.”
“Because sweetie, it would’ve been far too easy and love never comes easy, not the meaningful kind at least.” He lays a chaste kiss into my hair as the door to the club opens. I’m turned to the side but can see just enough to make out Odin.
“Brother?” There’s a cough. “You…uh…with Cherry?” He clears his throat and I feel Chaos shake his head, silently telling him no.
“We’re just talking, brother. She rolled her ankle and I was giving her a minute to get it together. Just helping her stay balanced and all.”
“Well shit, I can give 2 Piece a call and ask him to come check it over.” 
I shake my head into Chaos’s chest and he replies for me. “Nah brother, I think she just needs to take it easy a bit. Maybe you could carry her to the shower though? The cold water will help ease any swelling she’s got going on and get her back to one hundred percent with it in no time.”
“Yes, of course,” Odin mutters and then my body heats where his big hands grab me from Chaos’s hug. In the next blink, I’m secured in his muscular arms and he’s holding me princess style. 
My hands quickly move to swipe away any lingering tears and Odin peers down at me. Is that uneasiness floating in his gaze? Since when does he worry about me? “You ever hurt yourself, you just yell as loud as possible and someone will come get me, you hear?” he sweetly scolds me.
I nod. Mute and struck dumb as a door knob at his generous order. He shifts to hold me with one hand, that’s how damn strong he is. His free fingers move to my cheeks, turning my head to him a bit more. He tenderly swipes away the wetness before holding me more securely again. I swear it has me wanting to cry harder; I’m a complete disaster for him. I want so badly to blab and tell him how much I fucking love him. I don’t. Instead, I bite the shit out of the inside of my lip and after he pays a quick thank you to Chaos for helping me, he spins us, taking us back inside. 
He thanked Chaos for helping me, for him. Let’s not mention that I’m not even hurting in the slightest bit ether. Well, not my ankle at least. And Chaos totally covered for me, after saying the sweetest thing. He truly respects me. Could it be possible that more of the guys in the club feel the same way? Chaos really is a good best friend and he wasn’t lying when he said that he has my back. He just fibbed to his VP to keep my feelings between us and then came up with a way to get me in Odin’s arms. He’s pretty genius, and I’m silently kicking myself for not confiding in him sooner.
“You sure you don’t want me to call over 2 Piece to check your ankle? I will…say the word.”
Shaking my head, I concentrate on holding back from running my hands all over his cut frame. With his muscles shifting and flexing as he carries me like his woman, the temptation is far too strong. “Thanks, but it happens often. I’ll be fine, my body isn’t weak.” Especially since it’s a little white lie.
“You need to watch out; one of us may not be close by next time to help you.” He takes me to his room rather than my own, not pausing until he sets me on his bathroom counter. It’s amusing to see him fretting over me, so un-Odinish. He’s so rough and tough; this softer side has me melting all over for him. This is so bad, I’d rather him be a jerk, it would make things easier. 
“I will,” I mutter absently, watching as he turns on the shower, adjusting the temperature. Does he plan to get in there with me? Maybe the broody biker wants a blow job in return for grabbing me. I wouldn’t mind. I’m always ready and willing for him. I figure the more I satisfy him, the more time I’ll get to spend with him. 
“You need me to help take your clothes off?” His gaze heats as it falls to my chest. My breasts lift and fall quicker from his gaze. If he peels these clothes off, there’s no way in hell I’m letting him keep his clothes on as well.  
“I can get them,” I say after a pause. I don’t want to come off even needier than I am. 
He pulls one tennis shoe off and then carefully unties the other lace, loosening it until he can work the shoe off with little movement from my ankle. It’s so sweet and makes me feel a bit guilty for lying in the first place. Damn it, Chaos. I swallow, watching him move to my socks next. The gorgeous man tucks them inside before standing. “I have to meet with the guys. We have church and they’ll be waiting for me.”
Damn. I wanted him under that water with me. 
“I got this.” I smile reassuringly. “Thank you for your help but go. Don’t keep the brothers waiting on my account.”
“You’re hurt; they’ll get over it.” His finger moves to my chin, lifting it as he says the words. I can’t help but silently chant: kiss me, kiss me, kiss me.
It doesn’t work though.
My heart pings at his sincerity and I swallow. “I got it from here.”
“You’re sure?”
I’m not sure about a damn thing except the fact that I’m screwed in the love department. One look at this beautiful being and he owns me all over again. “Yes, I’ll manage.”
He nods, his hand dropping away. “All right then, I’ll check on you when I’m done.”
“Okay,” leaves me in a whisper and then he’s gone. My heart still flips, my stomach twirls, and I’m more confused than ever. I must hold my feelings back; I must pretend that everything is still the same. But how in the fuck can I do that when he’s treating me like I mean something more to him than just a body to warm his bed each night?
How do I do that, when he’s making me feel special?
 





She’s hurt, and I wasn’t around to get to her. Cherry’s been through enough in the past that just the thought of her being injured drives me insane inside. I can still remember how bad off she’d been after the Iron Fists had stormed the club, bloodying the brothers and laying hands on our women. Fucking bastards! Had they not been dead already, I’d be riding for them now just remembering her bruised up face and body. Hell, she and I weren’t even this close back then and I’d had murder on my mind when we got payback.
“Fucking cowards,” I growl, drawing the attention of the brothers. I’m sitting at the table in church, just stewing. I guess my muffled thoughts weren’t exactly silent after all. 
“Brother?” Torch mutters, his brow crinkled as he catches a few words.
“It’s nothing.” I shrug the question off, not wanting to go into it with him. “Chao, was anyone around when you found Cherry?” I find myself asking, although I probably shouldn’t. It’s not the time nor the place. 
Every brother around the table sets their gaze on me. A smirk paints Saint’s sculpted lips making me roll my eyes. The psycho asshole is far too pretty to be mixed in amongst the roughness of the rest of us. However, his brand of crazy makes up for his looks in the end, outshining us all. 
Chaos takes a hefty swig of his mason jar full of moonshine. “She sought me out,” he admits after a moment and my breath gets stuck somewhere in my chest feeling like a cat shredding me inside with its fucking nails. She was looking for him, but why the hell not me instead? I could’ve easily helped her. All she had to do was yell for me and someone would’ve let me know. 
“Did she ask you to come for me?” I’m off my rocker at this point to be questioning him about this in front of the other brothers. It doesn’t matter though; I can’t seem to get her off my mind. Not to mention the way she was clutching to Chaos with her head buried in his damn chest when I found the two of them locked in the embrace.
Blaze grunts, Saint smirks, Nightmare cocks his head, and Torch is utterly silent. The rest of the brothers—Smokey, Mercenary, and Sinner don’t move a muscle. They’re waiting to see where this is going and if I’m going to flip out over something. Will Odin lose his shit, yank his battle knife free and slice through someone in a fit of rage? They’ve seen it happen before, believing me to be the quiet, damaged younger brother of their mighty president. In a sense, I am him, yet....so much more. I won’t hurt Chaos though; I have no claim over Cherry, even if at times it feels that I do. She’s a club whore and I must keep reminding myself of that fucked up fact.
Chaos clears his throat, seemingly a bit pale at my question. The fuck did she say to him anyhow? Or rather, did he say some shit to her that would piss me off? 
“She mentioned you, yeah,” he mumbles.
“That right?”
He nods. Tight lipped bastard.
“Good.” My mouth curls into a pleased smirk. The old man knows that she’s mine and if she was speaking of me to him then that’s all I care about. “Now, has anyone heard from Vike?” That’s the real issue at hand, my brother who decided to disappear without clueing any of us the fuck in. I get it he’s pissed, and the club had my back over his, but he was in the wrong. They’d have knocked me the fuck out too if I’d been the one screwing up. Regardless, he could send at least one motherfucker a text to let us know he’s alive and when he plans on returning to assume his responsibilities once more. 
Night nods. “Actually, I have.”
Thank Christ. Why am I not surprised it was him to hear from my blood brother though? Am I salty? Maybe a touch. 
“And?” We all look to him, to fill us in. I know every one of us is curious how our Prez is holding up and when in the fuck he’ll come home.
His huge palm runs over his face, moving to stroke his beard as he speaks. “He’s still not one hundred.”
“Motherfucker,” Blaze grumbles, obviously worried about his cousin and the fact that he’s alone. Yes, Viking’s a big, bad motherfucker, but he’s also our family and we have many enemies who’d relish in catching him that vulnerable. 
“But,” Nightmare holds his palm up to stop the onslaught of frustrated comments from the brothers. “He has a fuckin’ plan.”
I think we all sit back in our seats and release a relieved breath. 
“He’s on his way home.”
Definitely released a breath at that one. 
Sinner shakes his head. “And then what? Coming home is only one foot in the direction he needs to be.”
“I fuckin’ know that,” Nightmare scowls. “If you’d all give me two fuckin’ minutes to talk, I’d tell you.”
Sinner crosses his arms over his chest as Saint inclines in his direction. Torch glowers at Night, a touch of possessiveness and jealousy floating between my brothers’ two best friends. 
“He’s on his way home,” he begins again and this time we all hold our comments back. Smokey takes a long pull from his cigarette while Mercenary holds his rocks glass in what seems to be a death grip. He must be torn; having finally been sent to a club not full of pussies to be dealing with the first upset inside club doors. “And, he’s comin’ for his ol’ lady. Seems he’s still fucked in his head a bit, but he’s done losing his wife. Vike’s had his fill of letting shit get to him. He’s given it time as suggested, drinking and riding it out of his system. Says it’s time to leave it with the wind and get back to where he belongs.”
“Fucking-fuckity-fuck!” Blaze yanks at his hair. He’s always the protector—the henchman and dog to my brother and father. 
“Glad he’s making peace with it,” Chaos comments and I agree wholeheartedly. While I love being VP for the Oath Keepers, I damn sure don’t want to be the Prez. Maybe someday if Viking wants to retire to the road and the brothers vote me in to the spot, but not anytime soon. 
“Did he say what day he’d be getting in?” Smokey asks on an exhale, clouding the room further in smoke. 
“Tomorrow.”
My eyes lock with Torch’s, our Death Dealer. No doubt we’re both thinking it’ll be a shit show when Princess finally sees my brother. “He needs to take that shit to his house. We’ve been holding it together with him not being here with us, but he and his ol’ lady need to hash that fight out between the two of them, privately.”
“Agreed.” Torch nods. At least he has my back on this. I’m sure he’s feeling a touch pissed off about not being contacted by my brother as well. If Viking had any sense of the loyalty, he pulls from this club he’d have sent a group text to all of us so none of us felt like a leftover, sour pussy. 
Flicking my gaze to Blaze next, I order, “You’ll be at the house. Stay out of it, but don’t let them hurt each other. You know as well as any of us, that those two pissed off means heads will roll double time. They can scream and throw shit until they can’t lift their arms or their voices dry up, but for fuck’s sake don’t let Princess shoot his stubborn ass and don’t let him leave her dramatic ass for good. Be on your game, Blaze. P hits quicker than she speaks, and Viking won’t put up with it for too long. They’ll both regret it for the rest of their lives; their bond is too deep to break. Hell, this club wouldn’t fully recover if something happened to the two of them.”
He nods, blowing out a long breath. I wouldn’t be excited with the task either. He’ll most likely get his ass chewed and shit thrown at him just for being in the same place as those two stubborn asses.
“We can help them through this; we have to, and without them knowing anything about it.”
The brothers each murmur their agreement.
“Anything else?” No one voices shit, so I slam the gavel down. “I think I speak for everyone when I say we could use a few shots after this discussion. Now, get the fuck out.” I also want to go check on Cherry, but that’s no one’s business but my own. 

“I need to know something.” I grumble when I finally hunt the sexy female down. She was supposed to be taking it easy. Instead, Cherry was busy making all these assholes—me included—a small feast for dinner. It’s hard to be irritated when the food smells so damn good and when her ass looks like it does. Jesus, this woman will be my end. 
She jumps, her hand flying to sit over her heart when she hears my voice and I smirk. I’m a dick, but I enjoy keeping this woman on her toes. I always have. “Shit! You startled me. What do you need to know?” She looks me over, a bit wearily at that. 
Should I get so much enjoyment out of seeing her jump? Does she think I’m a dumbass for always demanding shit and acting like I do? It never crossed my mind much in the past, but does she think I’m too young for her? I can’t help but wonder if she’s always fucked me because of who my brother is and now continues to do so because of my patch? For some reason that thought fucking bothers me. I want her to desire me for the man I am, not any other reason.  
With those random pussy ass thoughts thrumming through my head on repeat, I clear my throat before speaking again. “Uh, right...” My hands fist at my sides, not liking how I’m suddenly feeling all choked up inside. Where the fuck did this come from, anyhow? I’ve never given two shits about what Cherry may think of me. I’ve just taken my pleasure from her and kept going. That’s how it’s supposed to be. Instead I’m babbling on like some idiot who’s never had his cock sucked.
The stove beeps behind her, stealing her attention for a minute. It’s a glorious reprieve with just enough time for my balls to grow back. She puts a dish in the oven, sets the timer and turns back to face me. With her hand on her hip, Cherry’s put all her attention back on me and now I must cough out what I was going to say. 
“You, uh, in love with Chaos?” So maybe my nuts weren’t fully on board as that sounded pathetic coming from my lips. 
Her mouth drops open, eyes wide; it’s not what she was expecting out of me. “Chaos?” she asks with a squeak, shock laced in her voice. 
I nod, and she tucks her long wavy hair behind her ear. I find myself following the movement and wishing I’d thought to do it before she’d had the chance to. 
“You think I’m in love with him, or did someone else ask that?”
“I’m asking.” My voice grows gruff. 
“Y-you think I’m in love with Chaos?”
She’s avoiding answering and it’s making my throat swell tighter and tighter it seems. “Are you?” I work free, my voice an even deeper grumble. 
Her mouth turns up into a bright smile. “No. He’s my best friend.”
“Not even a little bit? Best friends fall in love all the time. Men and women can’t be true friends like that often. I wouldn’t want to be friends like that with a chick.”
“I love him, but not like that. I love all the guys, but they’re all my friends and family. You’re right though, I couldn’t picture you being friends with a woman like that.”
“Friends and family?” I mutter, dejected. I’m not sure if it pisses me off thinking about her loving us all as friends or as fucking blood brothers more than if she was in love with Chaos. All three options are not what I was expecting nor wanting to hear leave her pretty, pouty mouth.
She nods, and I manage to keep my disappointment to myself. It’s rare. I’m usually one to let it be known if I don’t like something, but right now I keep my mouth shut. Last thing I need is to be rejected by the one woman I find myself looking forward to seeing each day.
“I must get the friends with benefits perk then.” Smiling I shrug and attempt to be charming. I’m not very good at it though, never had to be. If I want pussy, well, pussy just comes to me. It’s never been any different with Cherry in that department either. 
“You definitely get the perks.” She winks and steps to me. Cherry’s small hand runs up my chest, her short nails lightly scratching over my solid pecs. For some reason her touch has my chest tightening up as well as my groin. That’s fucking new. Started happening recently and even more so when I saw her in Chaos’s arms.  Not that I want to think of that or her in anyone else’s arms for that matter. I must be spending too much time in bed with only her for me to be feeling territorial over her ass. 
“You fuck anybody else recently?”
“Wha-what?” Her voice falters, the smile dropping away. Her hand stays planted against my pec, which is good. I’d have been a bit pissed if she backed off all together. 
“You fuckin’ anyone other than me this week?” I can’t help but be curious and want her pussy to only have my cock filling it up. I can satisfy her enough that she doesn’t need to go elsewhere; I know it. Maybe I should start fucking her a few more times a day, just to make sure she’s too whipped out to be with anyone else. 
Her head quickly moves side to side. The shake telling me what I want to know. About fucking time, I get one answer I want since coming in here. Well, besides knowing she’s not in love with one of my brothers. I sound like a crazy possessive asshole even to myself, no wonder she’s nervous, damn near stuttering out replies.  
“Good, I don’t want you on anyone else’s dick while you’re on mine,” I claim and watch her nibble her lower lip, clearly thinking over my demand. There’s not shit to contemplate, though. I’ll get my way, even if I have to cave a brother’s nose in to prove my point. 
“I won’t initiate anything…you have my word. However, I can’t turn the other brothers down…you know how things work, Odin,” Cherry replies softly. 
Damn it. I do know how things are supposed to be when she’s a club whore. I have no right to tell her to stay out of my brothers’ beds.  Rather than let it fuck with me too much right now and throw a fit, I let the thoughts go. I have too much on my damn plate now to be getting worked up over my “fuck buddy.” In the end, that’s what she says we are, so I gotta respect that and stop acting like my nuts have shriveled up. 
“You’re right, I shouldn’t have said that. You do what you gotta do, I get it.” With a grin, I tuck her hair behind her ear again. The locks fell free and I prefer it out of her face. I love seeing her perfect lips and sparkling irises when he stares at me. “What are you making anyhow?”
She begins to speak the same time I do but stops with my question. “Oh! Dinner, are you hungry?”
“Not yet. I was gonna bitch at you for being on that ankle though. However, you seem to be walking better already, you got lucky. Be careful woman, and yell at us if you need anything at all.”
“I will. Thank you.” As I turn away, she asks, “You’re leaving?”
Squeezing her hip, my smile drops, thinking of what I must do. “Yeah, I’m going to see if Viking has made it back yet. If not, I want to check out the state of the house at least. There’s no telling what that place may look like after they were both pissed. I have no doubt Viking or Princess broke plenty of shit when they were fighting. I don’t want either of them to come home to find a fucked-up place when they need to be able to concentrate on working through their shit.”
“You’re a good brother.”
I shrug at her comment. I do try to be sometimes, but I must not be the best if Viking can’t even find it in himself to talk to me about some problems he’s dealing with. “I try,” I murmur, ignoring the ping of emotion hitting my chest at the thoughts.
“Well, you are. You’re a pretty great guy, Odin. You’re always looking out for everyone else, but I don’t think many catch on to it.”
“Nah, I just watch their backs; they’d do the same for me. I’ll catch you later, beautiful.”
She blushes, her hand moving from my chest. “All right, see ya.”
As I’m walking out of the kitchen, I swear I hear her mutter, “You have no idea how amazing you really are.” 
But I could be wrong. Either way, it doesn’t mean what I’m suddenly wanting it to...she says she loves us all—including me—like a brother, when I want her to think of her feelings toward me as a lover.  
 





It’s another four days before Viking makes it back home, much to the members’ relief, but even then, he doesn’t come to the clubhouse. It’s weird, being at the compound without him here and knowing he’s not on a run or something, but that there’s an issue he’s dealing with. I live here, so I got used to seeing him walk through the entire building each morning with a strong cup of coffee, checking things over. He’s a proud president and treats the compound as a leader should. This isn’t the same feeling as when the brothers go on a run. It feels more like we’re in mourning in a sense. A vital part of the hybrid chapter isn’t here at the top and it’s throwing everyone in the place a little off kilter. 

Another week passes, with Odin being distant, but I get it. His brother’s finally home and he wants to be there for him. It must hurt knowing that Viking kept something this significant from him and didn’t seek him out, even when he’d finally hit his own sort of rock bottom. If I’d been in his place, I’d have been upset. I wish I could work it all out for all of them somehow. Unfortunately, I have no idea how to help, besides offer to listen if anyone ever wants to talk about anything. 
Waking up today and seeing that dark, steaming pot of coffee already made in the kitchen felt good. I know Viking most likely won’t be his usual self, just yet, but it is no doubt a start in the right direction. He’s had his morning coffee and is here bright and early, so that means he mmust be ready to get back to club business. 
I may only be another club slut around here to the members, but I still care about everyone being okay. I don’t want the brothers or their ol’ ladies going through tough times; they’ve seen enough hardships in the past already. They’ve each tasted their own bit of torment and hell, and you’d think it’d all be smooth sailing from here on. Sadly, that’s not a reality when you’re in a motorcycle club or out in the world in general. There’s always something happening it seems. I’ve seen it over the years from hanging around here and it almost makes you feel helpless. They hide most things from me, but I catch glimpses here and there.  
Heading through the bar area, I find the President behind the long bar top poking through stuff. It looks like he’s taking stock of everything...he must be busying his mind with random tasks. “Morning,” I make my presence known, not wanting him to think I’m creeping around or anything. I’m sure he’s a bit leery of club whores now, even if I had nothing to do with it. 
He glances over, tilting his head in a nod. “Hey, Cherry.”
“Are you hungry or anything? I could make a batch of Princess’s cinnamon rolls. I know all the brothers enjoy them too.”
“Ah, Mom’s recipe…damn, those are good.” His face relaxes, thinking of the sweet icing and cinnamon goodness all mixed together. Princess’s mom, Mona’s recipe calls for adding sweetened cream cheese into the roll mixture. They’re moist and absolutely divine. “I don’t want you to go to the trouble.”
“It’s not, really. I don’t mind.” His face is tan, no doubt from his ride, but his angles are just a touch sharper. If I had to guess, I’d say this man has drunk far too much and eaten far too little during this stressful time. 
He nods, writing something on the paper placed on the bar top. Not sure what he wants added. Blaze and Chaos are good about taking care of the bar and the groceries around the club.
“It’s good to have you home, Viking,” I eventually say, not being able to hold back from letting him know in some way that he was missed around here.
His eyes slam shut in a wince. It’s quick, but I still catch it. “Yeah, I’m glad to be back.”
“I know it’s not my business and I’m not trying to piss you off, but there’s a club full of people here that care about you and Princess both. If you ever need an ear or something, I know any of us—especially Odin—would be there for you in an instant.”
He swallows before acknowledging my offer. “I appreciate that.” The massive biker clears his throat before muttering, “I heard Mercy stopped through.”
It’s my turn to nod and swallow thickly at the mention of a woman I’ve grown to not care for immensely. Why as women, do we always blame the other woman rather than the man when shit gets complicated? Not that it matters in my case, as I am and always will be the other woman when it comes to Odin. 
“You keep doin’ you,” he continues, “and treating O well. You won’t have shit to worry about where she’s concerned.”
This is the last conversation I ever would’ve expected to have with this man. The club Prez, offering up advice on my own woman and man problems. How weird is this morning going to get?
“You think so?” Not only is it out of place, but it’s also the longest conversation I’ve ever had with Viking, minus the time he’d laid down the law as far as being a whore in his club. That chat was simply about what all was expected and such. 
“I’ve known my brother his whole life. He has a soft spot for you and you’re a loyal female. That means something to him. It’s more important than he lets on.”
Biting my bottom lip, I keep my mouth shut, unsure of what on earth to say. Do I flat out admit that I’m in love with Odin? Viking’s the club president and it’d easily be grounds for him to give me the boot. We can fuck the members, but we can’t fall for them or cause drama over it. Those are the first damn rules I agreed to when I was accepted and allowed to become a permanent live in around here. 
He takes a drink from his big cup of coffee and I offer up a quick thank you, excusing myself to the kitchen. I know Honey damn sure won’t wake her lazy ass up to make the guys any food or even grab some pastries. I always end up doing it instead, not wanting anyone to go hungry. Sometimes the guys will pick up some donuts or Princess will cook a big spread, like for the holidays and what not. Otherwise, it’s usually me or one of the brothers frying up some eggs and baking biscuits. 
Viking’s finally back, so I know he’ll be calling church to catch up on club business with everyone. His President patch was still torn from his cut as well, I noticed. I’m assuming he plans to get that back today also which may end up being interesting. Odin’s fortunate that Viking loves him so much. If that weren’t the circumstance, I could easily see Viking killing him for taking the patch in the first place. Thankfully, I don’t have to worry about anything happening to Odin where Viking is concerned. Not that it’s my place to be concerned anyhow, but I can’t help that my heart worries after the man who’s captured it. 
And how on earth did Viking know I’d be upset over Mercy? Did Chaos speak to him? Surely, I would hope not. He knows just as well as I do that me giving my heart to Odin would get me kicked out of the club for good. I can’t stand thinking of losing them all like that. 
I’m standing in the kitchen, leaning against the counter, lost in a daze when Chaos walks in. He’s looking fresh and chipper today as he does every morning. I don’t know how the man does it. I blame all the veggies and protein drinks I catch him chugging down time and again. He blames the habit on his many years of football practice and games. I think he likes it but doesn’t want to admit the fact since he gets teased about it. If anything, he should be proud that he still has such discipline even if he isn’t going to be playing in any pro football games ever again. 
“Damn sweetheart, those smell real good. I could catch the scents of spicy cinnamon all the way on the other side of the compound. Save me one without frosting, please?”
“Of course. I always set a few plain off to the side for you, even though the frosting is the best part.”
The buzzer sounds, and I turn to pull the next batch out before answering him. I place the fresh buns on the counter and grab another cooking sheet full of rolled dough. Placing it in the oven, I hit the timer and spin back around.
“Damn, woman. How many cinnamon rolls are you making?” He gestures to the counter full of various cooling trays and I shrug, a touch sheepishly.
“I may have gotten carried away,” I admit, and he grins, looking ever so charming even when he’s just woken up and hasn’t had his coffee yet.
He goes for the steamy fresh Kona blend, favorite Patriot coffee cup already in his hand. “I reckon so. Any particular reason why you baked enough buns to last the brothers a week?” He fills his mug with the hot beverage, stirring in one scoop of sugar free sweetener before stepping back and giving me his attention again. 
“So, question...did you happen to tell Viking that Mercy stopped by the club and that I would be upset over it?” No use sugar coating it. This is Chaos my best friend I’m talking to. 
He shakes his head, carefully sipping from his drink. “No. You ought to know I wouldn’t betray your trust like that.” He blows the steam and the coffee smell spreads a bit headier in the air.
Shit, I’m an asshole. Of course, I can trust him, but how else would Viking have known about Mercy stopping at ththe club and being a bitch?
“I know that, but Viking caught me off guard earlier when I caught him in the bar. He actually brought it up to me.”
His brows shoot upwards, a low whistle floating through his beautifully white, straight teeth. They’re fake. I already asked long ago, and he admitted they’re implants. I guess a few got knocked out in his football playing days. That’s probably how most of the guys around here have such nice teeth—get one knocked out and boom, here’s a perfect implant. 
“The Prez brought it up to you?”
I nod, fidgeting with the hem on my crop top. This paired with yoga pants in the morning is my go-to outfit unless it’s hotter than the depths of hell in midsummer. That season in the state of Texas calls for tank tops, shorts and bikinis—anything else is too damn much. That’s another reason why I try to go one runs regularly. I must fit in those little clothes, so I don’t sweat to death outside and end up melting or something to that effect.  
“Well shit, sweetie. I’m gonna go with my first guess and say his boy Torch told him about it. They’re pretty fuckin’ close. These days, you’d almost think Torch and Odin were more BFFs than Torch and Viking. That entire dynamic is a little too full of testosterone with Nightmare, Torch, and Odin all being territorial when it comes to Viking. Anyhow, like I was saying, I wouldn’t put it past Torch to give the Prez a heads-up.”
“Torch overwhelms me,” I admit, blowing out a breath. It’s the truth, the man is crazy intimidating. I wouldn’t be surprised if he killed kittens for sport. How he has a daughter too, blows my mind. I feel sorry for the girl when she has her first crush—he’ll end up going missing.  
Chaos smirks, amusement lighting his gaze as he takes another sip. “That’s his job, Cherry. Torch’s our Death Dealer; he’s supposed to be a mean, intimidating motherfucker.” 
“Mission accomplished,” I mutter and Chaos full-out smiles. 
“So back to the important part. Prez knows you were upset over Mercy and Odin?”
“I didn’t actually admit to it. He didn’t really ask...it was more of him stating it. He was all, I heard Mercy was here and you were upset. Don’t be, Odin knows you’re loyal and he’s soft on you. It shook me up first thing in the morning.”
“No shit? He actually said that?”
I nod and busy myself by piping the cream cheese frosting into snowflake looking designs on the tops of the almost cooled cinnamon rolls. It smells so good that my stomach rumbles. I think in another life I could’ve loved being a baker.
“Damn, that’s pretty much Viking saying he’s cool with you and Odin being so close. You should be fuckin’ happy about now, sweetheart.”
Setting the frosting bag down, my gaze meets his. “You don’t think he’ll tell me to leave?”
“No. You seem to forget who you were having this conversation with in the first place.” It hits me in my gut that’s he’s completely right. Chaos always has a certain way of making me notice things a little differently. 
Viking was a member of another club—The Widow Makers—when he snuck his way in with the Nomads who belong to the Oath Keepers MC. He fell for and claimed the Oath Keeper OG president’s daughter—the club princess, aka Princess. Then Viking’s betrayal came to light and rather than him being put six feet under for it, he eventually became the president of this hybrid chapter. That was the situation in the condensed short and tidy version, but it’s the truth regardless how crazy it was when it was all happening. I’m over here nerve-wracked about Viking casting judgment and inflicting consequences when in reality, he’s probably the most open person on this compound when it comes to going for what you want. What you believe in. 
“Damn,” I stammer. “You’re right. I didn’t even think about it like that. I was just too apprehensive about him being furious, about him telling me to get the hell out and to stay away from his younger brother.”
He shakes his head. “Nah. If something pisses him off, he’ll give it to you straight. That’s how he’s always been and one reason why I respect him so much—why  we all do. The fact that he actually attempted to make you feel better says a lot.”
My eyes fill full of salty tears as womanly emotions overtake me and my heart feels a touch fuller. The president of the MC was offering me comforting words where his blood brother, who has my heart, is concerned. 
Of course, Odin chooses that moment to saunter his sexy ass into the kitchen, catching me on the verge of dropping the fat tears down my cheeks. He notices them immediately, his gaze growing hostile, the anger inside overflowing as he pins his wrath on Chaos. 
 





 “The fuck you do to her, brother?”
“Just talking to Cherry, that’s all,” Chaos mumbles, setting his cup on the counter with a smirk. I have one hell of a temper when I’m in protective mode, and I’m sure Chaos’s bracing just in case I decide to act on my annoyance. He should wipe the goddamn smirk off his lips too, being that close to Cherry. He’s lucky I don’t break his face. 
“Yeah, well, I’m getting real fucking sick of finding her either in your arms or else upset around you. I asked you straight up in church if you’re in love with her and you told me no.” 
A gasp escapes Cherry, her eyes wide with shock at the bit of confession. We discussed her in church and it’s rare we let any of those topics leave that room, but this fucker obviously needs reminding. 
My wild indigo irises flick to her momentarily before beading down on Chaos once again. “Now what the fuck is it, brother?” I mutter the words leaving a bad taste on my tongue, waiting for him to admit to his feelings. “You need to fucking tell me if you’re hung up on her or some shit, now.”
Chaos’s hands shoot up, in justification “Since you brought it up, out in the open and all, I’ll say it again. She’s only a friend to me. But did you stop to think that close friends often open up and talk to each other?”
A growl leaves me. “Motherfucker.” Just the thought of this such closeness, drives me wild inside with jealousy and possessiveness. Cherry is my woman, not his, and he needs to back the fuck off her already.
Cherry steps between our massively built bodies and lays her hands on my firm, flexed chest. She attempts to calm the storm before it thunders down completely onto her best friend who’s now standing behind her.
Meeting her determined stare, my own is full of torment and confusion on what’s really sparking between the two of them. “Move Cherry. I won’t have you getting hurt in all this.” The last thing I want is her in the middle. I would never forgive myself if something happened to her and at this rate, I plan to teach Chaos exactly who the alpha is in this situation.
“Please, calm down,” Cherry pleads. “There’s no reason to be upset right now. Nothing happened.”
“The fuck there isn’t,” I huff. The motherfucker is moving in on the woman who’s warmed my bed the most out of any member in this club. That should say something right there and yet it doesn’t seem like Chaos is getting the fucking memo. She’s in my bed every damn night. Unless there’s more to it that either one of them isn’t admitting to, that is. “I caught you in the same room as him again,” I spit sounding like an overbearing fool, “On the verge of tears, again.”
Her gaze is soft, witnessing me upset and angry on her behalf. I can tell with the expression on her face that her thoughts are racing. I’m not too sure if I like that fact or not. “It wasn’t his fault.” She gestures to Chaos. 
I roll my eyes, and she continues. “Really, Chaos came in for his cup of coffee and was asking me about all the cinnamon rolls.” She flashes me a small smile, attempting to offer a bit of comfort with her words. It’s too late though’ I’m already wound up toward Chaos. I don’t care if she claims that he’s her closest friend here. I’ll hurt the older man if it comes down to him fucking with her in any way.  
“Doesn’t add up, babe,” I grumble, and my own breath chokes me at the pet name. I never call anyone a pet name, ever. I was fucking pushing it with telling her that she’s gorgeous...that never happens with any pussy I fuck. 
“I got teary-eyed because Viking is back and I’m happy for him and Princess. You just so happened to walk in at that time.”
Eventually, my look relaxes a bit, thankful to have Viking back home. I give in, nodding and sigh, “And what about all the cinnamon rolls?” My head tilts, acknowledging the counter full of sweet rolls.
“I got carried away. On the bright side, there’s plenty for tomorrow or the week, for that matter.”
“Smells like Mom’s recipe,” I comment with my stomach warming at her memory and knowing how damn good those buns are gonna taste. I wish Mom was here. Mona was such a kind person in the short amount of time I had with her. She showed me the love and acceptance I needed at a rough time in my life. Viking had recently killed my father, not that he was worth a damn. Right after that I moved here and was going through shit as a teenager. Mom was exactly the person I’d needed.
“It is.” 
Chaos steps forward, moving to refill his cup now that the tension is finally dissipating. I grab for a clean cup, filling it full of the potent coffee after Chaos has topped his own mug off. “We’ve got church. I saw Vike a few minutes ago and he said it’s long overdue. We need to catch him up to speed and hash club shit out.”
“Good, glad he’s back where he belongs.” 
“Me too.” 
That we can agree on. My brother is the backbone of this club and having him back in charge is less shit for me to deal with. I enjoy being VP immensely, but sitting in for the Prez, well, not so much. I don’t mind the knockin’ heads part and giving orders, but the clerical shit that goes along with it—no  fucking way. I didn’t realize how much of a pain in the ass running a biker club can be. 
Then there’s also the part of me dealing with these feelings for Cherry that’ve decided to suddenly surface. They came out of fucking nowhere and I’m not the least bit prepared on how to go about handling them. I’ve said it before and will keep repeating it. Members don’t claim club whores. Am I even to that point to lay claim? Do I want my patch on that bitch’s back, letting the entire damn world know that her ass is my property, that she belongs to me and no other? 
I don’t think I’m ready for all that. I’m fucking young. I shouldn’t even be worrying about it just yet. Most guys in this life don’t settle down until they’ve lived a good half of their life, but the thought of Cherry on another man’s cock has me wanting to bash the fucking men in this club to the ground in my wrath. 
“You’re going now?” Cherry asks, and I finally take in what she’s got on. It’s her usual morning outfit, but fuck if she doesn’t look sexier today for some reason. And why in the hell does she not touch me now? When I’m about to rip Chaos’s head off she’s right there, hand on my chest...but now, she stands off to the side. I guess I should be grateful that she keeps her distance around the brothers, but I’m not. It fucking pisses me off. 
Grabbing her bicep, I yank the bitch to me and plant my lips on hers. I kiss her until her hands fist my white T-shirt, twisting and pulling under my cut and I feel her body melt. “You look good enough to eat,” I murmur keeping my lips close enough they brush hers with my compliment.
Her lids part, irises gazing at me in a daze, “Huh?”
“I said,” I rasp, “I want to fucking eat you, you look so goddamn sexy in this little getup.”
Her cheeks flush and a throat clears. Fucking prick. He needs to mind his own business when I’m busy kissing this woman. 
She blinks a few times before licking her lips. “You always look sexy, Odin,” Cherry finally says, and my lips turn up into a smug smirk. 
I wanted her to say something to that effect in front of the other biker; he needs to understand this bitch is always on my dick. They may say they’re friends and Cherry claims to love us like her brothers or some shit, but I’m going to make Chaos realize I ain’t her fucking brother. He can be friend zoned, but fuck if it’ll happen to me. 
“When is church?” Chaos asks, drawing my attention from the beautiful woman staring up at me as if she was lost in my touch. 
“Now...I was coming to see if anyone was in here to let them know. Guess I found you.” 
He nods. “All right.” Then the fucker winks Cherry’s way. “I’ll catch you later sweetheart.” It takes all my self-restraint not to punch him in his eye and mouth, but I manage to hold back. I swear, if he doesn’t back off, we may need to borrow the ring over at the other clubhouse, so I can teach this guy to shut the fuck up.
“I’ll be around somewhere,” she says with a wave and I place my heavy muscled arm over her shoulders and shoot Chaos a look that says, get the fuck out.
She pinches my nonexistent love handle and leans in to tease. “All that built up testosterone inside, throw in that intense kiss you gave me...someone wants their cock sucked.”
With a snort, I pull her closer and admit, “Nah, just wanted to say mornin’ to your sexy ass the proper way. I wasn’t planning on being interrupted when I greeted you today. I had other creative ideas in mind.”
She bites her lip before gesturing to the many plates of delicious looking and smelling cinnamon rolls. “You should take a plate of these with you. You’ll have grouchy bikers on your hands this early and these bribes will help. I can follow you with the coffee and some empty mugs if you’d like.”
Popping a chaste kiss on the top of her head, I step away. “That’s actually a great idea.” I don’t know why the fuck I kiss her like that; never have before. But her offer was thoughtful, and I like that shit a lot. 
Grabbing the freshly brewed pot of coffee from the second coffee maker, I grip a plate of buns in the opposite hand. I’m not about to have Cherry carry the coffee and end up hurting herself—it’s too hot. 
She grabs a bunch of mugs, stuffs a roll of paper towels under her arm and grabs another full plate of buns then follows me to church.
“We should get a bottle of the Irish Cream too.” I suggest.
“The Baileys?”
I nod, and she somehow manages to work a bottle into her arms as we hit the bar.
Blaze is beside the door and grabs everything from Cherry when he sees us. She’s not allowed in the room we hold church in. It’s a club rule and it must be voted on by the members before she can step foot inside. “Fuck yeah! This is what I’m talking about!” Blaze grins, inhaling deeply. “I love these things. I’ll need to swipe some more from the kitchen when we get outta church. Can’t let you fuckers eat them all.”
“Thanks, babe,” I mutter to Cherry with a kiss to her cheek before stepping into the room with the door closing behind Blaze and me. And I’ve done it again. This time, I’ve called her babe in front of another member and kissed her affectionately. We’ll see if Blaze has big enough nuts to call me out on it though. 
Eventually everyone shows up and we all get settled. With food and liquor laced coffee in front of us, the only sounds you hear is the occasional groan of men enjoying the oversized cinnamon rolls. I finish first, shoving my hand in my pocket, I fish out my brother’s patch. Holding it in my fist, I address Viking in front of the other brothers. 
“You need this back.” Opening my palm, I show him his President patch that’s still missing from his cut. “And we got shit to discuss.”
He nods. “I agree. We’ll talk at home. My shit doesn’t need to be chatted about during church.”
“Wrong brother,” I argue. “If it were any other member then I’d say handle your shit at home, but you fucked up.” 
He glowers. I’m stepping all over Viking’s damn toes right now, but I don’t give a fuck. He needs to hear this shit and the brothers won’t say it. I will. 
“You brought your shitshow into the MC. Fuck, Vike,” I huff, “we all look up to you. To both you and P. Not only as a couple but as people who have their lives figured out. I get it you had serious shit goin’ on, but you fucked up by not talking to us—your family.”
He exhales. “It wasn’t anyone’s fucking business. What me an’ my ol’ lady was dealing with—are dealing with—is nothing you need to concern yourself with.”
“The hell it’s not!” My temper flairs and I explode. “You were getting your fucking cock sucked by a goddamn whore while your bitch was out getting drunk—alone!  Princess is my fucking sister; hell, she’s a sister to every motherfucker in this place. You have Blaze and me guard her, forfeiting our own lives if necessary, to keep her safe. Yet you expect us—or fuck, me—to not protect her against you as well? You expect us to not give a fuck when you hurt her? How does that make sense, brother? Please, clue me the fuck in. One thing is for certain, Viking, you fuck up Princess and you’ll never survive it.” 
His scowl turns murderous and he stands. I mimic him, ready to knock him the fuck out when he asks, “That a motherfucking threat, kid?”
Kid! Always a kid to him, but I’m a grown-ass man. Squaring my shoulders, I meet his gaze head on. “It’s a goddamn promise and open your fucking eyes, I’m a man.” 
“Anyone else?” He glances around the table to the bikers sitting there, watching with rapt fascination as to what’s going to happen next. When no one says anything, my brother continues. “All of you better have brass fucking balls like Odin when it comes to my woman. I don’t plan to fuck up, but if I do, you need to look to Odin. You want loyalty? He’s the most loyal man I’ve ever known.” Viking peers back at me, pride shining. “You did the right thing and I’m proud of you. I don’t intend to fuck up again, but I’m human.” He holds his hand out for me to shake. 
I swallow, caught off guard. I was expecting him to fly off the rails with my outburst. Maybe end up wanting to go to blows or throw his chair...something, not this calm reaction.  Finally, I place my palm to his, offering him my support and trust again.
“Thank you, brother, for having my woman’s back. Princess is everything to me—outside of this MC and you kept her safe yet again. I will never be able to repay you for everything you’ve done for me in this life. I’m home now. I’m here to run my club and win my bitch’s heart back. But hear me when I say this...not a motherfucking thing will stand in my way in taking both back.”
My chest deflates and what feels like a twenty-pound weight is lifted from my shoulders. With a nod, I hand over his president patch. It’s so damn good to have my brother back where he belongs. He gladly takes the patch and pulls me in for a man hug. Lots of back slapping and muttered apologies are spoken before we both take our respective seats, the brothers all sitting back appearing much more relaxed, hopeful. 
“Now, I met a guy on my ride...” he begins and most of us chuckle. Leave it to Viking to bring in more business while he’s in the middle of a damn emotional crisis. I nearly mention Cherry but decide to hold back. I’m just glad my brother’s where he belongs. That’s what I need to concentrate on right now.
 





 “Have you heard the news?” Honey flicks her long, honey-blonde hair over her shoulder, greeting me as I step into our room. 
“News?” I pretend like I don’t care, but if she’s bringing it up like this then it means I probably won’t be fond of whatever it is that she has to say.
“Yep,” she pops the p and I roll my eyes. “Blaze was telling me all about how the boys want to let some new hang arounds into the club. Guess their needs aren’t being met after all.”
“They’re not boys,” I mumble. “So, new club sluts?”
“Mm-hmm, you know those bitches are going to be all over Odin’s dick too. He’s young, fine, and the VP.” 
Please don’t hold back on my account. Jesus. I’ve had more than enough of her snide comments. “Honey?” I call, my voice extra syrupy sweet than usual.
“Yeah?” She grins and it’s full of bitchiness, nothing kind whatsoever about it. 
“Shut the hell up.” With a huff, I leave our room, slamming the door in my wake. I can’t be around her right now; I may end up pulling out some of her fake ass weave.  
I get three steps before colliding with a hard chest. “Shit!”
“Cherry?” I look up, straight into none other than Torch’s ominous stare. The man is always so serious.
“Crap,” I breathe way too loudly, confident he heard it. “Torch! Oh hi, I didn’t mean, I, uh...sorry about that.”
He blinks, and a quick flash of his tongue swiping his bottom lip has my heart pitter-pattering for an entirely different reason. Torch is dangerous, but also a bit beautiful in his own cutthroat sort of way. “You good?” His gravelly voice rasps, bringing an onslaught of goosebumps to cover over my flesh.
I nod, not used to him doing anything past barely acknowledging that I exist. Even that is pushing it for this man. That’s fine though, I try to stay out of his way and not catch his gaze. “Thanks, I didn’t mean to plow into your chest.”
His mask slips for a moment, his lip tugging upwards a smidge. “Don’t sweat it. Someone fucking with you? You seem to be in a rush.”
Blowing out a breath, I shake my head. “No, just getting away from Honey.” I fling my hand toward the door I’d slammed moments before our collision.
“That, I can understand.”
A giggle leaves me, most likely from my overactive nerves. I’m stressed from what Honey shared with me and then mix that in with being this close to Torch, it has me all jumbled up in my head.  “Right.”
“Was she being her usual bitchy self again?”
With a shrug, I take a step to the side to give him and me some breathing room. “She was just informing me that there will be some new club whores around the compound and basically saying I wasn’t good enough.” I don’t know what spurs me on to open up to him, but I’m a bit emotional thinking about the potential truth in her words. Maybe it was the weird run-in with Viking, when he told me that Odin has a soft spot for me. The conversation with the president gave me a bit of hope, I suppose.
“I’m going to let you in on a secret that all the brothers are aware of...”
“Okay,” I utter, gazing up at him expectantly.
“She’s jealous and especially of you.”
This time I burst out laughing, his brow rising in amusement. “No way…have you seen her? She couldn’t be the least bit jealous of me.”
He nods. “I have, and I’ve seen how my brother favors you. Tell me Cherry, have you looked in the mirror recently, or for that matter thought about how you treat all of us?”
I swallow a bit rough at what he’s implying. 
“You have his eye and she doesn’t. Seems like reason enough for Honey to show her ass to you and try to get under your skin. “
This man never says two words to me and now he’s offering me comfort. Did I get whiplash on my way out the door?  “Thank you for saying that,” I manage to get out as Odin storms around the corner, halting when he sees us.
“Torch?”
“O,” the menacing biker says and throws me a nod before sauntering off. 
“Didn’t realize you two were cool,” Odin finally grumbles.
“We aren’t.”
“No?”
I step the four paces until I’m right in front of him. “I was in a rush leaving my room and face-planted into him.”
Odin chuckles, his big hands wrapping around my wrists as he flicks his gaze over me. “You didn’t hurt yourself, did you?”
“No,” I smile. “Just literally ran into him. He has a hard chest.”
“Come on, Cherry.” He steps past me, tugging me along.
“Where are we headed?”
“To my bed. Where else, woman?”
I follow, beaming a bright smile because there’s no other place that I’d rather be, especially after dealing with Honey’s comments. 
“I want that mouth and tight pussy, both. Will you give them up, or do I need to restrain you and take them from you?”
I love when Odin gets like this, all demanding and turned on. I’ve tried denying him before to help distance my heart, but he wouldn’t have it. He took what he wanted, and it ended up being the best sex of my life. I think maybe because I’d secretly wanted him to do just that and not take no for an answer when it came to having what he’d wanted—me. 
“Depends,” I brazenly reply with a carefree shrug, “how do you plan to restrain me?”
In a flash, he has the front of my body constrained up against the wall, his big frame pressed deliciously close to mine. His cock’s hard and demanding at my back as he leans in, his nose grazing the side of my throat. His whiskers tickle my flesh as he rasps, “Maybe I’ll hold you down with my hands, maybe I’ll tie you up...hell, I could find some motherfucking duct tape. You won’t be able to move a goddamn muscle while I fuck you, unless I want you to.”
My heart races at his suggestion, my pussy clenching as my core drips for him. This man does insane things to me and can easily have me begging him for more. “So then fuck me big guy, if you know what you want. I’m not easily giving it up to you when you demand it. You don’t control my body,” I goad, wanting him to lose himself with passion.
He growls, catching on to my game. His palm comes to the back of my neck, his fingers nearly reaching around my throat entirely. He gives it a squeeze as he warns, “Don’t tempt me to punish you for that naughty mouth because I will. Not only that, but I’ll gladly make you fucking enjoy every moment that I don’t let you come on my cock. I’ll have you waiting until you finally give in and beg me to allow you to come. I command this pussy, babe.”
Pushing my ass back and out toward him, I wiggle it against his cock. My body pushes his restraint even further until he explodes, ripping my pants down right in the middle of the hallway. It’s mere moments as he grabs my hands into one of his, then braces them to the wall above my head. My arms scream in protest, but I pay them no attention as he moves his hips, freeing his cock. Without a second thought, he immediately sinks his length into me, seating all the way. He glides right in, my cunt already soaking with anticipation. He fucks me with brutal force, his pace unwavering as he goes after what he wants.
“Yes,” I moan. “Take what you need. Fuck my pussy like you mean it! I want to feel you everywhere.”
“You want this cock?” he growls into my neck, shoving me into the wall until it’s hard for me to move my chest to even breathe. Regardless, I work to free my gasp.
“Fuck yes,” I admit, and he rams home again. His teeth sink into the top of my shoulder and my body combusts. My orgasm rakes over me, and a scream of ecstasy echoes through the hallway, most likely carrying into the surrounding rooms as I continue to throb around his engorged sex. “Give me every inch; I want all of that giant cock!” 
Odin groans as I feel his dick begin to pulse. He’s so damn close. He must’ve needed a quick, demanding fuck for him to go so quickly. Usually he likes to take his time and fuck until it hurts for me to move. 
“That’s it…fill me full of your creamy cum…I want every thick drop.” My breathless plea pushes him over. On a deep roar, he thrusts once, twice, a third time and then he’s sinking inside my pussy balls deep, painting the inside of my core with his hot semen. Feeling him let go is enough to ring out a second orgasm from me, our intimate parts pulling at one another, as if they can’t get enough of the other. 
I know I certainly can’t get enough of him. I want everything he’ll give me.

“Where’ve you been?” Honey badgers me the moment I close the door to our room. 
With a smile, I admit, “I was warming Odin’s bed.” I’m not one to kiss and tell or gloat about being with the brothers, but I’m so damn tired of her bitchiness toward me. 
“Did you have sex with him?”
“Excuse me?” My arms cross over my chest. What the hell is with her? What I do with any of the members is no concern to her. 
“Did you fuck or just suck his cock?”
“How is this remotely any of your business? We’ve never discussed details before, so why start now?”
She releases a breath, her snooty screwed up face dropping. “I was asking because none of the guys want me.”
“I find that hard to believe,” I mutter, pulling off my wrinkled outfit and search out something clean to wear. I’m not trying to be salty with my comment; it’s the truth. Honey’s got a striking classic look to her. She reminds me of a pinup girl or something. It’s a bit irritating since she’s always talking down on everyone else around her. 
“Well it’s not, actually. And with these new club sluts coming, they’ll take over in no time. We’ll be kicked out, replaced for the fresh meat.”
“Have you tried to sleep with every brother that’s available? Or even just asked to suck their cocks so they get some relief?” I ask, pulling a fitted, long sleeve light blue tee over my head. Once that’s in place, I reach for some jeans and yank them on as well. 
“I tried to get with Blaze today since the other chick hasn’t been around. He said he was busy,” she grumbles. 
“So maybe he really is.”
She shakes her head. “No. It’s not just him either. I heard the prospects talking. The brothers told them to stay away from me, that I’m drama.”
I poke my head into our bathroom and grab my toothbrush, filling it with toothpaste; I dip back out. “Have you given that some thought?” I mean it’s true but there’s not a kind way to point that fact out.
“What do you mean?”
I stop brushing and mumble through my mint-filled mouth. “You go after guys that have ol’ ladies then you stir up drama with them. You like the chase, and then you bad-mouth every woman in sight. Maybe you should try being nice and not talk bad about anyone.”
“Seriously?” Her nose scrunches up, as if the suggestion is terrible.
“Yeah, the guys are all good to me. I’m nice to them, so I’m saying give it a shot.”
She flings her hands in the air. “I guess it’s better than being treated like a leper and no one wanting me. I’ll try it out. I don’t want Odin kicking me out next.”
With a toothpaste filled grin, I head for the sink. Hopefully she really does give it a shot. Maybe I’ll be able to stand being around her if she’s not got a corn cob stuck up her ass twenty-four hours a day.
“So, did you sleep with Odin?” she calls louder, and I dry my face off, heading back into our room.
“I don’t see why this matters.”
“Because...he won’t even look in my direction. You’ve had him the longest out of any of the past girls.”
“I’ve just been around a long time...”
“Long enough that he may be thinking long-term commitment?”
“I highly doubt it,” I reply, sliding on my tennis shoes. I have a few hours of free time to myself before I need to put makeup on and look sexy in case anyone wants company tonight. 
“I don’t. In fact, I wouldn’t be surprised if you really did have the big guy and just didn’t know it.”
There’s no way I can afford to hope such thoughts. It won’t do anything but get me kicked out in the end. Could that truly be Honey’s angle with this conversation? Maybe her mission is to get me out of here, and then she’d be the one around here the longest. Whatever her angle is, I’m not about to stick around and get dragged into it even deeper than I already have been. I need to find a distraction. I can’t let my hopes get up that Odin could really be mine one day or that he’d want to be. 
“I’m headed out for a long run; I need to stretch my muscles. I’ll catch you later.”
“Okay, see ya.” She waves, and I leave as quickly as possible. With a relaxing breath, I’m safe once again from her words, but they linger in my mind. They’re words that have a toxic effect on my heart.
 





 “Am I the only one curious about the new biker Viking had mentioned to us in church the other day?”
Torch takes a hefty swig of his beer, dipping his head in agreement. 
Pushing forward, I voice more of my thoughts. “The fuck was he doing in Oath Keeper territory? Especially, since he’s supposedly from Alaska; that’s pretty fucking far out. The entire thing’s kind of shady, being all the way down in central or south Texas with no club to back you up.”
“You think that they’re looking to expand? Not just with their business as claimed, but their territory as well?”
Shrugging, I climb to my feet. “I’m just saying, how do you appear nonthreatening if you’re scoping shit out for your MC? Easy. Come alone and then you’re just another lone rider out on the road.”
“Let’s give the Prez some credit and back off of the possible motives, but I’ll keep my eyes on it.”
“Good, it’s been on my mind ever since Viking mentioned the guy. Maybe I’ll give Exterminator a call and see what the Nomads think about it.”
“Careful Odin, that’s real close to stepping on Vike’s toes.”
“Nah, I’m just making sure Viking’s not blindsided because his mind has been distracted and he’s trying to work through some shit with P. He can concentrate on his woman while I make sure the club stays safe and on track.”
“All right brother, I trust your decision. Just be prepared if your brother comes at you ready to draw blood. He may if he catches wind of this without you running it past him first. You know how short tempered he can be about the MC.”
“I’m always ready. Growing up around Viking and Jekyll, I had no other choice in life. Do you remember what he said the name was of that other club and what the dude’s road name is?”
Torch sighs but gives me the information I want. “Pretty sure he called him Grizzly and the club was Menace Mayhem MC.”
“That’s a mouthful,” I mutter and the brother chuckles. “I wonder if they go by MMM for short. With a name like that you gotta abbreviate.”
Torch snorts then drains the rest of his beer. “I just about walked in on the discussion in the kitchen you were having the other morning. That was interesting. Were you planning to lay into Chaos?”
Shit, I know exactly which convo he’s talking about. I was hoping no one else knew about that shit. I may have slightly overreacted. Exhaling, I peel the label from my beer. “Maybe.”
“Maybe? That’s a big fucking deal, Odin.”
My gaze flicks to his but I don’t respond. I know it’s a fucking big deal, damn it. I was there, I was the one who damn near pounded on his chest and roared mine! Jesus, maybe Viking isn’t the only one whose head is foggy right now.  
“You gonna claim Cherry?”
With a chuckle, I shake my head. “She’s a club whore. You know the VP isn’t supposed to claim any of the free ass handed out around here.”
His brows jump, rising as his lips flip up into a smirk. “Oh yeah? So, you wouldn’t give it a second thought if a brother locked her shit down then, huh? I’m sure they’d be interested in knowing that.”
My shoulders stiffen, brows drawing in at the mention of another member laying claim on Cherry. “Never said I wouldn’t give a fuck...just that I can’t be the one to put my patch on her,” I admit, and he tilts his head, finally catching on to my meaning.
“Then you better back off Chaos, brother. They’re close and she may actually have a chance to be claimed by a brother—one that actually respects her.”
My chest rumbles with a fury filled growl. “No one’s fuckin’ claiming her anytime soon!” I declare, and Torch lets the subject drop. It’s smart on his part as it seems the more I tell myself that I can’t have Cherry for good, the more I find myself wanting to pee a fucking circle seven feet wide around her sexy ass and tell every male to fuck right off.  
I’m not the possessive type when it comes to females; hell, I used to enjoy passing pussy off to a brother just to dive into another. Not with this woman. Fuck if I don’t want to beat some ass just seeing another dude touching her. It’s always been there between us, but it was small, insignificant little digs of possession. Now, it’s getting worse with each day, to the point I want my name tattooed across the top of her pussy along with the words HANDS OFF. 
“Karma and Rage seem to be fitting in around here,” Torch comments after giving me a minute to breathe.
“Yeah? What about Frost?” 
“Blaze hasn’t dented his nose yet, so there’s that.”
A grin pulls at my lips. It’ll be entertaining when Blaze does lose his shit and ends up scrapping with the new guys. I keep the thought to myself. I know Torch is already thinking the same thing anyhow. 
“He reminds me of Bronx, it’s weird.”
“I was thinking the same, brother.” I agree, scanning the room. My gaze lands on the few new club sluts rubbing up on Nightmare. Or I should say, trying to. He seems to be doing his fair share of growling at the fresh pieces of ass. If they don’t take his not-so-subtle hint soon, Bethany, his ol’ lady will be in here painting the floor with them and then scrapping another bike of his. She’s pretty cray herself and it’s hilarious watching her school the big dude.  
Viking scowls at the women and they finally skitter off, heading toward Torch and me. The pair of them are most likely not used to grouchy alphas everywhere I suspect. “Incoming,” I mumble, and Torch folds his arms over his chest, a glower in place due to us about to be interrupted. Someone needs to clue these chicks in on how shit works around here. I know they got the rundown on the rules, but otherwise they have no idea what the fuck to do and that shit’s annoying.
Before they can slither to either of our sides, I glance at them. “Go to the kitchen. Clean whatever the fuck in there needs cleaned, and then make us some snacks for later. If you finish all that early, go clean the damn bathroom. If we want to fuck, we’ll let you know. Otherwise, leave us the fuck alone until seven p.m.”
Their mouths drop, one of them smart enough to nod immediately and tug the other along after her. Thankfully, they do as their told and don’t try the whiny bullshit or anything that some have in the past. There’s nothing more unattractive than a whiny chick, well, besides one pretending to be pregnant with your child.
“Do you remember any of their names?” Torch asks, and I shake my head.
“No fucking idea.” I don’t give a shit either. If I have Cherry around, the two new chicks are not needed by my cock. Wait...when did I become a one-pussy-only man?  “Fuck,” I breathe with an exhale. “I need to be put on a run or something to get me the hell out of this clubhouse for a while. Maybe I should go on the next ride to pick up merchandise.”
“You all right?” His head tilts, his eyes far too intelligent as they busily pick me over.
“Fine,” I grumble. “I’ve been pent up for a minute and that shit gets old.”
“I have the thing to cure that feeling.” He grins and it’s a bit sinister.
“Oh yeah?”
Torch nods. “Let’s go check on Nancy. It’s been awhile, and we may get a chance to bust a few heads together if anyone shows their ass while we stop in to her bar.”
Matching his grin, I get to my feet. “Nancy will be beyond pissed at us if we fuck her bar up. I still haven’t lived it down from years ago when we stormed her place. The old woman makes me carry her cases of beer and liquor from the storage building every damn time I’m there. She acts like I was the one who shot her ass for heaven’s sake.”
He chuckles. “Then let’s go move some shit for her. Afterward we can fuck some asshole up. It’ll be fun,” the Death Dealer shrugs. “Plus, Viking wants us checking on Scot’s ol’ lady regularly.”
I give in, easily agreeing. I need something to get my head off Cherry’s sweet pussy. 
“Odin!” Viking calls across the bar. I shoot Torch a look.
“I’ve been right here, brother. Fuck if I know what he’s yelling at you for.”
“I know,” I grumble. “Still doesn’t mean that you don’t already know what he’s going to say. I swear you’re usually a mind reader or some shit.”
He shakes his head, standing as well. “Don’t turn into a pussy now. Want me to hold your goddamn hand to go talk to him?”
“Nah, unlike you, I get my cock sucked regularly, so I know I still have one. Yours has probably shriveled up by now.”
“Fuck you,” he mutters following me over to my brother and Night as they sit sprawled out on the black leather coaches in the middle of the bar. 
“Viking,” I acknowledge, answering his call and Torch follows up with a ‘Prez.’ 
“Nightmare was just filling me in on random shit I’ve missed. You have an update on that principal who was giving the club’s kids issues? Do you know if Blaze got anywhere with her?”
Shaking my head, I take a seat on the couch next to him. “No, he hasn’t said shit about it.”
Torch cuts in. “I know he hasn’t touched the club sluts though—not even the two new chicks, and normally he’d be all over that shit.”
“True.” Vike smirks. “Maybe he’s secured him a side piece that he’s not willing to share just yet. Whatever he’s up to, I don’t want this coming back on Maverick at school. And, we need to be in on his plans.”
Nightmare nods and I agree. “If I see him, I’ll be sure to bring it up.”
“Good.” He drinks from his bottled water. Ever since he’s returned, he hasn’t touched a drop of beer or liquor. I don’t know if he’s doing it because of Princess or if he drank too much during his fuck up and he’s still recouping.
“Since there’s no one around…” Each of us glances about the empty room at my words. “I wanted to ask you about this new rider you met.”
His brow rises.
I swallow as his lips tighten; obviously not thrilled that I’m bringing it up outside of church. I don’t plan to argue about it or anything—just put a seed in his head. “Did you check with Exterminator or even Spider to see if they were familiar with the Alaskan club? Maybe they know some of their members.”
“Why would I involve the Nomads unless I needed them to be in on it?”
“Well, they’re always off riding in different parts of the country and I know there was shit going on with a load from Canada. I thought maybe someone would’ve heard of the Menace Mayhem MC members. The name isn’t something common.”
“It crossed my mind actually, but I pushed it out at the time. I know which clubs we’re not cool with, and they aren’t on that list.”
I grunt my acknowledgement, refraining from commenting that they aren’t on our approved list already either. If I open my mouth, voicing my concerns it’ll piss him off and that’s not the way to approach shit when you want Viking on the same page as you. I should know; I grew up around him most of my life. He’s stubborn as hell and you have to figure out a way to get around that trade, we both share.
“I’ve invited Grizzly to stop by the compound on his way out of Texas,” Viking shares as he relaxes back into the couch, resting his hands on his jean clad thighs. 
It doesn’t only catch me off guard, but Nightmare and Torch both stare at my brother in shock as well. “Did I miss this in church?” Torch asks, voicing the same shit me and most likely Nightmare are thinking as well. Was Viking fucking high on something when he met this biker? I highly doubt the dude is any bit the good guy my brother seems to think he is. It’s hard getting on any side of Viking, let alone his good side. How this guy did it and so quickly is beyond me.
“No,” Vike huffs. “I didn’t mention it in church; there was too much other shit to discuss.” 
This was fucking important. He’s talking about a member of a club we’re not familiar with coming to our clubhouse.  When in the hell was he going to tell us? Surely, he wouldn’t have had the dude roll up unannounced...
“We’re all here if you need us to take care of shit. Princess should be your priority right now; we can handle what you need us to.” It’s the only way I know how to say, ‘clue us the fuck in,’ without being overly demanding or getting punched for opening my mouth.
“Appreciate it,” he says, and I flash a quick glower at Torch, so he knows I think its bullshit that we didn’t know about it before now.  “You two seem to be getting along.” He gestures between Torch and me.
“We’ve always gotten along,” Torch responds, and I nod.
“I take off with you getting along and come back to you two stroking each other’s dicks.”
A snort escapes. “Torch isn’t my type, but it’s good to know he likes me better than your grouchy ass.” No doubt in my mind he’s trying to change the subject from this other dude, but why? What’s the point?
My brother rolls his eyes. It’s a habit he picked up from Princess; he never did it until they got together. “And Cherry is your type? What’s this I hear about Mercy stopping through to stir some shit up?”
Fucking Torch and Nightmare...always reporting to my brother, and this shit isn’t even their business in the slightest. I guess this is payback for bringing up his new-found butt buddy, Grizzly. 
“You heard right. Me and Torch stopped by to see Ares, and unfortunately Mercy May just so happened to be at their compound visiting at the same time. I told her I wasn’t interested, but you know how bitches are when it comes to my cock—they can never get enough. Anyhow, she showed up here after I spoke to Ares and made a complete ass of herself. Gave Cherry a bit of grief, so I told the cunt to fuck off and that if she wanted someone to warm her overused pussy, to ask one of the new prospects. She has nothing that I haven’t already had and not a fucking thing that I want. The bitch is crazy fucking drama, the gritty, suffocating type that you can’t easily wash off. 
“You stood up for Cherry in front of everyone though?” Viking asks after I’m finished, and I nod. His irises skirt over me, taking me in with a puzzled gaze, one that I’m not used to seeing him offer me. “She know you got a soft spot for her?” Maybe not so puzzled after all, but inquisitive. He knows way too much with only a hard glance.
I shrug, not admitting to anything. Twisting the conversation onto a lighter track, I chuckle. “She knows I have a hard one, that’s for sure.” 
Nightmare snickers, offering a break to the seriousness of the subject at hand, but it doesn’t set my brother off track one bit. He’s like a dog with a fresh ham bone. “You gonna care when one of the other brothers fuck her? When she sucks their cock in front of you in the bar?”
“What is it with everyone suddenly caring who I do and don’t fuck? Last time I checked my dick was still single and her pussy was free.”
“Is it really, though?” Nightmare speaks up and I growl. He meets my rumble with his own, along with a flash of teeth. Even the motherfucker’s smile is intimidating. He needs to back the fuck off. I don’t want to discuss this shit right now.  
“Unless y’all know something I don’t,” I mutter and the group chortles. I don’t find this shit funny in the least. It’s irritating because even if I did want to claim the bitch, I couldn’t. Club rules state that members don’t lay claim on club whores, that they’re open for every brother wearing our patch. I’m the vice president, and I undoubtedly need to hold myself up to those standards and follow the rules. 
“Maybe we do know some shit,” Vike comments.
With an exhale I meet his stare; it’s like looking in the mirror. He may be darker in features, but our irises are the same. “Enlighten me then, because obviously I’m not getting it.” And it’s easier to play stupid than admit to jack shit. I won’t be the one getting Cherry tossed from the grounds. 
He smirks to Torch and then Night. “Should we just tell him, or make our brother figure it out for himself?”
Nightmare shrugs his beefy shoulders, his dark locks brushing his shoulders with the move. “Fuck it, I’ll say it.” He glares at me in his usual pissed-off expression; the man has resting bitch face like no other. “You love her, admit it.”
“The fuck?” I throw my hands up. 
“Guys your age are so fucking dumb,” he mutters, pissing me off further. “Just claim the bitch already, we all know you want her to be yours. You’re makin’ it difficult on yourself.”
“Who?” I croak, continuing to act like I have no idea what they’re talking about.
“Cherry, kid,” Torch pipes up and curse leaves my lips.
“I refuse to say shit and get her ass kicked out. This club is her life; Cherry wouldn’t know how to exist outside the compound.” Shaking my head, I remember back to her saying how she loves the brothers, that we’re her family. She’s completely right too. She has no one else and I won’t steal that out from under her.
Nightmare leans forward. “You need to give her a little more credit, brother. After all, she caught your eye, didn’t she?” 
With a snort, I nod, because she sure as hell did. “She’s been around since I first got here.”
Viking nods, a knowing smirk on his mouth. These fuckers think this shit is so entertaining because it’s not them going through it. 
Mercenary comes stomping in. “My girl just had her pups!  Smallest Dobermans I’ve seen before.” He holds his hand up, fingers separated about six inches apart. “Cutest fucking puppies ever, not sure I can get rid of any of them.”
We all start laughing and thanks to the beefed-up brother, the focus is finally off me again. 
 





Odin left with Torch a few days ago and it’s felt like a limb is missing from my body. Dramatic, I know, but I can’t help it. I’ve grown more attached to him recently with all the time we’ve been spending together. Being around the new girls hasn’t been so bad; they both seem nice if not a little lost. I think one of them might be a runaway, but it’s none of my business. If she’s hiding or running from something, that’s her shit to deal with.
“You get prettier every damn time I see you darlin’.” Ruger grins, bouncing his eyebrows at me. He’s got a puppy wrapped in a fleece blanket tucked into his arms; she’s a tiny little thing and needs to be put back with Mercenary’s momma dog. I swear the MC brothers are worse than kids when it comes to a litter of Doberman puppies. Nearly all of them have one at this point. 
I laugh at his brazenness. “I’m pretty sure I heard you say the exact same thing, word for word to Honey yesterday.”
“It was Spidey.”
“Suuure,” I tease the Nomad. For being a badass, he sure is a softie when it comes to women. The other Nomads—the two new guys—have kept their distance. I’m not too sure what to make of them yet, besides the fact they’re broody and hot. 
“So, tell me about these new females,” he whispers as he leans in close to my ear and a big smile overtakes my face. This guy always has one thing on his mind. Not that I care. It makes him happy.
I’m about to inform him that I know very little about either one of the new hang arounds when Chaos comes to join us. He’s probably heard more than me. “Hey Chaos, do you know much about the new girls?” I ask, effectively taking the attention off me and getting out of talking about them. Looks like Honey may not get attention from anyone after all—the Nomads included. 
I’m headed for the kitchen when the bar door swinging open steals my attention from the task. In steps Torch’s ominous figure with Odin headed inside right behind him. Odin’s got Nightmare’s Doberman on a leash, walking her inside as well. I had no idea they were even back. It must’ve been long enough for him to take the dog for a walk, unless Nightmare caught him outside and left the dog with him. My stomach twirls in anticipation just hearing his voice yell across the bar to the other brothers. 
The big blond is all smiles as he makes his way inside saying his hellos to everyone, including the Nomads. It seems the ride he was on, doing who knows what, was good for him. He looks happier than when he left. Could he have met a woman? Is that why he appears so relaxed now? What am I saying? Of course he met a woman! They’re bikers and any female in their right mind would jump him in a heartbeat given the chance. Odin and Torch are both unbelievably Alpha and that is sexy as shit, even though I think Torch is probably psycho under those good looks. 
I remain rooted in place, as still as a statue, just watching Odin. I really did miss him and as much as it hurts thinking of him with another woman, I’m glad he’s back. Like I said before, I may not be able to have all of him or only be with him, but I won’t complain. I know how the club works and one thing about Odin is that he’s devoted to the Oath Keepers and his brothers. I respect that about him and whoever ends up with him in the future will be a lucky woman. 
Mercenary greets him next and finally his eyes find mine. He draws in a breath, and I’m not sure if it’s a good thing or bad as he stares.  Mercenary says something that has Odin chuckling and nodding, his good mood is contagious as I find myself grinning, wanting to feel his touch on my skin. A prospect takes the leash to Nightmare’s dog, probably to lead her to the water bowl. 
The bar door opens again and the spell I was under from Odin is broken as a hulking, bearded man enters in a white T-shirt and jeans. Doesn’t he know it’s cold in Texas? Especially if he was riding! He flicks his gaze around the room as the brothers suddenly grow quiet, all getting to their feet and staring at the unknown intruder. I’ve never seen the guy before. He’s wearing a plain white T-shirt, fitted faded jeans that have seen better days and riding boots that’re definitely biker approved, but no MC cut or patches of any kind, anywhere. Could he be a potential prospect? Lord, the girls are in for a treat if he is. He’s gorgeous in the dangerous, burly mountain man type of way. He reminds me of a bear, big dark beard, stacked with muscles and not an ounce of body fat anywhere.
“Grizzly!” Viking booms, shuffling through the room of Oath Keepers to greet the guy standing at the door. 
Stopping in front of the visitor, both men are nearly even in size. However, the newcomer has shoulders and arms stacked even wider than the president’s. That’s not an easy feat either; it’s rare I ever see a man larger than Viking. At least with him knowing the president, it most likely won’t turn ugly. I don’t know if the PTSD will ever fully go away from the Iron Fists storming the club and terrorizing us. I know the guys will always do what they can to make sure we’re safe, but it’s still in the back of my mind occasionally when that bar door flies open unexpectedly. 
Odin cautiously watches their exchange before his brother calls him over. It looks as if he introduces Odin then continues to acknowledge and introduce the other brothers that approach soon after the VP. I’m nosey, so I stay right where I am, observing the entire exchange until they all pick a large booth to sit in and Odin nods, gesturing for me to come over with them. 
“Hey,” I offer a wide smile, cataloging how Odin’s cerulean irises sparkle. I plan on dreaming of the color later when I’m alone and can fantasize about whatever the hell I want. 
“Cherry,” he rasps, his low sensual timbre skating over me in a caress. Damn, I missed his deep gravelly voice. It was only a few days, woman; pull yourself together! “Let the prospect know we need drinks.” He gestures to the others at the table and they all agree. 
As I saunter off toward Frost, who’s behind the bar with Chaos, I overhear the new guy ask who I am. My hips swing a touch more with each step, hoping Odin’s watching. I can tell someone is; my back has pinpricks all over it like they’re staring intently. Hopefully it’s not the bad boy Nomads—Knuckle Buster and Magnum. I have a feeling Magnum is called that because his cock hangs to his knees. These new girls are in for an experience if they decide to take one of them tonight. It’ll be interesting, that’s for certain. Hopefully one of the brothers prewarned them about not being alone with the men as well. 
“Frost?” I haven’t spoken to him much. He seems a bit more on the quiet side. I understand how he got his road name though; he’s standoffish and his blond hair’s so light it’s whiter than anything. Pair that with his captivating icy gaze and he could be the Cold Miser himself. 
His brows raise, but he doesn’t speak. Typical asshole biker.
“The table over there wanted me to let you know they all need drinks.” I gesture back in the direction I came from.
He nods, and Chaos barks out orders on what all he wants Frost to make for me. It turns out to be a few beers and a couple rocks tumblers of amber liquid, that’s most likely whiskey.  Chaos and Blaze are good about memorizing all the members’ usual drinks, makes things easier when ordering refills.
“You want something to drink as well, sweetheart?” Chaos inquires before I turn away with the full tray of alcoholic beverages.
“A double of Patron, please. I could use a heavy pour,” I add with a wink.
He whistles. “Damn! Going heavy tonight, hmm? Better be careful or one of these newbies may carry you off somewhere.” 
I snort, and then admit, “So many new faces around here; I’m hoping it may help my nerves.” 
He offers a kind smile and squeezes my wrist resting on the bar top.
Frost moves to pour the clear chilled liquor into a short glass before placing it on my tray amongst the others. 
Chaos reaches over, sliding an orange onto the rim for me as well. It’s not my first night on tequila around him; he has my order down exactly how I like it.
“Thank you, I appreciate it.”
“You got it, sweetie.” He smirks and then moves to Frost’s side as Saint and Sinner drum up a long ass list of drinks they want made. They should’ve ordered a freaking bottle if they wanted to be toasted quickly. They’re ol’ lady, Jude smiles at me before Saint yanks her in front of him and blocks my view. 
Grabbing the tray full of drinks, I make my way back to Odin’s side. I pass each out to the brothers with only my shot and a beer left. Handing the beer over to the new biker, he offers me a smirk followed up with a quick flick of his gaze checking me out. 
I’m about to return the tray and down my shot when Odin’s massive hand comes to my hip. He applies enough pressure to have me leaning in, my ass promptly landing on his leg. Turning with surprise, my eyes find his briefly to make sure this is what he really wants. He’s not big on public displays of affection unless he’s smoked a few joints and wants to fuck me right there and then. His lips turn up, his strong arm wrapping possessively around my hip to hold me in place. 
“Cherry, this is Grizzly.” He introduces us, and the beefy bearded guy flashes a smile full of white teeth. His name goes with his appearance, no doubt. The moment he grins, the smile lines beside his eyes show up, along with a set of dimples to boot. This man is a force I’m sure, and as soon as he flashes those teeth, I find myself beaming right back. He has that sort of face...the kind of expression that lights up and you can’t not smile back at him. 
“You’re a fine sight after a long ride,” he remarks, his comment full of innuendo and my cheeks warm with the fact he’s saying this directly in front of Viking, Torch, Odin, and Mercenary. 
“Isn’t she?” the president comments and Odin’s sculpted arm tightens a bit too much, pulling me against his chest more firmly. 
“So, tell me,” Grizzly orders, his gaze flirty to match his voice. “You have a man, Cherry pie? I didn’t see a patch on that ass.” His dark eyes flash to the alpha at my back, maybe because I’m planted on his lap or maybe to catch his reaction—if Odin even has one. I doubt it, unfortunately. 
As much as I’d love to tell him I do and that my heart belongs to another, I can’t. “No,” I admit reluctantly with a whisper. 
Amazingly he hears me over the bar ruckus and Grizzly’s face lights up. “Good. Viking here has extended his hospitality. You’re just what I need to warm my sheets and distract me from that long ride home I have ahead of me.” 
Glancing to Viking for verification, he nods, confirming. Swallowing thickly, I manage to keep the smile planted on my face, unsure of what to say exactly. It’s been a long time since I’ve done this, been put in even a remotely similar position. I was never claimed, but to be offered up by the Prez to someone to keep them company.
The man I care for is currently bracing me to his frame, and yet it means nothing. Members pass off club whores all the time; it’s what we’re here for. So why does my heart sting, thinking of who I’ll have between my thighs tonight? Does this mean Odin will be with one of the new club whores tonight as well? Damn it, I’m not supposed to care...maybe it would’ve been better had he stayed on the road longer.  At least out there I could miss him and pretend he was thinking of me as well. 
Why can’t Odin just speak up and say he wants me tonight in his own bed instead? I know it would be considered rude to the biker, but I can’t help myself to wish. Rather than forget my place, I throw the tequila back and pull on my pretend big girl panties. If I have to drown my emotions to forget and be able to do my job easier, then I will. 
It won’t be a hardship on my eyes as Grizzly is devilishly handsome, and so far, he seems to be a nice guy. If I can toss back some more tequila shots, then I’ll be able to pretend it’s Odin. And maybe, if I’m truly lucky, Grizzly will get far too drunk and end up passing out before anything even happens. I won’t hold my breath, but I can hope. There is such thing as whiskey dick too, so I have a few options. 
“Anyone else ready for a refill,” I probe with a bit of a squeak, moving to stand. I literally just passed all their drinks out. Rather than calling me on it, Torch of all people, throws his whiskey back and nods, holding his cup out to me. My gratitude is probably pretty evident, and I need to rein it in. The others wave me off, too intent on talking shop to be anywhere near in need of a top off. 
With a quickness that Odin no doubt catches on to, I grab the tray, the two empty cups and hightail it back to the bar. I need to be near Chaos; he’s stable and we’re friend zoned. can take a breather around him and be honest for a few minutes.
“Another double Patron and whiskey neat, please...hell, give me a triple.”
“No problem,” Frost drones and Chaos is back in front of me, gaze searching. 
“Already? You good, Cherry?”
My shoulders drop. “Could be better.”
He leans in. “I saw you on his lap, figured you’d be a bit happier ‘bout it.”
My lip wobbles, but I choke back the emotions. With a jerky nod, I whisper so no one overhears. “I was until it was decided that I’ll keep the guest company tonight instead.”
“Shit,” he breathes. With a frown, he stares to me with sympathy. “At some point, you’ve gotta come clean. This’ll only get harder or else you’ll shut your emotions off completely and not care who you’re fucking.”
“Those are my only two options? How do you know?”
“Because I’ve been there, and I’ve done both. Trust me when I say you want to open up about it. Before it’s too late,” he adds as Frost places the glasses on the bar. 
“Thanks.” I offer him a pitiful smile first and then one to Chaos as well, before strutting back over to the guys.
“The fuck did Chaos want?” Odin growls with a head jerk at the bar as he yanks me back in place on his lap. He’s so damn handsy and possessive today. What is with him all of a sudden?
“Nothing,” I say, shaking my head. He mumbles something under his breath that doesn’t sound too friendly, but I pretend not to notice.  
“Bullshit. I saw him lean in, get close and say something. The fuck was it, Cherry?” The others continue to talk around us, but I can tell they’re trying like hell to ‘subtly’ hear what we’re saying. Men are as nosey as women, even if they don’t like to admit the fact.
Releasing a breath, my forehead scrunches as I say, “He was just asking if I was okay since I wanted another drink. It was nothing. After that, he said to have fun tonight. I thanked him and told him I’d planned on doing exactly that anyhow.”
“You plan on what tonight?” His nose trails over the side of my throat, his warm breath blowing over my neck causing my nipples to harden under my thin shirt. 
Grizzly’s eyes land on them, noticing the change under my shirt immediately. I don’t mind him ogling a bit. In all honesty, I don’t care about any of the brothers peeping on me. However, I don’t want to fuck or blow anyone but Odin. Looking is far different than touching. Too bad I don’t have a choice in the matter if I want to have a roof over my head and food to eat. It’s not like I could just go out and start working a regular job. I’ve been a biker whore for most of my life and that’s not something you put on an application for work experience. 
“I’m going to enjoy myself, as I’m sure you will as well.” The implied meaning is right there for him to hear.
His hand moves to my hair, wrenching my neck back so he can hiss into my ear. “You’ll enjoy fucking someone other than me? Doubtful. Pretend all you want, but I know you’d rather it was my cock in that tight pink pussy of yours,” he finishes with a nip to my lobe. 
My body vibrates with need for him in response. Even when I’m upset inside, I can’t help but crave him and respond to his touch. The bastard is right. I’ll pretend it’s him, but I won’t admit it. With a shrug, I lick my lips seductively while meeting Grizzly’s gaze. It’s a dangerous game pitting two alphas against each other over pussy, but I’m not above hitting below the belt. I’m the one sacrificing everything in the end anyhow.
 “I don’t know,” I reply loud enough that the others can easily hear me if they choose to. “His dick may be bigger with a name like Grizzly.”
Odin’s chest rumbles against my back and my lips turn up, not quite enough for him to notice the change, but I’m sure the others could pick up on it if they’d paid attention. My comment is full of it as I’ve never been with a man who’s bigger in girth or length than Odin. That’s a moot point now though. His teeth sink into the back of my neck, effectively drawing a moan of pleasure from me. His mouth remains in place after he releases my flesh and just as loudly as I was a moment ago, he replies, “This pretty cunt will never be satisfied with any other cock. Fucking admit it, Cherry. Your pussy only wants me.”
Grizzly’s excited grin drops suddenly as he realizes there’s a heated exchange going on directly in front of him, involving the VP of the club he’s a guest at and the woman he’d been planning on fucking tonight. Things just got a bit awkward, but you wouldn’t guess that much with how hard Odin’s length is under my ass. Not only is his dick thick, fully erect, and pinned down by my globes, but his body is firm and fired up. He wants to fuck me right this moment; there’s no doubt in my mind. He won’t though, as he’s talking club shit with his brother, or at least he’s supposed to be. 
 





Cherry wiggles her ass against my cock once again and I nearly lose it and come unglued. My teeth grit against one another, scraping in an attempt to not flip the fuck out and take her right here in the middle of this table at this very moment. My brothers wouldn’t mind. Hell the entire club wouldn’t give a fuck. I must refrain and hold myself back; I need to keep my head straight to feel this new biker out. I’m not sure about his true motive yet and it’s got me feeling damn leery.
I can’t believe this guy thinks he’s going to waltz right into the MC and have sex with Cherry tonight. This bitch is mine and no twat face asshat in here touches her pussy anymore but me. Motherfucking Viking! My own flesh and blood gave his approval to this charade too. He of all people ought to have my back when it comes to her. So, I didn’t admit anything to Vike before I left, but that shouldn’t mean a damn thing. Every brother in here knows I get territorial when they sniff around her ass. Now I’ve got this bozo showing up, whom I’m already skeptical of, mind you, and he wants to have a go at my girl. Well, he’s got another thing coming if he doesn’t catch a hint and back off.
I don’t think so, this is not fucking happening. I don’t care if I have to cock block him all goddamn night. I won’t allow his cock inside her pussy. 
Cherry and I are on the level with one another that I don’t even wear condoms with her anymore.  I don’t need to as everyone is smart enough to stay the hell away from her silky, delicious cunt. She wiggles again, butt nearly stroking my length with the move and I snap. “I’m gonna fuck you right here if you don’t stop moving that juicy ass over my stiff cock.”
She turns to me, mouth open and eyes dazed. She doesn’t get a chance to speak, as I keep going, being the asshole I’m known to be. “You want my cock, bitch? You missed me while I was gone and need to be fucked real good and dirty before I can kick back with the brothers?”
Her cheeks heat, along with her temper. She rarely shows it and especially not to me. I like her sweet and submissive. We fit well together when she just gives in and does whatever the fuck I tell her to. 
“I’m fucking him.” She nods to the burly dickwad newcomer biker seated across from me. “Remember? You weren’t protesting when he asked me moments ago.”
“You’re not fucking anyone’s cock except mine,” I promise, yanking her hair back again. My lips go to her neck, teeth biting; I suck like a goddamn vacuum. She wants to act all cute and mouthy in front of the brothers, I’ll just mark her ass, so everyone can see. I’m done with this conversation. I take what I want, just as my brother and Jekyll have always taught me to. When I eventually release her, she shoves against my chest, jumping to her feet. I attempt to grab at her, but she swats my hands away and jumps off to the side out of my initial reach. 
“You can’t do that!” she yelps angrily. Her hand flied to the spot and attempts to hide away the bruising hickey I’ve just placed. It’s in plain sight and nearly the same size as the side of her throat. My meaning is more than clear to anyone who merely glances in her direction.
“The hell I can’t!” I argue with a shout, standing to my full height, towering over her. She glares up at me and I meet her stare with my own frustrated glower. She never speaks out or tells me no about shit. To be honest, I’m feeling a bit like I’m throwing a temper tantrum in front of everyone, but a man can only take so much teasing and tormenting before he bursts.  
Grizzly asks the brothers sitting around the table, watching everything unfold if they should step in to separate us. I don’t address him, because if I do, I’ll end up killing him tonight. My temper’s far too gone, ready to do serious damage and I doubt Vike would appreciate me starting a war with another club. 
“You’re a jerk!” Cherry scowls and I nearly break into a grin. 
The bitch going crazy makes me want to smile so damn big. It’s not normal. I shouldn’t enjoy being able to push her this far. It’s about damn time though. She’s always so blasé about everything and I want her furious about tonight. She ought to be downright protesting fucking another man. The guy’s not even a member for fuck’s sake! Not only that, but I’ve been sinking into her pussy every single night for a year straight—minus when I’m out on a run—butit’s the same damn difference. 
I open my mouth to tell her that I know she loves it when I’m a jerk and she stomps off. “Oh no, you’re not walking out on this shit right now.” My hand captures her bicep, twisting her around and my head snaps to the side. There’s a loud crack as her palm meets the skin on my cheek. Frankly, it stuns the ever-living shit out of me, to the point that I’m speechless and gaping at her outburst. I think it probably shocks everyone. Cherry is the calmest, most easygoing female we’ve had at the club and for her to outright slap me in front of all the members is saying a lot. 
I hear Viking chuckling behind me. I don’t address it. He’s got a warped sense of humor, so this is likely the highlight of his day. 
Chaos rounds the bar, the older brother on a mission to be captain save a ho, but it’s not happening on my watch. My muscles tighten up, preparing just in case I need to knock him the fuck out. My finger points his way in warning as I ground out a firm, “No! Stop right there! This is my bitch, motherfucker.” 
His mouth drops and during it all, I must’ve let Cherry’s arm go as well because she runs from the room. She’s not quick enough to hide her emotions, however, and I catch a glimpse of her tearstained face.  One look at her like that and my heart is crumbling, crushed to pieces in my chest cavity. The last thing I want to see is her tears because my dumb ass hurt her in some way. I’m such an idiot sometimes; too stubborn for my own good. 
I don’t understand. Was I too rough? Did I physically hurt her in some way? I’m so used to slinging her around and moving her how I want to, that it didn’t even cross my mind that I’d physically hurt her somehow.  Or could it have been from embarrassment? Was it because I decided to make my displeasure known and put it on display for everyone else as well? Like I said before, Cherry’s a good girl. She doesn’t cause drama and I just kicked up a shitshow in front of the members, some of their ol’ ladies, Nomads, prospects, hang arounds, and this asshat Grizzly. 
“You gonna stand there with your dick out, kid? If she’s yours, well go fucking get her,” Chaos growls and I take off in her wake. I’m too concerned about Cherry to pause and tell Chaos to fuck off as I would if she weren’t currently crying. My only concern is the woman who I made cry, no one else matters now but her. I have to get to her and fix this screw-up of mine. I have to make her smile again.
I’m not certain what the hell to say to her—or do—but I’ll figure something out, I’m sure. I have to. 
Slamming through the bathroom door in the hallway, I poke my head in to discover it empty. Of course, it wouldn’t be that easy that she’d be in the first spot I checked. Next, I hightail it to check the kitchen, but that’s no use either. Eventually, I find her holed up in the bathroom that’s attached to her own room, the space she shares with Honey.  “Cherry?” I holler, needing to hear her voice.
Her tear-filled eyes meet my own in the mirror above her sink. She’s been attempting to wash the sadness away, but the drops haven’t stopped falling from her beautiful, sad irises, telling on her emotions.  “What do you want, Odin?” she chokes out brokenly, her lower lip wobbling. It’s a habit I’ve noticed that only shows up whenever she’s really upset but attempting to hold it back.
“Why are you crying? Did I hurt you when I’d taken hold of your arm or something?”
“You couldn’t tell by now? Not even a little?” she sulks, confusing me further. 
“Of course not. I’m always rough with you so it didn’t cross my mind that grabbing you would make you cry. Did I leave a bruise or anything? I’m telling you, it wasn’t my intent whatsoever.”
“My arm’s fine.” She turns around to meet my gaze, no longer scrutinizing me from the mirror. “What was your intention then?”
“Never to inflict enough pain on your body to make you cry, unless it’s tears from me making you feel really good.”
She huffs, using the back of her hand to wipe away fresh tears. “It’s always about sex when it comes to you, huh?”
 
“You’re gonna have to clue me in here, just a bit, beautiful. I’m not good at this shit.”
“Fine, you want me to clue you in?” she retorts with a touch of wounded determination and sarcasm mixed all in together. “How’s this, you clueless biker? You hurt my heart, Odin, my arm is perfectly fine!”
Swallowing, I look her over, my tongue suddenly feeling a bit too thick in my mouth. “I hurt your heart...” My throat grows dry at the words, at their implications. Me an’ Cherry…we don’t do feelings. At least not out in the open like normal folks do. We hold it all back, pretending there’s nothing between us and then we fuck like it’s the end of the world.  That’s how it’s always been and I assumed it’d be that way until we’d grown tired of one another, only we still haven’t reached that point. Not even close. If anything, I want her more now than I ever had in the past. 
Another thing is I don’t want anyone else to have her, and I no longer think it’s okay to share her. She’s mine; she always was. I was just too damn dumb to see it all for what it is. 
She nods. “You can’t say stuff like that; not in front of them, especially.” She means the brothers and everyone out in the bar at this very moment, but she’s wrong. I can say whatever the hell I want when I feel like it. I’m the motherfucking vice president of this chapter. 
“The hell I can’t. I don’t want you with that new guy or any other fucker for that matter. And damn right I’m going to say something. You’re lucky I’ve held back for this long. Usually I would’ve set shit straight by now.”
“This…” She gestures between us; her face screwing up in heartache as she whispers on a sob, “Hurts me.” Her face drops, her gaze peering at my chest. “This...I can’t do this.”
Taking the final few steps between us, I stand right in front of her. I’m close enough, that if I lean forward, our bodies will touch.  “I don’t want to hurt you,” I admitted softly, my hands coming up to gently cup her jaw on both sides. My hands wrap over her jaw and part of her neck as I hold her still, staring deeply into her eyes, wanting her to hear me.
“I can’t do this anymore.” She sniffs, a sob breaking free from her trembling lips and my stomach cramps so harshly that I nearly choke on my breath. I never imagined not having her in my life, not having her right here, being able to touch, smell or feel whenever I wanted. 
“Excuse me?” I hold her in place, not ready to let go. I’m loyal and stubborn; a man like me doesn’t just throw up their hands and give right up.
“This thing between us.” Her finger points back and forth, gesturing between our bodies. “I can’t be with you anymore. I care too much, and it’s starting to hurt inside far too badly.”
“The fuck you can’t. You’ll stay in my bed because I fucking care too much.” Leaning down, I rest my forehead to hers, our noses barely grazing, and our mouths so damn close. I want to kiss her but refrain from moving from this spot right here. 
More tears fall. “They’ll make me leave,” she whispers, a plea entwined with her admission. She doesn’t want to stop what’s between us, and there’s no way I’m letting her give in. I’ll be tenacious enough for both of us. 
“I won’t let them, babe.” My lips embellish the promise with a tender press of my mouth to hers. I want her to feel the promise; not just hear me say it. 
“I don’t want to lose you,” she breathes, and the answer has never been clearer in my mind.
“You’re mine, Cherry.”  
Her body pushes up against my frame as she nods, giving in to her heart.
“You always have been,” I say, finally realizing the pure truth of the statement. I should’ve told her before; hell, I should’ve realized it sooner myself. This all could’ve been avoided if I’d opened my eyes.  
“Always.” She kisses me this time and I twist our tongues together, wanting more, never having enough when it comes to this amazing woman.
Pulling back from her mouth, our breaths mingle. Mine still tasting of the whiskey I’d downed in a fury and hers of tequila. “I’m not fucking around.” She needs to realize that I mean what I say, and I one hundred percent mean this right now. I’m making her my woman. 
“I believe you, Odin, but the brothers will kick me out. I’m breaking a club rule by falling for you.”
“No, you aren’t.”
“What do you mean? Of course, I am. Everyone has a decent idea of how I feel about you. That scene back in the bar pretty much summed it up and confirmed their suspicions.” 
Staring deeply into her eyes, I say the words I never thought would come from my mouth. “I’m claiming you, woman. You’re mine, Cherry. I won’t put up with this bullshit any longer, wondering if another brother’s gonna touch you. It’s driving me mad inside. I want you in my room, in my bed, every single night. I wanna wake up to your beautiful face, perfect tits and kind heart every morning. So help me, if another man touches what’s mine, I’m gonna take off their fucking hand at this point.”
Her lip trembles again, only this time a sweet smile follows it as she gazes back at me like I’m the most important thing in the world to her. She is to me. “Wait…you’re claiming me?”
“I am,” I agree with a nod, tucking a wayward hair behind her ear and smooth some of the tears away with my thumb. “I will bring it up for a vote as soon as possible. This circumstance between us is a bit different. If you were just a civilian, I’d claim you and say fuck everyone, but you’re not.”
“I-I’m a club whore,” she admits, seemingly not proud of the fact. It’s never appeared to bother her in the past, it was what it was, but now, she seems a bit embarrassed to utter the title.
“That doesn’t matter. What I mean is that you’re essentially club property right now. I need to let the brothers know that I plan on claiming you, so they’ll leave you the hell alone. Next, the members will have to vote on the change, and then it’ll be set in stone.”
“What if they don’t agree?” Her palms come to rest on my chest, and the muscles puff up under her hands. I want to be her everything—a big, strong protector to offer her comfort in all times. That’s a bit juvenile of me, but I can’t help my inner nature from coming out and showing itself. 
“They will. You relax and let me worry about it all. I’ll handle it.” I offer her my usual confident smile, in hopes it’ll comfort her. 
I have no doubt that the brothers wouldn’t give a shit if I made it official. I already have her in my bed nightly. There’s still that what if though, and that’s what I need to be able to avoid. I’d hate to kill a brother because he was following along with club law and touched Cherry, while I was overly jealous and hadn’t laid down my public claim. It could happen.
What if they do vote no and then Cherry does get kicked out instead of welcomed into the fold as an ol’ lady? I can’t let her be given the boot. Not only would it tear me in two, but she wouldn’t know what the hell to do with herself. I’d have to leave, my family, my club...because when it all bottles down to it, I don’t want to spend my life without her.
I wrap my arms around her frame while my hands rest on her ass, squeezing the globes and pulling her body closer into mine. In the next breath, my mouth takes hers in a sweltering kiss, not meant to tease in the slightest but to stake my ownership of her heart and her of mine. This woman belongs to me, and it’s time she felt it from me as much as she’s recently heard it. 
Leading her to the bed, I begin to strip her free of the constricting outfit. Piece by piece her clothes are thrown off to the floor. Once she’s completely bare before me, I lie her down gently. She expects me to go ham and fuck her ferociously, but I do the complete opposite instead. I’ve already shown her body who the absolute best is, who the fucking alpha is when it comes to bringing her pleasure and taking control. This time I want her to feel me cherish her and remember me loving her with every beat of my heart. 
My fingers rub over the side of her face, tracing her lips and moving lower. She’s so goddamn beautiful. An stunning sight laid out before me, waiting for whatever I want to do to her. 
“Odin,” she murmurs, and I peel my clothes off eagerly, tossing them to join hers at our feet. We need to wear less clothing around each other so we can speed things up every time I see her. I just want to sink inside her warmth. In the next beat, I’m moving back to her side. Running my hands over every inch of her flesh, I worship her as she deserves. How was I so blind before, to not grasp what was right in front of me this entire time?  
“I want you Cherry,” I confess on an excited exhale.
“I’m yours.”
“Yes, babe, you are.”
I tuck my arms under her, warming her smaller frame with my body, encompassing her in my heat. With a soft thrust, my cock’s sliding through her dripping wetness, plunging deeply into her opening.  She gasps, and I swallow her sweet surprise with my mouth. My tongue glides with hers, our tongues mingling in their mating. 
I’ve never cared for a woman like I do Cherry. You may wonder what was wrong with Mercy or what happened that led me to fall for a club whore? Loyalty above all. A person’s character is what matters the most to me, not her round ass or perky tits or tight pussy. Sure those things all help when you’re a man, but in the end, it’s her character. Mercy could be the most beautiful woman in the world, but to me, she’s not. She didn’t have a good heart, and Cherry does. 
Cherry’s soul calls to mine; she cares about me on a deeper level than I can never remember another woman showing me. She didn’t do it with words, but actions. I could spout off I wanted a cake or something just as ridiculous, and she’d go out of her way to make me happy. She’d fall to her knees to make my body feel good. She’d sleep in my bed at night and let me hold her, all while pretending it didn’t happen. She’d suck up every intimate feeling she had to make sure I was comfortable. And last, but not least, she stayed through it all with me. 
Despite my many personal flaws, she noticed something in me and that right there makes me want to be a better man for her. I want to show her I am who she believes me to be. She deserves to be treated the same way she always has done with me: with respect and devotion, love and care. And it’s my mission to repay her loyalty with my own. I plan to make her body feel good again and again. When the time comes, and she spouts something ridiculous, I won’t shun her or ignore her request; I’ll go out of my way as she’s always done for me. That’s the least that she deserves.  
I was selfish in the past when it came to us, but no more. That’s not how a partnership works—one person giving a hundred and ten percent while the other tosses in forty percent whenever they feel like it. Hell no! Each partner needs to be piling on one hundred and ten percent for the other person all the time. I’m going to do just that, shower her with everything I’ve been keeping locked up inside. Cherry will never have to question my intentions or feelings when it comes to her. She has no reason to. I’m committing to her, claiming her. She’s no longer just Cherry. She’s Odin’s woman, Odin’s ol’ lady and I fucking love the sound of that.  
 





We may have started off tumbling into my bed last night, but we ended up in his soon afterward and that’s exactly where we woke up as well. I’ve fallen asleep in his bed many, many times. At first, it bothered him, and I wouldn’t get to see him again for a few days, then he got used to it. Not necessarily admitting he enjoyed it, but after a while, he started taking advantage of having me in his bed when he first woke up, and I realized that he was harder than steel. I started finding him holding me sometimes when I’d wake up before him. Not sure when it all began, but it did. I never took it for more than him holding me because I was the one in his bed. 
I was too afraid to hope that the man I’d dreamed of for years had developed real feelings for me. I’m the club whore, and everyone knows the VP doesn’t fall for the whore.  Not only that, but I’m nearly fifteen years older than him. It's not something that is as practical as an older man and younger woman being together are. I almost felt like what I was doing was wrong. As if I was being a cougar or something similar, but that’s not the case at all. I was falling for him more and more with each day over the years until finally, I’d gotten so far below, there was pretty much no way out. I’d fallen completely in love with the stubborn, young biker. 
Waking up in Odin’s arms today was different; he didn’t let me go. He tucked me into his body even tighter, asking me not to leave just yet. So I stayed. I held him and dozed a bit, before waking up to kisses being peppered all over me. It wasn’t so much sexual as it was a show of contentment and happiness. He was showing me true affection. Of course, one thing progressed to another, but what matters is how it all began. I’ve never felt smitten with a man before, but today, I felt like it was Christmas morning. Not the disappointing holidays I woke up to as a kid, but the ones you see in a movie filled with snowy, star-filled wonder. That’s exactly how I feel wrapped in Odin’s arms and knowing that I’m his. 

I’m doing everything I can to hold onto that feeling I had waking up today. I sit in the bar, not so patiently waiting for Odin. He spoke to Viking earlier after we’d peeled ourselves out of bed and gotten dressed. Since all of the brothers are in town, the president was able to call a quick church session. The members are all closed up in the small room, voting on my fate. My destiny is in their hands, and it’s so damn nerve-wracking. I know Chaos will vote for me to become Odin’s ol’ lady. He wants me to be content, knowing how much I love Odin. Chaos is a true friend and always has been. 
I want to say that the others will vote in my favor as well, but truthfully, I have no idea if they will. When it comes down to it, I broke a club rule, and those actions end up with consequences of some type. I can’t expect them to bend the rules for me. I’m nothing but a club whore and MC property—not  anyone important to them. Odin’s their vice president, and I hope for his sake that they’ll agree to us being a couple in the eyes of the club. 
I almost feel as if I’m using Odin, hoping the brothers will be in his favor, but I can’t help hoping. If we have any advantage at all, we need to use it. I want to be with Odin for as long as he’ll have me. Not because he’s a member of the Oath Keepers or because he’s the VP, the second highest rank in the club. I want to be by his side because I love him. 
Now that I’m being true to my feelings, I think I’ve always loved him. Maybe at first it was only because he was cute and new, and a touch forbidden to me. Now, it’s because I’ve been around him for years. I know the real him, the man he is on the inside, and it calls to me on a deeper level. I don’t understand how I could’ve fallen for a guy so young and that’s another thing that worries me. I’m thirty-five years old; Odin is twenty, and I can’t stop replaying that fact in my head. I need to know that it doesn’t bother him. He’s young with so much life ahead of him. I can’t help but wonder if the bikers in that room will think the same thing. I’m their age, not his and it’s a big gap. The numbers mean nothing in how I feel about him, but to some, I know they’ll be against it no matter how much I love him. 
I should be drinking a full bottle of something strong, tequila perhaps, just in case I’m booted out on my ass. At least I’d be drunk, so it wouldn’t hurt as bad if that’s what ends up happening after this whole thing. 
“Hey Cherry.” Princess stops by the table I’m currently occupying, wearing a smile. Her blonde hair is long and laying perfectly flat down her back. She looks like she’s feeling so much better than before. 
“Oh hey.” I shoot her a nervous grin, smothering the urge to babble my worries before she’s had a chance even to take a seat. 
“You okay? You’re looking a little pale, which isn’t normal for your pretty tanned self.” She takes the seat to my side, glancing over at me and I’m grateful to not be alone at the moment. I could use her distracting me, no matter how slight it may be.
“They’re in church,” I needlessly say, with my head jerking in the direction of the closed door and she nods.
“Yeah, I know. Viking told me he was calling the brothers in.”
“Of course, you’re already aware. I’m being dumb.”
“No, you’re not…so tell me what’s going on?”
Exhaling I fill her in on the importance of the vote, and when I’m finished, she’s wearing a broad, excited smile. Reaching across to me, she lightly squeezes my wrist with affection. 
“I’m so happy for you and Odin! The two of you deserve this, to be happy and together. I had wondered if Odin was ever going to come to his senses and figure out that you had it bad for him and that he was just as bad off for you. Even being around Mercy on and off for years, he never looked at her like he does you.”
A nervous laugh escapes. “Oh? How does he look at me?” I question, a glutton for punishment. I’ve seen Mercy many times over and know she’s beautiful, even if the bitch is a Joan Jett wannabe or something just as ridiculous. 
Her mouth hikes to one side, and she glances over my face before saying, “Like you’re the most beautiful woman in the room, like he can’t breathe right when he first notices you. It’s sweet.”
Tears crest. She's so sincere with the compliment that I nearly believe it. Would it be bad to hope it’s the full truth? To know a man gazes at you with such wonder and affection? I’m nothing, and he’s everything and here’s Princess telling me that Odin sees something different in me. 
“I love him,” I admit, finally free to say it aloud, wanting to scream it to the world.
“I know you do Cherry; it’s the only reason why I and Viking are fully on board with him taking you as his ol’ lady. We think you’re good for him.”
“You are? And even your ol’ man is okay with it?”
She nods. “Of course he is. We both see how much you love our brother and we want someone who will adore him the way he deserves. You give him that, and as long as he will return that and treat you well, then we both agree you and Odin should be together.”
The tears spill over, as my heart’s so happy to know that at least two other people are on our side with this. “I’m afraid the brothers won’t vote in our favor. I’m afraid that I’ll have to leave and lose all the people I love—my family, the man who has my heart—all  of it.”
“Odin’s as stubborn as his older brother.” She pats my hand, not being condescending but offering me real comfort. I don’t know why I’d expect anything less from these people; they’ve always treated me well. Maybe, because I’m used to Honey and her jealous comments that I’ve come to expect that reaction from others as well. 
“But I’m a club whore,” I mutter, and he shrugs as if that fact isn’t an important bit of information.
“And?”
“I’m not ol’ lady material like you and the other ladies. Y’all are beautiful and badass, and I’m just me.”
“Oh Cherry.” She shakes her head. “You need to check yourself out in the mirror doll. I know the men tell you that your tits are nice, I’ve heard them talk. What they’ve failed also to mention is that you’re stunning. You don’t look like some washed-up druggie whore. You take care of yourself, and you show the committed men and their women respect.  You help around here and treat us like family. You're already ol’ lady material.”
“Thank you,” I respond on a breath, grateful for her support and the sincerity of it. 
Before she can say anything else about it, the door off to my side opens. The members come piling through the doorway. They’ve had church. It's over, and that means they’ve reached a decision. None of them glance our way with even a flick of interest and my stomach twists with dread. My throat grows tight, and I feel like I can’t breathe—already fearing that their verdict wasn’t a favorable one. I’m already beginning to brace myself for it, as the news isn’t good, not for me anyhow. Does this mean I’ll lose everything now? Will Odin pretend that I no longer exist? That I never did? Will the club completely disown me, leaving me with my meager belongings outside the gate, officially barred from club property? 
Where will I go? Who do I have to call for help? My friends are here in the MC. This is my home. Maybe I could ask Nancy at the bar? Would she let me sleep in the shed if I clean the bar for her? Will I ever see Odin again? I could always bake, but the recipes do me no good without any food or supplies and an oven.
Speaking of, Odin’s nearly the last to leave church, the only other being Viking, patting him on the back. He’s so serious, and it takes everything inside me to be strong and to not burst out in tears trying to break free. I could cry and plead, beg them to keep me, but the Oath Keepers hate weakness. They’re a club of alphas; most are killers or previous Nomads. An MC of strong women and like-minded people all in one place. If I get on my knees and show my weakness, I’ll not only lose my place here but what bit of respect I do have from them. I may give up everything else to this club, but I won’t hand over my pride all because I fell in love with a member. After so many years, they should’ve expected me to fall for one of them. It was practically inevitable unless they expected it to be a passer through, but none of them have ever caught my attention. It’s always been one. Only Odin. Always Odin. 
He turns my way, our eyes locking and I catch my breath. He’s the most gorgeous male I’ve ever seen in my life; his long blond hair’s neatly wrapped to land down his back. Odin’s massive frame is corded with muscles and tattoos. He makes a lasting impression on me from his entrance and has always had my attention from day one. I’ve wanted him from the very moment I saw him scowl; he was a young guy who ached to be loved. With time he grew into this dominating biker that I can’t seem ever to get enough of. He owns every single piece of my heart. 
“Babe,” he finally says, his gaze lighter than I was anticipating. He’s happy. I can see it in his irises. “It’s time beautiful,” he deeply rasps. His words are like a rip to my soul. This is exactly what I was dreading. Why isn’t he upset about the brothers voting me to leave? I figured he’d at least miss me a little bit. 
Climbing to my feet, the tears I’d been holding at bay cascade down my cheeks. I can look strong, but inside I’m so damn shaky, my knees feel weak. I need him. With a swallow I step around the table and then I’m in his arms, his strength locking me in place as he kisses me until I’m panting and can’t remember my name let alone anything else in the room but him. He’s everything, my heart, my soul, my life. I can’t possibly let him go.
He lays me back, my body against the hard surface of the table I was just sitting at. Princess is no longer seated. I don’t see her anywhere, just the members. They stand around us, serious, watching. Odin isn’t soft or gentle like he was making love to me last night. 
Is this our goodbye? Is this the end of our time together? 
His powerful hands rip through the sweater dress I’d shimmied into just hours ago. The black knitted material stretches, doing it’s damnedest to hold up. Same as my heart has been, but my man’s not having it. Muscles straining, his jaw locked tightly, his teeth grit together as he eventually shreds the entire front of the dress in a zigzag fashion. Parting the material, he takes in my bareness. I rarely wear a bra, unless I know the club kids will be around and I didn’t bother with panties, knowing there was a chance we’d get to celebrate later. 
With a flick of his wrist, his pants break free, the button no match for his deft fingers.  His jeans are shoved down to his thighs, the back still covering a part of his ass. He shoves my legs open farther. With a gasp of surprise leaving my lips, he yanks me closer to the edge of the table and then he’s sinking his length deep inside me. I feel like he’s home. 
Bending over, with his mouth close to my ear, he growls, “Mine.”
 




I’m cut from a different cloth
and they don’t make the fabric 
anymore.
- Gentleman’s Quotes
Holy shit! This is the claiming.
It’s supposed to be hot, untamed with him fully dominating me. I’ve heard the stories. I can’t help the wide smile that blooms on my lips against my tearstained face. A few brothers chuckle, seeing it and knowing I’ve realized exactly what this is. They came through for me; they voted that I’m good enough. Odin gets to claim me as his ol’ lady, and I’ll no longer wear the title of club whore. I’m his woman. 
His.

“Odin.” I moan his name as he drives into me roughly, his long, thick length filling me.
He nods, wearing a soft smirk in place as he meets my gaze. It only lasts a second, before his hand is over my throat, holding me down for him to fuck me at a crazy speed. With a mighty roar, he shouts, “Mine! Cherry is my woman, motherfuckers! Mine!” 
I’ve never heard anything quite like it, being claimed in front of a room full of boisterous, rowdy men, knowing that I mean that much to one person alone to belong. My heart fills so full it feels as if it may burst. My desire for Odin spikes to a degree so ridiculously high that I scream out, an orgasm like no other hits me. The rapture is so overpowering on my body, mind, and soul that my breath seizes, my heart beating double time as I gaze at the mesmerizing man above me. 
His hand tightens, bringing my focus back to the present and he’s shouting at his brothers again and then roaring with his release. It’s quick, dominant and done to make a point to the others. His cum pumps into my pussy so powerfully I swear it’s reaching places it never has in the past. The warm, thickness soothes my tender walls from the brutal beating my core took from his hardened steel. The man is a force, one that has made me his. He showed me last night just what it’s like to be loved and cherished by him. Today he’s shown me in a room full of other alphas what it means to be desired, wanted and valued. Not only does he cherish me, but he cares enough to claim me and keep me from anyone else. 
I’m his, and he’s mine. 
Odin’s body slows, his cock pulsing out its final bits of pleasure. Various brothers offer up a quick, congratulatory pat on his back before stomping to the bar for drinks. Tonight is a night of celebration. Another brother has found his mate.  
Odin leans in over my body, his heat warming every inch of my exposed flesh. His perspiration-dotted brow tenderly meets mine as he gazes into my eyes, his own full of affection. “It’s official babe, you’re mine,” he says, and my smile widens.  “The brothers say you’re family, even more so now that it’s official with the MC. I think it’s important that you know something...not one member voted no. Every person in that room said yes.”
I bite my lip, overflowing with a different type of love. “Every single one?” I murmur and he nods.
“Everyone, they all want us to be together.”
“Wow,” I whisper on a sigh, and he grins. “I don’t expect you to say it back, but I love you, Odin. So very much. I have for a long time.”
He kisses my lips, pulling the bottom into his mouth, giving me goosebumps before meeting my heated stare again. “You should expect it. You deserve everything, Cherry. And I do, you know?”
“You do? You’re sure you want to go that far with me, biker?”
He pecks my lips again. “Yep. I fucking love you, beautiful woman.”
“I love you too,” I repeat and burst at the seams with joy and love for the man before me. 
“I know.” With a wink, he pulls me to sit up. He yanks his jeans back up and in place. With both arms wrapped around my frame securely, he tugs me to him having me wrap my legs around his middle. “We’re getting you some fucking panties on, and then we’re joining everyone to celebrate.”
I’m officially claimed because my man doesn’t want another male in this place to see what belongs to him. Pressing my lips to his, I hug him a little tighter and think that sometimes wishes do come true.


 “To the lovebirds!” My brother cheers and I grin like a dumbass. “It’s official! We have a new ol’ lady to add to the fold.”
We all reply by picking up our shots and cheering then slam them back. 
Princess holds a new shot up and smiles. “Welcome, Cherry!” 
I’m so fucking happy to see her here by my brother’s side. I know things aren’t perfect between them, and it’ll take time for them to heal, but it’s a start. During P’s time here away from my brother, she admitted that she doesn’t believe that they’ll ever be able to have children together. The woman has lost so much in her life, and I wish there were some way I could help her. Hopefully, the old Prez, her pops, will remain sober so they can attempt to finally have some sort of relationship together. One thing is for certain; I’ll be keeping my eyes glued to Viking to keep him on the straight and narrow. They may not have a baby now, but I’ll never stop hoping for the two of them to create their own family someday. 
Cherry salutes the head ol’ lady in thanks, and then everyone’s liquor goes down the hatch. Every single one of us is going to be a drunken mess if we keep tossing shots at this rate. 
Mercenary comes to my side, slapping me on my back. “Congrats, VP.”
“Thanks, man.” I grin and tilt my beer bottle to tink against his bottle. “Chevelle not here?” I haven’t noticed his woman around today.
“Not yet. She had the pit open for a charity race. Some kids were going all out with go-karts.”
“No shit?” I mutter with a chuckle. Who’d have known she’d end up doing so much for the community, but she’s always got her hat in helping someone, especially kids. 
Torch comes to stand beside us. “I can’t believe you have an ol’ lady now. I thought you’d always be a man whore.” 
My shoulders jump in an easy shrug. “I didn’t plan it. She came out of nowhere, and I couldn’t let her go.”
“I’m glad you weren’t too stubborn and gave in. We could all see it.” His lips turn up barely moving, but I know him well enough to notice it. “Hell, some of us even had a bet going on a few years back that she’d be the one for you.”
With a snort, I roll my eyes. “Oh yeah? I call bullshit.”
His head tips, a challenge shining in his gaze. “Hey Nightmare?” he shouts and a moment later Night is in the midst of our makeshift group.
“Yeah?” the broody fucker grumbles, beer firmly in his grip. 
“I told you she’d be the bitch that locked O down. Now pay up, you owe me two hundred bucks.”
“What? It’s been nearly two years ago since we decided that bet!”
“Exactly, and it happened. Pay up,” Torch says a bit too cheerily, and my jaw drops.
“How the fuck did you know?” I turn to him and watch Nightmare dig out two bills from his wallet. 
He shrugs. “We always bet on shit; you know how it is.”
“I get that, but how did you know it would be Cherry?”
“Because...” He pauses, putting his winnings away. “You always went back to her. Mercy was begging for your dick left and right, and you had all these other one-night stands.”
“Yeah?”
“You always found your way back, and whether you knew it or not, she was the one. You may’ve been a dumb, blind kid back then, but she’s had love shining in her eyes for you for the longest time. I knew if a bitch ever captured your love and affection, it’d be her; she’d earn that spot.”
“And she did,” I admit.
He nods in agreement, repeating me. “She sure as fuck did.”
Shaking my head, my chest rumbles with a laugh. “Well, why in the hell didn’t you let me in on all this sooner?”
“As I said, you were young and dumb. Besides, you forget I’ve had an ol’ lady at one time. You have to figure them out for yourself.” He flashes his teeth quickly in a grin, and I smile back. This fucker knew all along. Doesn’t matter though. I eventually came to my senses. The important thing is that Cherry’s all mine. 
Chaos leans over the bar top as he and Frost busily set new shots down in front of everyone. 
“Thanks,” we each mutter.
“I’m glad y’all got things worked out,” he comments, taking a sip from his mason jar full of moonshine.
“I have to say, I thought you’d be the one to vote against Cherry and me.”
His brow jumps. “Kid, I’ve known the entire time that she was in love with you. What do you think all that was about each time you’d find us together and she was all emotional? It damn sure wasn’t me she was crying over.”
My brow wrinkles. “I thought she hurt herself...”
He snorts. “You’ve got a lot to learn about your ol’ lady. Cherry rarely shows weakness. She lets everything slide off her shoulders, ‘cept when it comes to you.”
“So, this whole time you weren’t trying to come between us?”
He smirks. “No. There was never a doubt in my mind whom she was in love with. I knew it was you before she ever came out and admitted it to you. Cherry is my friend; that’s all she’s ever been. I tried to tell you that.”
I swallow. Cause, fuck, I was a dick to Chaos plenty of times from being jealous, thinking he wanted her.  “Thank you for being good to her, even when I couldn’t see what was going on.” I may be a dick, but I can admit when I fuck up too. Viking told me years back that it helps make you a decent man if you can be big enough to admit your mistakes. These days, I have a woman that makes me want to be that good man in her eyes and in everyone else’s as well. 
“Always, brother.” He holds his fist out and I fist bump it, gratefully. 
Karma and Rage scoot in, nodding toward me. I’m not completely sure about them yet, and whether they’re related to Torch or not, it doesn’t matter. “Hey man, I see you locked down the best set of tits in the club,” one of them says and they both chuckle. 
Their words have me seeing red, and within my next breath, I have my hands wrapped in a death grip around each of their throats. There’s shouting, but I’m too zeroed in on these fuckers to pay it any mind. “Fucking Karma and Rage, first of motherfuckers, I’m VP or Odin to your asses. Secondly, Cherry is my bitch, mind what the fuck you say. She’s an ol’ lady and deserves to be treated with respect.” 
Leaning in, my hands tighten more, their faces beginning to change colors. They couldn’t break free no matter how much the meatheads struggle. With a growl, I warn, “You’ve heard of Viking chopping a head off the bastard talking about his ol’ lady, well the same blood runs through my veins. I may not have an axe, but I’ll just as easily choke your asses to death or slice your throats with my long ass blade.” At that, I release them, both men bending over to choke in and out as much air as they can get.
Cherry slides in front of me and my expression softens. I’d do anything for this woman. Her arms wrap around my waist, holding me tightly. She lays her head on my chest, and my heart fills with warmth all over again. 
Viking strides over, a big grin on his face. “I’m proud of you.”
“Figured you’d be pissed. I really will kill them if they don’t wise up.”
He chuckles. “I know. I’m the one who sent them over here. I had to test you, make sure that wasn’t just fucking earlier. I’m damn proud to have you as my younger brother.”
Blowing out a breath, I can’t even be surprised. Only my brother would think me threatening and choking men was a bonding moment. “Thanks, I think. For the record, you’re not a bad brother yourself.”
He snorts. “I’ve been shit at it, but we have the future.” He sends Cherry a smile and then seeks his ol’ lady out.
“You good?” Cherry leans up, asking me, so no one else will hear her.
“Babe, I’ve got you in my arms. I’ve never been better.”
I’ve got my woman on my arm, my brother back home and the VP patch. Life's pretty fucking good at the moment. 
 





Two years later
“You ready yet, babe?” Odin smiles as I slide the last batch of freshly baked banana bread from the oven and place the hot sheet on a silicon cooling pad. Thank God for the clubhouse kitchen being built to serve so many big, burly men. The kitchen is massive. Not to mention stocked well, thanks to Princess’s love for making her mom’s recipes for the MC on occasion. Viking  spoils her when it comes to providing things how she wants it.
“Yes, I have to let this cool off a bit and then get them each individually wrapped up for tomorrow’s preorders.”
“I’m so damn proud of you, Cherry.” He states those words often, never hesitating to speak his mind or offer me some praise. He’s done his damndest in making me feel appreciated and adored over the last few years. I couldn’t ask for a better man to have in my life. Chaos has even commented on it a few times. I’m glad I’m not the only person who notices it. 
My face lights up at his praise. “I never would’ve done it without your encouragement.” It’s the truth; without him, there’s no telling what I’d be doing right now. I don’t want to think of that though. I love my life by his side.
He shrugs, engulfing my hand with his to lead me outside behind the club. “You were made to be a baker, and all I did was suggest that you take some of those delicious muffins to the farmers market. You do all the work.”
Odin plays it off, but he did so much more than that, including helping me package and transport everything. Then he didn’t let me back out when my nerves hit out of nowhere and offered me some cash so I could give customers change. Never would I have thought people would pay for any of my baking. I was also able to start using some of my profit to order new baking supplies to go even further into my various sweet and spicy creations. “No, you also believed in me. No one’s ever believed in me the way you do.”
“It’s ‘cause they’re dumbasses. You’re a good woman; their loss not to notice it before me.”
Popping up, I manage to land an affectionate peck to his scruffy blond jaw. The brute’s so damn tall it’s hard for me to get kisses any higher on his face unless he bends down for me and I’m five foot nine, hardly short for a female.  He shoots me an amused grin, lip still split and healing from him helping Torch out last weekend. He’d gone off with Torch occasionally before, but he’s been helping him more recently with club business. I feel like my heart could soar from the look he offers me. 
I love him.

“So,” he continues, as we walk farther out toward the back corner of the property. We’re near the trail that leads to Viking and Princess’s place. “You all ready for tomorrow then? You had a lot more orders this time around.”
He’s completely right. I have thirteen more orders for tomorrow than I had last week. They’ve steadily increased by at least ten each week. This time around I had to recruit two of the club whores to pitch in and help me prepare everything. I can only imagine what my orders will be when I unleash the pumpkin chocolate chip recipe I’ve been working on. 
I nod. “Yep. That was the last order for the preorders. I have the extras all baked and ready for first thing. I’ll still get up at three a.m. to do the various delicate pastries, so they’re fresh. I’m going to need Maverick’s help tomorrow if you think Nightmare won’t mind me putting his boy to work?”
“Not at all; the kid has been itching for work. He keeps mentioning possibly selling newspapers or something to earn a little cash. He wants in on one of Chevelle’s go-kart races badly enough that he’s gotten Nightmare and Bethany to agree to let him race. He has to earn the buy-in money for the pit though. They told Maverick they’d let him use the go-kart, but the rest was on him. There’s a Mario Kart theme coming up that I’m sure would be his favorite.” He shakes his head good-naturedly. “I’m so glad you only do this on the weekends. I can imagine how busy you’d be if you offered to sell freshly baked goods all the time. I’d never see your gorgeous face.”
“I know. I’m starting to cave though. I had that old lady, Mrs. Johnson ask me if I could do her daughter’s wedding cake.  A full-on wedding cake! She loves that lavender vanilla bean loaf so much she wants it to be the cake flavor. I’d have to bake it earlier in the week and piece it together, rather than my usual Thursday through Saturday schedule. I have to spread it out to make my order demands for the farmers market.”
“What?” His eyes widen. “Cherry, that’s fucking awesome!” His hand squeezes mine in his enthusiasm, making me even more excited and proud to tell him.
My cheeks flush; he believes in me and helps to push me to do what I love. “I know...I sort of agreed already,” I admit. I was so pumped up about the lady’s design and order; I couldn’t tell her no. “I was going to wait, speak to you first and all, but she was freaking out on the phone.”
“I’m glad you decided to do it.”
“Yeah?” I ask to make sure. I don’t like taking away from our time together. Sunday through Wednesday is concentrated on spoiling my man. In return, he lends me a hand when he can for my weekend work and together, we make an amazing team. That’s another thing I love about us. We’re always doing whatever we can for each other. 
He nods, and we come to a stop about a mile away from Viking and Princess’s home. 
“Let’s not take in the fact that all this baking has made me put on an extra ten pounds.”
He snorts and rolls his eyes. “Bullshit, it’s not from the baking, we know this. At least blame it on all the fucking. It’s muscle babe.” He winks, being cute. “Besides, I like the extra weight on you; it gives me a better grip to hold on to. There’s not a damn thing wrong with your tits getting plumper and your ass a little juicier than before.” 
“I know, you always remind me how sexy I am to you. I can’t help that my hormones go crazy sometimes. I’m a woman.”
“So, it’s finished,” he says as we come to a stop and I look at the cottage in front of me. This is our spot. We started coming here all the time after we made it official in the eyes of the club. Odin would lie me down under the bright blue sky and make passionate love to me every chance he could. Smitten is not a strong enough word for how he can make me feel. Then one day out of the blue, Odin had a big truck full of building supplies delivered here. Soon after, I found myself making him breakfast burritos and heaping lunch sandwiches because in his free time he was always in this spot, building.  
“It’s amazing; I can’t believe you built this place with your own two hands.”
“I had some help,” he beams, pleased with his amazing accomplishment.
“Please...all I did was paint and stain. You are the one with true talent.”
He shrugs the compliment off, always humble when it comes to working, but not when it has to do with his cock or good looks. “You ready to see it completed? It only took me a long ass time to finally get it finished.” 
“Of course! I thought you’d never ask!”
“I’m glad we decided to have two bedrooms. It’ll come in handy with all the baking you do. I could do some custom long shelves for all your loaves for packaging. You know, keep the kitchen counters cleared out for your other stuff. I told you, I want to make this kitchen easy for you to bake whatever you set your mind on.”
“I love you,” I whisper, so unbelievably grateful for everything he’s done and continues to do for me. 
“I love you, Cherry.” He steps up the few front steps, stopping to turn to me and presses a sweet kiss to my mouth. 
“So, funny you should mention that second bedroom,” I mutter.
“Why do you say that?” He meets my gaze, remaining in the same spot; he holds both of my small hands in his. 
I’m ruining this amazing tour he’s trying to give me right now, but I need to get it out. I can’t refrain from sharing the news, any longer. “You know how we decided I’d keep going to the doctor before telling Viking and Princess we’re pregnant?”
“Yeah.” He nods, lips turning up at the corners. “I can’t believe you’re willing to carry this little person for them. You’re a good woman, but I always tell you that.”
“Give yourself some credit, big guy. It’s not every day that a man would offer up his child so his brother could adopt it. We’re both doing this together so that Viking and Princess can be parents. We both know they will be great at it, and it should’ve happened for them long ago.”
“I agree with you, so what’s that have to do with the spare room? You think we should make it kid-friendly for when they want us to babysit?” 
“Definitely kid-friendly,” I agree. “So how would you feel about being a father? I know we talked about it a while back...but how about now?”
He smirks. “This pregnancy has already given you baby fever? If you want to have a kid of our own after this pregnancy, I would be good with that idea.” One hand breaks free to tuck my hair behind my ear, his hand lingering on my jaw. He continues. “As long as you’re fully healed up, and the doctor says it’s okay. I don’t want to cause too much stress on you, babe. You heard what the doc said about your age and pregnancy taking a bigger toll. I won’t sacrifice your health, so I can have a child; you’re too important to me.”
My eyes fill, tearing up at him always thinking about my comfort and safety. My lip wobbles as I whisper; “What about now?”
“Baby.” He pulls me to his chest, moving to wrap his arms around me tightly. Lips and nose in my hair he softly says, “We can’t do that to my brother; we discussed how important this is. We already agreed and signed documents for a closed adoption to them. They’re paying all the doctor bills for this child. I love you, but we already promised them.”
A choked laugh escapes, tears dropping over my cheeks as I burrow into his muscular frame and breathe in his smell. He’s my everything, and that smell brings me comfort whenever I need it. “I’ve been going to the doctor more this month because I’m having two babies...not one.”
“Huh?” He nearly shouts, drawing me backward with surprise to peer into my teary gaze. “Did I hear that right?”
I smile, my head bobbing in a nod. “Twins,” I breathe, and his face breaks into a huge smile. 
“Holy fuck! Twins?” he echoes. “So that means, wait, we only agreed to give Vike one baby.”
I nod again; he’s catching on. “I’m having twins.”
“Fuck,” he murmurs. “But the adoption is supposed to be closed. These kids will have the same birthdays, go to school together, live by one another, and grow up together.” He rubs one hand over his head, yanking a bit at the long rope of hair falling down his back. After building this house, he reminds me more and more of a Nordic god. “How can we keep this from the two of them? It’s one thing to have a kid a year or two apart and raise them as family members, but how do we separate twins, especially if they end up being identical? If they end up being fraternal twins, I would still feel like a colossal fuck for not telling the kids that they’re siblings.”
“I know. That’s what I’ve been struggling with this past week ever since the doctor told me I was pregnant with twins. That and the part of having to tell you all about it, of course.”
“Twins,” he repeats and pulls me in for a bear hug. “I’m going to be a father, like a real father where we keep the kid,” he mutters excitedly, and I burst out in giggles. 
“You’re going to be a wonderful father.”
“I promise you; I damn sure will give it my best.”
“I know you will.”
“How are you feeling?”
“I thought I wasn’t ready for my own child, but I’m really happy. I think a big part of that has to do with you being our baby’s father.”
“I’m going to add on another room,” he proclaims, bringing me back to the moment. We’re standing in our new house. Our new house that he’s built from the ground up for us. 
“Why are you adding another room?” I pull free to look around. I’ve never had a place to call my own and Odin has made sure we have our own home. 
“Because babe, what if you go back to the doc and next he tells us there’s a third baby in there.” He’s so serious as he points to my stomach that I can’t help but laugh harder. I do that a lot. Another thing I didn’t experience much growing up was laughter. 
“If there’s a third kid in there I’ll help you build,” I promise as we begin to take our first official tour. 
“We can finish looking around in a minute,” he murmurs once we’ve gotten to the kitchen and I’ve taken every counter surface in. “I want to do something first.”
“Okay,” I agree, not sure if we’re pausing to christen these counters in already. I know he has a hefty sex drive, and I am sure he’ll take me many times in each room. The man has an appetite for my body that’s never wavered.
He takes me off guard as he drops to his knees before me. Lifting my shirt, he presses his lips to my stomach. “I needed to say hello to my sons before we went any farther. They’ve gotta know that they’re both important to me, even if only one call’s me dad. I need them to know that I love them both.”
And I’m crying yet again. I’ll blame it on the hormones, but in reality, I know it’s because I love this man with every breath I take, and I always will. 
Odin has offered me his patch, his home, and his child. Now it’s my turn to worship him and fill this house with the scents of fresh-baked goodness and laughter from his children. I don’t care if it takes the rest of my life to do so, the biker will know exactly how much I love him and how thankful I am for everything he does. 
Odin’s not the man who brings flowers or whispers sweet nothings in my ear on the regular like you read about in books or see when you watch movies. He’s nothing like that at all; he’s better. He’s the type of man who’ll carry me if I’m hurt or get his hands dirty helping me work. He’s the type who’ll give me a roof over my head, believe in me, and be a good father. 
A man who’ll love me day in and day out, flaws and all... and who does so much more than a bouquet of flowers ever will.  
 

 




Thank you for reading Cherry! I hope you enjoyed Odin and Cherry as much as I did. If this is your first Oath Keeper book, I would suggest checking out Princess. It’s my favorite MC book I’ve written and Odin’s older brother. For my serial readers who have stuck through this series riding this ride with me, thank you is not strong enough to express how grateful for you that I am.
Now, who’s next? I want Torch to meet his match, Chaos to finally find the love he deserves, and Blaze to meet that feisty woman in charge of the school. I guess in the end, I want them all to find love. They’re my favorites; we can never have enough alpha bikers. Or maybe, just maybe- I’ll start an entirely new biker club...
You know I like to keep you on your toes!
XO- Sapphire Knight
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