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Dedicated to my readers…
You’ve asked for more, letting me live my dream.
I can never thank you enough for believing in me.
You mean so much!
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Ol’ Lady- Significant other to MC member
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“It’s been an ugly day,” she said.
“Tell me something beautiful?”
And he said her name.
-Unknown
Blood. I see dark, fucking red liquid everywhere. Am I losing my mind? Who could do something so horrific to these angelic creatures? Maybe I should cry for help? 
Ha! What fucking help? It’s done. It’s fucking over—I’m too late. Just like I was too late for her birth, I’m too fucking late for her death.
What have I done to deserve such madness? Maybe I should kill myself? I should rip the fucking heart right out of my goddamn chest, because whatever’s in there beats no more. 
They were my everything: my life, my soul, my death. Now I’m faced with a pain so deep no knife could ever touch. 
Bending down, I gently hold my sweet baby girls limp, cold hand. Her heart beats no more, so why should mine? I swallow down my puke and gently cut the masking tape securing the plastic bag and pillow over her head. My face is wet—maybe tears. I have to get this bag off; God deserves to have to look at the innocent face that was stolen from me. He needs to see what’s been done. How is there a God, when there’s blood coming from between her legs? How is there a great power when she breathes no more?
The plastic falls away and her honey blonde curls stained with blood remind me of her momma. I’ll never again see her eyes—blue as a beautiful sky—again. I’ll never hear the soft pitter-patter of her feet running.
Carefully placing her hand beside her, I climb to my feet, and my eyes find Marissa’s body a few feet away. 
A cord’s securely wrapped around her neck—over and fucking over. Her once flawless, sun-kissed skin is ruined. Her clothes were torn to shreds, blood everywhere. She fought whoever did this. She fucking fought them until her fingers bled.
Dropping to my knees, I bring her into my arms and I scream. My fucking life is right in front of me—gone. No fucking more. I was robbed. Everything I love taken in a blink of an eye, and I wasn’t here to save them. 
I’m never fucking here.
Fuck the Army, keeping me from my family. I missed fucking everything. More tears fall, and all I can do is scream until my voice is taken too.
It’s done. I can’t possibly live without my heart and soul. Tenderly, my shaky lips meet Marissa’s cold skin, and I carefully place her back on the floor.
My feet carry me back to my Camaro. I’m in a daze as I slam the car door and rev the engine over and over. I can’t live. What’s done is done, and I will be with them no matter what.
Letting loose the clutch, the pretty girl roars to life, taking me away from what once was my home, away from the blood. Higher and higher the speedometer climbs as I accelerate faster. I start to round the bend and like it was meant to be, a tree waiting straight ahead.
Pounding the gas pedal to the floor, the car flies over the asphalt, and as the car slams into the massive trunk, all I can think is, I will see you soon.
***
Time. 
You’re either wasting it or chasing it, but when it comes right down to it, you never have enough of it. I wish I could turn it back; I’d go to the day before my life went to fucking shit.
I’d go to the last time I kissed my wife and told her how fucking sexy she was, to when I spun my baby girl around and heard her giggle. Those were the good old days. 
You stressed out? Got shit you think is bad? Your wife and kid wasn’t viciously raped and murdered. You didn’t come home to find your entire world brutalized and over. Fuck your problems; you don’t know shit about stress! 
My story isn’t for the weak. 




One small crack does not mean that you are broken,
it means that you were put to the test and you didn’t fall apart.
-Linda Poindexter
THEN
My old Cutlass flies down the highway, windows down with ‘Blue Da Ba Dee’ by Eiffel 65 blaring loudly on the blown speakers. I swear, every time I hit a bump the car bounces so much I feel like this kid could pop out early. 
The route from Cali to Texas is so dry and surrounded by a whole lotta nothing. I’ve called my brother a few times but he’s sent me straight to voicemail. Jerk face.
I’m thinking he may be on a run for his club that he failed to tell me about. He promised that he’d call when he goes on the road like that, because I tend to worry about him. 
Well it’s too late now; I’ve packed what belongings would fit into my car and loaded the rest into a small storage unit. I hate leaving Mom and Dad’s house there, but I have no other choice; the doctor I work for just informed me I’m high risk and should stay home. Since my brother obviously isn’t coming to me, it’s only fitting that I go to him.
I put the house up for sale, which I know will blow Silas—that’s my brother’s name—away. He wanted me to do it years ago, but a stubborn part inside me told me to hold out longer. I know my parents are druggies, but I’d secretly hoped that eventually the people who created me would get better and come around. 
It’s time I do what’s right for me. I have a baby to think about and I have no clue how to be any type of parent. The closest thing I had growing up was Silas; I guess that’s why I automatically thought of him when the doctor told me to stay home. One benefit of working at the doctor’s office is I get maternity pay. My boss wasn’t keen on having to start paying it to me early, but he’s a good man. 
Silas has been bugging me about coming to Texas ever since he left Cali, so I’m hoping he has an apartment or house—a place for me to sleep anyhow. He’s talked about staying at his motorcycle club, but surely he doesn’t live there. 
I’ve met his club brother Cain before. He’s a nice guy, pretty hot, but a total player from what I got from him. My brother’s always been pretty decent about taking care of me and keeping the guys away. He’s going to flip his shit when he finds out that I’m pregnant with no man in tow. 
Ghost. The name stands out in the back of my mind and I cringe. 
Besides my brother and his motorcycle club, I’ve been around one other group of bikers. Well, not group, I only know Ghost and his club brother, Blaze. Ghost’s the Enforcer and Blaze is the Vice President, whatever that means. But they’re in the California chapter of the Iron Fists and my brother is in the Oath Keepers MC in Texas. They’re not friends. When I asked Ghost, he laughed at me like I was an idiot. How was I supposed to know? My brother doesn’t tell me his stuff. 
Aghh!
That was a sharp kick to the ribs! This kid’s probably going to be a soccer player at this rate. I always get kicked double time when I’m hungry. On I-10 though, and there aren’t many options for food stops. 
I’m amazed this old clunker has even made the trip so far. It’s fine to go from work to home but not driving through California, Arizona, New Mexico, and then half of Texas. I’ve been talking and coaxing her along the entire trip, because hitchhiking while pregnant would suck balls.
San Antonio finally nears and I gladly stop. I have the bladder the size of a pea it seems, and I’ve stopped numerous times along the way, which is probably the real reason why the car hasn’t overheated yet. Bad enough the AC doesn’t work; I’m going to show up at the clubhouse looking like a hot mess. 
Once I eat a large strawberry sundae and a kid’s bacon cheeseburger from Dairy Queen, I hit the road again. Only a few more hours to go, because according to Silas’ return address, he’s kind of close to Austin. 
I drive for what feels like forever, my eyes growing heavy from exhaustion. I even go too far, having to ask for directions and backtrack. There wasn’t a street sign on the side of the old highway or anything, just a tiny road right off the highway to turn on to reach the compound. Pretty discreet, I’m guessing they like to not be bothered. 
My suspicions are confirmed when I’m greeted by a closed gate and a young biker out front guarding it. His cut has PROSPECT in bold letters across the breast area, otherwise fairly plain. My brother’s cut is different; it has a ton of patches all over it.
He leans into my window, getting close, taking in my swollen stomach with his beady dark eyes, “You someone’s Old Lady?”
“No, I’m here for 2 Piece.”
“Shit.” He shakes his head like he can’t believe I’d be asking for him or something. 
I know my brother’s not a saint. Women have always stared at him and given him their numbers, but he would never get a random girl pregnant and not let anyone know. He’s not like Ghost.

Once Ghost found out I was pregnant, he slapped me around a few times, yelling at me that it wasn’t his kid, and then took off. I’ve never been hit by a man before, and I don’t ever want that feeling of fear again. I was terrified that he hurt the baby, but my doctor reassured me I was okay, and then suggested I get a restraining order. 
I know that he was doing his job, but that never happened. If Ghost tried to hit me again, I’d take a bat to him just like Silas taught me. I haven’t seen him around or been able to find him anywhere though; he simply became a ghost—hence the name. 
Asshole.
“Head on in and park on the opposite side of the bikes. Go to the main door; don’t be nosin’ around anywhere else.”
Shooting him a glare, I grumble, “All right then.”
He nods and pushes the gate open so I can drive through. Jerk. Silas said the guys were all friendly down here, but their prospect dude clearly has a stick up his ass. Maybe he’s hungover; that’d explain it. 
The club’s way bigger than I was expecting. I thought it’d be this little bar with a few rooms in the back or something, not literally a huge brick compound with a dozen or so bikes out front. It’s so much more intimidating now that I’m actually here.
So how does this work? Do I knock on the door or is this like a business where I just walk in to order something? I wish my brother would’ve just answered his phone so he could have met me somewhere. Surely the front gate guy would let them know I’m here.
Flipping down the ancient gray visor, I peer into the mirror. Not much I can do to fix myself up. With hours and hours stuck in a tiny space with hot air blowing on you, there’s not a lot that can help with that besides a shower and some sleep. 
Still, I have to do something. A quick swipe of Dove deodorant, a spritz of Peony body spray and running a brush through my long blonde hair brings me back to looking halfway like myself. Silas is going to be too busy staring at my belly to notice I’m exhausted and feel like crap anyhow.
Making my way up the few concrete steps, I decide it’s best to start by knocking instead of barging in, just in case it’s not a businesslike atmosphere. It’s ten in the morning; hopefully they aren’t partying already. Silas says he always has fun being with the club, so there’s no telling. 
Here goes nothing! Raising my hand, I bring it to the thick door and knock a few times. I get no kind of response so I give it a good kick; there’s got to be someone out and about in there if all these bikes are any indication. Probably just a bunch of lazy old men.
After a few moments of me silently pondering what to do, the door opens slowly, and a man sporting long blond hair and a decent-sized beard pops out. He’s tattooed all over like my brother; probably even more so, by the looks of it. I’d guess him to be the same size as Silas, too, maybe a little thinner. 
“What?” He barks and makes me jump.
“I’m here for Silas.”
“Who?” The toothpick in his mouth moves along with his lips. His sea green gaze scans over me, landing on my stomach. 
“2- Pie-ce,” I enunciate slowly.
“Don’t think so, Sunshine; 2’s already got some company.”
My eyebrow instantly raises. “Oh really? Tell him to get his ass out here and talk to Sadie.”
He chuckles, surprised at my outburst. “Been a whole minute since a bitch spoke to me like that.”
“Bitch, huh? Go get my brother so he can beat your ass for calling me a bitch.”
“Hold up now sweetheart; you mean 2’s your brother, not your baby daddy?” He nods to my stomach, and I stand up straighter, pushing the round basketball out even more.
“Yes! Do you all think he’d get someone knocked up and not say anything? He’s not like that.”
He shakes his head, his gaze meeting mine finally. “Naw, I know he wouldn’t. I’ll let you in, but like I said, he’s got company.” 
The door opens farther and I get a good glimpse of his faded jeans, white T-shirt and leather cut. The word Twist is stitched on one side and on the other side ‘Unholy One.’ Jesus, I wonder what that means exactly; it’s bad enough that the man’s hotter than sin. I’ll admit, pretty darn scary walking into a biker bar full of burly, mean-looking men.
I see my brother’s friend, Cain. It must be his girlfriend next to him or something, because she glares at me like I’m her next victim. She definitely fits in around here; she’s tall and gorgeous like an Amazon woman or something. I’m not staring at Cain to be rude, just wondering if he recognizes me from when he visited Cali with Silas.
“Brother?” A massive tattooed giant stands with his arms crossed over his chest. He looks like the meanest of all and he’s got to be like six and a half feet tall. Silas where are you, damn it? The giant stares at Twist, almost as if I don’t exist, waiting for him to let him know what’s going on.
“Relax, Ares, its 2’s little sister.”
“Oh, Sadie?” His expression lightens as he looks me over.
“Yep, the one and only.” I retort and his lips twitch like he wants to smile, but holds himself back. Amazing how different he is when he finds out I’m a family member. I feel bad for anyone he doesn’t like.
“Come on, Sunshine; let’s go see if your brother’s awake.” Twist rests his hand on the small of my back and steers me down a long dark hallway, playing with the toothpick in his mouth. “Did he…ah…know you was comin’?”
“No.” I huff. “I tried to call but haven’t gotten ahold of him, so I figured it would be better to come here.”
He nods like he already knows Silas has been ignoring me. “Sorry ‘bout that; the club keeps him busy. Did you fly down? I saw that old car out there, not like the one’s I’d imagine you to rent.”
“No, I drove. I came from Cali.”
He glances down at me and whistles, his eyebrows shooting up.
“I know it was far. I’ll hear all about it from my brother. I just want to shower and sleep.”
He stops in front of a door and taps lightly. A pretty girl, slightly taller than myself answers, introducing herself as Avery and lets me know she’ll tell 2 I’m here as soon as he wakes up. 
“I can’t believe she’s not going to wake him up now.” Grumbling, I follow Twist. 
“Come on darlin’, you hungry or thirsty?”
“I’m pregnant, that should be my middle name or something at this point.”
“Right.” His lips hike up in a grin as he leads me to another room. 
Opening the door, I’m met with a very tidy space. The bed could be made to military specifications by how tightly it’s tucked into the wooden frame and there isn’t a sign of dust anywhere. I think I’ve just entered wonderland in the form of a clean man cave. There’s a dresser against the far wall, but it’s the same—clean and free of items on the top.
“Is this your room?”
“Yeah, you said you wanted to shower and take a nap; 2’s room is full, so…”
“Thank you. A shower would be amazing.” 
He gestures toward another door to the left. “Use watcha’ want. I’mma get you a snack, you can lay down if you need to rest. Something you craving?” He nods at my tummy.
“Anything with peanut butter, please.”
“Bet,” he replies and leaves me standing in the middle of his room.
Silas was a pretty big neat freak, but that was from his OCD. He couldn’t help it; he had to have certain things in a specific way. This takes it to a new level entirely. You’d think the room was newly moved into or something, and Twist appears way too comfortable to just be joining the club.
His room’s pretty bare: he has a nice desk, a fancy blue guitar, regular plain bedroom furniture, and no decorations. Just blank walls and clean surfaces. Weird. Maybe he’s not here much?
Jumping in the shower, I relish in scrubbing my body clean in his dial soap. He has some beard shampoo so I use that for my hair. It’s probably better than nothing. There’s only one towel hanging up. I feel bad using his stuff like that, but he offered, and I’m too tired to really care at the moment. 
I don’t have any clean clothes in here, and I don’t want to put my dirty ones back on. I wonder if he would care if I at least borrowed a shirt. Shrugging, I help myself and nose through his closet, coming away with a pair of army sweat pants and a basic shirt. 
It’s perfect. Once I dress, I decide that lying down for a little while won’t hurt; I’ll fix his bed again when he comes back.
My head hits his pillow and it smells like pure man heaven. Geez, I’ve hated being so alone during the first portion of my pregnancy. A man’s scent can do wonders for a woman, and a face like that? God. 
My legs clench tightly as I picture him, but don’t get much further as I drift off into a deep sleep.

She likes peanut butter, huh? 2 Piece and I have our differences, but I would want him to take care of my sister if she showed up. Doesn’t matter, I don’t even gotta sister. Regardless, she looked like she was about to fall over where she stood, least I can do is make her a peanut butter sandwich.
I wonder if she’s getting enough calcium. I’ll bring her a glass of milk too. Cain won’t mind if I use his. And potassium, I’ll bring her one of Ares’ bananas; he doesn’t care. We need a tray or some shit. Rooting through the cabinets, I come back empty handed, but we have a large plate the whores use to display food, so that should work.
I pile everything on the plate, grab a few paper towels, and head back to my room. The chick’s probably starving. Fuck, she’s gorgeous! Just like a bright ray of sunshine with those long blonde locks and deep tan all put together with some cherry red painted toes. Her being pregnant just makes her even sexier. I love a woman with hips, gives you somethin’ to hold onto. Only thing better would be to paint her lips red to match. 
My pants grow tighter as I start to get a chubby. Not much I can do about it right now though. Just the thought of her with red lips and them wrapped around my cock makes me groan with need.
I pass Cain in the hallway and he chuckles when he sees me loaded down. “You making me lunch next?”
“Fuck you. Ask Cupcake to get your shit; she’s your bitch, not me.” 
“No, I’m good bro, she made me some lasagna.” He flashes a smile and I use my empty hand to throw him the bird.
Fucker’s spoiled by London. Lucky bastard. Cupcake’s a good woman; I don’t blame him for locking that shit down so quickly. I think we all would’ve done the same, given the chance we were to meet someone like her.
My room’s quiet when I arrive; no running shower, just a sleeping Goldie Locks in the middle of my bed. Her damp hair’s spread out behind her. It’s so long; I noticed it right away and how it goes all the way down to her ass. Her petite hands are tucked under her cheek, and her lips are parted allowing soft quiet breaths to escape. That mouth is enough to make a man sin. 
Setting the platter down, I continue my perusal. Definitely wearing my T, which is sexy as all hell. My gaze travels further, her legs just positioned enough I can make out ‘ARMY’ spelled down the other leg and it feels like someone sucker-punched me. Marissa.
My wife wore those pants all the time, then my T shirt and her blonde hair. Fuck. I begin to hyperventilate, so I rush to the bathroom, slamming the door and locking myself in. I want to puke, but I stop myself. I’ve lost too much weight as it is, with the dreams and flashbacks.
My back hits the wall, and I slide down it until my ass lands on the ground, my hands yanking at my hair roughly as the voice starts. Her voice. My daughter.
She’s pwetty, Daddy.
I can’t talk right now, baby. I think and take deep breaths.
Touch hew hair, Daddy; it’s soo long.
Shhh, please! Not now, baby. 
Wrenching up to my feet, I shuck my clothes and get into the shower. Turning the spray as cold as possible, my eyes squeeze closed, trying to get my little girl to quiet for the moment. I love talking to her, but I can’t do it right now with Sadie here. It’s not normal to talk to your kid all the time in front of people, when she’s fucking dead.
Dead. I repeat and gag.
The tears come as that word plays over and over in my mind. Gone. No more. Fuck, I hate this world!
I’m under the cool water for probably a good hour until I can finally calm down and collect myself enough to get out. I don’t have to look at her. I can walk straight past and go to the bar. I’ll keep my fucking eyes closed if I have to. I can’t see those pants and hair together; it’s too many memories at once.
When I open the bathroom door, though, I’m caught off guard. She’s no longer sleeping but awake and happily eating her sandwich.
“Thank you, Twist.” She smiles, and my breath catches at her beauty.
“No problem.”
“I borrowed some clothes; mine are in my car still. I hope you don’t mind.” Her kind eyes meet mine, her face still flushed from being warm as she slept.
I want to tell her she’s not allowed to touch those pants, but something holds me back. She looks completely adorable in my clothes, so I keep in the past what those clothes used to represent. “Naw, you’re good,” I mumble, and choke my anxiety down.
She finishes her sandwich quickly with a few bites and gets up to fix the bedding.
“Sunshine, you ain’t gotta do that; I can get it.”
“But it was so nice before, and I wrinkled it all up. It’s okay; I don’t mind.”
“Naw, sug’, I don’t want you bending like that, especially after that trip. You need to take it easy.”
“Damn it, this high-risk thing is going to drive me crazy,” she mumbles, not realizing that I know exactly what that means. I may not have been there for my wife enough when she was pregnant, but I paid attention to stuff that could hurt her, and high-risk was something that I read about in a few of the baby books.
“How long you been high-risk?”
She glances up, surprised. “Umm…Just a few weeks.” She shrugs nonchalantly. “That’s why I’m here. I can’t work anymore and stuff.”
“So you drove all the way here by yourself?” She’s not even mine and I wanna spank her for being so fuckin’ careless.
“Yeah, I had to; my brother wasn’t picking up or calling back.” Her eyes tear up, and instead of griping about it, I nod and hold my hand out to her.
“All right, Sadie baby, let’s go see your brother.” 
If he’s not up by now, too fuckin’ bad. I’ll wake his ass up myself. She drove that long-ass distance and he should have gotten his lazy ass up when she first got here.
Sadie places her hand in mine, and fuck me, if it doesn’t feel good to actually hold someone’s hand again. It’s been such a long time since I showed anyone that I care even a little. Just who is this chick and why the fuck do I not want to let go of her hand?




Stars can’t shine without darkness.
-Unknown
My eyes part and it looks like I’m stuck with another day in this fucked up world. I’m so glad the dreams didn’t come last night. I can only handle seeing their dead bodies so many times before I lose my shit and make the brothers think I need to be locked in a hospital or some other fucking institution. I’d like to think they wouldn’t, but who can blame them when I can’t stop the screaming at night or the voices in my head.
As if losing my wife and baby girl wasn’t bad enough, I’m forced to wake up and deal with it every goddamn day of my life. I tried to end it a few years ago, running my car into an old tree, but I lived through that shit too. Then I had my mom in my hospital room crying her eyes out making me swear to never attempt to take my life again, and preaching about how I have something goin’ on in my mind called TBI or Traumatic Brain Injury. Whatever the fuck that is. I gave in and promised her, but there are plenty of nights I get so fucked up that I hope I don’t wake up. 
Speaking of… Leaning over to my nightstand, I open the bottom drawer and grab the little dish with my baggie of coke, rolled up twenty-dollar bill, and razor blade. Nothing like a little pick-me-up when first waking up. 
Using the razor blade, my shaky right hand lines up a nice size bump to get my day started. I snort up the white powder of wonder; the feeling of it climbing higher in my nose is completely serene. It’ll help me get through the day till I can start drinking. 
The clock says eleven-thirty in the morning, so there should be shit for a sandwich in the fridge, courtesy of the club whores, and I may be able to eat a little. I need somethin’. The only reason I’m holding on any weight at all is from Cain’s protein shit he has me drink—the same shit he uses to build muscle. With Cain being a muscle head, I was fairly surprised to find out he’s not a total shit for brains, but actually pretty smart. Fuckin’ stereotypes are nothing but bullshit! He’s a good fit for the club too. 
“Mmm, what are you doing?” Sadie murmurs sleepily, and I shove the small tray back in the drawer, rubbing my hands over my nose to make sure nothing is left behind for her to see. I don’t know what she thinks about coke, and I don’t feel like finding out right now. She brought up her parents’ drug issues briefly last night, but she didn’t go into it, besides they have nothing to do with me anyhow. 2 Piece minds his own when it comes to any of our drug use, but I don’t know if Sadie will be the same way.
“Nuthin’, did I wake you?” 
I offered to sleep on the floor while she took the bed, but she declared we should share, and I wasn’t about to argue with her sexy ass. 2 asked me to watch out for her yesterday and I gave him my word. Ever since then, she’s pretty much been glued to my hip—not that I’ve minded. I’ve honestly enjoyed having her around. 
“No, I was kind of awake, and then felt you move.” 
Turning over to face her, I’m met with sleepy eyes, wild hair and a belly that’s moving crazily. Fuck, she’s gorgeous. God, I wanna slide deep inside her and make her cry out.
“You hungry, Sunshine?” I deflect, and nod to her baby moving around, making her stomach shift. Last night she told me all about how the little bean goes crazy kicking and rolling around when she gets hungry. Been a whole minute since I heard a woman talk so much, she covered all sorts of topics, keeping me entertained.
“Yes, I’m starving. I want some pancakes really bad.” 
She stretches her arms above her head, causing the thin wife beater I gave her to crawl up and let the bottom part of her tummy hang out a little. She giggles briefly and pulls it back down, but that small glimpse is enough to make me want to run my tongue across that creamy piece of skin. 
I can’t think like that, its 2’s little sister for fuck’s sake. Try to picture her as a kid. She’s like eight years younger than me or some shit; I know it’s a lot. 
“I’m sure there’s somethin’. If you don’t want it, I’ll take you for some cakes, yeah?”
“Sounds good.” She smiles, and it seems to light up the entire room.
Pulling on a pair of jeans, my boots and cut, I quickly brush my teeth, grab some deodorant and my Axe body spray. I run a big tooth comb through my short beard and then my hair. That’s as good as it gets.
She’s dressed when I get out of the bathroom; in fact, she’s got on some tiny, tight black yoga shorts and a light blue tank top.
“Sweet heart, you gettin’ dressed?” 
“I already did. Is something wrong with my clothes?”
“You can’t be dressin’ like that ‘round here. You’re in a biker club surrounded by horny men.”
“I’m in regular clothes though.”
“There ain’t nothin’ regular ‘bout how they fit you, darlin’. You got a nice little ass and some good size tits; people thinkin’ you a club whore is the last thing I want for you.”
Sadie’s eyebrows raise in shock, and I can tell she wants to give me a smartass retort, but thankfully decides to take it easy on me and pulls on a pair of capris pants instead. She does the shit right in front of me too, giving me a nice view of her hot pink cheeky style panties and muscular thighs. She’s got just the right amount of meat on them to make me imagine gripping them while she rides my lap.
This is going to be absolute torture.
She leaves the tank top on and as much as it drives me nuts, I keep my mouth shut. Her swollen tits perk out of the low neckline on the tank, and fuck if it isn’t gonna be hard to not be starin’ all day. At least she’s smart enough to wear a bra. I swear if I saw a nipple, I’d bug the fuck out. 
Bad enough I’m gonna wanna hit every fuckin’ brother in the clubhouse. I shouldn’t feel protective over her at all. It’s 2’s sister, goddamn it. Maybe that’s what it is—the brotherly protection coming out.
Nope. Pretty sure it’s ‘cause I wanna fuck her. 
“Ready?”
“Uh, yeah, sugar.” Mumbling, I guide her out of my room and to the kitchen, sticking a toothpick in my mouth to keep my mouth busy. The coke makes my mouth feel weird and rather than chewing my lip off, a toothpick usually does the trick. 
Sadie searches high and low, finally finding a box of Bisquick mix toward the back of a high shelf.
“Twist?” She calls over her shoulder, distracted. I’m sitting on the kitchen stool just watching her perky ass sway as she reaches for the box every which way she can. Her ass is fuckin’ divine.
“’Sup?”
“Could you hand me this box? Umm, I can’t get it and I’m not supposed to jump or reach a lot.” She turns around and finds me standing directly behind her, causing her to let out a startled squeak of surprise.
“Yeah, babe.” I breathe and gaze at her strawberry colored lips. Not red, but close.
“Th-thanks,” she whispers.
Blinking away, I glance at the box and reach directly above her to get it. My body’s so close to her that I can feel her hot breath against my bare chest. Quickly I place the yellow box on the counter beside her and hurry back to the stool. 
Her breath on my skin made me stiff as a fucking board. I should’ve put on a damn shirt under my cut today. Jesus Christ, she’s fully clothed and my dick feels like it could break off, I can only imagine how it’d be if she was naked.
“Hey, Sades,” 2 greets as he saunters into the kitchen and kisses her forehead like she’s a damn child.
“Good morning.” She smiles, happy to see him and sprays cooking spray on the flat top cooker. She must be used to him kissing her like that, ‘cause it doesn’t faze her one bit.
“Morning? You just got up?” He looks over at me suspiciously.
“Yes, I was up late talking to Twist.”
“What could you possibly have in common with Twist?” he grumbles, glowering at me. 
The question stings a little, but I get it. I’m fucked up inside, too warped for anyone to expect me to connect with a sweet chick like Sadie. If they only knew the reasons why I became so fucked up they might back off, but last thing I want’s for them to talk to me about it or some shit. I’d probably shoot a motherfucker. 
“I was asking him about the club, and he was nice enough to tell me when it was built, about you not having an apartment, and stuff like that—not that it’s your business.”
“It is too. You’re my fuckin’ baby sister. You and Shorty here,” he nods to a quiet Avery, “are both my business, twenty-four-seven.”
“I wish you would have thought of that when I called you instead of me driving all the way out here.”
“Fuck! I know, and I’m sorry; really truly sorry, Sades. You’re here now though, so let’s make the best of it, yeah?”
She doesn’t acknowledge his apology, which I find hilarious because it means she’s going to make him wallow for a bit before giving in. The way he’s flown through women the past few years, he deserves to be a little uncomfortable. Now he’s layin’ claim to Avery, he’s gonna have double shit to go through. He has no idea what it means to have a fuckin’ woman by his side and actually appreciate her. I’d do anything to have a chance to treat Marissa like a queen, and 2 was going through them like they were pieces of fuckin’ candy or something. 
“Do you want some pancakes, Avery?” Sadie asks and measures out the milk for the mix.
“No, we just had lunch; but thanks.”
Sadie nods and smiles, then pours heaping spoonfuls of batter onto the hot surface. 
“We have to go run some errands. You good, Sadie?” 2 interrupts.
“Yeah, I’m fine. You guys go have fun.”
“Shitty you gotta’ be stuck takin’ it easy.”
“I know, but I have to take special care of this baby.”
2 walks over, pulling her into a bear hug and whispers loudly, “So proud of the woman you’ve become. We’ll figure this all out, okay?”
Sadie sniffles for a moment, then mumbles, “Okay.”
“We’ll catch ya in a few.” 2 grins, grabbing Avery’s hand to pull her along behind him. They’re gone before we can even mutter a good-bye.
Sadie digs through the fridge, coming back with some bacon. I watch as she drops it straight on the cook top, not realizing the grease is going to get her.
She lets out a little yelp as a big grease bubble pops, splashing her arm, and I’m around that counter in a blink of an eye, pulling her away. She needs to watch what she’s doing and be careful. 
“Ouch, shit! I forgot to turn the heat down some!” She rubs the red mark on the arm I’m still grasping.
“You, go sit over there. Now!” I bark, sounding meaner than I intended and she stands still, staring me down, and challenging me.
“I’m fine, you sit down.”
She’s so close; I can’t help but start to pant with need. I bring her arm to my mouth. Her eyes dilate as they watch my tongue stick out, lightly brushing over the tender spot where the bacon popped.
Once I lick over it softly, I put it back to her side, and growl, “Sunshine, you get your sexy little ass on over there, and sit like a good girl.”
She draws in a deep breath, standing still and utters, “You think I’m sexy?”
Her dazed irises glance to my mouth, and just that fast, my hand flies to her neck, gripping it lightly as I push her up against the counter. My face in hers, my nose nearly touching hers, just breathing her sweet smell in, and whisper, “So fucking sexy.” 
Impatiently, I shove my leg between hers, spreading her thighs I was just admiring and her breasts raise up a little higher, ready for the plucking. It takes every ounce of strength in me to not bury my face in them to suck and bite as I wish.
My other hand runs up over her rib cage, stopping when my thumb presses down over her stiff nipple, rubbing back and forth over the raised peak. I have to touch them in some way to satiate part of my craving. I’ve always been a tit man, and hers are big and full of milk, like a fucking dream come true.
 My mouth lowers to Sadie’s, my lips lightly brushing hers. I don’t kiss her, just graze my bottom lip with her top, making her mouth part open further.
Fuck, I can’t do this. It’s not right showing her my brand of crazy. Her eyes close, giving herself to me, and instead of owning her like I want to, I back away, dropping my hands. 
Confused, dilated eyes meet mine and I shake my head, taking my seat again. She sighs—dejected—and turns back to finish preparing our food without a word.
What the fuck am I doing? That’s 2’s sister!

Holy. Shit. That just happened. And it came out of nowhere. 
I must not be the only one who’s feeling an attraction between us. This is definitely not the right time or place for it to be happening either. I’m about to have a baby by another man; it’s not the time to screw around with some biker friend of my brother’s. 
I’ve never felt like that when someone’s touched me though. My stomach was doing wild twirls and it wasn’t courtesy of the minion in my belly. Maybe it’s because I haven’t been touched by a man in a really long time. Yeah, that’s it.

God, I wanted him to kiss me so flipping bad. When he touched his lip to mine, I thought I was going to hit the floor. It was such a small move, but it was all so erotic, touching my over-sensitive nipples at the same time. I could have cum if he actually stuck his tongue in my mouth. 
What am I thinking? Silas would kill him if he walked in and saw that whole ordeal. I definitely don’t need a dead guy on my conscience.
Why did Twist stop though? He’s the one who pulled away, but what happened? Did he feel my stomach and it freak him out? Surely the prospect of a kid most likely scared him off. These guys around here seem to enjoy their freedom a great deal, so I bet that was it. 
Oh well, it’s his loss.
I shouldn’t think of being with a man or having a man in the future right now anyhow. I have way too much going on myself and in my near future to want to add to the equation. Although, something keeps pulling me toward Twist, and we’ve barely met. 
Maybe it’s the fantasy of him being the unknown bad boy. I seem to gravitate toward that type.
He’s been nothing but kind to me, but he doesn’t offer the same courtesy to his brothers. Last night before we went back to his room, an older guy called Smiles was asking to rub my baby bump, and Twist freaked out, talking about how no one needed to touch my stomach. I thought he was a sweet older guy, possibly reminiscing about his grandkids or something. Twist didn’t quite see it that way, and I thought Smiles was going to eat the bar top.
Men are strange to me as it is, then throw in these bikers and they’re even more confusing with their own sets of rules. When I met Ghost, he was very forward. I thought he was really good-looking and he was so kind to me when we first met. He came into the office with a pregnant girl who he said was his sister. She was there for an abortion, and he told me that he was waiting to take her home and make sure she was okay. How sweet, right?
He ended up flirting with me at the counter the entire time. After that, I tried to do an online search with his name and the girl’s last name for his phone number. I was going to send him a text to see how she was doing, but I could only find her info. I called and checked in on her but she got super pissed when I asked if her brother was taking good care of her, and she hung up on me. I don’t know what that was about, but it’s none of my business. 
I ended up running into Ghost a few days later at a sandwich shop I always went to on my lunch break. It’s a few doors down from the office, so it was easy and convenient to take a short walk to get my food. It was crazy because I had never seen Ghost in there before or around in general, but after that, it seemed like he was popping up everywhere I went. I considered it to be fate, so I gave in to his request to take me out. 
You know, like when you never notice a certain type of car and then you buy one and suddenly it’s like they’re everywhere? That’s exactly how it was with Ghost.
He was sweet and funny at first. I loved how he was so different from me. I wanted to get to know him and learn everything I could.
I grew up with my brother chasing guys off, and for once, I didn’t have to worry about a guy not being good enough. I went on some dates when my brother was still living with me, but Silas drilled it in to the guys’ heads that they better not make me uncomfortable and pressure me. It was nice with him looking out for me, but once he moved I was kind of scared to go out with guys. I didn’t have that person there watching my back anymore, and he’d always been there for me. 
I tried to be careful, meeting gentle, polite guys for lunch occasionally, and I even dated a few for a couple of months. By the time I met Ghost, I was fed up with the boring, nice guys. I wanted a man that would make me actually feel some type of passion and excitement. 
Ghost was a little unconventional with stuff sometimes, but I figured it was just because we were so different. I got upset he never introduced me to his friends after we’d been seeing each other for awhile, so he started to bring Blaze around occasionally. He was a nice guy, but I always caught him staring at me like he wanted to pounce, and it made me extremely nervous to be alone with him. 
Ghost would come and go as he pleased, never with a set schedule, and sometimes not talking to me for a week or two at a time. I chalked it up to him being a ‘free’ biker wanting to hang out with his friends. That was fine, considering I worked forty to fifty hours a week, and sometimes I’d take an extra Saturday shift. 
Then I got pregnant, and I thought he’d be excited, wanting to spend more time with me, but it didn’t quite happen that way. In fact, it was horrible. I wish I could go back and change the day I told him about it.
He looked at me like he’d never seen me before—angry and accusing me of cheating on him. I had never cheated though. I was too busy thinking how I was falling for him and with us being together more. I would easily fall in love with him by the time the bean came along. 
I’ll never forget the day he hit me, and Blaze laughed like it was the most entertaining thing he’d ever seen. I wanted to puke so badly with my nerves going crazy. I wished over and over my brother would pull up at that moment to help me, but I also knew if that happened he would probably get seriously hurt, not to mention be disappointed in me also. I could only handle so much negativity at that point in my life, so I never told my brother about it.
I had learned not too much before then, that Ghost and Blaze weren’t caring, nice guys like I had believed. It was about two weeks or so prior that I had to pick up Ghost out in the middle of nowhere. 
When I arrived, he and Blaze were kicking this man over and over. Ghost’s boots and pant legs were splashed with blood, and I was scared the guy on the ground was dead. I had never seen anyone look like that in real life.
Blaze took off, and Ghost explained that the guy had raped his sister, so he deserved it. I kept my mouth shut, because I couldn’t possibly imagine the pain that his poor sister must have been in. I wondered if that’s how she was pregnant and why she wanted to get an abortion. 
When I asked about it, he just chuckled and said I was gullible, that the girl I had met before wasn’t really his sister, but just a friend. He was always doing that though, changing stories or making me feel like I was remembering different than how they really were. 
Now that my head’s less foggy from being away from him, I’m thinking that I was seeing things pretty clearly and he was just making me feel crazy. Now here I am lusting over yet another biker. The first time didn’t damage me enough I guess.
Huffing out a chuckle, I place a plate full of pancakes and bacon in front of Twist,
“Thanks, Sunshine.”
“No problem,” I mumble and get my own plate, overfilling it and dump a shit ton of syrup over the steaming mound. My ass will definitely get bigger after the way I’ve been eating, but I’ll be back to running after this bambino joins the world. 
“That can’t happen again,” he grumbles, as my first bite of pancake hits my tongue. Why’d he have to ruin the first taste like that?
“Right,” I reply around my food. “Yeah, I agree.”
“Good, glad you seein’ shit the same way,” he finishes, and digs into his food.
I can only nod, because suddenly I feel like crying. Damn hormones. It’s not like I was dumped, but why do I feel that way? I need to start thinking of him as a friend, my brother’s friend. I had crushes on Silas’ friends growing up and fought off my urges with them, so this dude should be a piece of cake. 
Yumm, him and cake.

I’m so screwed.




The struggle you’re in today,
is developing the strength you need for tomorrow.
-Unknown
2 Piece gestures to one of the booths in the clubs bar. “Brother, I need to speak to you for a second.”
I grunt and take a seat across from him, ready to get whatever this is, over with.
We don’t talk a lot to each other and we don’t agree on much, so I can’t imagine what this could be about. We’ve always been that way though. We’re the type that if we get around each other too much and both speak, someone will end up getting punched.
I’ve stayed away from his sister even though it’s been killing me. Sadie and I have become friends over the past month, but I still look at her and want to fuck her every day. Any man who doesn’t has to be nutso or gay.
I can’t believe it’s been a month already since she first showed up on our doorstep. 2’s been workin’ on settin’ up an apartment for her. I know it’ll be for the best, but I’m not looking forward to her not being asleep in my bed every night when I finally stumble in, lit off my ass. She’s even more perfect when she’s sleeping, and I love to lie awake and watch her.
I’ve had to drink a ton at night; if not, I hear my baby’s voice more. I have to stop remembering; it’s the only way I’ll fucking survive. Sadie’s woken me up twice, saying I scream at night. That would explain the bags she’s sporting some days, but I try to play it off. No one needs to know my shit. 
Ares, my brother, knows a little, but that’s just ‘cause he knows everyone’s dirt. He’s been the Enforcer for years, so he had to find out if there were any possible threats any one of us could bring to the table. I don’t have skeletons that’ll haunt the club though, just me.
“Sup 2?”
“I need to ask a favor.” 
I respond with another grunt and he continues. “I need you to take extra care of Sadie. I’m plannin’ to head up to Cali and find the motherfucker who got her knocked up. It’s time the bastard pays for poppin’ smoke on her.” 
Fuck. I want to go. I want to teach this stupid fucker what it means to have a family and then to leave them. And with Sadie baby at that, she’s a fuckin’ diamond, just waiting to be snatched up. “Imma go too,” I declare.
“It’s cool, man. You do enough just makin’ sure she’s straight when I can’t.”
“Exactly. I’m with her all the fuckin’ time, brother. If anything, I wanna hurt this fuck face just as much as you.”
“You sayin’ you got feelin’s for my baby sister, Twist?” He glowers and I just wanna knock the look straight off his face. Smug fucker thinks I don’t notice how he looks at Avery and Ares both. He has no room to judge me or have opinions. I get it; that’s his family and all, but I’ll happily put him in his place.
“I ain’t sayin’ shit, ‘cause it ain’t your fuckin’ business about what I feel about who. I’m tellin’ you that she’s club property and I wanna help. I’ve been playin’ nice for too long, I feel like I’m gonna slit someone’s fuckin’ throat.” 
And it’s the truth. Keeping me cooped up for too long makes my head hurt. I try to get lost by using more drugs, which Prez fuckin’ hates, but I have to chase the voice away somehow. My anxiety’s been building up lately, and I feel like I could pop at any moment. I’ve been waiting for the Nomads to hit town again so I could chill with them a little, maybe help clean some shit up if they have a job or something, and keep my demons from taking over too much. 
“All right, man. I better not find out you’re fuckin’ with Sadie though. She’s hands off,” he huffs and I glare.
“Yep.”
“I need to plan the trip out a little and then we can take off in a day or two?”
“Bet.”
Two days later…
Sadie rests her hands on her hips. “I’m going with you,” she argues in the middle of the club’s parking lot as I get ready to mount my bike. 
Even when she’s ticked off about something, she looks gorgeous. Fuck. Mouthy bitch needs to leave me be. It’s hard enough not giving in when she asks sweetly, but add in her little spark and all I wanna do is bend her over my bike and shove my dick deep. 
I don’t need to be arguing with her, wastin’ time, I should be gone by now. 2 Piece is on his hog, ready and waiting for me already. He let Sadie in on our plan of checking out Cali this morning, and she’s been trippin’ ever since. 
“You can’t be travelin’ across the country so close to havin’ a baby.” I gesture to her swollen middle. I don’t know what it is, but that little beach ball makes me want her even more. Just knowing she’s fertile and can create a life inside her after I’ve been plagued with death for so long makes my desire for her that much stronger. She’s like gravity; the more I fight, the more she pulls me in closer.
Every night she throws on her little tank top to sleep in with no bra, and I pretty much melt to the fucking floor wanting her so badly. Then in the mornings when she’s still sleeping, she’s got her ass poking out toward me, and hell if I don’t wanna, squeeze those round globes. Each day I notice something new, and it takes even more strength to keep my hands to myself.
This trip away will be good for my sanity and my cock.
“I’ll be fine, it’s just driving, not like I’m running around or anything, and you went to the last doctor appointment with me. You heard them say everything was good,” she counters, like I’d ever consider her traveling so far, only to possibly be put in danger. I don’t think so. I don’t give two shits what the nurse said when I was in the waiting room. She isn’t the doctor, and even if they did clear her, I’d still have her off her feet most of the day.
“This discussion is ‘bout your safety, and with everything you’ve let us know about him, you need to hold off until your brother gets a word in. This isn’t an argument I’m open to having, Sadie. This is club life. Do as you’re told and take your ass back inside that clubhouse.” I nod toward the door, getting frustrated. I’m not trying to be a dick, but she’s going to make me be one in order to get her to stay put.
“That’s just it; you don’t know anything about him! How are you going to find him? I couldn’t and I actually know him,” she huffs.
“Not up for debate, Sunshine. You’re staying here; and so help me, if you even think about leaving this clubhouse, I’ll carry your ass back myself,” I end on a growl. 
Stubborn woman, just like her brother.
“He’ll hurt you guys, and I can’t stand thinking about it. Please, just stay,” she requests quietly, reaching out to grab my arm and my dick grows harder.

At my plea, he thrusts his hand into my hair, yanking my face close to his, and I draw in a surprised gasp. It’s so sexy, but what the hell is he doing? My brother can see him. 
“You listen real good, sugar,” he rasps, removing the toothpick from his mouth. “I’mma find this fucker who left you high and dry. You don’t worry about my safety; you trust me when I say I can hold my own. It’d be in his best interest if I didn’t find him though, ‘cause when I do finally hunt that cunt down, he’s gonna learn just what it feels like to get slapped around.”
My hand moves farther up his arm until my fingers rest over his larger ones, and I brush my nose against his gently. “Please be careful,” I mutter. 
I’m used to rubbing my nose with his. I know we shouldn’t, but after that day in the kitchen, he got wasted and did it before he fell asleep. Ever since then, I ‘ve kept up the routine, and a declaration like his deserves me acknowledging how much it means to me that he’s all-in with me on this. 
He doesn’t have to hunt Ghost down or stand up for me, yet he chooses to anyhow while only knowing me such a short time. He may appear rough around the edges to his brothers, but I know that deep inside, he’s a good man. He’s simply misunderstood, and while he’s willing to step out for me, I’m more than willing to discover what torments him so badly and stick around for him as well. 
He nods, his nose bumping mine and my brother interrupts, “Twist?” He shouts and glares at him angrily. No doubt because we’re so close, but if Ghost does something to them, I’ll regret this moment forever if I don’t do what I feel is necessary.
Twist hollers back, “Yeah, comin’.”
I hear my brother’s bike rev and take off like he’s pissed. Twist mumbles, “I gotta go, sugar,” and I lean up on my tippy-toes, my lips meeting his before he has a chance to back out of it.
He doesn’t move for a moment, surprised, almost as if he’s unsure what he’s supposed to do. My other hand finds his cheek, and like a switch was flipped, his hand in my hair tightens, drawing my body into his as he kisses me like his life depends on it. The kiss is so commanding, purely demanding my surrender and to give it my all. 
I’d like to think I’ve never been kissed by a real man before this. It reminds me of when Rhett gets fed up and kisses Scarlet O’Hara in Gone with the Wind. God, that was epic and clearly this is my Scarlet moment. Every woman deserves to experience this at least once in their lifetime. 
Twist doesn’t just kiss; he consumes. I respond to him as if my life depends on it, my panties getting wet right along with my heart going crazy. Eventually, he pulls away, stepping to his bike and throwing his leg over the seat. I stand, watching, winded and dazed after such promises made by his sinful tongue.
He revs his engine, then points at me. “We got shit to talk ‘bout when I get back.”
I just nod like I’m mute, ‘cause fuck if I know how to answer that. His eyes scan over every last inch of me, cataloging it to his memory. Once he seems satisfied, he nods and revs his bike again, then he’s gone in a flash. 
I stand still, hoping he’ll decide to turn around and come back to finish what he just started.
Coming here, I expected to find strength from my brother. What I discovered instead is a hunter. A fiercely loyal, broken man, and from what I’ve heard whispered by his club brothers, I may have just let him out to look for his next kill. 
The crazy part about it all is that I almost don’t care if he does kill Ghost. It strikes a spot inside, most likely because he’s my baby’s biological father, but Twist is just so… I don’t know how to explain it. He inserts himself into your life and it’s like no one else matters anymore.
I’ve learned so much about Twist these past weeks since staying with him. For example, he screams a lot when he sleeps. Silas cornered me one day asking how I was able to deal with sleeping in the same room, knowing that Twist would be up screaming later. Silas’ room is next door, and according to him, he can hear Twist through the walls. 
The truth is, I don’t deal with it. 
Usually, I can’t get him to wake up, so I sit and cry quietly until he calms down. It may seem weird to some, but Twist doesn’t just have bad dreams-something horrific happened to him that has rooted itself so deep that he can’t seem to escape from it. He’s haunted, for sure, but I haven’t been able to figure out why just yet. 
The few times I’ve been able to break through and get him awake, he’s so fucked up, he sits and plays his guitar for hours. Twist may be a biker, but he should have been a guitar player in a band. He strums these amazing chords full of feeling and sadness; it’s pure beauty mixed with an abundance of talent. 
I’ve never in my life witnessed someone able to play an instrument the way he does. He doesn’t even look at notes or anything, it’s like he pours his heart in it and a beautiful melody comes out in turn. According to my brother, it’s huge that he’s played in front of me. None of the club brothers have seen him play; they’ve just heard the music.
I asked him about the dreams the first time they happened and I was able to wake him, but he wouldn’t speak to me. He got up and went straight to the bathroom to throw up several times. That was a pretty strong answer in itself, so I’ve left him alone. I just wish I could take away whatever hurts him. 
Heading back inside, I pass Prez. According to my brother, he’s the President in charge of the entire club.
“They not let you go with ‘em, sug’?” 
I swear it’s like the man’s a mind reader; he always knows what’s going on. He’s smart, polite, and looks almost like he could be Twist’s biological older brother. I questioned Twist about it, and he confirmed they aren’t really related. He told me he only has his mom, and he won’t introduce us. I asked.
Huffing, I shake my head.
“Well, it’s probably for the best, you got to keep takin’ it easy. I doubt Twist nor your brother could deal with something happening to you or that baby.”
“They’re just stubborn. I could help them probably, and now if either of them gets injured, it’s basically my fault.”
“How do ya figure?”
“Because it’s my mess.”
“Naw, not around here. Someone does you wrong, it’s like they do us wrong. You’re family and we take care of our own.”
“Thank you,” I whisper, and he nods, kissing my forehead like my brother does. Then he heads off to his office where he basically lives while he’s here. 
I guess it’s time to watch the marathon of Mob Wives I have recorded, because I know just how long that trip will take them, and it’ll be awhile until I hear from them. Watching someone else’s drama unfold will be refreshing, for a change. 
Come on little one, we can check my phone for a decent crib for our new apartment, I think, and then I pat my stomach as I head to Twist’s room.

California…
Even being a seasoned rider, my ass hurts along with my back. I should really invest in a cruiser for long fuckin’ trips like this. It’s been awhile since I’ve been to California, and not much has really changed. We pull off into a small town, eventually hitting up Sadie’s house. 
“I’mma go around and hit the breaker switches and give us some lights,” 2 grumbles and I nod, pulling my gloves off and stretching out my stiff legs. 
Hopefully, the sales agent doesn’t stop by with any buyers while we’re here; they’d get a rude surprise if we’re here unannounced. Shit could get complicated, and I don’t want to do any time here. I’ve already been shoved in a Cali cell once—popped on a weapons charge. Probably the real reason why I dislike the state and all. 
Fuckin’ coppers don’t give bikers any leeway whatsoever it seems. They’d let a little thug turn rat though and put him back out on his ass. It’s ‘my type’; they think we’re all hardened criminals. Stupid fuckin’ stereotypes again.
The house lights up and 2 Piece comes around the side looking a little more optimistic. 
“Everything straight, brother?”
“Yeah.” He nods, “Come on, man, grab your shit and we can get situated.”
We each take our belongings making our way into the house. It’s not bad; I could imagine Sadie in this place. The walls are a light tan color, with older furnishings, kind of feminine. She deserves more though.
“You can take the room to the left. Restroom’s in the middle and the blankets are in the closet next to the bathroom. There won’t be no food, but help yourself to anything you find. I imagine Sadie’s put most everything in storage though.”
“All right, thanks.” 
I head straight to the shower to scrub the wind and dirt off. I can’t wait to find this motherfucker and use some pent up anger and frustration out on him. 
Once I’m clean again, I make my way to the room 2 gave me, getting some fresh clothes on and do a few small lines of coke to pick me up a little. Another reason why I don’t want the cops to pop me; I’d get busted for narcotics and that’s the last thing I want. We’re supposed to go out hunting tonight and I need to be ready and have some energy. It was a long-ass drive, but we stopped on the way and slept some. Now we need to take care of this guy and hurry back home. 
I have so much to talk about with Sadie upon my return. That kiss was fucking insane and I haven’t stopped thinking of it since. I need to tell her that it can’t happen. I won’t disrupt and poison her and that kid’s life; I’ve already ruined my own family, and I’m not tryin’ to hurt no other babies. It would be best if we got it cleared up ASAP, even if I can’t stop imagining her and her taste.
There’s a rap on the door, and that’s my clue that 2 must be ready. Wrapping up my knife pouch tightly, I shove it into my back pocket. I usually use them when torturing someone, and I plan to do my fair share if we’re successful at finding this bitch, Ghost. 
Grabbing my Glock, I check it over to make sure it’s ready to go and shove it in my side holster. I’ll happily kill this dude if he ain’t gonna man up and take care of Sadie baby and their kid. Ha! Their kid; he doesn’t even deserve that title. It’s a goddamn honor to be a father and so many take it for granted. They fuck around and push off what some men would fucking die for. What I would die for. 
Daddy, come pway wif me…
I can’t right now, baby. 
“Pwease! Do you wike my dolly?
I love you. Give your momma a kiss for me.
The conversation plays out in my mind, and like always, I feel as if I may lose it. Beating my palm against my head roughly a few times, I attempt to get her voice to quiet. I love hearing her, but I have to concentrate right now. I have to help Sadie. I can’t break right now, 2 Piece can’t see it, no one can. Fuck, I feel like I could puke and I didn’t bring any type of supplements with me.
He knocks again, “You good, man?”
“Yeah,” I call back and hit myself one last time, getting the voice to go away for the time being. Then I join him in the living area, keeping quiet. Hopefully he won’t notice any marks on my face where I hit myself, but even if he does, he’ll mind his own business and keep quiet.
“You ready?”
“Yep, what’s the plan?”
“I’ll hit up one of the local club VP’s that I’m cool with. He used to stop in the hardware store I worked at.”
“He know anything?”
“Not sure, brother. Gonna feel him out at the bar.”
“Good. I could use a cold beer after that ride.”
“Fuck yeah.” He locks the house up and we hop on the bikes, our pipes roaring loudly down the quiet older neighborhood of Spicy, California.
I don’t know who came up with that fuckin’ name; the town’s small and boring. The only other thing out here is like five different motorcycle clubs and a whole lot of drugs. I’m surprised that this was even the first biker Sadie got mixed up with. 2 Piece did a good job keepin’ her from turning into a whore for one of the clubs. I’m sure it’s a normal occupation for some of the younger girls out here. 
We pull up to a building that looks to be made out of old boards and ready to fall apart. There’s a bright pink sign posted up, flashing ‘Piggy’s’. I back my bike in next to 2, across the way from the thirty or so other bikes in the lot. This is gonna be fun, walking into another club’s territory while wearin’ our cuts when the stupid fucks have been drinking for just who knows how long. 
Our bikes quiet as we unload and I turn to 2 Piece and gesture to the sign. “The fuck’s this shit?” 
He chuckles, “Just wait, brother.”
“Oh for fuck’s sake, what’s that supposed to mean?”
“You’ll be surprised.” He grins and walks up the stairs. I follow behind, already dreading the outcome of this ordeal. I’m all for bigger women, but ‘Piggy’s’? Really? 
We head through the old rickety door to find four raised platforms spread throughout the middle of the bar with some of the sexiest bitches I’ve ever fuckin’ seen, dancing like it’s their last dollar to ever be made. Surprised is a goddamn understatement. Clearly they keep the outside looking like shit because they spend the money on the inside. 
“Our cuts, brother?” I question, as a few of the other clubs’ members turn to watch us. Normally you give a club a heads-up if you’re flying your colors through their territory.
“Naw, they’re a non-violent organization that welcomes others like them.”
“No shit?” My eyebrow raises and he nods wearing a smirk. Obviously he thinks it’s entertaining that I’m curious. I couldn’t imagine being in a non-violent club. Sometimes if a brother pisses me off enough, we need to just work shit out, and a fist to the face is the way to go on certain occasions. 2 Piece and I have been to that point many times. 
A new song starts playing and the girls all start dancing together as one on their own poles and mother of God, I’ve been in many strip clubs in my lifetime but have never seen anything like it. The three bartenders climb on top of the bar, pouring water over their bodies and dancing right along with the other girls wearing their leather shorts and corset tops.
The entire inside of the bar is painted black with chrome everything. The girls dance under their own recessed pink and blue lights, with the platforms made of mirrors. 
You. See. Everything. Everywhere. 
No wonder there’s so many bikes out front; this place should be fucking worshipped. I’m not a dog by any means when it comes to females, but here’s a place where you can appreciate every asset of the female body without it being some seedy, junkie strip joint. I don’t know what’s up with the name, but I’m willing to look past it.
2 glances back at me, his smirk growing remarkably larger when he notices my expression. Stupid fucker. 
“Yeah, fuck you for not telling me about this sooner,” I holler, and see his shoulders shake from laughing at me. 
As we get closer to a table in the back surrounded by a few big guys, one of the dancers drops to the floor, popping her hips out, giving me a clear view of her pink center and my steps come to a halt. I am a man after all. 
“Fuckin’-a brother,” 2 Piece utters in awe right beside me and smacks my shoulder. “Come on, man.” He catches me off guard as he keeps on walking. Back in the day, he’d be all over that shit, flashing them smiles or whatever to get laid. Glad to see Avery’s got his shit locked down. 
The men stand once we make it to the table and one hugs 2, slapping him on his back and smiling.
“Ace, this is my brother, Twist.”
“Nice to meet you, man.” He holds his fist out and I bump it.
“’Sup.” Not used to someone being that friendly right off the bat, but whatever.
He gestures to the two men beside him. “2 Piece and Twist, these are my brothers, Buffalo and Kinsley.”
I nod to them both, then we all take a seat. Their cuts say “Death Chasers MC” but why the name if they’re not violent? It doesn’t make sense, but not my shit to get into.
“Who else is here?” 2 nods and looks around.
“You have my brothers from Death Chasers; there are about five from Twisted Grit MC and a few from Cali Sinners MC. Their clubs are friendly and pay dues to use our bar. They won’t give you guys any grief.”
“You know any Iron Fists?” 
Kinsley sits up a little straighter and Buffalo’s eyebrows shoot up.
“Depends.” Ace grumbles, the smile disappearing. “What are you hoping to find if I do?”
“I ain’t here for dope, man. One of the fuckers knocked my baby sister up then thought it’d be acceptable to pop smoke on her.”
“Fuck,” Buffalo mutters out and I nod.
“Sadie?” Ace’s mouth gapes and I almost growl. How the fuck does he know her name? Just who the fuck is he to her?
“Yep. I moved to Texas, and this fuck called Ghost shows up, claimin’ Sadie’s lying about the kid, knocks her around a little. I didn’t bring my club; I didn’t want to ‘cause too much of a rift this close to your territory, so we’re tryin’ to keep it low-key.”
“Appreciate that.” Ace nods and I rest my glare on him. This may be his territory and all, but why’s this fuck saying Sadie’s name like he’s got feelings and shit?
“How exactly you know Sunshine?” The words grumble out before I can think twice. 2’s gaze finds mine, a little surprised at hearing me speak.
Ace swallows and clears his throat. “Well, since 2 Piece is sittin’ right here, I guess there isn’t any sugar coating gonna happen.” 2 chuckles and I instantly hate this ass clown. Ace continues, “I met her at the hardware store she was working at, ran game past her for a little while, never knowing her brother also worked there, watching everything. One night, 2 Piece caught me out and about, broke my nose for talking to his baby sister, and since then we’ve been cool. I respected him for watching out for his family and backed off; he’s turned out to be a good friend and an ally when I’ve needed him.”
Nodding, my back unclenches from being ready to pounce. I have to get over this insane need to protect her like she’s my own bitch. When I noticed his expression about her though, all I could imagine was repeatedly driving a blade into his throat. 
She ain’t mine, but fuck if it doesn’t feel like she should be after that damn kiss. She stole my fuckin’ breath away, and even Marissa didn’t do that. Stop comparing her; Marissa was everything.

My fist smashes down onto the table causing the glasses to clatter and the guys to look at me. They don’t say anything though as a scuffle breaks out by the door, and a mob of bikers rush over toward it, pulling the guys apart.
“VP, you gonna deal with it?” Kinsley probes, standing up.
“Yeah, I have to until Biggie gets back; this playin’ President shit sucks.”
2 Piece stands, also glancing down at me. “Come on, Twist, I wanna see what the fuck’s goin’ on.”
“Bet.” 
I rise and head to the door, not waiting to see if anyone follows. I needed to walk around. Frankly, I’m fuckin’ sick of sitting there imagining killing the fuck in front of me and not being able to actually do it. I could give two shits who’s fighting, but maybe I can spin it and hit Ace once or twice. Some people may think I’m a dick, but well, yeah, I am a dick and don’t care who thinks so. 
 We all gather round to discover that it wasn’t a scuffle at all, but some drunken idiot had fallen off his chair and pulled his buddie with him trying to stop his descent.
One of the bartenders rushes over for Ace. “I need you.” She pulls on him and he nods.
“Before you go,” 2 places his hand on Ace’s forearm, “The Iron Fists?”
“Look man, all I can tell you is to keep as far away from them as possible. No one can find out where they have their clubhouse and they’re some crazy, ruthless bastards. I know it’s your sister and all, but I want to see you stay alive.” He grips 2 Piece’s shoulder for a brief second and then follows the bartender to the back.
“What the fuck we doin’ now?” I stand beside 2 as everyone goes back to their seats and groups.
“Ace was my only hope. He’s right about not bein’ able to find this club; it’s like the name exists, but not the damn place or its members. I say we go for a long ride through town an’ around the area to see if we can run into them or someone who may know something. It may not be the best of ideas, but it’s the only way I see us getting’ somewhere.”
I grunt my agreeance and we head back to our bikes. 
A week passes as we ride around Spicy and the surrounding areas. We stay busy asking multiple businesses, attempting to find the Iron Fists, but just like the fuckers’ name, they’re basically ghosts. According to those we spoke to, the Fists find you, and that’s supposed to be a bad thing. I hope like fuck they do find me so I can show them what the fuck crazy’s really about. It seems to me like they’re a bunch of chicken-shit bitches always hiding out, but whatever. 
The one consistent thing during the week though is Sadie. She calls once a day to check on me like she would if she was my chick, and I actually like it. She doesn’t pester or annoy me; she makes me laugh and smirk at her silly rambling. I just can’t seem to get Sunshine off my mind, and it fucking terrifies me, because the last woman I thought about like that, ended up taking my soul with her in her death. 




Sometimes what you’re most afraid of doing
is the very thing that will set you free.
-Unknown
My brother and Twist finally make it back, but shortly after their return, the club starts getting crazy scary threats. Avery and London practically get attacked at the grocery store not too far away by some freak, and the guys get a little insane with the precautions. I understand them worrying, but it’s annoying nonetheless. 
Silas will no longer let me move into the apartment; he swears up and down it’s just too dangerous right now, even when I asked to bring Twist along with me. He rudely informed me that Twist isn’t my puppy and that I can’t cart him along wherever I go. 
Jerk face.
Maybe it’s not safe for him right now, but his club has nothing to do with me, and my own safety should have zilch to do with it. Besides that, he doesn’t even know if Twist would or wouldn’t want to come with me. He warned me to not get too attached to Twist, but I feel like he seriously needs to mind his own business. If anything, it makes me want Twist even more.
I’ve decided in order to keep the peace with my brother, to just have baby stuff shipped here. I’m so close to having this kid and own basically nothing for it, and I’m beginning to start to freak out a little about it. I’ve stuck with my original plan and not found out the sex of the baby. 
It may be driving me sort of crazy though while looking at different patterns, because you can only order so many green and yellow things. And that doesn’t even take into account the difficulties of picking out a name. My baby’s going to be nameless at this rate. I may relent and find out what I’m having at the next appointment. 
I’m trying to be a good sport about all the rules and safety precautions. I know it’s because they care, but I refuse to go into labor and have my child in the middle of a motorcycle club. I’ll drive myself to the hospital on my own if I have to. 
Twist’s been quiet and distant ever since they’ve gotten back. I don’t know why exactly, but I’ve left him alone. We have our own little routine of watching TV together or him coming in smashed from drinking. I think it’s all so he doesn’t have to say anything about our kiss. It doesn’t matter, though, I haven’t forgotten it at all. If anything, I keep reliving that blissful moment over and over again. I’ll remember that kiss for the rest of my life, along with him constantly making sure I’m comfortable and safe. 
Earlier he mumbled that we were finally going to talk today. I don’t know what’s been going on besides a few heated conversations between him and my brother, whatever that’s about. I’m sure Silas is on him about seeing us so close before their trip last week, but my brother needs to realize I’m a grown woman and I can see whoever makes me happy. In this instant, I believe Twist could make me happy, if he’s really interested. 
While he and Silas were gone, I called to check on him to make sure they were staying safe and surprisingly he answered his cell each time. His voice is even deeper on the phone, and he sounds unbelievably sexy when he’s sleepy, just mumbling into the phone. 
He’s slowly restoring my faith in the opposite sex with each longing gaze and thoughtful gesture. Several times I’ve woken up from a nap covered with his blanket and a peanut butter sandwich waiting for me. In the end, it’s the little things that are going to make me fall for him. Not sure I’m ready to give up my heart though. Twist could seriously mess me up if he wanted to, especially after getting me so used to him being there basically every time I turn around. 
The downfall is, he’s probably going to hurt me no matter what. Friend or more, I know it, and I’m waiting for it to happen. I’ve seen the club sluts hang on him when I’ve gone to the kitchen in the evenings. It started to hurt me, so I stopped going. I’d rather be a little hungry than feel the pang it sends my heart. I don’t get why it bothers me to see someone else that close to him. It shouldn’t, but it does. I’ve never seen him really pay them any attention, but they definitely try to get him to. 
Ugh, who am I kidding? He’s not going to want much more than fun, and I’m a package deal—too much for a man to take on right away. Ha. I think about all of this like I actually have a chance at a relationship with him. Silas is right; I’m naïve. He probably knows what’s best for me like he always has. 
My back and forth thoughts are interrupted by the opening of the bedroom door. “Sunshine?” Twist calls out, coming fully into the room and sitting on the side of the bed next to me. 
He has his back to me with his elbows resting on his knees as he places his head in his hands, so he’s not looking at me. Something must be bothering him, but he doesn’t usually share it with me when I ask. I wish he would, maybe I could actually help somehow.
“Everything okay?” I ask, concerned.
He glances back at me briefly, his cheeks flushed warmly and his eyes sad. “I’m okay.” His fingers tap a silent beat. “How are you doin’, Sadie baby?”
My head tilts as I lightly place my hand on his shoulder. “Just waiting for you to talk to me like you mentioned earlier.”
“I’ve been goin’ at it with your brother.”
“I noticed it was a little tense with you both, but I thought that’s how it’s always been with you guys? Was it from you going to California?”
“Not this bad. Not really Cali, but he wants me to stay away from you.”
“Well I don’t want you too, Twist. You’ve been nothing but kind to me. You’ve basically taken care of me and supported me ever since I first got here. He doesn’t see that?”
“Naw, baby; I’ve done nothin’ but want you, sugar cakes. It’s wrong and even I know it. I’m too fucked up. I’ve had it out with my brothers, they know who I am damn it.” He shakes his head, frustrated. “Fuck…They know what I am. He’s right, they’re all right, I ain’t no good for you.”
My eyes fill; it’s amazing to hear him say he wants me, but it kills me that he believes he’s not good enough. “I never asked for good, Twist. I asked for you,” I utter out and the first tear falls. This beautifully broken man has no one to believe in him, but I do, and I will every day of my life if he needs me to.
“What would you do with someone like me? I drink too much, I’m not right in my head…There’s so much about me you don’t know.”
“So you can tell me then; we can learn about each other. You’re the only man who has ever gone out of his way for me besides my brother. With time, Silas has to notice that, and if not, then that’s his fault.”
“For fuck’s sake, sugar, he thinks I’m sleepin’ on the goddamn floor and shit in here. He don’t know we’ve been sharing a bed or about what happened before I went out of town.”
“By that, you mean with us kissing? And don’t forget the other time in the kitchen. It’s not like this is a onetime deal or anything. It keeps happening over and over. I don’t want to keep living here and not at least attempt to figure out what this pull is you have on me.”
“That’s gotta be just sex, baby—our bodies wanting each other’s. It hasn’t happened, so I bet it’s making the pull to give in even stronger.”
“No you don’t seem to get it. When you scream a night, I want to hold you. I want to tell you that whatever you’re going through inside will be okay. I want to wake up and kiss you every morning. That may sound premature, but after that kiss, I can’t help but want you. And that, Twist, is not just sex.”
“Fuck,” he mutters, bringing his sea green gaze to mine. “I’m unsteady, Sadie. You don’t know what all you’re getting into with me, and I’m terrified you’ll hate the kind of man I am, once you figure it out. But I’m tired of being alone, and for some odd reason you just feel like home to me. I look at you and I see light. I need some of that in my life to take away the darkness always pullin’ me under.”
“Home?” I choke, out and he nods. 
More tears fall, and my heart becomes his a little bit more. “I can be your anchor.” The words sound cheesy when they leave my mouth, but he doesn’t seem to notice. Instead he leans in to thread his hands in my hair and rub his nose with mine like he does at night. It instantly calms me; he calms me. I hope I can do the same for him.
“You won’t want me,” he shakily mumbles, giving me a last minute cop-out and I graze my lips against his. He’s too late though.
“I already do and I won’t let go of you,” I say breathlessly, and he takes my mouth for a tender, slow kiss.
Our lips fuse together in passion. As his heavy body crawls over me, pushing me back into the pillows, he’s careful not to put pressure on my stomach as his hips line with mine, and an insatiable need for him to be inside me overwhelms every inch of me.
“I don’t want to hurt you.”
I pull back to draw in a heavy breath and utter, “Please, I need you, I’m okay.” His mouth meets mine as his hand flutters over my body until he reaches my core. My hips thrust involuntarily, and his fingers quickly enter me, but it’s still not enough.
A gasp of pleasure leaves my mouth as I hold his scruffy cheeks in my hands. His mouth leaves mine as he runs his lips over my throat, whispering kisses over the sensitive flesh. His other hand cradles my face, his thumb sweetly rubbing over my cheek. This isn’t just sex; this is Twist cherishing me. 
“More, Sunshine?” he mumbles quietly, his warm mouth near my ear. I nod my head, letting loose a nearly silent moan, begging for anything he’ll give me.
He pushes my shirt up over my breasts and I quickly lean up to help him get it off. Once free of the material, his lips graze over the sensitive skin on my chest, pausing to lick and suck over the mounds of my breasts. His other hand sweetly glides over my round stomach until he works my shorts off.
“Every inch of you is gorgeous, Sadie.” His bright green gaze full of hunger ignites a want so deep inside of me that I anxiously help him pull his shirt off, exposing a physique that makes my mouth water.
Twist’s body’s like reading a comic book with all of his classic, brightly-colored tattoos. It’s pure art and beauty. He’s not bulky by any means; frankly, I’d be surprised if he has an ounce of fat on him. He’s made up of corded muscles, his stomach nearly hair free except a slight happy trail leading to the prize. 
His blond hair reaches his shoulders, though he usually has it pulled back into a man bun, making the entire package come together, branding him as a beautifully broken piece of sweet torture. You want to fight him but no matter how hard you try, you can’t help but crave the kind of torment he’s sure to inflict on your heart.
He shucks his clothes impatiently, ready just as much as I am and enters me on a deep thrust. It steals the breath straight from my lungs. I can’t even call out, just silently thank the world for this brief moment of blissful paradise. One side of me wants him to fuck me to high heaven while the other is lapping up the softer side of him. I get to see a piece of him that no one else does, and it’s mind-blowing.
My hands hold his cheeks as I stare into his eyes. With each movement he makes, I watch, wanting to remember every millisecond of this moment. I know my soul calls to his; the scary bit is, I swear his answers. Could he care as much as I do? 
“Don’t make me be alone any longer,” he demands quietly, as he presses into me. It’s a quiet plea from a man who always appears to be strong, when in reality, he’s anything but, and it makes the impact that much more powerful. You wouldn’t hear him say those things in the bar around the other men, you’d see him being a jerk and acting like he’s on top of the entire world, not having a care in life about what others could possibly think of him. 
“Ne-never.” I shake my head and he kisses me with his entire being, drowning me in feelings I wouldn’t ever imagine him being capable of sharing with anyone, let alone me. 
He worships me, catching each moan I call out with his mouth, running his hands over my breasts, squeezing my thighs, and raking his fingers down my arms until I can no longer think. The brief seconds of little touches turn into moments of bliss, becoming long minutes of the sweetest torture I’ve ever experienced. If this is how it is with him every time, I won’t be able to live my life without him being a part of it. I had no idea what it meant to make love before this—the un-quenching ache that begs it to never end. 
The passion that consumes your heart—not just claiming you—but owning every last piece of you whether you want to relinquish control or not. It takes over, fight or not, and you love every single bit of it. At this rate, I’ll never be able to forget him.
Our time comes to an end, and he flashes the first smile I’ve ever seen on his face. More tears fall as I realize I’ve just willingly handed over a piece of my heart to him. 
I didn’t think such a thing was conceivable, but it is. 
Love is real. Soul mates do exist—because I’ve just found mine.


After being with Sadie, I just feel wrong. How could I do that to my brother’s sister? I was gentle with her, treating her like I felt she deserved, but afterwards I’m left torn. I shouldn’t have fuckin’ done it. I should have held off and let her alone. But I fucked up and slept with her. I thanked her like some fuckin’ jackass afterwards and popped smoke outta my room like my ass was on fire. I was done talkin’ at that point. I would’ve gone from digging myself into a hole, down to diggin’ a fucking ditch or some shit. 2 Piece and the other brothers would be skinning my ass like a damn rabbit. 
Shaking my head in disgust with myself, I throw back the cheap shot of rum. 
“Another?” Snake, the Prez’s kid mumbles, and I nod. He tops my shot glass off and I slam it back quickly.
“You on a mission, brother?” One of the prospects claps me on the back as he comes up next to me at the bar causing me to let out a growl.
“You wanna lose that fuckin’ hand? And I ain’t your brother, Prospect.” The little weasel winces at first until he notices a few of the other brothers turn, curious to watch. The older man Smiles snickers, noticing my body strung up tightly ready to flip my shit. I hate people touching me, especially when I’m not expecting it. I don’t know why I’m that way, I just am. 
“Lose my hand? This isn’t the eighteenth century; I was only trying to make conversation. Chill.”
“Well don’t. You ain’t my fuckin’ buddy. And yes, lose your fuckin’ hand. If you’d like I can turn your shriveled little wanker into a cunt, then we can have you ‘round here with the other bitches.”
I hear a few more brothers let loose chuckles. Stupid fuckers; at least someone’s getting some entertainment out of it.
Daddy, that’s not nice!
Her voice chastises, and I instantly picture her wagging her finger at me.
“You gotta stop that, baby; not here,” I mutter, not realizing I said it out loud.
“All right I get it, but don’t call me baby, man. That’s fucked up,” the Prospect grumbles, irritated. I can’t help myself and I grab the back of his head and slam his face into the bar a few times. He stumbles to the side a little from the hard impact to his head. I jump off my bar stool. 
I’ve been needing this—a way to help keep her voice quiet—and it seems blood was the only trick I had to remedy that. I can’t have her talking to me when I’m not alone.
My fingers tap at my side irritated, the same beat I always go back to.
“Aghhhh!” he screams with his hands over his face attempting to stop the blood from running out of his nose. The brothers just sit, watching and laughing, waiting for me to really beat the dude’s ass. Before I have time to get a kick in, Ares is storming between us, dragging the idiot to the bathroom.
“Welp, Twist, Daddy took your plaything away.” Spin laughs as he walks up beside me, resting his elbows on the bar away from the bloody mess I’d created.
“Shouldn’t you be at your shop drawing in your coloring books or some shit?” 
He shakes his head at the same line I always give him shit with, as Snake sets a longneck in front of him. Spin’s our patched brother, the club’s treasurer, and he also owns a tattoo shop where he’s usually hiding out. Today his tall Mohawk’s a dark purple color, almost the same color as one of his eyes. The other’s like a pale gray color. His hair’s usually black, but occasionally he’ll pop in with some crazy color. 
The first time I saw him match his hair to his eye, I thought the fucker was wearing a contact; turns out it’s real. I punched him to find out. I got my ass kicked pretty good; he’s a buff fucker. But it was worth it, and he doesn’t really annoy me like a lot of the others. 
Spin’s one that actually knows how to keep his fuckin’ mouth closed. Most of these asses around here don’t know what quiet is or are scared of it or some shit anyhow. I can head to Spin’s shop, and he’ll tattoo me for hours in silence; it’s one of the few times my mind’s at peace. 
“You gettin’ up there in age, man—always repeating yourself. Better think on something new.”
“That’s right; I am older, so respect your elders,” I grumble and stick a toothpick in my mouth. I could go for a line right about now.
“How old are you anyhow?”
“Why? You gonna bake me a cake and suck my dick if I tell you?”
“Fuck no! Just wondering if I needed to tat a milestone on you or something.”
I have nothing to respond to that one, so I just laugh and take a seat back on the bar stool. Slamming the next shot back, I damn near choke hearing Spin.
“I hear you were talking to 2 about Sadie.”
I take a moment to clear my throat at hearing her name come up out in the bar in front of the others. They’re not right beside me, but within listening distance with the music turned off.
“Fuckin’ gossipin’ bitches around here.” I swear to Christ, these guys like to talk about shit they know nothing about. It’s usually Smiles and the damn Prospects running their mouths. 
“You shoulda’ waited until I was here.”
“Why? So you can lay into me, too, ‘bout wantin’ somethin’ I ain’t meant to have? No thanks.”
“Nah man, so that I could’ve told 2 Piece that Sadie would be lucky to have you at her six.” My eyes shoot over to his, to gage if he’s bullshitting me or being serious. 
“You fuckin’ with me right now?”
“I wouldn’t fuck with you about this; I’ve seen you taking to her since she’s been around and all.”
I keep my mouth shut and nod, focusing back on my empty shot glass. I wasn’t thinking I’d have anyone’s support or if I even deserved it. They’ve all witnessed me do horrifying shit to some busted-ass punks before, and I can’t blame them for wanting what’s best for Sadie, because I do too. That’s what’s making me think so much. When the fuck did I start giving a shit about Sadie and my brothers’ opinions anyhow?




Every saint has a past and every sinner has a future.
-Oscar Wilde
I’m woken up to Cain beating on my door. It’s like nails on a chalkboard after I practically crawled into bed around four am, drunker than a skunk. I slide off the side of the bed, landing with a loud painful thump, just as I hear Sadie open the door and great him.
“Tell Twist he’s gotta come now; it’s club business.”
“Errrmmmm,” I groan in response.
“You need to get the fuck out here, brother!” he hollers, upset about some shit, and I cringe.
“Yeah, yeah, I’m comin’,” I mumble, and Sadie shuts the door again.
There’s no way in hell I’m making it out there like this so I slide the nightstand drawer open, shuffling my hand around until I come back with my coke stash. I tuck the dish under my arm on the floor and rake together a decent sized bump, performing my usual morning routine. It’s gonna take a little more than usual today though.
I inhale deeply through my right nostril as I use my pointer finger to close the left side and the cool feeling hits me almost immediately as the coke shoots up my nose, the taste and sensation overcoming my other senses. Ahhh, if only I could lie here and just soak up this feeling for awhile, but unfortunately I can’t, obviously something is going on.
“What do you think you’re doing?” Her extra shrill voice causes my eyes to fly open, momentarily blinded by the light until my gaze hits hers… And boy does she look fuckin’ pissed about something. 
“Waking up?” I ask.
She storms over angrily, kicking my cocaine dish under the bed, and I put my arms in front of my face in case her foot comes my direction next. I’m guessing I’m the one who pissed her off, maybe from getting trashed last night after we were together. Who knows? 
“The fuck’s goin’ on?” 
“You’re doing drugs! Right in front of me!” she shrieks.
“And? This is my room, and your brother knows I like a little pick-me-up. What’s your damn deal? You need to reel that shit in, right the fuck now, Sadie.”
“Get up! Go talk to your brothers, but this conversation isn’t over! You’re not doing that shit in here with me and my baby!” she nags and plops down on the bed, angrily glaring at me. I almost laugh when I see her fold her arms across her big belly. It wouldn’t be good if I let loose with a chuckle, so I hold it back for fear of further pissing her off.
Standing, I groggily pull on my clothes from the night before and gripe, “You ain’t my fuckin’ woman; so mind your business.”
Wrong move. She picks up whatever she can find on the nightstand and starts chunking it all at me, one by one. I’m too tired for this shit, so I hightail it out of my room; shit still hitting the door when I close it. 
Crazy bitch.
“Twist, hurry the fuck up! Some fuckin’ clown on a bike just outside the gate. Pretty fuckin’ sure it’s the guy who was terrorizing London and Avery back at the grocery store,” Cain boasts. 
“You sure ‘bout that shit?”
“Fuckin’ A brother.”
Wasting no time, I go flying out of the club, straight for my bike. I hear my brothers behind me. Ares and 2 Piece rev their bikes as well and I spin my back tire, waiting for the stupid prospect to get the gate open. Once there’s about a four-foot gap, I race through it, ready to catch the dumb motherfucker brave enough to threaten my club.
In no time at all, we catch up, only there’s not just one lone rider, but a group, and wouldn’t you know it’s the fucking Iron Fists—a few from the south Texas Chapter. Well, welcome to Central Texas motherfucker. Around here, we run this shit. 
Seeing it’s the Iron Fists makes this shit even more personal for me. I guess those leads before were right about them finding us, but this heifer here fucked up getting that close to the club. I’ll get these fucks and slice the location out of them to get to Sadie’s baby dad. That asshole wants to play, I’m down.
One of the guys pulls a gun out and I speed up. Ares is acting VP right now since Prez is dealin’ with some shit at home, so ain’t no way in hell I’m gonna let him get hit. I start to gain on them and the dude in the middle raises his fist up. I’mma break that shit.
That’s my last thought besides Oh shit, because next thing I know, they’re dropping handfuls of metal shrapnel onto the pavement and my bike is going wild. I overcorrect and end up propelled through the air. My body hits the ground and everything goes black on impact. 

Twist leaves and I’m so upset after our argument this morning. I can’t believe I lost it with+ him like that. I’m never a violent person. I’m normally a fairly rational, calm person, but seeing him doing drugs right in front of me, just sparked so much anger inside. He has no idea what he’s doing with his life. I know he has issues, but they can’t be bad enough for him to want to use that stuff.
Drugs took my parents away from me. They stole any chance from me at having a normal life. I’m forever grateful for the type of man Silas quickly grew into, willing to take such good care of me, but when it boils down to it, drugs ruined my childhood. They weaseled their way in, and I’ve never gotten over my issues when it comes to them. 
I put on a brave face for Silas years ago, but deep inside it hurts to know my father hated me enough to leave, and then later on, my mother eventually went away as well. I’ve always thought that if I had been a boy, maybe my father would have stayed. 
Would my life be different right now? I could be finishing up college right now, and who knows, Silas could be a doctor or something. Anyhow, I have issues, and Twist has really lost his marbles if he thinks I won’t be bringing it up. I won’t tolerate drugs around me like that, and I won’t let them ruin him as well.
I know this is his room and he’s a grown man, but he’s too important to me to let him go down that path without me at least attempting to get through to him. The part about me not being his woman, after the soft side he showed me yesterday, stung pretty badly. I know I’m not his, but the way he treats me sometimes would make you think that I am.
My phone beeps and I eagerly push the button, thinking it’s Twist. I doubt he’d apologize, but maybe he’s come to his senses or maybe he’s kicking me out—it could go either way.
Unknown: Miss me? Time to come on home now, Sadie.

Me: I am home, I moved.

Unknown: Well, I’m telling you now to get back to Cali. 

Me: Who is this?

Unknown: It’s G

Me: We aren’t together anymore Ghost; you don’t get to tell me what to do any longer.

Unknown: Now, Sadie. Don’t make me come get you. 

I close out of my messages and turn the volume on silent. He has some nerve demanding me to do something. Fuck that! He lost his chance at keeping up with my whereabouts. 
What is it with men and having to be dicks? ‘Please’ does come in handy when speaking to a woman; you’d think they would’ve learned that when they were kids. Ghost is the last man who needs to be giving me orders.
I flip on a rerun of a show about building a cabin on HGTV and it puts me right to sleep for a nice little nap. 
Five hours and fifteen minutes later…
I’m sitting on the bed eating a peanut butter sandwich when I’m interrupted by a knock. Twist and my brother haven’t returned my calls, so I’m starting to get a little worried. If they took off on a long run and didn’t let me know, I’m going to be so mad. 
The door opens a little and Avery pokes her head in. “Sadie? Can I come in?”
“Oh, hi, Avery. Yes, of course,” I say, feeling a little shy. Avery’s so pretty; I can see why Silas is always attached to her hip. He never really brought any girls around me growing up. He was such a good big brother, doing his thing with them away from me.
“More peanut butter, huh?” She gestures to my sandwich.
“Yeah,” I smile. “I can’t seem to get enough of the stuff. Thank God it’s cheap and somewhat healthy.”
“Have you decided if you’re going to find out what you’re having? It’s got to be getting pretty close to your due date by now, right?”
“No, but I’ve thought about it. I need to get things, you know—just baby stuff—and I have no idea if it should be pink or blue. I should be popping soon, hopefully,” I answer with a smile.
“Yeah, you didn’t have a baby shower in California?”
“No, I didn’t have a lot of friends and I was usually at work. I wasn’t expecting one though, so no big deal.”
“That makes sense. Well, I came in to talk to you, because your brother called me. He wanted me to wait, but it’s been long enough, and if it were me, I would want to know.”
“Is he okay?”
“Yes, he’s fine. I’ve watched you with Twist. I know a lot of the guys around here don’t pay much attention, but I have. You seem pretty crazy about him.”
“I am. My brother isn’t so happy about it though, and Twist can’t seem to make up his mind. One minute he’s hot and the next he’s cold. But oh well… Anyhow, what did you want to tell me?”
“It’s actually about Twist. According to 2, they were out riding with Ares and there was a bunch of metal debris in the road.”
“Oh no!” I interrupt and she nods.
“Well, Twist flipped off his bike and hit the ground pretty hard. He’s at the hospital so they can run tests.”
“Oh my God! I have to go to him!”
“You can’t right now. He hasn’t exactly woken up yet, but 2 Piece said when he wakes up, you can come to the hospital with one of the guys.”
He hasn’t woken up yet? How is this even possible right now? He was just here hours ago, being an asshole. I wonder if the drugs had anything to do with it. I swear if he wrecked because of the drugs, I’m going to strangle him myself.
“I’m not sitting around here waiting; I’m going now. My brother’s an idiot if he thinks I’ll sit around here and wait patiently. I can’t believe he even said that to you; he knows I would never give in so easily.”
“Please, Sadie! It’s for your safety,” she pleads, attempting to get me to reconsider.
“You all may be afraid of threats made to the club, but I’m not in any of that. I’m going in my own car, by myself if I have to. I’m tired of men thinking they can order me around.”
I toss the remainder of my sandwich on the paper plate and throw on a pair of Tom’s. They’re the only pair of comfortable shoes I own besides sandals. 
“Wait, okay? I’ll come with you and I’ll tell one of the guys. I don’t want you going alone. If you don’t do it for them, well then, please, for me?”
“I guess so,” I agree and shrug, heading for the door. I snatch one of Twist’s black hoodies on my way, in case it’s cold at the hospital. 
Avery has to pretty much jog to catch up to me. She’s got me beat by a few inches, but my short legs can move when they’re on a mission. I can’t believe that no one told me about this sooner, I wonder when this happened exactly. 
Stopping abruptly, I face her. She almost slams into me but catches herself. “How long has he been there?”
“Twist? At the hospital?”
“Yes.” I nod and her eyes widen.
“Ummm, about four hours or so,” she mutters in nearly a squeak. 
I normally think she’s sweet as can be, but in this moment, I could go for strangling her, and every member in this place, for leaving me out of the loop. I generally enjoy being left to myself away from the guys. I find them a little intimidating after Ghost and I’m trying to warm up, but this crap right here, someone should have come and told me sooner—at least my brother, if anyone. I’m probably going to kick him in the nuts when I see him, but then if I do that, everyone will know how I feel about Twist. 
Meh. Can’t say I really care who knows how I feel about him anymore. Maybe it would make it easier for him with my brother if I make my feelings public, I think as we load up. 

“I’m so sorry, Sadie; I knew you guys talked and stuff, but I didn’t realize just how close you’ve become already,” Avery winces while she drives my car. I haven’t been driving, I don’t know where anything is here and honestly my stomach feels better when I sit back and relax.
“Look, I know it’s not your fault. I was just surprised. My brother should have called me back; he knows I worry.”
She nods and we stay quiet as she drives down the nearly deserted old highway, the only sound interrupting the quiet is one of the guys following us on his motorcycle. Eventually, we arrive at the local hospital. Kind of weird being here—next to the city. You’d think everyone would use the big hospitals, like the ones we passed the other day when I was out getting food with Silas.
“This is random,” I mutter, and Avery smiles.
“Yeah, the club donates a lot of money here very year to help keep it open. This area’s growing so quickly, and it seems like the community forgets that many seniors feel more comfortable in a smaller, personalized hospital care center.”
“Wow, that’s really nice. This must be where Silas had me schedule the rest of my appointments then…but I thought they said it was a women’s center.” 
“Yeah, there’s a small women’s clinic inside; they’ll take good care of you. I come here for my checkups too.”
“Twist wasn’t happy with me going to the other doctor’s office in town and sort of took over for me.”
“I’m not surprised; the guys like to keep everything here if they can.”
I nod and hightail it to the elevators; the information board next to the help desk says patient rooms are on the second floor, so I’m guessing he’s up there somewhere. Avery and the prospect get into the elevator with me, and I can’t help but ask, “So, umm, are you and my brother, expecting…?”
She giggles and shakes her head. “Oh no, not for awhile. Our puppy is plenty for us at the moment. Plus, I don’t think your brother is really wanting to have any of our own kids for awhile.”
“Your puppy is really cute, by the way. I saw Ares playing with her outside the other day when I was in the kitchen. I was doing dishes and he was laughing because she kept running after him. I’d never expect the scary guy to smile so big.”
The elevator dings and we all unload.
“People don’t really understand Ares; he’s not as mean as everyone makes him out to be. Come on, Twist is down this hall.”
I just raise an eyebrow, because clearly she’s delusional. The man grunts, and the guys under him practically piss themselves. I waddle as quickly as possible, eager to check over the blond god—who currently has my stomach doing somersaults full of anxiety—wondering if he’s really okay.
Silas steps into the hallway, his eyes falling to us and growing wide. You better be nervous brother.
“Really?” I shout, unable to keep my feelings in check. This baby has me moody lately and my brother deserves to get yelled at over the crap he pulled today. He should’ve talked to me. I’m his sister—not his child.
He raises his hands up to calm me with his fatherly/big brother bullshit he’s always done that I’ve gotten used to over the years of growing up with him. “Now Sade’s, just calm down,” he soothes.
“You’re not pulling that monotone shit with me this time! You know how I feel about you not calling me back! You ride a motorcycle for God’s sake—nothing wrong with that, but people are assholes, and when my brother doesn’t call me back for hours, I think some jerk ran him over! I’ve already lost Mom and Dad, Si. You know how I get about not being in contact.” My eyes tear up at the mention of losing my parents, and his hands drop, pulling me into a hug.
“I know; I’m a dick and sometimes I forget about how you worry about me.”
“It’s not like I call you twenty times a day, brother. It’s only like once a week, a little more now that I’m here with you. I’m not trying to be a nag…truly. I just love you and want to make sure you’re okay.”
“I got you little sister.” He pulls me in a little tighter, and once I’m done showing him I love him, my anger spikes again over Twist.
I rear back and kick him really hard in the shin making him jump back in shock away from me.
“The fuck was that for?” he shouts and I glare.
“How could you not tell me about Twist? Thankfully, Avery seems to have a bigger heart than my own brother and told me about Twist being in the hospital! Was I supposed to just wake up with him not being there and not worry? I sleep next to that man every single night!”
“What do you mean you sleep next to him?” he grumbles, deflecting on my private life.
“Oh no! You don’t get to go there; you’re the one who messed up today.”
Avery grabs my hand and my face shoots to her.
“2 was the wrong; but you’re here now, so how about you go see Twist and you guys talk about this stuff later, not so public. I think the yelling is drawing too many eyes to y’all.”
Silas and I both gaze around and see five or so nurses enjoying the show of me tearing my brother a new asshole. Probably looks funny seeing a short, pregnant lady with a huge belly chewing out a big ol’ biker. 
“Okay, that sounds like a good idea,” I agree easily. I shoot a scowl at Silas as I walk past him into Twist’s room. 
My eyes instantly land on my damaged man, his colorful tattoos even more prominent against the pale blue hospital gown and bright lights. Warm tears fall down my cheeks as I make my way to him; the sight of seeing him look so broken, rips me in pieces. 
His forehead is wrapped in gauze hiding the upper portion of his face and one of his arms has gauze covering it as well. His nose looks disgusting and the worst part of all is he’s strapped down. They have his hands secured to the bed and I want nothing more than to untie him and take him home with me.
I spin around to yell at my brother about this, too, but he’s already right behind me, catching my arms as I turn.
“Wha-what is this? Why is he like this?” I cry.
“They did it for his and their own safety.”
“Take them off, Silas!” I gesture toward Twist’s arms angrily and hiss, “What if he wakes up?”
“He’s sedated to give his body some healing time so they can run tests and make sure he’s all right.”
“You know he has dreams; they can’t do this to him! I won’t let him feel trapped. I’m so glad I came…he needs me. They won’t know what to do; he has to be free.”
“Calm down… I promise when he wakes up I’ll take them off. You haven’t seen him when he rages, Sadie.”
“He’s been upset around me, and he’s not a fucking monster who deserves to be strapped down like some crazy person.”
“You don’t know what Twist gets like when he’s angry; he could kill these people if he gets mad enough. If I let that happen then we would never see him again. You think you know, but you haven’t seen him the way I have. We have our issues, but he’s my brother and I won’t let him do that to himself.”
The sobs come more pronounced and he pulls me into his chest.
“This is why I didn’t call. You gotta stay calm; you’re already supposed to be takin’ it easy an’ shit. Twist wouldn’t want you to be crying over him like this; he wants you to be rested and relaxed.”
“You shoulda’ called,” I drone, my voice getting lost in his gray T-shirt.
“Fuck, kid, I’m sorry, okay,” he murmurs and rubs my back. “You need to go on back to the compound and try to get some rest. I’ll bring my brother home once he’s straight and allowed to leave.”
“You have to take care of him for me,” I blubber and wipe my face with my hands, hiccupping through my sobs. “I can’t stand seeing Twist so helpless and hurt.” He looks nothing like the stubborn man I’m used to, lying here as if the hospital bed’s going to swallow him up. He towers over me, strong and resilient normally, but in here he looks so meek and fragile.
“I won’t leave his side…I promise,” Silas reassures me, even though it brings me no real comfort.
I nod and pull away, wiping more of my tears away with my palms and make my way next to Twist’s side. I wish I was able to stay here with him, but that’s not realistic. My brother’s right about me already being so upset, and I’m supposed to be lying around taking it easy.
I brush my wet fingertips over the side of Twists scruffy face and kiss his forehead, pausing to whisper, “I’ll be waiting for you…please be okay.” A few more teardrops fall before I’m led out and away from the man I’m falling for. 
Fifteen minutes later…
Avery hauled ass back to the club, and thank God she did; we arrived just before all hell broke loose.




Maybe it’s not always about trying to fix something broken.
Maybe it’s about starting over and creating something better.
-Unknown
“Errrmmmm. Bastards. Fuck you. Bastards.” I grumble as I attempt to move my arms, recalling what happened in the ambulance on the way to the hospital. Before I get a chance to freak out about being restrained, 2 Piece breaks my thoughts.
“Twist? Brother, you good?” he asks anxiously, interrupting the image I had of fighting with the Mexican medic and laughing loudly inside the ambulance when they threatened me. I remember it going dark after that, so they must have shot me up with something heavy.
“Hmmm?” My eyes crack open—sore from the drugs and bright light—meeting his after a moment.
“You straight?”
“Hmmmpf. Yep, fuckin’ dicks shoved a goddamn needle into my fuckin’ arm.” 
I can’t stand being totally out like that or someone tryin’ to hold me down; it makes me want to gut them. I had to be restrained after my car accident; I’ll never forget the way the cuffs felt as they dug into my wrists, the skin raw and bleeding. I was grieving, having to live with the fact that not even driving my car into a tree would bring my family back to me. Nobody gave a fuck about how I felt then, just as I’m sure they don’t now. 
Chuckling, 2 Piece makes his way to my bedside, undoing the buckles on the nylon restraints they had holding my wrists into place. As soon as my hands are free, I rip the fucking gauze off my head and arm. I’m sure I have cuts and road burn or whatever-the-fuck, but the gauze makes it hurt even more.
“Seriously? Fuckin’ restraints?” I mutter agitated. I didn’t hit anyone…that I can remember anyhow, no reason to be buckled in like a fuckin’ animal.
“From what I got, you scared the medics and they thought you was gonna hurt somebody when you woke up again.”
“Fuckin’ right. I told ‘em I ain’t need no damn hospital, to leave me on the road. What I need is to get back to Sadie; I know she’s gotta be beat. Bitch is always on her feet,” I grumble, my concerns going straight to Sadie’s welfare and hoping she ate like she’s supposed to and didn’t forget. I found out not long ago that she wasn’t eating in the evenings anymore, so I’ve been trying to get her a sandwich or fruit—something to keep her and the baby fed at nighttime.
“My little sister is fine. She’s pregnant, not incapable. Don’t let her hear you callin’ her a bitch neither, brother; you won’t have any nuts left when she’s done with ya. Her ass probably left me a huge bruise from the kick she gave me, findin’ out you’re in here.”
I grin and nod, “I know, crazy-ass chick.” 
One of the many things I like about her. She’s not scared to give you her opinions and I saw how hard she can kick shit when she was pissed this morning. I hope the brother does get a big ass bruise, least he deserves for always arguing with me and getting on my case.
“You good to ride?” He nods at my stomach. “Doc said you have a broken rib and once you stop being a pussy you’ll be okay.”
“I’m no pussy, motherfucker. You’re just mad ‘cause I’m older and wiser than your pretty boy ass.”
“Whatever man; I catch shit from all y’all whether I’m older or younger. Don’t give a fuck. You’re just hatin’, ‘cause you look like you went through a damn meat grinder.”
“Fuck.” I wince, because honestly that’s how I feel, not that I would let any of them know it; but my face is on fire, my arms are singing, and my ribs protesting simply breathing.
“Yup, you’re gonna hurt. Now we bouncin’ from this joint or what?”
“Yeah, yeah, give me a sec.” 
I have to ditch this fuckin’ dress they put me in. Maybe I should keep it on, just to give the stale fuckers a show while we drive down the highway. I’m sure some cougar would appreciate a bright, white ass on display while they drive home to their boring lives.
2 Piece hands me my clothes and I slip my pants on, gritting my teeth each time I have to bend or move in a different direction. Fucked up ribs are no joke. I can’t wait to catch the bastards responsible for this shit.
“I could use a little pick-me-up to give me some energy after coming off the tranq and to help ease up the pain a little. You got anythin’?”
“Naw, man. Cain took the blow that was in your saddlebag.”
Fuck! Cain’s exactly who would have more, too, and he isn’t fuckin’ here.
“Figured,” I grunt, slipping my feet into my chunky black motorcycle boots. Most of the guys don’t use anything regularly, but occasionally they’ll party a little harder than the average bottle of whiskey or tequila.
I draw in a deep breath, winding the clear IV tubing around my hand to get a good grip, and then rip the IV straight out of my arm. I swear that shit feels like being sliced open with a knife. It fuckin’ hurts unless I’m just being a giant pansy-ass all a sudden from the rib and road rash pain. 
“Shit, man!” 2 Piece barks, and I shrug, playing it off like nothing, but my grunt of pain probably already gave my discomfort away. 
I quickly wrap some of the new gauze from the table by my bed over the IV place to help stop the bleeding and ease a little of the uncomfortable pinch. 2 hands me my cut after I pull my T over my head. It’s all torn up and filthy full of blood from the wreck but my leather covers most of it. 
The nurse enters my room, looking like she’s already on a mission to keep me here longer than necessary.
“Oh, sir! Please lie down! The doctor needs to come check you over, please!” she demands.
“I’m outta this fuckin’ rat hole. Only place you’re takin’ me, is to fuckin’ jail if you don’t clear outta my way,” I growl, sick of being here—over being tied down in this place. I can’t do doctors, shrinks, none of them. I get it that they have a job to do and I’m glad someone’s able to do it, but ain’t no good ever come to me from being trapped in one of these places. 
The nurse easily scoots to the side as I tower over her, but I have to give her credit for trying. “Please, sir, allow her some time to come and go over your injuries.”
“Not fuckin’ happenin’, Red. Doc already paid me a visit.” I won’t give them another minute to lock me up in a mental house next. I heard 2 blubbering on about the doctor, so I know this bitch is lyin’.
The red-headed nurse’s cheeks tint with my nickname, and without a moment wasted, I’m out the door. If the security staff is going to stop me, they better hurry and be prepared for one hell of a fight. 
2 Piece follows quickly, thanking all the nurses on our way to the parking area. “Come on, brother, we’re parked over in ‘B’. The prospect brought you a bike.”
“What are you talkin’ about?” I grunt, as pain shoots up my side and momentarily steals my breath.
“Your bike is trash man; I’m sorry.”
“Ah, fuck. Probably about time I start lookin’ for a new one anyhow.” 
“Seriously?”
“Yep, gotta get a bitch seat.”
“You need to slow the fuck down with Sadie, brother.” 
He can keep warning me off, but in the end, I’ll be the one who decides what happens with me and her. Right now after an accident like that, though, all I can think about is having her pressed up behind me on my bike. I need her closeness like she gave me the other day; it was pure heaven whether I tell myself different or not, that’s the truth.
I let loose a huff and keep quiet. I’m in no mood to argue at the moment, my head’s still a bit fuzzy.
We mount the bikes and he sends me another glare. “You know I oughta beat your ass. I will if you fuck with her and that kid.”
“I ain’t doin’ a motherfuckin’ thing but helpin’ her out when she needs it, brother.” 
I get it he’s worrying an’ all, but shut the fuck up already. He seems to forget she’s a goddamn grown-ass woman, and if we fuck, it ain’t his business. I’ve had my issues with 2 plenty a times, but after I saved his ass in a warehouse awhile back, shit’s calmed down some. Doesn’t mean I won’t gladly pop him in the mouth if needed though.
2 Piece and I arrive at the clubhouse and there’s a shit ton of different bikes parked out front, instantly sending up more red flags. Something obviously happened while I was out of it, and I’m betting it has to do with the little fucks who caused me to wreck.
 “The fuck’s goin’ on 2 Piece?”
“Car bomb in the fuckin’ compound. Cain went ape shit over the phone, real serious stuff here. I’m guessin’ the other charters are here to help us with retaliation. I was at the hospital with you when it all went down.”
“This shit better not blow back. So fuckin’ tired of women gettin’ hurt ‘cause of fucking twats and our Prez leaving us out of shit. When the fuck did our club become this?”
“I feel ya, brother, trust me. Last thing I want is anyone else affected by bullshit. Ares is in charge now; he’s handling stuff for Prez, so hopefully he can figure it all out.” 
I sure as fuck hope Sunshine’s okay, but I’m sure if she wasn’t 2 Piece would have said something about it. 
The club door cracks open slightly and Spin points a gun through the opening. Once he sees us and looks behind us, he releases the door enough so we can come inside. The bar is packed full of members. Most are from the surrounding charters, but a few really harsh, mean looking fuckers’ cuts advertise NOMADS. All the other cuts announce fellow Oath Keepers MC members. There are brothers here from Louisiana, Colorado, Arizona, and Texas. I’m guessing they all came straight from a rally happening in Austin. 
 Spin turns to me, “You good, brother?”
“Fuckin’ peaches an’ cream, Spinny,” I grin, and he chuckles, rolling his eyes. I don’t feel like talkin’ though. All I want is to find Sadie, and then figure out what all went down.
 “Twist! My God! What on earth happened to your face? I didn’t see your forehead before, that’s terrible, maybe you should put the gauze back on it?” Sadie gapes, running up to me, and my stomach grips, turning sharply inside. I hate seeing her so upset over me like this.
“I’m okay, Sunshine; the gauze is garbage.”
She ignores me—in ‘fix it’ mode. “Ice! God, we need some ice!” she yells, and takes off quickly toward the kitchen. At least I got to see her and know she’s all right after all. 
London comes up to us, concern in her eyes. “Twizzler! You okay, love?”
“Ah Cupcake, you know I’m good.” I pull her to me in a light hug.
She softly kisses my cheek, always so caring. “If you need anything, just ask.”
“Thanks’ darlin’, I will.” 
She smiles briefly, and then makes her way back over to Cain’s lap. 
I turn to 2; I’ve gotta’ give it to him, not being his usual dick self while I was laid up. “Thanks for sittin’ with me.”
“It’s nothin’, brother.” 
Sadie enters the room scanning over the crowd like a mad woman and I swear she takes my breath away—with her flushed cheeks and swollen tits popping over the top of her thin tank top—knowing she’s looking for me. 
Eventually, she ushers me back to our room, getting me to lie down and be still once she promises me a bottle of rum. After she’s all settled in and I’ve had a few drinks, I strum my guitar until I see her drift off, then I lie beside her wondering how in the fuck I’m going to talk my brothers into letting me keep her and if I should bring it up in a vote.
One week later…
“Where are we going?” Sunshine peers over at me curiously. She’s worn a smile ever since she’s woken up today, and I thought it’d be a perfect time to get her out of the clubhouse. She’s obviously feeling good and I want to take advantage of it.
“You’ll see.”
“You’re going to make me wait, huh?” She cocks her eyebrow and I grin.
“Yup, now just sit back an’ chill, babe.” 
I can’t wait until she’s able to ride on my bike and not be stuck in this cage all the time, not like we’re gonna get much privacy today as it is with the prospect followin’ along. It’s pretty goddamn annoying. 
We arrive at Lake Travis and since it’s early during the week, no one’s around and it’s the perfect way to hang out with Sadie. We both seem to like to do our own thing. Don’t get me wrong, I love my brothers, but I’ve been more of a loner ever since I left the military. Back when I was in, I was always around my buddies and what not; but after losing Marissa and my baby, I’ve never really felt the need to be around anyone else. Me an’ Sadie baby get on good ‘cause we’re both pretty quiet, but I’ve learned that you don’t always need a lot of words.
“Oh the lake?”
“Yes, ma’am; figured we could sit by the water and eat, it’ll be good to get you in some fresh air.”
“You’re taking me on a picnic, Twist?”
“I didn’t think about it like that, but I guess you’re right.”
“That’s so sweet! Thank you.”
“It’s nothin’, Sunshine.” I park her car and hurry around to help her out. 
“So what all did you bring us to eat?”
“Food,” I reply simply and help her down to a flat spot. 
I run back up to the car and get the old comforter and the bag of food I brought along for us. The prospect drives down a little way, so he’s close enough to see if anyone drives up to us, but also far enough away to give us privacy. Not bad, I’m actually a little impressed that he’s not over here tryin’ to be up my ass and all. 
I spread out the blanket and then grab onto Sadie’s arms so she can easily sit without stressing her body out any. Poor baby girl’s got it rough. She downplays everything, never complaining, but I see the pain and discomfort on her face somedays, so anything I can do to help ease it up off her, I’m doing. 
“You hungry?”
“Yes, I’m always hungry.” She smiles so I dump everything out. I tried to think of her favorites. I brought a jar of peanut butter, saltine crackers, fresh strawberries, sweetened pineapple and lemon water. She eats some weird shit together, but I think it’s kinda cute. Whatever keeps her and the baby happy, it doesn’t matter to me.
We dig in and I can’t help but be drawn to her short blue and white paisley covered sundress. She’s so goddamn sexy that she just pulls me to her. I eventually give in, drop my food, and take her mouth in a heated kiss. Her lips taste like vanilla each time I get to sample them. It leaves me craving vanilla for days on end. Her tongue, like the fresh strawberries she was just eating and fuck me if I don’t want to completely over take her, drowning in each unique flavor. 
My mouth trails down her throat, biting and nipping as I make my way to her breasts. Shoving the elastic top down, I free her tits, sucking and squeezing the perfect flesh with flourish until I remember the peanut butter.
“What are you doing?” She gasps when I pull away.
“Addin’ your favorite, baby.” Opening the jar, I dip my finger in, coming out with a decent scoop of creamy peanut butter. Her eyes grow wide and I grin, smothering it over each of her nipples. I finish licking the nutty treat clean then letting her suck the remainder off my finger. 
“Oh, that’s sooooo good, Twist!”
“Yeah? You gonna let me eat some more?”
She nods and hands me a cracker. I can’t help but chuckle at her naiveté.
“Naw, baby; I want your pussy not a cracker.” Her cheeks heat and I swear to Christ it makes her even sexier.
“I wasn’t thinking,” she rambles out randomly, making me chuckle.
“Good, I don’t want you thinkin’, at least not ‘bout anything but what’s happenin’ right now.”
She leans back on her elbows, her pale, full breasts laid bare before me, just ready for the taking and when she spreads her legs I feel like I could kiss the ground, my dick gets so excited. I’ve been imaginin’ her taste since the first time I saw her bent over in her yoga shorts. I wanted to part her legs and stick my face between her thighs like no other.
I trail my thumbs over her taut nipples, brushing my fingers lightly over her swollen belly, until I get to her thighs and push her skirt up. She’s got on some blue lace panties that compliment her swollen mound underneath, begging for attention.
“You good, Sunshine?”
“Uh-huh.” She nods, her eyes sparkling with need.
I waste no time at getting her undies off, using my middle finger to find her center and finger fuck her a few times. Her scent hitting me, making my inner beast flail to life, wanting to stake its claim.
Her breaths increase as she gets worked up, so I alternate between sucking her clit and pussy lips into my mouth, making her call out. Her body buzzes with excitement, her legs kicking out as her hips gyrate toward my mouth more.
“Oh, Twist! That’s amazing!” she moans, and at the sound of her voice, my hips push into the ground, my cock aching for a smidge of relief from being so worked up over her tightness squeezing my fingers over and over, her greedy little cunt wanting as much pleasure as it can get.
Humming my approval, it drives her into a heated frenzy, chasing her first orgasm, riding it out on my finger and I almost blow my load in my pants when I feel her pulsing, her wetness coating my fingers from her satisfaction.
Placing my fingers in my mouth, I savor her sugary flavor, and then dive right back in. This time I run my tongue along her slit and plunge it into her core.
Her short nails find my scalp, gripping it harshly and pushing my face into her harder. I comply and thrust my tongue inside her wetness over and over, occasionally moving upwards to hit her clit.
“Please fuck me, please, please, please,” she begs and my hips thrust into the blanket again, wanting nothing more than to toss her over and fuck her hard from behind, but right now I’m getting my fill. I’m hungry and this bitch is feeding me her pussy; I’m eating it until it’s so tender she gets shocks afterwards.
“I-I can’t wait any longer…I’m going to come again…I want you.” She squeezes her eyes closed in concentration.
Ignoring her plea, I shove two fingers deep inside her and lightly bite down on her clit. Once I pull it a little with my teeth, her juices damn near pour out; if it was any stronger I’d have this cunt squirting. 
“Fuckin’ right, babe, give me that juice,” I mumble, eagerly lapping up each drop.
Once she calms some, I wipe my face on my T-shirt, sitting back on my heels and shoot her a smile.
“I don’t even know what to say right now. I feel like I should bake you a cake or something,” she rambles, causing me to chuckle again as her eyes lazily close. 
“Chocolate.”
“Hmmm?” Her lids part, her gaze finding mine again.
“I like chocolate cake with real strawberries on it.”
“That sounds so delicious; I’m definitely baking us a cake.”
“Thanks, Sunshine.”
“Oh no, Twist, thank you!” she exclaims and I laugh again.
We spend the afternoon being lazy, which I don’t mind at all since my ribs need some down time. My face is still pretty bad off, but the swelling in my nose has gone down a lot. She’s been crowding me like crazy tryin’ to take care of me and make me chill. It’s weird; I haven’t had a chick do that shit since I was married. 
Eventually we pack it in and head back to the club. She goes off to shower and I’m cornered again by 2 Piece.
“I told you to back the fuck up, brother,” he grumbles, getting close to my face, and of course, my sweet girl starts talking also, making my head jumble up. 
Why can’t we keep her, Daddy?
“Shhh,” I mumble out loud and 2 Piece’s eyes flair, thinking I’m talking to him.
“You think this is a game? She’s already been fucked with enough, Twist.”
“I’m not hurtin’ her; she knows I got issues.”
I think you’re pwerfect, Daddy.
“Damn it! Quiet!” I growl my fingers rapping out a beat against my thighs, and 2 shakes his head.
“You need to stay away from her. I’m moving her out of your room; she shouldn’t be dealin’ with your shit too.”
“You won’t touch her!” I hiss, shoving him away. “You mind your fuckin’ biz’, 2, or we gonna have real shit goin’ down between us.”
“You fuck with her, Twist, and I swear to God, I’ll put a bullet in your skull.”
“Noted.” I glare and take off to find Sadie. 
Stupid prick. I saved his ass awhile back and this is the thanks I get. They think I don’t know I got issues? I fuckin’ live with them every goddamn day.
I ain’t good for her. I get that loud and clear, but it’s becoming much more difficult to stay away from my Sunshine as the days pass and I witness her radiant smile each morning. I gaze into her warm eyes and I’m suddenly not aching so bad for that little sample of blow I usually need in the morning. She keeps me busy so I’m not constantly thinking ‘bout shit so much that I want to slit my own throat. The voice usually stops when I have Sadie around me enough, and I don’t wake up and instantly feel the acute need to wretch up everything in my stomach.
I find her tucked in bed, softly snoring on her side. I know 2 Piece is right, and I absolutely hate it, but I need to stay away from her. My heart, however, couldn’t give a fuck what anyone else thinks.




Just when the caterpillar thought her life was over…
She began to fly.
-Tweegram
My phone beeps again. It’s happened every day almost at the same time, always some sort of threat. I don’t want to look, but my curiosity gets the best of me and I open the message.
Unknown: Tick Tock

Whatever. I roll my eyes to myself and turn my phone off. I know it’s Ghost, and I don’t have anything to say to him. Silas and Twist have been around so I don’t need my phone on anyhow.
Just thinking of Twist’s name brings tingles all over. God, that man knows how to keep me satisfied. The only thing that has me confused is this week he hasn’t slept with me. He’s brought me some sort of pleasure each day, but no matter how much he gets me to beg, he holds himself back. It’s sweet to only think of me, but it’s also extremely frustrating. 
Not only the sex, but what are we? Do we have some sort of label? They aren’t necessarily important to me, but it would give me some kind of an idea of what to expect. My heart already swears it belongs to him, but my head tells me to hold back and be smart. It’s pretty much impossible to hold back from Twist though, he’s either being so sweet you get a toothache or he’s being an infuriating dick and no matter how pissed I get, I end up wanting to fuck his brains out.
You ever see that model with long blond hair, beard, and covered in tattoos? That’s Twist to a tee. He’s not only beautiful, but so damaged, you want to not only lick him for being sexy but to do whatever you can to make him happy, because he’s already broken enough inside. 
Then throw in a motorcycle and his dirty mouth, he’s like dry panties arch nemeses. You’re always going to be wet with him, especially when he chews on the toothpick, feeding you full of ideas of just what that mouth can do with all that sucking and tongue playing I’m sure he does with the toothpick. OHMYGOD.
It’s been five days since he took me on our picnic—probably the most romantic date I’ve ever been on before. Was it a date? I’d like to think so. 
Today he caught me in the laundry room. He came in while I had a handful of dry clothes, pressed me up against the washer and fingered me until I came. His touch is sinful, experienced, and just forceful enough to make you beg. He’s learning my body better than anyone else ever has; I just wish he would let me know his as well. 
I feel like I’m in a whirlwind, easily being consumed by Twist and I don’t want it to ever stop.
“Hey, lady,” Avery greets as I fold mine and Twist’s clothes, putting them in stacks on the bed.
“Oh, hi, Avery.”
She smiles and London follows, coming in behind her.
“You’re doing his laundry now?” She asks snarky, placing her hand on her hip and I can’t help my temper flaring. 
“Not that it’s any of your business,” I reply and she huffs. She can get over it, thinking I want Cain of all guys. She hasn’t been quite as rude to me since I first arrived and she discovered I’m Silas’ sister, but she hasn’t apologized for being a bitch to me either.
“Look, Twist is my friend, so of course, I’m going to be concerned.”
“That’s understandable, but Twist is a grown man, and last I checked, you do Cain’s laundry.”
“My man’s none of your business.”
“Thank God!” I declare rudely.
Avery steps between us, her arms out between us. “Okay, calm down chicks—shit! London, I’ll meet you in the bar in a few minutes, okay? Let me speak to Sadie for a sec.”
I wait for London to be a twat to Avery but she just shrugs and with an “okay,” she’s out of my room.
“I didn’t mean to come in here and get you upset. I was just talking to Twist and he was saying you needed a few baby items; I was hoping you could tell me what you need still.”
“Oh you don’t have to do that, but thank you.”
“No, no, it’s okay…really. I know your brother will want to get his future niece or nephew some things.”
“Okay, awesome. I have a few registries set up to keep track of the stuff I like. I’ll give you access so you can see the lists.” She smiles and I quickly scribble down the websites and my login info.
“Great, thanks.”
“Sure, and umm, I’m sorry about London. I don’t get it why she doesn’t like me.”
“London takes a little while to warm when it comes to people in the club. She’s taken on club life and has made it her mission to look out for all the guys. She’s grown a little more hostile after dealing with a few of the club sluts around here. Not everyone knows boundaries, but she’ll warm up to you. I have a feeling when she does, you will love her.”
“If you say so.”
“I do. Don’t write her off just yet.”
I nod and she does a little wave on her way out. I don’t get London, but it seems like pretty much everyone around here loves her, so I’ll wait and see how it all plays out. That was really nice of them to offer to get me some baby items. I’m excited to see what Silas comes up with. Knowing him, it’ll be like plug-in protectors or something I won’t need for like eight months. Oh well, it’s the thought that counts and my brother has always figured things out with a little bit of time. 
“Hey, Sunshine,” Twist mumbles as he comes in the room, looking surprised at me folding all of his clothes as well as mine.
“Hi.”
“You don’t need to do all that; you should be layin’ down, babe.”
“I wanted to.” I shrug and he nods, giving in. He knows I’m stubborn.
“You ‘bout ready to go see this doctor?”
“Yep, my appointment is in forty-three minutes. Is someone following me to the office?”
“I done told you woman; I’m driving you.”
“I don’t want to have you stuck there waiting on me though.”
“It’s all good. I’ll live, trust me.”
“Okay awesome, because I really didn’t want to have to go alone anyhow,” I ramble, slipping on my Toms and he chuckles, shaking his head at me.
“You’re gonna drive me crazy, you know that?”
“Yeah, but you get benefits too. For example, your new found love of peanut butter.” He’s been feeding me peanut butter quite a few times. He likes to watch me suck it off his fingers or he licks it off my nipples. Not to mention the cake I baked for him a few days ago.
“I love peanut butter,” he mutters under his breath, and I giggle.
“Can we get a strawberry sundae on the way back?”
“Yeah, baby, we can get whatever you want.”
Right answer.
We make our way through the bar to be held up by Silas. His eyebrows rise as he glances from me to Twist.
“What’s up, sister?”
“I’m heading to my doctor’s appointment.”
“Right, and what’s he doin’?” He chin-lifts to Twist.
“He’s taking me.”
His eyes meet Twist’s. “You’re takin’ her?”
“Yep.”
“To the baby’s appointment?”
“Yep.”
Silas nods and kisses my forehead, moving to the side so we can pass. That was weird, but the guys here all act like cavemen most of the time anyhow.
We get in my car and I turn to Twist. “So, what was that about?”
“Just your brother bein’ 2.” He shrugs and I leave it alone. Whatever that means.

“I can’t wait; I get an ultrasound today. I can find out what I’m having if I want to. I could have found out sooner, but I’ve had fun waiting. I think for clothes and stuff, though, I should find out. What do you think?”
“Just do what makes you happy, Sunshine. That’s all you gotta worry ‘bout.”
He’s right, and I want to know. I’ve always wanted to find out, but I think it’s extra special holding out longer for the surprise. I can’t wait to tell my brother what I’m having. I wonder if he wants one or the other more?
I get a swift kick to the ribs, making me grunt, and Twist looks over at me concerned. I just smile and point to my tummy causing him to grin and shake his head, turning back to watch the road. 
I never in a million years expected to find a man at my brother’s club like Twist. He’s so caring and protective; I wish everyone got to see him like I do at times like this when he actually smiles. I heard his rich laugh at our picnic for the first time and it was amazing. The deep timbre made my heart fill, wanting to hear him laugh like that all the time.
We get to the hospital, find the women’s clinic, and get all checked in. I have a mountain of paperwork to fill out, but eventually work through it all and get situated on the uncomfortable table to wait for them to do the ultrasound.
There’s a light knock on the door and an older gentleman pokes his head in. “You decent, my dear?”
“Not really, but I’ll try to be.” I smirk and he lets loose a booming laugh, opening the door wider, pulling a shocked Twist in by the elbow along with him.
“Oh, hi.” I smile at Twist and his eyes grow a little wider as they take me in with my shirt scrunched up, exposing my stomach.
The doctor pulls a chair next to me and gestures for Twist to sit, and then makes his way around the table toward the large, portable machine.
“I found this young man out in the waiting room and told him he better get back here to show you some support, plus most guys get a kick out of this part anyhow.” He winks at me and I’m freaking out a little inside that Twist is actually in here with me.
“I wasn’t so sure if he’d be comfortable,” I respond quietly and Dr. Marsh waves me off.
“Nonsense. This is good for men; most don’t really realize that you have an actual baby in there until they see it on the screen or hold it in their hands. Now I see on your chart, you don’t know the sex of the child, but you’re interested to learn now?”
“Yes, if it isn’t too much trouble.”
“None at all. This is the best part of my day, besides dinner of course.” He grins and I chuckle at the silly man.
He squirts the cold blue goop on my stomach and then uses the wand thing to go over my belly, tinkering with the machine until the heartbeat is loud enough for us to easily hear it and you can see movement on the screen.
Twist draws in a quick breath and sits forward. “That’s the baby? And the noise?” He points to the speaker.
Dr. March smiles and starts pointing out different features, telling Twist about the heartbeat and normal rates to expect. Twist gives him his full attention, resting one of his hands on my tummy while he listens to everything the doctor says. 
“So you see kids, if you look right here, it appears you’ll be welcoming a little boy into the world here shortly. And he’s a strapping young man, right on schedule growth wise; looks like he may be a little on the bigger side by delivery time. With your size, Sadie, we may be forced to do a cesarean to be frank with you.”
“I was hoping to do natural, but my other doctor had mentioned it also.”
“Natural births are great, but if it comes to it, I’d hate to see you or the little one distressed above the usual in delivery. I’m sure this young man here wouldn’t want to see anything happen to either one of you either.” He nods to Twist and I tear up. I can’t help it. Twist isn’t even my baby’s father, but he’s sitting next to me right now. I wish he was the father more than anything.
“Thank you,” I let out under my breath.
“Of course! Now, any questions for me?”
I go to shake my head, ready to leave, but Twist jumps in.
“Is she still high risk?”
“She’s doing really well, but it’s in her best interest to keep taking it easy. Whatever she’s been doing, have her keep it up because it’s agreeing with her pregnancy.”
“Okay, can she have sex?”
“Of course, son; it’s not like she’s going to get pregnant.” He smiles and Twist chuckles. “You just keep making her smile a lot, and this little one will be one happy baby.”
Twist nods. “Thank you,” he says and shakes Dr. Marsh’s hand.
“My pleasure. Now Sadie, you are welcome to use the wipes here to get that gel off and then schedule an appointment in about two weeks if possible. I’d like to start seeing you regularly as the time is getting much closer.” 
“All right, no problem. Thanks again.”
He nods and closes the door as Twist stands, heading for the door.
“You’re leaving?”
“I was gonna pull the car up to the curb while you make your appointment.”
“Oh. Okay, awesome. I’m, ah, I’m sorry if this made you uncomfortable.”
“It was the best fuckin’ thing I’ve done in a very long time. Thanks for letting me stick around with ya, Sunshine.”
“Umm hmm,” I answer, trying to keep the tears away. Damn hormones and him being sweet.
After I collect myself, I check out with the front desk, and then we stop and pick up the best strawberry sundae I’ve ever had, or maybe it was just because Twist fed me like half of it. Anyhow, my head hits the pillow, my body and mind worn out, content for the first time in who knows how long. 




Tell me the story about how the sun loved the moon so much,
he died every night to let her breathe.
-Unknown
I’m jeered awake by Twist screaming again, only this time he’s thrashing around violently, covered in a sheen of sweat and you’d swear someone had died in his dreams or something by the way he sounds. He’s always upset when he sleeps, but this is a heartbreaking wail, like a man being ripped in half. I can only hold off for so long before I have to touch him, and attempt to bring him out of it.
Normally I can shake him for a good ten minutes or so before he comes out of it and sometimes he won’t wake at all, just quiet down. I end up having to sit there waiting and watching him being tormented. Tonight he takes me by surprise though, the moment I touch him, Twist’s hardened muscles easily shove me like a little rag doll, causing me to land on the hard ground in a heap.
“Ummph!” I gasp and put my hand to my back where the pain hits me first. “Shit!” I croak in a strangled voice and the next thing I know, Twist is hovering over me, gripping my neck so tightly I can barely choke a word out.
I claw at his hands, gasping for breath, kicking, squirming, anything I can possibly do to get out of his forceful clutch, but it’s even more difficult with my big belly and added weight. I squirm so much that eventually I’m flat on the ground on my back, my tummy on full display, making me freak even more, when survivor mode kicks in. My body gets flooded with adrenaline, gearing up for flight or fight.
There’s no way to really fight him with my size and condition, but I won’t give up, so I start kicking and kneeing him in the nuts over and over until his hands drop away and I can crawl farther from him, panting and weeping, wanting the air to fill my lungs as quickly as possible. Once the reality of what just happened sinks in, the tears flow freely in time with my deep breathing. 
He could have killed me. He could have killed my baby.
The room’s deathly silent and when I get enough nerve to pick myself off the floor and approach Twist, he’s peacefully sleeping on the ground as if nothing ever happened. My temper flairs, and without thinking, I pull my foot back and kick him harshly in his stomach. Before I get a peep in, he’s on his feet, wide awake and in my face. I stumble backwards to the wall and he follows me, staying in my face until I’m trapped all over again.
“The fuck you doin?” he barks angrily.
“I-I, I-I.” Stuttering, my eyes fill with tears so much that my vision blurs.
“I, what? Why you bein’ a fuckin’ bitch, kickin’ me an’ shit while I’m sleepin’? You was anyone else, I’d fuck you up right now,” he hisses, his fingers tapping to a beat at his side. I notice he always does this when he’s upset about something.
Boom.
Boom.
Boom.
The door to the bedroom’s hit so hard it shakes, wanting to blast open.
“Open the fuck up, Twist! You lost your fuckin’ mind, talkin’ to my sister like that!”
I don’t give Twist a chance to respond, shouting at my brother, “It was my fault, Silas! I got irritated and kicked him in the stomach. I’m okay, go to bed.”
“All this is fuckin’ bullshit, Sadie! “he yells through the door and then a moment later I hear his own door slam closed again.
The teardrops fall and the sobs come at me like a train. Twist pulls me into his arms, his chin resting on my head and quietly asks, “You wanna tell me how I fucked up? ‘Cause I’m guessin’ I said or did something wrong,” he rasps, calmer as he kisses my hair.
I shake my head, my tears soaking his shirt. Keeping the truth from him, because if I do, then it doesn’t have to be real. I can pretend it was just my own bad dream.
“Please tell me why you’re cryin’, baby and why my stomach and nuts hurt so fuckin’ bad. I hate seeing you upset like this. You’re too precious to cry.”
I break at his words and inhale a few deep breaths; I let it all spill out about how he was dreaming and then basically attacked me. Once I’m finished, he crowds me into the bathroom, turning on the lights and inspects my throat.
Gazing in the mirror above the sink, the marks are clear. The skin around my neck is an angry red color and already changing to a deeper shade where his hands were.
“I have no words right now,” he mutters, then he says something else, but I swear he isn’t talking to me, so that’s even stranger. He wets a towel with cold water and gently places it in my hands, bringing them to rest on my neck where the marks are.
“Twist, are you okay?” I ask softly, and he blinks, meeting my gaze.
“Am I okay? Sunshine, I just had my hands on you? How can you stand to fuckin’ look at me right now? I’m a fuckin’ piece of shit who deserves to die. I should have died years ago; I don’t get why I was left in this world to harm more people.”
“No, you don’t deserve to die. My God, you weren’t even you when it happened. I swear it was like you were possessed and I couldn’t wake you. I kicked you in your groin over and over to get you to let go until I was about to pass out. I kicked you in your stomach, because you were sleeping perfectly afterwards and I was just so angry inside that it wasn’t affecting you at all. I shouldn’t have kicked you,” I finish and grab some toilet paper for my nose.
“Yeah, you sure the fuck shouldn’t have, you shoulda’ grabbed my Glock and fuckin’ shot my ass. I’ll never forgive myself for touchin’ you like this. I can’t believe I’d hurt somethin’ so precious to me.” He shakes his head, and then rushes past me out of the bathroom, storming out his bedroom door, slamming it on his way out.
A few minutes later I hear his bike fire up, taking off loudly in a rush. 
I take a shower to get myself to calm down some, then lie back in our bed and weep for hours until I’m able to cry myself to sleep.

I’m fuckin’ scum. What a goddamn piece of shit to put my hands like that on a woman—and one I care so much for, at that. I don’t get why I wasn’t allowed to just die years ago; clearly I’m not doing good for anyone here. Why do I have to dream these fucked up things? I just hurt someone very dear to me, and I had absolutely no clue about it until she told me. How can I poison her life like that? I thought I couldn’t stay away, but she doesn’t deserve to live like that—in fear—scared I could choke her to death in the middle of the night.
My ribs burn badly from her kicks, but I deserve every ounce of pain that comes my way after that shit. It seems to be my life’s legacy to fuck shit up with the people I care the most about. I ride until I come to a little piece-of-shit bar on the side of the road, and pull in. Drowning my thoughts in liquor is exactly what I need right now. Maybe I’ll get lucky and someone will kill me tonight, ending my misery altogether. 
A few of our Nomads’ bikes are here, so I know it’s a friendly bar to our club. Not that it would matter; I could really go for getting shot right now. I’m so fuckin’ sick of dealin’ with shit. Sadie’s the one thing that’s brought me any kind of joy in such a long time; yet, I’m ruining her. I’ve been sucking all the light out of her. I park the bike and head inside, ready to drink an entire bottle if they’ll allow it.
I can’t stop replaying her words over in my mind, I choked her. I took that sweet, innocent woman’s breath from her and caused her pain. The real kicker is I could have killed her unborn son. Wouldn’t that be my luck, not only my own little girl, but steal away someone else’s as well. 
Jesus Christ, I think as I make my way up to the bar and sit on the wood stool.
An older woman with long dark hair and wearing a red tank top comes up to me. “What can I get you?”
“Double rum and coke, with a shot of tequila.”
“Wow, you’re on a mission, huh, sweetie?”
“To drink, not to fuckin’ talk,” I grumble and she scowls at me. I could give a shit less; it gets her to shut up and get my drinks. I’m ready to drown out my entire life in this alcohol.
I throw back five shots, sucking down two drinks in between, ready to make everything fade away when one of the Nomads, Scot, approaches me. 
His bushy eyebrows rise. “Aye, laddy, you on a death wish?” 
“Yep, somethin’ like that.”
“Is it so bad ye can’t hash it out at the club?”
“They don’t understand me; there’s tension and I ain’t tryin’ to deal with that shit right now.”
He plops his hefty self on the stool next to me. “Whiskey ma’am.” He brushes his red beard through his fingers sending her a small smile. 
The bartender nods, quickly filling his order. 
“Have ye thought of goin’ solo?”
“Away from my brothers?”
“Aye, son,” the older man nods, peering at me.
Shaking my head, I sip my rum and coke. It’s a good idea though.
“Never let a rift come between you an’ ye brothers, give it some thought, maybe yer best as a Nomad. There’s been talk and ye may fit better with our pack.”
“I’ll think about it.”
“Aye, laddy, you do that.” He knocks back the rest of his whiskey, tapping the glass lightly on the bar before setting it close to the edge to be cleaned, and then heads back over to the pool table with his brothers. A few glance my way sending chin lifts, which I return with a minute nod.
NOMAD.

I’ve never paid it any mind before, but maybe that’s exactly what I need, to be away from the club- away and Sadie. I’d hung out with them a little in the past and was hoping to head on a run with them anyhow. I’m guessin’ by ol’ Scot’s words, they would vote me in? I know they’re a fucked up group of misfits, and I probably wouldn’t stand out so much around them.
When they’ve been around the club, they’ve pretty well kept to themselves, but help out when called upon. They’re much more aggressive and violent, which fits me fairly well, as I clearly have anger issues. It would keep me from hurtin’ Sadie or her baby boy again. I need to bring this up to the Prez and see what he thinks, if he would even approve the transfer. 
At that, I chuck back another shot, wanting nothing more than to make my thoughts from earlier disappear. Each time a whore peers in my direction or approaches me, I tell her she’s a bitch and to get lost. They think I’m being hateful, but they don’t realize I’m probably saving their lives. 
Just like I need to leave and save Sadie’s life, no matter how much it will kill me to stay away. She deserves more; Sadie deserves the best. And, unfortunately, that isn’t me.
***
I wake to the hot sun beating down on my back and my mind throbbing, aching from all the alcohol I consumed the night prior. Picking my head up, a few pebbles fall from my face and I crack my eyes open to discover I’m laid out on the side of the bar in the parking lot next to my bike. I have gravel indentions all over my hands and I can feel them digging into my thighs as well. 
I have no idea how in the fuck I ended up out here. I got so piss-ass drunk last night; I remember sitting at the bar drinking, then it all goes black afterwards. 
I reach to my back pocket, patting around. Yep, still have my wallet. Not that I ever carry much on me anyhow, but at least it’s still there. 
Attempting to stand, my foot gets stabbed about twenty times so I plop back down, dumping the rocks out of my boot. How in the fuck they ended up there, is no tellin’, unless I was dragged over here. That would explain it. 
Stumbling the few paces over to my bike, I dig through my saddlebags, looking for my cocaine, only to come up empty. Some fuck took my coke outta here. Why are people always taking my shit? 
Wish I knew who it was so I could teach them a little lesson about stealing, especially from a biker. They’d be lucky if I didn’t pull some medieval shit and chop their hand off, like I threatened that prospect not too long ago. Stupid fuckers.
I’m sure there’s some sort of shit storm waitin’ for me back at the club. It wouldn’t faze me if 2 Piece is on a warpath to slit my throat after the shit I pulled with Sadie baby last night. I can’t blame him, I kinda wanna take a knife to my jugular myself. 
I load up on my loaner bike, the loud rev making my head pound even more. 
Come on Daddy, pwease.
My daughter’s voice coaxes and it make me lean over the side retching up about a liter’s worth of alcohol and mixed drinks, knowing I would never be like this if she were here. I hate having her see me like this; she should be resting peacefully, not hanging on to me.
“I-I’m so sorry about this,” I utter pathetically, expelling more from my stomach, trying not to get it on my jeans.
Don’t be sad, Daddy.
“Please just move on with your momma; I don’t deserve you,” I choke out, spitting a few times.
I wipe my mouth and rev the engine multiple times, trying to drive her away from witnessing me lose myself. I could never be the father she needed. I didn’t deserve them, just like I don’t with Sadie and her son. 
On that thought, I let off the brake slowly, making my way out of the gravel lot and take off for the clubhouse. 
***
Surprisingly, the brothers and Sadie give me the space I need, so for a week I have the same routine, I sleep next to the bar, go to subway to eat a sandwich and then I’m back at the bar again. Midway through the week, I give in, buying a new pair of jeans, T-shirt, toothpaste and get a hotel to shower. It’s rough, but I make it. 
After the week’s over with, along with my help on a late night excursion, I’m called back to the club for church. 




Storms make trees take deeper roots.
-Dolly Parton
Church…
Slamming the gavel down, Ares go over the plan we mapped out one last time. The room is damn near full with everyone, either back in town or still here from the club lockdown that was implemented two weeks ago. 
Now we know a little more about the Iron Fists and what we have to do. We’ve discovered that they originate out of Cali. They have a smaller Texas chapter to the west between Odessa and El Paso, which we already knew about. The Texas chapter has about twenty members, each of them either rapists or women beaters, making us want to skin them even more.
I agree with Ares; I can’t believe it either that we haven’t run into them on any of our runs down I-10. Stupid fuckers are in our territory now, bad move on their part.
The motel they’re staying at wasn’t hard to find. Ares made a few phone calls around Austin to other surrounding clubs to confirm they’d seen an Iron Fist recently. Once we had a few spots to search, we found their bikes in no time. 
Ares had a plan drawn up ASAP it seemed on what he wanted done, so he had me come along to assist. My ribs are still fucked, but I definitely wasn’t lettin’ my brothers handle the shit on their own, I want this Ghost fucker myself. 
Yesterday we took their bikes and dropped them off at Rudy’s old chop shop to have them scraped up; pretty fuckin’ entertaining. I wish I’d seen their faces when they discovered their bikes were gone. It was the least we could do after the damage they caused at our clubhouse.
 Ares smacks the table, drawing our attention to him, as he’s been fully patched to Vice President while I was out. The brothers called during one of my drunken nights and I gave them my vote via phone. Ares more than deserves the patch—the brother loves this club probably more than any of us, wouldn’t surprise me any if he even loved it more than the Prez.
“Brothers, everything went down without a hitch last night, taking the bikes. So far there’s been no blowback. I’m assumin’ either the dumb fucks haven’t stolen any cages yet, or they’re plottin’ something. We need to strike soon, before they’ve a chance to get too creative.” 
Daddy.
Her voice starts in again and I tap away silently on the large table in front of me, anxious. This can’t happen right now, I gotta be payin’ attention and not talking to you, baby. 
Our road captain, Smiles, leans forward, resting his elbows on the table. “I think it’s best if the Nomads handle this.”
2 Piece gawks, pissed, and the Nomads, still in town, sit up straighter, their interest peaked. “No fuckin’ way. They attacked mine and Cain’s Ol’ Lady’s; we get to collect on that debt, brother.”
He leaves out the part about Sadie; surely she deserves some fuckin’ justice. It’s always just about their women though. It’s like after the Cali trip, he’s forgotten that it was a Fist who hit his sister, or maybe it’s just bothering me more than the others because I want to show the fuck how it feels to be hit. 
“2 Piece,” Nightmare, the scary looking Nomad with long dark hair growls, “Smiles is right. If this blows back on the town some way, it’s better if we’re responsible for it, versus your club that resides here.”
Ares grumbles, interrupting everyone. “Look, I have to think of what’s best for not only the club, but also the towns around us. If anything comes back afterwards, then the Iron Fists will go after the Nomads, taking the Fists away from the main compound and keeping the city safe along with our families. Think of what Prez would want, if he were calling the shots right now.” 
I pop my knuckles, drawing everyone’s attention. “I want in.”
Cain scoffs, “You’re no Nomad, brother.” 
“Maybe I oughta be? Sick an’ tired of fuckin’ pussies,” I grumble, wanting to smash the prick in the face for talking to me like that in front of everyone. He may be the Enforcer now, but I’ve been a part of this club a hell of a lot longer than him.
2 Piece’s fist slams down onto the table with a boom, causing it to shake, mad dogging the shit out of me. “Shut the fuck up, Twist, for fuck’s sake. You ready to dip out so soon, after getting all cozy an’ shit with my baby sister, motherfucker?” he glowers and I roll my eyes, huffing. He has no fuckin’ clue what I’ve done to his sister, how I’m no good for her. After attempting to keep me off her, now all a sudden he’s pissed ‘cause I’m doin’ just that.
“Mind your own business, 2 Piece,” I smirk, angry and ready for him to come at me. 
I’m fuckin’ tired of sitting back and letting everyone decide what’s best all the goddamn time without my input. I should be able to go and handle this shit. I’m the one without an ol’ lady, and without shit to lose. I’m the one person here ready to fuckin’ die if needed. The rest of them besides the Nomads all have something they’re moving toward, whether it be a woman, a kid, or a better life.
Blame it on the military for instilling the God-like thinking that I can handle dangerous shit more than the others. I didn’t get blown up in Iraq, I didn’t die wrapping my car around a tree or flipping my bike, obviously I should be the one to go and take on these motherfucking Fists as well. 
 Ares sighs, waving his hand. “All right, let’s get back to the issue at hand. Twist, we have to hold a vote if you’re serious about goin’ Nomad, and then you gotta call in for a transfer for which group of Nomads you wanna roll with. If it’s the men already here that stay down south, then you need to talk to them while they’re here. Take a few days to sleep and drink on it.” 
Sitting back, I nod, already aware of what’s required. I’m fairly certain the Scot would call a vote for me with the Nomads.
“Ex, Night, you boys are familiar with the pig farm we use. You remember how we took the Twisted Snakes MC out there?” They both nod. “Same deal then, take them there alive if possible, chop them each up and feed them to the pigs for their daily feeding. We don’t need any of them out floating around. See if you can get any kind of information out of them prior too.”
Exterminator raps his knuckles on the old wooden armrest on his chair. “Anything specific we supposed to be finding out?” 
“No. In fact, anything you find out will be a bonus. Just finish these fuckin’ Fists; I’m ready to move onto other business.”
Smiles peeps in, “Guns.”
“Yes, brother, we’re due for another run. We need to make some bank. Cain, have you spoken to the Russian about our next order?”
“Yeah, bro, he’s ready; he has a new shipment of some specialty guns. It’s supposed to be some Call of Duty type shit. I briefed 2 Piece on it already.”
“2 Piece, what’s the plan?”
“I spoke to Tate, told him to hold on to it all, that we had us a little shit storm goin’ on right now, but that someone would be heading to Tennessee soon for pick up.”
“Good. I still don’t want anyone alone, especially the females. Not even to walk outside or take a piss. They are more vulnerable right now especially with shit ‘bout to pop off. I don’t want anyone having a chance to kidnap them or any other fucked up thing.” The brother’s growl and grumble angrily at the prospect of something happening to the women. 
Ares takes a drink of his soda and continues on, “Prez’s buddy from the fencing company came by. The gates have been updated along with the new razor wire along the tops. Ol’ boy put an electric wire running through it, so we can have it on anytime we want; also if anyone cuts the fence, we will know that the connection is lost. We added in a few more cameras and Exterminator has been monitoring the feeds. That should put an end to motherfuckers breaching our compound walls. If it happens after this, I’mma build a goddamn moat around this bitch. Anything else?” 
I zone out at the rest of his spiel, thinking about seriously joining up with the Nomads. I doubt any of my brothers here would give a shit if I did. 
 “All right, we good?” Ares asks and I nod, along with the other brothers. With that, he slams the gavel down, officially calling an end to church.
We all shuffle out of the room, Ares asking the Nomads to stick behind for a minute. I’m about halfway through the bar when I see Sadie heading my way. I don’t plan to stick around and talk about shit though, so I haul ass outside, starting my bike up before she has a chance to speak. Without looking at her, I leave the compound. My heart breaks a little, knowing she’s standing on the steps wanting to speak with me, but I just can’t do it right now. I need space, I need time to clear my head and think. Her being around me confuses the shit out of me; she makes me feel things I never thought I would ever feel again. 
She looked tired just now. Fuck. I’m such a goddamn bastard, and my mother would agree.

I watch as Twist takes off on what I’m assuming is his new motorcycle. It’s not the old blue one Cain was letting him use. This one’s black with a little red, has ape hangers and a small bitch seat on the back.
I wonder if he’s had anyone ride back there already.
He looks so sexy riding it; too bad he’s being such a dick and ignoring me. I wish I knew what I’d done to get him to treat me this way. Last week everything seemed to be perfect until he freaked out and left, but what happened wasn’t even my fault. Before that night, he was smiling and laughing. I was over the moon, thinking I’d found someone who didn’t mind that my brother’s in a not-so-nice motorcycle club and that I’m pregnant. Really I was just stupid, I guess. 
On top of that they’re all keeping me pretty clueless about what they’ve been up to. My brother told me that it’s club shit, so it’s not my concern, but it’s annoying. It kind of feels like everyone knows a big secret and they’re keeping it from me. The hushed whispers when I walk into a room are old. I never know if it’s because Twist’s gone and they’re wondering what I did, or if it’s about this ‘club shit’ Silas is adamant about. 
I brought it up to Avery and she just said we couldn’t talk about it and if the brothers overheard us discussing it, that it would be an issue, to just drop it. I could tell she wanted to say something, but as soon as she saw London, she was locked up like Ft. Knox. I wish she would open up to me some; it would be nice to at least have a few friends here. London never speaks a word about club stuff or anything against any of their rules; how she accepts it all, is beyond me. As of right now, it’s really lonely without Twist. 
I get it that the club’s their own family, but I don’t really feel like I’m a piece of that. Maybe I should put myself out there more, but then at the same time I’m supposed to be in here taking it easy. How can I get close to people if I only see them when I leave the room?
Twist’s long gone so I head back inside, stopping by the bar to treat myself to a Dr. Pepper. After being sad all week that Twist won’t come back or call me, I think I deserve at least one soda to make up for the tears I’ve shed these past few nights.
There’s a handsome guy behind the bar with a prospect cut on that says ‘Snake.’ That means he’s the Prez’s son. I’ve slowly been trying to learn their names and remember their faces. I’ve been picking up bits and pieces of information on them, trying to fit in around here a little better.
“Yes ma’am?” he asks as I place my hands on the bar top.
“Can I please have a Dr. Pepper?”
“Hmm, you know Twist has warned off anyone getting you caffeine?” he beams a friendly smile.
“No, I wasn’t aware, but you can see that Twist is nowhere to be found.”
He nods, his eyes going empathetic. “All right Shorty, I’ll get you a soda, but just one, okay?”
“Thank you,” I say under my breath and eventually get situated on a bar stool that feels way too small for my ass.
The guy with the giant purple Mohawk sits next to me right as Snake places my beverage in front of me. I remember his face and hair, but his name is on the tip of my tongue.
“Sup Say-Say?”
“Say-Dee,” I correct him and he chuckles.
“I could just call you Twist’s?” He grins and my lip wobbles a little. “Oh shit, I’m sorry.” His smile falls.
“Not your fault.” I shrug and Snake places a beer in front of purple Mohawk guy. “What’s your name?” I ask and he leans back, pointing to his name patch on his cut.
It reads ‘SPIN.’ Hmmm.
“I never would have guessed with the hair and all,” I gesture, and he smiles again.
“No worries.” He shrugs, “So you wanna talk about whatever’s got that lip of yours upset?”
“I was just trying to talk to Twist, but he left without speaking to me, I don’t know how to get his attention.”
“Ah, I see. Yeah, when the brother starts thinking a lot, he gets quiet. We’ve spent many hours of me tattooing him in silence. I think he already has a lot going on in his mind so he needs it to concentrate.”
“Has he had you tattoo on him this week?”
“No. You mean it’s been an entire week since he’s spoken to you?”
“A little longer.” I sip my sugary soda to keep from tearing up.
“Damn boo. He needs to get his head out of his ass already. Don’t give up on him though; I know he’s sprung for you.”
“Thanks, but I’m not holding my breath until he actually speaks to me.”
“Understandable.” He takes a strong pull from his longneck and my baby starts kicking. Probably from the shot of caffeine I just drank.
“It was nice talking to you, Spin, but I have to go lie back down.” I point to my belly and he flashes me a roguish grin with bright white teeth and I notice his eyes are different colors. Oh boy. He’s gorgeous. 
“Take it easy, Say-deee.” He razzes and I can’t help but give him a small grin in return. 
I get to Twist’s room, setting my drink down and my phone beeps with a new text. I turned it back on when Twist left, hoping he’d give in and call. I swipe over the screen to check the new message. 
Unknown: 2 Days

Me: What?

Unknown: 2 Days

Me: Ugh. What the fuck ever. If this really is Ghost, leave me the hell alone!

He’s so stupid; he doesn’t even know where I’m at. I’m glad, too, because Silas would probably shoot Ghost if he saw him. I was going to tell Twist about the texts, but I’ll tell Silas instead and see what he thinks.




A smooth sea never made a skillful sailor.
-English Proverb
Two days later, church again…
Cain called me about twenty minutes ago, letting me know Ares had called church. I literally walked through the club doors as he was hollerin’ for everyone to pile in and that we were getting company. 
Ares slams the gavel down quickly and the brothers instantly quiet, waiting to find out what’s happening. 
“It came to our attention the other day that Sadie’s been getting messages from unknown numbers.” A few brothers grumble, me included, because I wasn’t aware of these fuckin’ messages prior and it pisses me off. He continues, “She believes they mean nothing, but we’ve kept watch just in case and I’m glad we did. Thankfully, a friend just sent a text to everyone ‘cause the boys down in Austin just saw a group of Fists riding down I-35, flashing their colors loud and proud. We have company coming brothers, and it ain’t the friendly sort. If they talk, I wanna hear them out. If they shoot, take as many alive as possible, ‘cause I’m gonna chop those fuckers up in pieces, then feed them to the hogs.”
Say it, Daddy.
I cringe at her voice and rap my knuckles on the table, speaking up, “I get to end Ghost when the time comes.”
Ares meets my gaze. “Of course,” he answers and we hear the roar of pipes, everyone jumping to their feet, because it’s damn sure not our friends on their way and it sounds as if they made it through that gate Ares just had fixed.

Sniffling, I walk into the bar crying, looking everywhere around the room, wanting Twist or my brother. One of them needs to talk to me. I wish it would be Twist, but at this rate I don’t really care.
A concerned Avery approaches me, taking up one of my hands. “Hey Sadie, are you okay, hon?” 
“Umm,” I sniffle, scanning the room again, only finding the prospects and London, not the two men that I’m looking for. “Where’s Twist at?”
“He’s in church, doll. Is there anything I can do?”
“I got a-a text.” I choke out under my breath, trying to push down the rising anxiety in my chest. It’s so bad I feel like I could get sick if this message is actually true. I have no idea how he could have found me.
“Okaaay,” she answers, waiting for me to elaborate.
“I don’t know who it’s from, but it says that Ghost is in town.” I wave my phone in front of her.
“I’m a little lost here, Sadie; I don’t know why someone would tell you ghosts are in town or why you’d be upset about it.” She shrugs and my anger starts to boil; she clearly has no idea what I’m talking about. The guys must not have told her about the text messages when they should have. These club rules are dumb when it comes to everyone’s safety.
I hiccup and wrap my hands protectively over my stomach, remembering when Ghost had hit me before. “I need Twist or my brother,” I demand steadily, certain they’re the only two who can help me.
London stands up; empathetic as she slowly approaches us.
“Sadie, umm ghosts are here in Texas or Ghost is in town?” Cain must have told her, when her eyes meet mine they’re full of understanding and I feel a bit of relief.
I go to open my mouth and explain it to her when there’s a loud boom coming from the club’s main door. 
The church door crashes open, making our eyes fly toward it as the guys basically tumble through it angrily. 
Twist instantly finds me, rushing to me and wrapping me in his arms. He carts me toward the room before I’m able to get a word in. There’s more loud pounding from the door and Twist walks me faster, practically carrying me. Once we’re inside our room, he locks the door, pushing me toward the bathroom as he takes the gun out of his holster and points it toward the door, waiting.
“Go on into the bathroom, Sunshine.”
“I need to talk to you.”
“Oh just you wait, I’mma talk to your pretty little ass once these fuckers are gone, you can make certain of it. 

(Forsaken Control snippet)
All the anger inside I had tempered down, starts to rapidly surface as I attempt to explain to this Iron Fist that I will fuckin’ kill his ass, him coming to my club all crazy. One of their members is outside with a gun to my prospect’s head who was manning the front gate and this fucker is lucky I don’t shoot them all on site.He
“You expect me to be open to any of your fuckin’ demands, you comin’ to my clubhouse, threatenin’ my fuckin’ brothers? Just who the fuck do you think you are?” 
“I’m the motherfucking Enforcer of the Iron Fists in California, that’s who the fuck I am. You better believe you will bend to my will or I will demolish your fucking club.”
“All I’m trying to do, is live my motherfuckin’ life and you wanna come into it and stir up a whole bunch of bullshit. Do you know how big of a fuck up that is? You got any idea who the fuck I am?”
 I don’t make it a habit of throwing my nickname around, but maybe it will make this fuck head back off some. “I’m the motherfuckin’ Butcher, bitch. You don’t demand shit from me or my goddamn club. I’ll fucking chop you—and your buddies here—up!” 
“I don’t give a fuck what your little nickname is. I told you I’m here for two things. The VP patch dissipates and Sadie.”
“You won’t touch my fucking sister, you piece of shit!” 2 Piece explodes and I could throat punch him for admitting it’s his sister. “You the fuckin’ Ghost she mentioned awhile back? You the one who disappeared on her?” he peppers the Iron Fist, heatedly.
The mean-looking fucker chuckles, “Yep, I’m Ghost. Now go get my bitch before I slaughter this fucking club.”
I can’t hold myself back any longer, as I launch my body at his, wrapping my hands around his throat ready to choke the life out of him. His large hands grip my shoulders tightly, bringing me closer as he propels his head off of mine, effectively head-butting and dazing me. Fuck. That hasn’t happened in, I don’t know how long. 
Chaos ensues around me, as the brothers hold off any other Iron Fist members from jumping in on mine and Ghost’s fight. 
After a swift blow to my ribs from him, I’m able to get my bearings back, launching a hard uppercut to his stomach. The force of my hit makes him stumble back a few paces, “Get the fuck out of my club!” I bellow, about ready to foam at the mouth I’m so goddamn angry. 
This guy is strong and he ain’t fuckin’ around when it comes to hitting. He definitely has experience wearing that patch and I don’t want to see anyone experience what I’m sure would be straight fuckin’ horror that he would do to them. He better get the fuck out of here or this will turn into a pile of dead bodies ‘cause I’ll be fucked if I let him get past me and harm the girls. At the same time, I don’t want to kill them because I know a shit storm will rain down, especially killing the Enforcer of such a hard-ass club. I can only imagine what they would stir up.
He starts laughing loudly, a pure sinister sound and backs up a few more paces toward the door. I take a step toward him and he raises his hands up on each side of his body, wearing a large taunting smile. “Okay, Butcher, you get your way today I see you have me outnumbered here. But make no mistake, I’ll be back for what’s owed, and you better hope to fuck that you have a motherfucking army to help your ass. That stupid bitch will be mine. Hell, this whole fucking club,” he spreads his arm wide, indicating the clubhouse, “will all be mine,” he finishes, laughing loudly while stepping out of the door. 
I spit in his direction, attempting it to land on him but he’s able to escape it by a few inches.
Panting, I can’t help the burn radiating over my face and neck. I’m so fucking pissed that I scream at the brothers, “For fuck’s sake! Somebody better take care of that goddamn gate, or so help me, I will put someone in the fucking ground myself!”
Snake and Smiles take off outside as the Iron Fists bikes loudly rumble out of the parking lot. Our prospect is thrown to the ground, bleeding from a few hits the dickwads left him with. 
I’m thankful for our friends sending us a mass text that they had seen the Iron Fists headed out our way. Luckily there were only three guys with that dick, Ghost. Him being from California tells me that they must have already been on their way for days now. 
Twist is definitely going to ask for a fuckin’ Nomad vote now, wanting to chase after them and I’m going to have to do everything in my power to keep him here. Hopefully, Sadie will be able to sway him not to go at it alone. We will back him up; shit, I want justice myself for the grief these ass-clowns are putting my club through, but for Twist and 2 Piece, this just became personal.
I don’t know how long we have until they’ll decide to return, but in the meantime, we will be planning and preparing for them. Twist will want to lead a run to California to chase after Ghost; we just have to wait and see if and when the Prez lets him go, and if he’s able to finish this shit away from home.
I’ll be damned if I let my club not be ready for whatever’s to come. The Prez will be back soon, thankfully, and I can finally fill my role as the Vice President, rather than keep playing President. 

NOW
Motherfuckingsonofabitch! I hear the bikes rev and crack my bedroom door open.
“Clear?” I shout, pointing my weapon out into the hallway, ready just in case they didn’t actually leave. 
Cain calls back, “We’re straight, brother!” 
I drop my weapon to my side, taking a deep breath and put it back in my holster. I would’ve shot every motherfucker coming my way to protect Sadie and it makes me think. It’s been a real long time since I’ve felt the absolute need to protect someone versus thinking of my own needs. I wanted so badly to get my chance with Ghost, and I will, but it’ll be when I know Sadie and the baby are both completely safe.
Sadie opens the bathroom door, peeking her head into the bedroom, curious.
“I’ll be right back. You stay put ‘til I get back.”
“Are you coming back this time?” she questions and it brings a bad taste to my mouth. This is my fault she feels this way, since I was stupid an’ took off on her, rather than bein’ a man and talking it out. It’s my fault shit got screwed up in the first place.
“I ain’t goin’ nowhere, you just watch,” I grumble, closing the bedroom door behind me. 
I’m met with angry stares as I get to the bar. “’Sup?”
Ares scoots a stool away from the bar, taking a seat, “Let’s all have a drink and discuss this shit real quick.” We all follow suit, gathering around as the prospects start handing out a beer to each of us.
“We’re gonna talk about some of this, considerin’ the prospects just witnessed what happened. I know Prez would want them included, due to how much this is probably going to affect all of us. I’m gonna call Prez after our conversation and update him too.” We all nod and Ares fills me in on what just went down in the bar while I was with Sadie.
“I shoulda’ been out here,” I grumble angrily, and he shakes his head.
“Nah brother, you needed to be in the room with her. They could have tried breaking in back there and we never would’ve known. You were in the best place at that moment to keep her safe.”
2 Piece chugs half his beer, then slams it on the counter, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. “I’ve had it, Ares. Enough is enough, we need to find those Fists and put them down for good,” he growls, and the room pipes up with ayes in agreeance. 
Every brother is ready to take blood after everything the Iron Fists have put our club through recently: the girls getting attacked, then the car bomb in the compound parking lot, the guys following Avery and London in Cain’s car, then throwing shrapnel and shooting at us, causing my wreck, Ghost hitting Sadie, the threatening text messages and now the balls to come to our clubhouse and to threaten us on our own turf. It’s been hit after hit and has called forward a war between two clubs. 
Ares grunts, nodding, “I get it, they’re threatening my family, my life, and my club. I’ll be speaking to Prez about retaliation. I’m sure he’ll be in here, callin’ church, Mona’s health permitting.”
The Prez’s ex-ol’ lady is battling one hell of a case of cancer. I can’t blame him for being with her, taking care of her. The club is our life, but family always comes first with us. 
“As for now, I think we need to be on shift for watch. Spin, you need to heavily monitor the cameras, take over for Exterminator and pull a prospect in to help if needed.”
Spin tilts his bottle toward Ares acknowledging the order.
“Smiles, find me several routes to Cali. I want to contact the clubs that I know who regularly run them, so they can give us a heads-up like today if we should expect company.”
“No problem,” Smiles mutters. 
“2 Piece, call Tate. I want AK-forty-sevens for the brothers on watch. Ask him if he can get some explosives; they’d be handy for when we find the location of the clubhouses. I’m tired of screwing around and not being prepared.”
“No toxic gas this time to infiltrate the clubhouses?”2 Piece responds, reminiscing about how we took out the Twisted Snakes problem we had not too long ago. 
“We’ll keep that idea on hand. If we can sneak up on them like that, then yeah, we’ll do that. I’d love the chance to inflict as much pain on them as possible. I’m sure a few brothers here feel the same way.”
He has no fuckin’ clue. I could gut each one of those motherfuckers and not bat an eyelash. Most of these guys couldn’t handle the things I imagine doing to Ghost when I finally get my hands on him. 
“When we goin’ to Cali again?” I ask, and finish off my beer. Snake starts to hand me a new bottle, but I shake my head. I’m not drinking any more right now; I need to have a serious conversation with Sadie.
“I’ll call Prez and talk to you about it after I hear what he has to say. Oh and Twist?”
“Yep?”
“I’m veto-in’ that request for going Nomad right now we discussed. Your club needs you here more.”
“I ain’t goin’ anywhere now, unless it’s to catch a fuckin’ ghost.”
“Good.” Ares finishes with the plans and I get up. 
The conversation I need to have with Sadie is long overdue, and this time, I really need to talk. I have no clue what the fuck to say to her though. 
Should I just go in there directly on my knees to beg for her forgiveness? If I was the romantic type, I’d be buying flowers and shit, maybe someday I will show up with some just to surprise her. If she’ll forgive me, that is. She did, however, allow me to take her into my arms earlier to bring her back to the room. Shit, I would’ve carried her kicking and screaming if I had to. 
I open the door and she’s on the bed, sniffling as tears roll down her cheeks.
“Hey,” I mumble, shutting the door behind me.
“Hi,” she responds quietly.
Love her, Daddy.
Stop it, please, I beg! “I, uh, I was hopin’ we could talk, yeah?”
“Okay, sure.” She nods, picking at the comforter with her thumb and pointer finger.
My own fingers nervously tap a beat against my thighs, trying to keep my daughter from talking to me and driving me crazy. I feel like a fuckin’ kid about to get in trouble when I glance over at Sadie. 
“So, I’m real sorry for puttin’ my hands on you. I’d never do somethin’ like that knowingly. I hope you believe that.” I get straight to the point, not wasting anymore time.
She nods as another tear falls, still trained on the bedding.
“Will ya’ look at me, damn it?” I grumble and her eyes meet mine. “Do you hate me now?”
“No.” She shakes her head and I sit down next to her.
“I had to stay away for awhile. When I’m around you, I can’t think clearly about certain things. I wanted to give you some space, in case you hated me.”
“I could never hate you, Twist. I know what happened that night was just an accident. I was so angry, but then I realized that you had never been rough with me before and you were completely out of it, I knew it wasn’t really you doing it.”
“Naw, baby, it was me, don’t build me up more than I deserve. I was there that night; I just wasn’t awake. I’m so sorry though. I would never forgive myself if somethin’ happened to you or the sprout.” I nod to her tummy.
“Are you going to leave me like that again?” Her jaw trembles and I feel like a giant dick for making her sad. I’m such a stubborn bastard sometimes, like my mom always said.
“Not if you don’t want me to. I’ll stick around if it’ll make you happy and feel safe. I can’t have you being scared of me though.”
“I don’t ever want you to disappear like that again, please.”
I nod and more tears tumble over her soft skin.
“Why you still cryin’, Sunshine?”
“I…um…got another text earlier when I was trying to find you or my brother. Then when you left the room another was sent through. I didn’t respond though; I have no idea what you guys would want me to say.”
“I just heard ‘bout this texting shit earlier; where’s your phone at?”
She walks over to the dresser and retrieves her phone from the floor next to it.
“I got mad and threw it.” She shrugs and I grin. She fits me pretty well with that little feistiness in her.
Turning it on, I scroll through her messages reading them all. The recent ones all say:
Unknown: Tick Tock.

Unknown: Times Up.

Unknown: You were warned.

Unknown: I’m coming for you.

Unknown: I’m on my way.

And the most recent:
Unknown: I found you and that club will be mine.

I want so badly to throw the phone like Sadie had, but maybe one of our guys can trace it somehow, so I stick it in my pocket instead. Fucking bastard! I hope to God I get to skin him alive for tormenting my woman. Sadie is way too sweet to have to worry about a biker throwing a tantrum.
“What are you doing?” She gestures toward the phone.
“I’m keeping it to show the new messages to the guys. I’ll give you a burner cell to use until they’re finished with it. I’m sure the guys will want to see if they can get this fuck face talking so we can find him.”
“You’re really going to go looking for him? What if something happens to you?”
“You forget we’ve already gone looking for him in the past; sounds like he got the message.”
“Please be careful. You mean so much to me.”
“Don’t you worry, darlin’, I won’t let anything happen to myself or you.” I sit closer to her, pulling her toward me. 
She rests her head on my chest and I can feel the tears wetting my shirt. I can only imagine what she’s going through. Being pregnant is making her extra emotional which blows because right now she really needs to be relaxing and keeping her stress levels down. 
She had a nice quiet life in Cali, then dates the wrong person and gets wrapped up in our shit, too, without even knowing about it. Well, unless Ghost knew who she was and got close to her because of the club’s shit. That would actually make a lot of sense and explain why he would have just started showing up everywhere around her like she told me about. 
The Fists fucked up when they decided to come in our territory and threaten more of our women, then with all the other shit they’ve pulled, they’re lucky all we did before was torture a few dicks in their club. I can’t wait to watch their club crumble to pieces. I know Ares will call in favors all over if need be to extinguish these fuck faces. We’ve had a beef with them for far too long. The Prez should have warned us about the issues he had with their club instead of leaving us out in the open.
“Twist, do you care for me?” she asks under her breath, and I almost don’t hear her.
“Of course, I do, why?”
“Because I think I might kind of love you.”
“You don’t wanna love a man like me, babe. I’m all fucked up and you’re all types of perfect.”
She laughs breathily through her tears. “I’m far from perfect; I’m a hot mess.”
“You’re my hot mess, though, yeah?” I rasp.
“Yes, I’m yours.”
“Good.” I tilt her chin up, her watery gaze staring at my lips. It’s all the invitation I need. I push her down onto the bed so she’s lying on her side, and I lie directly beside her, leaning over her some so I don’t put any pressure on her swollen belly.
I wind my fingers in the back of her long blonde hair; pulling her head back in my grip and let my lips meet hers. I lightly graze my lips against hers, softly nipping her chin between my teeth to get her to groan.
“You got the longest, shiniest, most beautiful hair I’ve ever fuckin’ seen, Sunshine,” I mutter and run my nose up her tear-stained cheek. “You got that whole ‘I’mma good girl’ look goin’ on, yet you got the sweetest, tightest pussy I’ve ever tasted,” I finish, my lips brushing hers as I talk, tasting her breaths as her mouth parts and she starts to pant. “Can I have some more of that pussy, baby?” 
She nods, her eyes wide and my mouth meets hers in a heated kiss. It’s not nice, or soft. It’s hard and rough, demanding, claiming…Owning.
My hands find her breasts, squeezing and pinching, rushing to push her shirt and bra up to feel the delicate skin underneath.
“Oh, shit,” she moans and I pull on her nipples again. “I want it hard, Twist,” she demands and I pull her yoga pants completely off so she’s naked, minus the shirt and bra resting above her tits.
“Turn over,” I growl.
“Wh-what?” She mumbles breathily.
“Get on your knees.” I push her ass over to help her climb onto all fours.
“You want it hard, Sunshine?” I grumble then smack her ass, the clap echoing throughout the room.
“Oh!” She squeaks and I push two fingers into her quickly. She’s sopping wet, so much that it’s running down her inner thigh, making my cock hard enough that it feels like it may break through my jeans.
I use my other hand to unclasp the button on my jeans and shove my pants down enough to expose my dick. Once they’re where I want them, I remove my fingers, sucking each drop from them and thrust my cock into her from behind, gripping her hips tightly.
“Yes, Twist. My God, yes!” she calls as I slam home—finally back where I belong.
“You love me, Sadie?” I gasp out and she moans.
Leaning forward, I use one hand to pull and twist her nipples, resting my hand lightly over her tummy so I can kiss over the back of her shoulders. Eventually, I get close enough to speak into her neck so she can easily hear my words.
“You ain’t never been loved the way I’ll love you.” I plunge into her as far as her tight little cunt will allow, pushing against her backside, trying to go further. “I’m gonna take care of that kid in your belly, Sadie.” I caress my hand over her stomach lovingly. “And you’re gonna be on the back of my bike.” I drive it home by slamming into her twice and gripping her hip bone tightly. “And baby?”
“Yeah?” she breaths.
“Every single night, I’m gonna fuck you, like a goddamn train hit ya.” I thrust into her core, biting her shoulder until she screams in pleasure. “Then I’m gonna eat that sweet pussy of yours, ‘til you ain’t walking no more.”
“Oh God!” she shudders out, as she starts throbbing, squeezing me tightly, and telling me she’s coming like crazy right now.
“And then I’mma love you, for the rest of my fuckin’ life,” I finish, winded and sated as I find my own release, my come exploding like a goddamn rocket ship finally taking off. I don’t think I’ve ever come that much in my entire life. 
I pepper kisses all over her back, eventually resting my forehead on her shoulder to recoup and catch my breath.
“That was amazing!” she bursts outs, giggling a little and I chuckle at how cute she sounds. She acts like I just hung the moon or something.
“Damn straight. You good? I didn’t hurt you?”
“No, it was exactly what I wanted; I just didn’t know it.”
“So I can shower and we can lie down now?”
“Yep, and we can do it again later, too, if you want.” She raises her eyebrows suggestively.
“Oh can we?” I chuckle and pull away from her.
She turns around; her cheeks flushed a beautiful rosy color, her hair wild. “Well, if you want.” She shrugs and I smile, pecking her tenderly on her mouth.
“I want, baby, all day, every day. Trust me, I don’t ever get enough of you.”
“I’m going to be spoiled.” Her eyes grow wild with excitement and I nod. Damn right she’s gonna be spoiled, just like she fucking deserves. I’ve spent too much time fighting my feelings for her, and after the club getting threatened and me thinking of her hurt or upset, I can’t possibly move on without her. 
I thought going Nomad would be the best for me, her, and the club, but I’m a fuckin’ idiot. I think the best option is protecting her and cherishing her. I never thought I’d meet another woman that I could love like I did Marissa. But, this is different though. That was young love; we got together when we were babies practically and grew up together. 
Sadie gives me a new kind of love and hope for the future. This time I won’t be missing out on a life by devoting all of my time to the military. She deserves to have someone she can count on and I’m vowing to be that man. I’m going to hunt this Ghost fucker down, slit his throat, and demolish their club; that way she never has to worry about them again. 
I’ve got Avery and Cupcake getting the baby shower together for Sunshine that she doesn’t know anything about; the only thing left is getting her a place big enough for us and the boy to live in. I also gotta figure out what the fuck to do about my dreams and the voices, ‘cause I won’t put her in any danger.
“So what are you going to do about Ghost then?” she asks as she comes out of the bathroom.
“Well, Ares is gonna tell Prez ‘bout what all went down and see what he thinks. We’ll come up with a plan and most likely pay Ghost and his buddies a visit. You don’t gotta worry ‘bout that right now though, it’ll be at least a week so we can pull resources and get shit situated.”
“Oh good, I get to spend some time with you this week then?” She lies down on the bed beside me.
“Yup, when I’m not handlin’ club shit, I’m all yours, for as much as you’ll put up with,” I mumble.
She lets loose a big yawn and I follow suit, pulling her body into mine to hold her close. Laying my hand securely on her belly, the little one kicks, and I make a promise to myself to always take care of him as well. 




Family isn’t always blood. It’s the people in your life who want you in theirs; the ones who accept you for who you are. The ones who would do anything to see you smile and who love you no matter what.
-www.spirituallythinking.blogspot.com
Two and a half weeks later…
I’m taken by surprise as Twist and I walk through the club’s door, coming back from another doctor’s check-up. I think I like Dr. Marsh more each time we go in.
The bar’s festively decorated in bright orange, black, and Harley Davidson stuff, with a big banner that reads ‘It’s A Boy!’
“Surprise!” Avery yells once Twist closes the door and the brothers all whistle and cheer.
“This is for me?” I stammer and she nods, smiling hugely.
Twist pulls me close, whispering in my ear, “I hope you’re happy, Sunshine; I wanted you to be excited an’ get cool shit for the kid. You’re a part of us now, Sadie.”
Turning in his strong arms, I rest both hands on each of his cheeks. He’s gained a little weight and it looks really good on him, even if it’s just a few pounds. Clearing my throat and swallowing back my tears, “You did this for me?” I ask quietly.
“I just asked the girls if they wanted to plan it and then they sorta took over. You happy?”
“I’m more than happy. I’m thrilled!” I say loudly and plant a scorching kiss on his lips in front of everyone. I can hear my brother grumbling, but I ignore him, showing my man just how much I appreciate him thinking of me. I can’t believe he came up with this idea on his own; I’m so lucky to have him.
Pulling away slowly, I whisper against his mouth, “Thank you so much.”
He pecks my lips. “No problem, babe.” Then steps back a pace so I can face the group again.
“Thank you everyone, this is so amazing,” I happily convey wearing a large smile.
Silas comes up to me, hugging me to him tightly. “You deserve much more, Sadie, but hopefully this will get you started on what you need for little man.”
“I love you, Silas.”
“Aw, I love you, too, sister,” he mutters, letting me go.
London approaches me, with a small smile. “I have a boy you know, so I tried to think of everything you might need, and if you can use anything of Jameson’s that he’s too big for, you’re welcome to it all.”
“Thank you, London. This is great, I really appreciate it.”
“It’s no problem. I kind of like having an excuse to decorate this place without having the guys complain. I think the only other time they won’t mind is for Christmas,” she grins, her expression full of mischief. It’s refreshing to see her relaxed, not uptight about stuff going on with the club.
Avery comes over next, hugging me, “We’re so excited to have a nephew!”
“Thank you for this, Avery. You did an awesome job.”
“It wasn’t just me. It was mostly London and then the guys giving us money.” She giggles and I smile gratefully to London again.
“So are you hungry or anything?” Avery asks excitedly.
“Umm maybe a little bit. Twist wouldn’t stop to get my sundae, so I’m thinking I know why now.” I laugh and she nods. She takes my hand and leads me over to a six-foot rectangle table set up off to the side.
There’s a large cake decorated to match the theme and one of the prospects brings over a tub of ice cream with fresh cut fruit. Of course there are chicken wings, chips, and mini sandwiches for the guys, but all I can see is chocolate cake and homemade strawberry sundae in my near future.
“Can we eat?” I request suddenly and everyone chuckles.
“Yes, definitely. We were just waiting on y’all to get here so we can dig in too.”
London goes on to explain that there’s a little baby inside the cake, kind of like a King cake you eat at Mardi Gras and some of the brothers wig out about it. Twist takes a huge piece so we can share it and I load up on ice cream and fruit. The brothers jovially dig into all the other food and everyone happily eats, joking and celebrating. 
Once the majority is finished and had some dessert, London and Avery make us play games, and the best part is these big bad bikers take turns playing one or the other. I never imagined Cain would win at a Marshmallow eating contest, or Smiles would guess the right amount of toilet paper sheets it would take to wrap around my belly. He claims it’s because of his map and distance reading skills, but the guys claim it’s because Smiles is full of shit, so of course he’s going to know about toilet paper.
 The girls did really good on winners’ stuff; for prizes they gave out shot glasses and new riding gloves. The guys were pleasantly surprised, and by the last game, nearly all of them were playing to see what cool prize would be won. I couldn’t have had a better party if I were surrounded by women covered in pastel. I had so much fun and laughed until my stomach and ribs ached. 
I never felt like a part of the club; but today, it was like I belonged. Everyone was friendly and made the party completely about me. I ended the evening by handing out hugs to everyone while Twist followed me around, growling and cussing at each guy that would wrap their arms around me. 
I’ll never forget it and I can finally understand why Avery told me to give London a shot. Today I saw a completely different side to the MC world, and I’m happy to be a part of it.
***
I plop down on the bed, pulling Twist with me. “Thank you for today. I had no idea about it and had an absolutely amazing time.”
“Good, you deserve so much more, but we tried.”
“Are you kidding me? I had the best day today! I couldn’t imagine a better party no matter how hard I could try. Seeing Cain attempt to shovel marshmallows in his mouth with a spatula was hilarious; I’ll never forget that for the rest of my life! When he picked his head up and looked like a chipmunk, then London laughing hysterically, it was just amazing. I loved today.”
“Yeah, you’re not pissed ‘bout the strawberry sundae and me getting you back right away? You’ve probably gotten used to me taking you on a little drive when we go to your appointments.”
“Not one bit. The chocolate cake more than made up for it; I hope there’s a piece left over for tomorrow,” I smile, and he chuckles.
“You got some good gifts, huh? Stuff on your list, right?”
“Crib, car seat, baby bath, blankets, onesies, baby biker boots, and a leather jacket. I have everything I need now.”
“Yeah I figured we’d get that too. Cain’s kid, Jameson, has the boots and leather jacket so I was expectin’ London to get the next club kid a set. We’ll have to get him a little cut made to have the whole set.”
“Club kid?”
“Yeah, you know, like the kids born into the club?”
“But I’m not in the club, just Silas; I didn’t think it would count.”
“And me, babe. I’m in the club and y’all are with me, yeah?” He asks seriously and I swallow, excited and nervous all at once at his words.
“Yes, Twist, we’re with you.” I answer ‘we’, since he’s been suggesting repeatedly that the baby is a part of everything also. I’m so glad he knows that we’re a package deal.
“I been thinkin’.”
“Okay.” I answer, swallowing, a little worried at what he’s been pondering. 
“Well, you oughta give the kid my last name.” He shrugs like it’s no big deal.
“Really? Why not mine?” I’m floored at his suggestion. I never in a million years would have thought those words would come from his mouth.
“A few reasons. First off, ‘cause you gonna be my ol’ lady, hmm? And then maybe my wife someday? We gonna be together that long an’ all, I don’t want that kid growin’ up, thinkin’ he ain’t mine. And also if for some reason I don’t get the chance to kill Ghost, he won’t be able to find y’all by name if he tries someday.”
“Oh. Wow. I umm wasn’t expecting all of that. You’ve really thought of everything. You think you’ll want to be with us for that long? You won’t get tired when he cries a lot or pukes on you? He could pee or poop at any time, interrupt our sex, and then there’s teething and babies can be really cranky. It could make my body sag and all that kind of stuff.”
“I haven’t told you much about me, Sunshine. I don’t care about that stuff. I mean, I do care, but it doesn’t bother me, like you would think. I actually have a little girl.”
“You do?”
“Had… I had a little girl. I lost her years ago.”
“Oh, my God! What happened? I’m so sorry!” Tears start to fall almost immediately at his admission. I knew he had demons, but I didn’t know it was about a child.
“She and her mom were murdered,” he gasps out shakily, breathing deeply, as if the pain of his loss is still fresh. I can tell it’s extremely hard for him to talk about.
“Shit! You don’t have to talk about it, Twist. I’m so sorry I asked about it.”
“It-it’s not your fault, beautiful,” he sadly replies. “I’ll tell you more at another time, all right?”
“Okay,” I quickly agree, my heart breaking for this poor man. 
No wonder he has nightmares! I couldn’t imagine what he went through. I have so many questions, but I don’t want to ask him anything because it’s obviously too painful to recall. I wonder how long it’s been. No wonder he’s been so protective of me, and accepting of my having a child. Clearly he’s still torn up over the death of his family, but I love him, and I’ll be patient with him.
He starts getting some clothes together and I panic, thinking he’s gotten troubled enough to take off again and that’s the last thing I want. “I’m sorry! Please don’t leave upset again; I’ll let you be.”
“What are you squawkin’ ‘bout, Sadie baby?”
“I don’t want you to take off again like the last time you were mad; I’ll give you some space if that’s what you need.” I gesture to his clothes and his eyes light up.
“Oh, hell, sugar cakes, I ain’t leavin’ ya. I’m getting my shit squared away for the run we’re going on.”
“What run?”
“I can’t give you any of the details; you know how the club works and all that now.”
“So you’ll be coming back then?” I ask pathetically, but I can’t help it, I worry and believe it or not, I’m in love with this crazy, damaged man.
“Hell yeah, woman. Didn’t you just hear my spiel ‘bout you bein’ mine and shit? It means I come back to you every time, even when I start getting’ on your nerves.”
“Okay, good, just please stay safe; I don’t want anything else happening to you. The wreck was bad enough and now I’m literally about to pop out this baby, I’m going to need you to not get injured or I may end up in an early labor.”
“You’ll always have me; I promise you that. For some reason, dying isn’t my thing.”
I lean up on my tippy-toes and kiss him lovingly—attempting to pour my heart into it so he knows exactly how I feel. I’m in love with you, I think, as my tongue softly caresses his.
After a moment, I pull back, and he holds me close for a few beats before returning to his task of getting ready to go.
“Do you know how long you’ll be?” I inquire as I head to the bathroom, returning with his toothbrush, toothpaste, mouthwash, and deodorant.
“No, not exactly. I’m guessin’ ‘bout a week, maybe a little longer. Hopefully, it all works out quickly so I can come back soon.”
“Geez, a whole week again; I’m going to miss you!”
“I’mma miss you, too, baby. It could be longer than a week, so keep that in mind.”
“Okay,” I nod and he kisses the tip of my nose.
“I know you like to call and check up on me an’ your brother, which is sweet and all, but on runs you can’t do that. It could distract us, and being bikers, we can’t have that. I understand you worry, so I’ll do my best to call you every night. But don’t freak out or nothin’ if I miss a night, ‘kay? It doesn’t mean anything happened to us, we could just decide to ride late then pass out as soon as possible. Or to be real with you, we could stop by a bar and then pass out afterwards. I ain’t gonna lie about that shit with you. I’m no angel, but I won’t be runnin’ around on you while I’m gone.”
“I understand. I’ll wait to hear from you, but, you better actually call me! Don’t do what my brother does, where he says he’ll call and then never does. As for you stopping off at a bar, well I’m used to you doing your thing, just don’t drive afterwards.” 
“You got my word.” His eyebrow goes up and I bring up the other thing I worry about.
“Also, ummm, please don’t do cocaine while you ride. I don’t like it at all, but especially when you’re going to be on your motorcycle.”
“I haven’t touched it since I came back and we talked, a little over two weeks now.”
“Oh my God, thank you!”
“I care about you. I promise, I’m tryin’ to be a better man for ya’. I know I don’t deserve you, but fuck if I ain’t gonna at least try to be half the man you oughta have.”
At his words I can’t hold myself back from squeezing him tightly. God, I freaking love him.




Pressure makes diamonds.
-www.keepcalmgallery.com
Our Mafia contact, Tate, was able to come through this past week. One reason why we had to lay low was to wait for the new weapons to arrive and do a little recon. We didn’t do much, just played it off with normal shit while a few other clubs, that owed us favors, did the work for us. We didn’t want to alert any of the Iron Fists to our plans if they were busy watching, which we were counting on them to be. 
We also made a few of our contacts happy, with making some extra cash when retrieving our guns for us. Normally Cain and 2 Piece go on the run down to Tennessee to retrieve our weapons, maybe a few others, depending on the load. This time we branched out and had them retrieved; it worked out pretty well in the end.
After three days of going over possible locations with a few other Presidents, Ares and Smiles were able to pinpoint a possible location for the Iron Fists South Texas Chapter. That’s our plan, to hit the Texas clubhouse hard and then head straight to the Cali Chapter to meet up with the Nomads. 
2 Piece’s buddy, Ace, was able to catch a lower patched Iron Fist in his strip joint and coax the location of the Cali compound out of him. I guess with enough drugs and tits in the douche’s face, he squawked like a fuckin’ bird. Pieces of shits have no concept of what loyalty is. 
People are constantly turning and selling each other out. They’d have to kill me before I ever turned rat and gave up information on my club.
We’ve stopped at a gas station, loading our bikes up with fuel at the last stop until we hit their club’s location. We’re already in their general territory, but now we have to find the clubhouse. It could literally be anywhere, considering it’s so fuckin’ dry and abandoned out here. If Smiles didn’t have a spot marked out, we’d never find it out here in the middle of nowhere. This stretch of I-10 consists of random dirt roads and the occasional old dilapidated shack. 
“Everyone ready?” Ares barks, and we all fix our skull bandanas to cover our faces and start our bikes up. With him leading the pack, we all fall in order. Once back on the highway, we’re a little more relaxed, spreading out some, but still maintain the convoy. When Prez isn’t around, it’s always Ares, then Smiles, Cain, 2 Piece, me, Spin, and a Prospect. Except today we have Exterminator heading up the back; in case shit goes down, he can hit up the Nomads and let them know asap.
The Nomads took the other route and headed to Cali straight away. They’re gonna go scope out the info 2 Piece was able to get and see if it’s really accurate. We left Snake, Scratch, and Prez back home to watch the clubhouse. Prez was pissed he couldn’t head up the search, but he has to be close in case somethin’ happens with Mona. She needs round-the-clock help right now with a lot of doctors’ visits. Prez doesn’t need to be worrying about club shit right now; he needs to be concentrating on his family. Mona has to come first, and after putting up with his shit for so many years, she definitely deserves it. 
We ride for what feels like hours before Ares signals to slow down; Smiles’ intercom popping on in our helmets.
“We’re hitting the left in about a quarter.” His voice streams through pretty clear for being on a motorcycle and none of us wearing full helmets. 
We adjust our speed accordingly, and sure enough, a narrow side street on the right side comes into view. Ares slows and Cain pulls ahead to lead. Being the Enforcer, he’s usually the first one in to inspect. That way if shit goes down, it’s his job to attempt to protect us until we can get set up and fuck some shit up if needed.
Smiles rasps quickly, “Slow it down, kid! It’s not even two miles up, son. Hit the left in about one point five. Map shows a mass of trees.”
So he’s saying in about a mile and a half take a sharp left. He always changes it up. We’ve gotten used to it and he does it as added precaution in case someone’s able to pick up our communications system. A massive what looks like wall made of trees appears around a hill and we turn off, quickly quieting our engines.
“You’d never know this shit were here, if we hadn’t drove down this way!” Cain states as he climbs off his bike.
Smiles climbs off next. “Yep, ‘cause we’re getting close to Mexico. All kinda shit’s hidin’ back in these parts. It would make sense for these fuckers to be out here; they can get drugs and women from the Mexican Cartel easily.”
Ares angrily grumbles something under his breath. 
I’ve heard the rumors of his ex leaving him for some dude in the Mexican Bikers Association or whatever it was called, but I’m not sure if any of it’s true. The brothers are bad about gossiping, so you never know what’s actually accurate.
“We goin’ on foot the remaining half?” I ask, tying my boots tighter. In case it’s a trek, I don’t want one to fall off.
Ares nods, “Yeah, probably smartest to be as quiet as possible. I’m hoping they didn’t get too wound up from us comin’ this close. Load up on the ammo and new toys; let’s go get these fucks. Oh, and watch out for traps or anyone hiding. Smiles is right, for all we know there could be Mexicans out here for the Cartel or other smugglers and that would really stir the shit pot up for us. They probably have some bear traps set or some shit, not to mention the wildlife.”
I fix my bandana over my face to make sure I can’t be recognized and also the plain black one I wear over my hair to keep it out of my face while I ride. Folding my cut, I carefully place it over my bike and grab my extra ammo for the guns I have strapped on and a bottle of water. I’m about to have an adrenaline spike, let alone have to walk for who knows how far, I may as well hydrate on the way there. 
A few other brothers quickly chug a bottled water or Gatorade and we all start to make our way through the trees, following Smiles’ directions. He rants on random facts, while sipping from his flask of whiskey.
Spin jumps to the side, faster than I’ve ever seen him move before. “Fuck! Watch out for snakes! I just saw a scary lookin’ bitch!”
Ares chuckles, not breaking his pace. “A snake won’t hurt you; they’ll bite, but you’ll live. Pull your panties outta your ass, Spin.”
“Fuck that shit.” Spin grumbles and the brothers grin. They keep their mouths closed though, because I’m betting the only real fucker out here not scared of snakes is Ares. The brother would probably catch it with his bare hands and take a bite out of it or some wild shit. 
“Shhh! Shut the fuck up!” Smiles growls, and we all still. “Look.” He points, and through the foliage you can make out a large faded building that looks like a cabin.
“Was this what you saw on the satellite map?” Cain asks and Smiles nods.
“Fuck me, I bet we’re here brothers.” Ares murmurs. “Hand signals if possible from here on out.” He glances over at us and we all nod. Then he chin-lifts toward the building and we fall in to follow his lead. 
There’s a guy passed out next to the entrance gate with a shot gun on his lap. Great security so far. Not that I’m complaining; it’ll make my job easier if anything.
Ares signals for Cain and Exterminator to do a perimeter check. We sit still, hiding out in the tall grass and keep watch for any movement.
After about twenty minutes of us sitting, they return, quietly filling us in.
Cain mumbles, “Eleven inside the cabin, three sitting outside, but I think they’re wasted. We checked every window and no one else was spotted. There’s one female locked outside under a small covered structure, surrounded by a box made up of chain link fencing. There’s a shed out behind the cabin also, but it was locked up from the outside.
“A chick?” Ares gruffly exclaims, his eyes growing angry.
“Yup, bitch looks pretty fucked up too. She’s far enough away though we can torch or blow up the building the eleven Fists are in,” Exterminator grumbles, and when he finishes I think we all take a deep breath.
He likes to blow shit up.
Ares nods, “Where do you need us?”
Cain points to the entrance, “Sharpshooter to watch the gate. There’s two on the east side, but let us take care of them and handle set up around the building. I think the less of us out there, the better chance we have of this working.”
“You got it, brother; if you need us, we have your back.” 
Cain nods and I turn to the prospect, “Shooter, you got this?” He’s prior military like myself, hence the name and why he’s a good fit for us so far.
“Yeah man, do I hit him if he moves at all or just to escape.”
“As soon as that building goes up, you put a bullet in him. If he moves sooner than that, then you put a bullet in him. Either way, make sure you kill him before he can shoot at any of us.”
“Roger,” he replies and I grit my teeth. At a time like this, I don’t need any reminders of what the military has cost me.
Huffing, I sit on my ass and place my Glock on my lap. I should be with the brothers, helping take the pieces of shit out, not sitting here with my thumb up my ass like a fucking prospect or something.
Ares glares at me.
“What?” I mouth silently.
“You’re pouting!” he whisper yells and I shake my head.
He nods, glowering, “The fuck’s your issue?”
“I wanted to kill them.” I shrug and he rolls his eyes, turning around to ignore me and pay attention. 
A few seconds later, there’s a loud rumble, the ground shaking with the horde of bikes flying toward the entrance, and I swear we almost piss our pants knowing Cain and Exterminator could easily be caught and killed. It wouldn’t be so surprising if the new bikers had already been on the compound when we first arrived, but for them to show up right in the middle of our plans is nerve-racking.
Shooter looks over at me, eyes wide, “D-do I shoot? There’s like twenty of them at the gate!”
I shake my head, rapidly glancing to see Ares doing the same. He puts his hand to his mouth, telling the prospect to shut the fuck up as the gate guard wakes up and the bikers all begin pulling through the entrance, lining their bikes up to park.
Seconds later, the first building full of the eleven blows up, and some of the new bikers rush toward the smoking building while five or so take off to leave.
“Shoot! Shoot them all!!!” I shove the prospect and you hear the loud echo of his shots ring out with the roaring of pipes.
Fuck this! I stand up in the middle of the field, getting as many shots off as I can at the ones on the bikes, and then the ones in the compound’s yard.
I see Cain and Exterminator peek around the corners of two of the buildings getting shots off as well.
Ares turns to Spin. “Go get the bitch outta there. 2 Piece, you go with him, watch his six.”
They take off without a word and I drop my empty weapon, taking out the other one I have strapped to my side. A shot rings out next to me; the prospect attempting to keep up in between my shots. I can hear the loud screeches of the bikes hitting the road and sliding as each rider drops it or gets shot and falls off. We don’t need anyone leaving and alerting others to come in for back up.
Bullets whirl next to me. It’s pure utter fucking chaos and just my type of party. I begin walking closer to the fenced-in building, letting loose shot after shot with each step I take, hoping to kill every piece of scum left, ending the lives of rapists, murderers, and who knows what else. One less piece of shit existing in the world is one less for the innocent to have to deal with. 
Ares tackles me to the ground as I get closer, and I’d have shot his ass if I didn’t know it was him.
“Stay down, brother. Sadie will fucking kill me if I let your ass get hurt again. You have an ol’ lady and kid to be worrying about now. Stop being careless.”
He’s right and I’m a fucking selfish bastard to forget that. She’s not my ol’ lady officially yet, but it’s gonna happen someday. I reckon I best stay alive for it. 
“I got it, brother, get the fuck offa’ me!” I grunt, his huge heavy ass squishing me. He climbs off and I get to my knees, looking over the high grass to see who’s still alive.
One fucker on a bike raced away without us getting him, but the rest looks like a bloody massacre. All of them are splayed out everywhere, riddled with bullets. I’m one sick fucker, because it doesn’t even faze me; in fact, the opposite as I crack a big smile at the sight, letting lose a celebratory laugh. 
Ares turns to me, catching my expression and chuckles, “Only you, Twist.” He shakes his head and my smile grows. Fuckin’ right, I’m gonna be happy and smile at this shit. We just took out who knows how many rapists, molesters, killers, and druggies. Just having a chick chained up out back deserves a wrath of punishment to rain down on them. 
Shooter lets out an overwhelmed breath. “Holy shit, that really just happened!”
“Hey, prospect?”
“Yeah?” he meets my gaze, clearly shocked at the turn of events.
“Shut the fuck up, you did your job,” I order sternly, he nods and stays quiet.
Smiles rolls his eyes and climbs to his feet. He’s only worried about getting his flask out to take a healthy gulp at this point, when a shot rings out. 
The old man falls, hitting the ground in a lifeless lump and Shooter’s surprised gaze meets mine.
I snatch away his high-powered rifle, scanning over everything with his scope. I find one last fucker, lying across the roof, covered in black to blend in with the shingles. Clearly he’s not a trained sniper, because he’s too busy waiting for someone to stand up. My military training taught me to always look at all possibilities, not limit yourself. He must not know where we’re at in the grass, which, if he tried hard enough, he’d be able to figure it out. That’s one badass weapon he’s clutching.
I take aim, making sure the chamber’s loaded, line the site up until I have the tip of his nose in my cross, and lightly tap the trigger. The gun’s powerful enough to send me flying backwards with the kick, but when I climb to my knees, looking through the scope, half of the guy’s head’s missing.
“Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!” Ares curses. “I gotta let Prez know; he’s gonna be torn up somethin’ fierce. Smiles is his best fuckin’ friend. He’s known him for ages,” he grumbles, taking his phone out and walking a few paces back to the trees.
Spin, Cain, Ex, and 2 all return with a badly beat up woman, missing her clothes. Spin carries her like she’s a feather, holding her close to his chest. “Anyone have something small she can put on?”
“I got a wife beater, would probably fit her best.” I shrug.
“I have a pair of sweat pants,” Shooter speaks up and Spin heads toward the trees.
Cain’s tired gaze falls to Smiles. “Holy shit! Smiles was hit?”
I nod and 2 Piece leans down, feeling for a pulse. “Nothing. Fuck man, I can’t believe this.” He shakes his head.
“What are we gonna do with him?” I ask, and Cain looks over at me.
“He wanted us to turn him to ash, but I know Prez is gonna want him brought home.”
“Guess we gotta wait to hear what Ares says.”
He nods and we all head toward the trees.
Ares meets us, hanging up with Prez.
“He’s sending Snake out to pick him up. He said for Shooter to wait here with Smiles. He’s gonna have them torch the remaining buildings, along with the dead bodies of the Fists. Then have the prospects bring Smile’s body back home. He had to call Mona’s sister, Veronica. She and Smiles had a thing back in the day. He was really upset.”
We nod, upset also and Ares turns to Spin, who’s busily helping the girl get dressed and giving her water. “Prez wants you to head back to the club with her now.” Ares nods to the girl.
“What about the rest of the trip?”
“No, don’t worry about it, brother. You go back and help get her situated; I’m sure the girls will be able to give you a hand. Prez needs someone there that can take care of shit. Mona got admitted to the hospital today for a really bad fever. He’s a fucking mess right now, then throw in Smiles, I’m scared he’s gonna have a stroke or some shit. I know you can handle the clubhouse without any of us there.”
“All right, let her stretch out for a minute, and then we’ll head that way.”
“What’s your name, sugar?” Cain asks, and her swollen face turns at Spin.
He nods and she whispers something to him.
“Her name’s Ariana,” he answers for her.
We stay quiet, watching, as she turns to Spin and won’t look at any of us. Poor chick. After a moment, Spin speaks to her quietly then turns to Ares. “We’re out, brother. Y’all stay safe.”
Ares fist bumps him and Spin mounts his bike, helping the girl climb on behind him in nothing but an old wife beater and pair of sweats too big for her. He has her rest her bare feet on his boots, lecturing her about how she can get burned.
“You have cash to get her shit if y’all stop?” Ares calls over the engine.
“Yeah, I’m straight. I’ll see you after you take care of business,” Spin shouts and slowly takes off, with Ariana holding on so tightly, that if Spin wasn’t so big, he probably wouldn’t be able to turn his bike without tipping it over.
“Ready brothers?” Ares inquires and we mount the bikes, minus Shooter.
“Snake will call your burner when he’s close,” Ares reassures and Shooter nods.
“Don’t worry; I’ll take care of this,” he replies.
“Keep that shit up, and we’re gonna have to patch ya,” Ares calls as he eases off his brake and we all fall in, ready for the long-ass ride to Cali.
We can only ride a short distance since most of the day’s gone and give in at eleven p.m., eventually turning off at a shitty hotel on the side of the road to sleep for four or five hours then ride some more.
Sadie’s been on my mind the entire ride and even though it’s late, I ring her anyhow.
“Ermmm, hello?” she answers groggily and sounds adorable.
“Sunshine.”
“Hi.”
“You good? The kid okay?”
“Yes, we’re both fine. I just got sleepy and passed out early. I wish you were here to sleep next to me.”
“I know, baby, me too, but I gotta get this shit taken care of. I just called to hear your voice before I sleep, then we’re riding out straight away.”
“Okay, please be safe.”
“I will. Play with your tits for me.”
She laughs and it brings a smile to my face.
“Night, Sadie baby.”
“Night, Twist,” she whispers softly and I hang up. My heart feels all mushy when it comes to her—in a good way. At least I’ll be able to try to sleep without worrying about her now. 
I jump in the shower to scrub off all the dirt etched into my skin from the ride and then hit the sack. My body’s overly exhausted from the trip, and the stress that comes along with each life I take. Eventually I know karma will catch up with me, and I’m not looking forward to meeting that bitch. 




Even miracles take a little time.
-The Fairy Godmother
I finish screwing the last screw into the crib, as the first cramp starts. Twist and my brother both offered to help me assemble the baby’s crib, but I figured what a great way to pass time while they’re gone. So I’ve been steadily working my way through some of the boxes from everyone, assembling awesome baby gear and washing the fifty million socks and onesies in the clear baby detergent all morning.
I thought I had taken over Twist’s room before, but now there’s only a pathway to the bed or the bathroom, everywhere else is taken up by mine or the baby’s stuff. 
Another cramp comes sending a painful shock straight down to my vagina. Geez, this kids not playing around today.
I carefully make my way up from the floor and sit on the side of the bed sipping some lemon water when suddenly I pee my pants. I didn’t have the urge at all or I would have gone into the restroom. My eyes start to water, thinking about how much of a pain it’s going to be to wash the bedding and remake it. My body’s already exhausted just from doing the baby’s.
Shit.
Another cramp comes a few moments later and it’s all I can handle; the tears topple down as I try to get my yoga shorts off without bending over too much since my stomach is hurting. I head to the bathroom and more water dribbles down my legs.
“Fuck my life!” I groan, upset. Mopping will be a royal bitch. It’s going to take me all afternoon to clean up this mess. Like it’s not bad enough I feel like a damn school bus, my stomach has gotten huge. It feels like it’s growing more every day. I know that’s not possible, but it sure feels like it. 
I’m glad Twist isn’t here to see me like this. He’s been gone one day and I’m falling apart. Another cramp comes, this time stronger and I have to grab onto the bathroom counter to hold myself up.
Holy crap. What the heck, little one?
Turning on the cold water, I splash some on my face, wetting a towel and wiping down my thighs for now. It’ll have to suffice until I get this mess cleaned up and can get into the shower. I spray some body spray on to make me feel a little fresher and a swipe of deodorant. I feel like I sweat like a pig being so pregnant. God I need a shower, but I need to switch the bedding and clean the floor before it soaks in.
A small amount of wetness trickles down my thighs and a sharp pain hits my side, making me call out loudly, “Aghhhh, my God!” Surely I can’t be dying right now. This kid can’t be coming already; it’s too soon. I still have about three weeks the doctor said at the last visit.
The door slams open with Avery barreling in, causing me to scream since I’m nearly naked.
“I’m so sorry, Sadie. We heard you yell, and I wanted to make sure you were safe!”
“Please get out! I’m naked. Ouch!” My head falls as I try to ride through the rolling pain exploding over my stomach again.
“Dude, are you okay?” she gasps.
“P-Please just hand me a skirt or something.” I point toward the closet. 
After a few seconds, she comes in the bathroom, holding out my long Boho stretchy dress.
“Ouch!” I call as the baby kicks hard right after the pain dies down again. I feel like I’m spiraling out of control right now, so much is happening, I can feel myself getting overwhelmed.
“I think we need to take you to the doctor. This reminds me of when London had Jameson, kind of. I wasn’t at her house, but I heard all about it, and I’m pretty sure your son is tired of being cooped up.”
I nod, agreeing with her and try to take Twist’s shirt off to put the dress on, but fail miserably, causing more tears to leak out. I feel helpless and I absolutely hate that feeling. I’m too independent to need help. 
All I wanted was a peanut butter sandwich after all my hard work today and yet I’m getting a large dose of pain instead, I think to myself, irritated.
“Here I’ll fix it for you, just pull your arms up. I’m with your brother, so that practically makes us sisters, okay?”
“All right,” I agree, accepting her reasoning. I lift my arms up and she quickly pulls the shirt over my head, tossing it to the side, and helps get the dress over me, so I’m clean and covered up again.
“Better?”
“Yes, thank you. But I need to mop up the mess on the bed and floor before we leave.”
“What mess? I didn’t see anything.”
“I sort of peed my pants, it’s right there.” I point out the small puddle so she doesn’t step in it. I’m completely mortified I’m admitting I peedeverywhere.
“Dude. It’s too clear to be pee; it has to be your water breaking. That would explain all of this.”
“That’s what I was thinking, but the doctor told me it would be three weeks.”
“Those are guesses, not set in stone, London explained it to me before with Jameson. I’m grabbing your baby bag and calling Twist, we’re out of here, chick.”
“Okay. Ouch!” I call loudly and grab onto her as the strong pain comes back. She holds onto my arms, keeping me steady as it passes.
“We are totally leaving, like yesterday!” She declares loudly, shooing me out of the room and down the hall. “London!” She yells and London comes running, eyes wide.
“Yeah, chickadee?”
“She’s in labor, we have to go. You drive Loretta, and I’ll call everyone.”
“Of course!” She runs into the kitchen as Avery helps me walk to Cain’s big black Challenger.
London puts a plastic trash bag on the seat and then a towel and they help me sit down. Avery runs around to the driver’s side, climbing into the back as London plops into the driver’s seat, turning the ignition over.
Avery leans forward, breathing quickly. “Hold the fuck on, Sadie. London drives like a mad woman in this car, especially since she’s pregnant!”
“You’re pregnant London?” I turn to her and she nods smiling. “Awesome.” I get out as she romps on the gas and we’re forced back in our seats.
I hear Avery talking excitedly on her phone in the back seat, but all I concentrate on is breathing and keeping calm. Oh and holding on, because Avery wasn’t joking, London drives this car like it’s a goddamn airplane or something. 
Avery starts yelling and we both perk up to listen. “I don’t know, Twist; just fucking get here! It’s not my fault the kid’s coming early. I don’t know. This is the most I’ve ever heard you talk on one occasion. I know. I will. Okay, just hurry up and I’ll try to shove his head back in while you’re on your way,” she finishes and hangs up. 
Me and London stare at each other for a beat, before she turns back to the road like the convo in the back we just heard was completely normal.
“Is he okay?” 
“Yep, he’s fine. They’d just hit the Arizona border, but he’s turning around.”
“Oh my God, he can’t drive that entire way right now! It’s too far, he’ll never make it,” I declare, suddenly feeling the need to retch.
“Well, he’s going to. Any of the guys would if it were us, too, so don’t wig out over it. He’ll be back sometime tomorrow. In the meantime, he told me to take care of you, like I wasn’t going to anyhow. The man was acting like I was going to make you hoof it to the hospital by yourself or something,” she huffs and I let loose a nervous belly laugh at how crazy the whole situation is. 
My tummy tightens up, protesting my giggles and sends a new pain that brings tears to my eyes again. I feel more liquid dribble out and I silently thank God that London knew to put a seat protector down. Cleary she knows what she’s doing with this sort of thing.
“I feel sick,” I mutter and Avery leans forward, patting my arm.
“It’s her driving, it happens to all of us. Luckily we’re here.” She points and I look up to see the hospital sign come into view. 
We pull into the hospital parking lot and London parks directly in front of the electric doors to let me out. They both jump out of the car, Avery running inside to get a wheel chair. A few minutes later, and she’s at my door helping me out and into the chair.
“I’m parking!” London yells as she runs around the front of the vehicle and slams the door after getting in. Cain’s poor car is taking a beating today, I’m glad he’s not here to see it. The guys would probably be way calmer right now if they were home than the ones bringing me here.
“Okay, lady, let’s get you all checked in.”
“We have to go to the maternity section, it’s right past the women’s clinic.”
“Okay, no problem.” She hands me her phone, “Text London directions back here so she can find us, please.”
“Ouch!” I call out as a small pain hits me and I grit my teeth. He’s not even here yet and already causing trouble.
One of the nurses working is the same one that’s been checking me in at my other appointments so luckily she recognizes me as soon as she notices Avery wheeling me in her direction.
“Miss Sadie, everything okay, hon?”
“Nope, this baby is on its way!” Avery interrupts excitedly and the nurse smiles at her.
“Okay, we have a labor and delivery room open; I’ll get you settled in and bring the paperwork and the doctor in to look you over.”
“Sounds good, is Dr. Marsh here today?” I gasp, already worn out from the contractions and she nods.
Good, one thing I can relax about.

When I saw Avery’s name pop up on the comms system, I had to answer. I normally don’t bother with it while I’m riding, but I made her promise she’d call if something wasn’t okay with Sadie. Thank God I actually went with my gut and spoke to her. I would’ve been pissed later on.
We were just about to hit the Arizona border when I signaled the brothers to stop off so I could update them all with what was going on. I let Avery know I’d be on my way back ASAP and I was right; first thing Ares said when he heard what was up, was to go to her.
I thought we had plenty of time before the boy would come, that’s part of the reason why we planned this trip now, or we would’ve waited a little while. I can’t believe this is my fresh start and I’m already going to miss the birth. I can’t miss it. Fuck! 
It’s just like before, I missed the birth of my daughter and Marissa never let me forget it either. She was constantly making me feel guilty for not being there. I wish I would have been; I wanted to, but I was deployed and I couldn’t hop a plane to come home when she called to say she was in labor. At that time of the war, you didn’t get to fly home for a birth; hell, we didn’t have cell phones or any of that shit they do now.
Marissa was a good woman, I can’t blame her for being angry, shit I was fuckin’ hella pissed myself. I was havin’ my first child and had to miss everything. I’m set on doin’ it right this time. I promised I would be there for it all and I’m already screwing up. 
Giving my bike some more gas, the speedometer hits one fifteen and I settle in for the ride. It’s the perfect speed for these long, boring ass runs we make on this route. It’ll take awhile to get there, but hopefully I’ll make it in time for the birth. And if not, I’ll do my best to be there in the future. She—no they—have to come first, and I’m set on making them believe that’s exactly what they are, my main priority. 
Ares promised that they’ll handle the shit with the Fists in California and if they’re able to keep any of them alive, they will, and they’re gonna bring them back home. I hate it that I won’t be beside them, seeking the vengeance Sadie, and any other woman out there wronged by them, deserves. Ares called Snake while we were on the side of the road, telling him to head on up with the van, that I’m on my way home.
I’m grateful my brothers understand and didn’t give me any shit for coming back. I wanted to go with them to catch those fuckers, but I want to be with Sunshine even more. It’s crazy that for once in my life since I’ve lost Marissa and my baby that I actually want another woman the way I want Sadie. Even with time, I still haven’t had my fill of her, if anything it’s made me want her even more. 
Come to think of it, the brothers have backed off a lot since the clubhouse was compromised. I wonder if it finally sank in that I have feelings for Sadie. Care isn’t even a strong enough word though when it comes to her; I fuckin’ love the bitch and I can’t wait to make her my ol’ lady when this shit storm settles down. 

Avery hangs her phone up again as London sits in the corner of my room staring out the window at who knows what. It’s been hours since we’ve checked in and heard from Twist. My contractions are coming something fierce but it’s still too soon to have an epidural and I’m easily becoming exhausted.
“Is my brother okay?” 
She comes over to sit on the edge of the bed. “Yep, he’s good. Worried and excited for you. He wishes he was here but I let him know not to worry, that we’re taking care of everything. And that’s the truth, Sadie, we’ll get through this together, that’s what the club’s all about. We have your back.”
I nod, a little apprehensive. I like Avery, she’s just not who I pictured here with me as I squeezed a baby out. It’s turning out though, that she may be the best person to have helping me. London’s phone rings and there’s a lot of anxious whispers. When she hangs up, Avery and I both stare at her, curious.
“Umm that was Prez. They need me back at the club for a little while if that’s okay? Spin brought back a guest and they need me to get her settled. I can come back as soon as I’m finished though.”
“London you don’t have to stay, I know you have your own life and kid.”
“Jameson is good; he’s with my mom and brother. I’ll be back; I want to be here for you.”
“Thank you,” I respond and she smiles.
“Hey L, will you bring me some comfy clothes, ‘cause I’m going to be here for awhile and the new paperback on my dresser, oh and my pillow and phone charger?”
“Calm down, Avery, there’s not much room for activities in here.” She winks and Avery laughs at the Step Brothers reference.
“Oh, London, you sound like a cross between Fergie and Jesus!” 
They both giggle like a bunch of dorks and London gives in. “Okay, I guess since you can quote my favorite movie, I’ll move all of your shit over here for you.”
“Thanks, chick.” Avery blows her a kiss.
“I’ll be back!” London waves and takes off.
“Have you spoken to Twist again?” 
“He sent me a text saying he hit the Texas border but that was all.”
“Geez, how long have we been here?”
“About seven hours.”
“Holy shit.”
We’re interrupted by Dr. Marsh coming in. 
“Hello again, ladies.”
Avery smiles and sits in London’s spot.
“Hi.” I attempt to smile as a contraction hits and I groan through the pain.
“Good, just let it pass, deep breaths, try to stay relaxed,” he kindly coaches.
I don’t know how to stay calm though when they come and I just want to throw something or cuss someone out. I feel bad for these people, I bet they get yelled at frequently and it’s not even their fault.
“Okay, has it stopped?”
“Yes.” I let out a strangled breath.
“All right, I’m going to see if you’ve dilated anymore.”
He pops his head under the blanket with a nurse beside him and after a few uncomfortable moments he’s back up and taking his gloves off.
“Well, looks to be at about five centimeters, my dear; it’s coming along nicely.”
“So how much longer until I push?”
“Well there’s really no telling, but it will more than likely be a little while.”
“Like hours?” I ask, hopeful.
“Possibly, could be a bit longer. I had one lady dilate quickly and have her baby in three hours, while I had another who had thirty-four hours of contractions prior to the little one deciding to join us. It’s all a game of hurry up, wait, and then hurry up again.” He grins and pats my foot. “I’ll be back to check on you after a bit. Try to get some sleep if possible.”
“Al right, thank you.” I really want to laugh at his suggestion though. Sleep? Yeah, big fat no with all of the kicks and tightening going on over a huge portion of my body. I wish I could freaking rest. 
He and the nurse leave and I turn to Avery, “Thirty-four hours? There’s no way in hell I can last that long!” I exclaim with an extra little bit of shrill making her laugh.
“Good news is that Twist can be here a lot sooner than that!”
Good point, but fuck my life that’s gonna hurt.




Life doesn’t have to be perfect to be beautiful.
-Unknown
Ten hours later…
I pull into the hospital, exhausted and sore from the ride. My backs going to fuckin’ hate me tomorrow but it was imperative I got here. My phone goes off with 2 Piece’s name flashing on the screen. I slide the screen to answer while stretching out my muscles.
“’Sup, brother?” I answer and he sighs, sounding tired.
“We got to Cali. I’ll let you know what the Nomads and the Death Chasers have found. Ares is pretty set on bringing Ghost home so you can play with ‘im.”
“Bet. I just pulled into the hospital. ‘Preciate you keepin’ me updated on it all.”
“Yeah, just take care of my sister since I can’t be there. She’s going to freak out that you finally made it.”
“I will, don’t worry.”
“Yeah, I know,” he mumbles and hangs up. 
Shucking my jacket and helmet, I hurry inside, straight to the maternity area where we had taken a tour last week. 
“Can I help you?” The same nurse we’ve seen at the last two appointments inquires when I make it to the desk.
“Yep, I’m here for Sadie.” 
“Okay, let me go check on her and I’ll come get you.”
I sit down, only to jump back up right away and pace the small waiting room. I’m too strung out on getting to her, I can’t sit down. Avery hasn’t called again so I don’t know what the hell’s going on right now. Last time we spoke, Sadie was trying to rest but having a lot of contractions. I hope she’s okay.
A door down the hall opens and I hear Sadie let loose a loud cry of discomfort. It’s all I need to spur me toward her voice.
“Sir, you can’t go back there!” The other nurse behind the desk calls but I ignore her. She can fuck off; I’ll go back there if I damn well want to. 
She runs ahead of me, attempting to block my path. “Sir, please, family only!”
“You got two seconds to get the fuck outta my way! That’s my woman back there and you’re a liability, fuckin’ choose wisely!” I growl and Avery pops her head out of a door, eyes wide.
“Twist,” she calls, “hurry, she’s pushing! Get in here!” 
The other nurse opens the door waving me back to the room. “Let him back.” 
I cock my eyebrow at the nurse in front of me and she quickly moves out of the way so I can get to Sadie.
“Come on, Twist!” Avery rushes me and I damn near run inside the delivery room, washing my hands and putting on a pair of gloves as fast as possible.
“Aghhhhhhh!” I’m torn away from my task with Sadie howling, making me rush to her side. “Oh, Twist!” she mumbles breathily, her brow sweaty and pale.
I turn to the doctor, “The fuck she look like this?”
“She’s doing great, son; take her hand and show her some support.”
It takes everything in me to hold myself back from threatening his life, but so help me, if anything happens to her, I’ll fuckin’ hang him next to that sign out front.
“Ohhhhh!” she calls again, tears falling from her eyes, and it’s like a knife driving into me seeing her so uncomfortable.
“You got this, Sunshine; don’t you worry, baby.” She grips my hand tightly as I rub her hair and stare into her eyes.
“It hurts so bad!”
“I know, Sadie. Just look at me, concentrate on my voice. I’m here baby, I made it.” My throat gets tight for some reason as I admit that I actually got here in time.
The doctor looks up at Sadie. “You have to keep pushing with the contractions; one or two more and we should have this baby!”
“Ouch.” She mumbles, “Out, out, ouuuuutttt!” she finishes on a yell, pushing. She breathes deeply then bears down again.
“That’s it! Very good!” Dr. Marsh exclaims and Sadie pushes once more, crying.
Kissing her brow, I wipe her tears for her. “So strong, Sunshine; I’m so fuckin’ proud of you, baby.”
“I love you, Twist.” Her gaze meets mine and my walls crumble the rest of the way.
“I love you.” I whisper back, kissing her lips chastely, falling a little more in love with her—if that’s even possible.
We’re interrupted by a cry from the baby and a happy doctor. “Congrats, you have a son!” Dr. Marsh exclaims, and places the tiny infant wrapped in a thin blanket into my large hands. After I stare at him for a few beats I carefully hand him over to Sadie, not wanting to hurt the tiny guy. 
I did it. I kept my promise to her—to both of them. I made it in time and I’m going to be in their lives for whenever they need me. I’ll stay as long as they’ll have me and I’ll love them both with everything that I am.
Avery comes over again, smiling at the baby. “What are you going to call him?” 
Sadie peers at me for a second before shyly asking, “What’s your name?”
I swear I hear the doctor choke at her words and it makes me want to laugh.
“Twist. You know that, Sunshine.”
“No, umm, your other name.” 
I stare at her confused for a minute trying to think of what else the guys call me before it clicks what she’s asking me. She wants my birth name, the one my mother gave me.
“Cyle Marks.”
Sadie nods and turns back to Avery, “I’m going to name him Cyle Travis Marks.” 
My chest swells at her words. He may not be mine by blood, but she just gave me a son by name. A gift I didn’t think I’d ever have in my lifetime once again. 
“Thank you,” I mumble quietly, and kiss her forehead. 
She just gave me the best reason there is to live.
Two weeks later…
I wake up to Sadie’s perky round ass pushed into my groin, my neglected cock wishing it could have a morning treat. 
“Errrmmm.” I groan and start to kiss on her neck, nipping along the sensitive piece that meets her shoulder. 
It works; giving her goose bumps and making her push her ass into me more, driving my desire for her even higher. Her skin always tastes sweet to me. I don’t know if it’s her body wash, or just her, but I could run my tongue over her tempting body for hours if she’d let me. I can never seem to get enough no matter what I do.
My hand crawls over her ribs, cupping her engorged tit, playing with the stiff nipple in between my fingers and kissing further behind her neck. Her breast starts leaking, the warm fluid running over my fingertips and fuck if it isn’t so goddamn sexy, knowing her body can make, carry and feed a child. I wonder if she’d let me suck on them?
“Twist?” She mumbles groggily as my dick continues to get harder, thoroughly worked up for play time. Her sleepy voice is its own version of an aphrodisiac in the morning, so soft and innocent, making me want to ram my dick down her throat. The sadist in me craves hearing her choke a little. I’m fucked up like that though. 
“Yeah, Sunshine?” I rasp and the baby starts crying, effectively putting any hope of her hands going down my pants far, far away.
“Sorry, I have to get Cyle. He probably needs his diaper changed.”
“It’s all good.” But it’s not, my dick protests, throbbing in my body’s defense. 
I understand she needs to tend to him, I’ve gotten used to it over the past few weeks, but I’m frustrated. At this point I want to maul her ass, but I can’t, ‘cause we gotta fuckin’ wait for another two to four weeks. The doctor says if she’s feeling okay in two weeks we can have anal sex and in four more weeks she should be healed enough to have regular sex. Feels like an eternity to me though. 
She climbs out of bed, her ass clad in a small pair of black panties with the bottom of my T-shirt raising when she takes a step. I swear, I’ve never been so horny in my entire goddamn life, even deployed it wasn’t like this. I have this ache inside to have her repeatedly, branding her with my scent.
I throw on some clothes, heading to the bathroom to try and tame this beast enough so I don’t pee all over the goddamn place. 
When I return to the room, she’s sitting with him quietly, nursing, and looking more incredible with each passing day. I can’t help but to stop and stare for a beat.
“What?” she asks with a grin.
“Just thinking about how lucky I am,” I shrug, and she smiles brightly. Always my fuckin’ light…I swear she reminds me of the sun somehow, pulling me toward her warmth. “I’ll be back later; Prez was supposed to be stoppin’ through this mornin’. You good?”
“Yes, I’m fine.”
“All right, I’ll be back later.”
She nods and I’m out the door with one last look, taking in my own personal slice of heaven in the form of my Sadie baby. After blowing her a kiss and making her cheeks turn red, I’m off to the kitchen to get a drink, then to find out what the hell’s going on today. I know one things for certain, it’s time I tell the brothers she’s gonna be my ol’ lady, even if she doesn’t know it yet. I want her to have a cut with my name blasted across it so everyone who sees her knows that she belongs to the crazy one. 
“Twist?” 2 Piece calls as soon as he notices me on my way to the kitchen. 
He catches up to me, looking exhausted.
“You guys finally made it back?” They’ve been in Cali this entire time, battling with the Iron Fists. I wanted to go back up there so badly, but Sadie needed me here to help her with the baby. Avery offered to step in so I could go, but I made a promise that they would always be my first priority and I’m sticking to that. It sucks not being there for my brothers through this, but I’ve needed this time I’ve gotten to spend with Sadie, just to give her my all and in return, I’ve been rewarded with a love like no other.
“Yeah, last night,” he grumbles, pouring a cup of coffee on autopilot, scratching his chest.
“So what’s up?”
“Ares gave Prez the heads-up yesterday; that’s why there’s church in a few.” 
“Bet.”
I grab some sweet tea with lemon, thanks to Sadie getting me hooked and head to the bar.
“Prez.” I acknowledge as soon as I see him sitting on a stool looking just as tired as 2 Piece. “You straight?”
“Ugh,” he lets out a sigh, “I was up at that damn hospital in Austin all night with Mona. She swears that she’s losing time and whenever she brings it up, all I can do is lie awake and watch her. Who needs sleep at this point, I want to remember every damn minute I get with her, if that’s the case. The doctors say to stay hopeful, but it’s hard enough for me, I can only imagine how it must be for her.”
“She ain’t doin’ better with the medicine?”
“Well they claim it’s working the course, but she’s dropped so much weight, and she was always a skinny thing anyhow. She’s lost all her color and hair, always hooked up to one machine or another, she constantly talks about wanting to give up. I swear if something happens to her, I won’t make it. I was so stupid and stubborn for all these years, and now the one person I’ve loved since I was a kid, is suffering, no matter what I do.”
“I’m sorry, brother.” I stare at the floor, because I don’t really know what to say to make it any better for him. Not only is it Mona, but he lost his closest friend a few weeks ago, I feel horrible for the guy.
“Listen to me, Twist, don’t ever let someone or something stand in your way when it comes to the woman you love. I remember when I first found you; I said to myself, this man is going to kill himself if I don’t do something. Now for the first time in years, it’s like you’ve finally woken up, whatever has given you that hope, hold onto it, and don’t fuck it up.”
“I got you, boss. I don’t plan on lettin’ anything take them away from me,” I reply, referring to Sadie and Cyle.
“You coming back for her was the first step, she’s a good woman, the way she looks after you and that new baby, she’ll love you with everything she has if you let her. I was so stupid and blind not to see it back in my time.”
“I’mma tell her my shit, just not yet, she needs to concentrate on Cyle. I’ve told her a little already.”
“No,” he shakes his head, peering at me, “no waiting. You get it out and let her help heal you, ‘cause a good woman will do that for you, they’ll take away the pain and replace it with love.”
“All right, I’ll talk things over with her.” 
Prez is the one man in this place I respect enough to really listen and take his words seriously on shit. Even with him lying to the club awhile back and keeping Mona’s sickness from us, he still holds my admiration. The man’s shoulders are full, yet he always manages a way to figure it all out. 
“Let’s get to Church; I want to hear all about what Ares has for us.”
“Bet.” I follow him, ready to find out as well.




Broken crayons still color.
-Unknown
Church…
The gavel slams and it’s kind of strange seeing Prez in his spot. I’ve grown used to Ares running things around here lately. It’s weird how you start expecting and trusting someone else without even realizing it.
He takes a drink of his bottled water as everyone quiets.
“Well, let’s have it, Ares,” Prez orders, giving Ares the floor to fill us all in on what happened in California.
“Right. By the time we made it there, the Nomads had torched the entire fucking clubhouse,” Ares grumbles irritated.
The Nomad, Viking, stands. “You told us to take care of it!” he angrily grits out. “No blow back on the Texas chapter I believe were your words, weren’t they? Cough up and admit, you’re glad you didn’t have to hear those men screaming as they fuckin’ burned!” His voice gets angrier as he stares the Prez down. “You call this an MC, you shouldn’t have left a pussy in charge while you were gone!”
Ares thrashes his chair back suddenly, standing in a rush, ready to square off with the blond giant of a man, “The fuck you call me, boy?” he roars.
“P.U.S.S.Y.” He spells out slowly so everyone can hear each consonant, “Motherfucker, you were happy to sit back when we handed the little bitches over to you, now you want to act like we were out of turn! Grow some fucking nuts and man up!”
At that, Ares launches over the table in a rush toward the Nomad, everyone jumping out of the way quickly as he throws himself over the vast object, getting his hands around Viking’s throat. He grips tightly, applying pressure and attempting to strangle the big Viking to death. 
The men struggle to take each other to the ground; both evenly matched in size—the only thing that’s saving Viking from Ares’ wrath.
Viking punches the back of Ares’ head and at the same time, his forehead flies forward, smashing into Ares’ nose, catching him off guard and sending blood down his face.
“Arggggg!” Ares lets loose a roar of anger and slams Viking into the wall, driving his fist into his stomach a few times, on a mission to do some damage.
Prez wolf whistles and yells, “Get them the fuck apart, now goddamn it! They’re going to fucking kill each other! Holy fuck!”
The Nomads sit still, not making a move to break it up; it’s not their style to stop a fight. Hell, it’s not ours either but we’re a part of the same club and Ares fights to murder as does this Nomad he’s squaring off with. 
I know I’ll probably get hit, but jump into the middle like a dumbass regardless, Spin and 2 Piece doing their best to tear them apart as well. Prez hollers out the door and a few beats later, Shooter and Scratch run in to help us get Ares and Viking apart.
The guys are like fuckin’ pissed off horses or some shit, making us normal men feel small. I’m actually six foot one and they make me feel like a damn dwarf. Cain keeps his distance, not getting involved since he’s so close to Ares. 
Prez slams his palms on the table, the noise echoing loudly in its wake. “You do not show your ass in church! Now both of you shut the fuck up and sit the fuck down, it’s not a time to be measuring cock size, for fuck’s sake!”
Everyone scoots their chairs back, Ares panting and glowering at Viking, while Viking reties his hair in a bun, taking his seat against the wall. The prospects stand next to the door looking unsure what to do next.
“We’ll come back to the Cali shit in a bit. Scratch, leave us.” Prez gestures to the door.
Scratch nods, closing the door after he leaves.
“Really quick, I wanna have a vote on Shooter. That way if he becomes a full member he can hear what we discuss. If not, I’ll send him out and we’ll continue.”
Shooter’s eyebrows shoot up and he stands a little straighter, awaiting the outcome of his immediate future.
“I’ve wanted nothing more since I started this club with my good friend Smiles, may he rest in peace, than for men to join in the ranks. I believe Shooter makes a good candidate to be a patched member based on what all Ares filled me in on. Shooter stood strong when the brothers needed him in this last run to fix shit in South Texas, I vote yay.”
Prez goes around the table, not including the Nomads since they aren’t full-time members of our chapter. The brothers each vote yay, knowing Shooter deserves the patch, that he’s earned it by having our backs and never folding.
“Good. Son, take a seat against the wall and sit in. I’ll have London get your patches, it may take a little while but eventually we’ll get them to ya. Smiles would be happy knowing we’ve gotten a new member.” Prez grins.
Shooter nods and Prez turns back to us, “Now, let’s try this shit again.” He focuses on our Enforcer. “Cain, tell us what happened?”
“Sure. We met with Ace and some of the other Death Chasers. They had already secured Blaze, the Fists VP, which we brought back with us. When we found the Nomads, everything was already gone. The clubhouse was burned down to the ground along with any men that were inside so we were unable to bring any others back with us.”
“Any sign of the club’s Enforcer, Ghost?”
“No. The Death Chasers hadn’t seen him and Blaze wouldn’t give up anything right away. We thought maybe with a little bit of time, he’d give in and share a location with us.”
“Was Ghost with the others?” Prez looks over at Exterminator.
“Nope, didn’t see that fucker anywhere.”
“Shit.”
At that my blood boils. I should have gone with them; maybe I could have gotten to him. Sadie’s no better off now than she was before, but now with a kid in tow. His kid. No, Cyle is mine, just as much as Sadie is.
“Where’s Blaze?” Prez inquires.
“He’s in the shed.” Cain nods toward the left, where the shed’s located out back.
“Good, maybe we can get some information out of him then, leave him be for now, but eventually we’ll open him up from his belly to his head if we have to and tie his intestines into knots. I’m not above torture if it’ll find us Ghost. I want this club dealt with and the threats over with from them.” He takes another drink, not faced with the gruesome image he just spoke of and then looks around, “Anything else?”
I rap my knuckles on the table, pushing my anxiety to the side. “Yeah. I have something to discuss with y’all,” I speak up. 
Everyone’s gaze turns to me and Prez cocks his eyebrow, “You’re not torturing Blaze right now.” He grumbles and I huff, irritated that everyone’s always telling me no at this table. It’s not what I wanted to talk about so I charge forward and get out what I want to say.
“Sadie’s my bitch, I’m claimin’ her, I don’t give a fuck what any of you pricks gotta say ‘bout it, she’s mine, ain’t nothin’ to it.” I scowl down at the table as my fingertips tap away at a melody running through my head, ready for the brothers to start yelling and protesting.
I’m surprised my daughter isn’t talking to me like crazy right now. She’s been pretty quiet and it’s throwing me for a loop.
It’s silent for what feels like an eternity so I glance up, to find everyone looking at me intently. 
“The fuck?” I frown. 
Prez gets a grin on his face and looks around, “Everyone hear Twist?” The brothers nod and Prez fully smiles, “Guess Twist has himself an ol’ Lady and this club just got a little bigger, make sure you show her the respect she deserves being an ‘ol lady.” 
2 Piece glares at me for a moment before turning away. He’ll have something to say later, I’m sure. I’m tossed off my rocker though by no one talkin’ shit or 2 Piece not trying to attack me for claiming his sister. 
“We’ll discuss business about a new Road Captain down the road.”
My fingers tap quicker, losing my beat and Prez calls an end to church, slamming the gavel down.
“So I don’t forget,” he says before we all depart, “we’ll have a barbecue to celebrate as soon as this shit’s figured out with the remaining Iron Fists.”
Cain chortles, “Hell yeah, my ol’ lady will cook up some good shit. Thank God she’s knocked up, we can finally eat pasta again, I was sick of sneaking to Olive Garden for lunch. I’m hoping the new baby doesn’t come before Christmas so she’ll keep the cooking and baking, but I doubt it.”
I snicker a little, thinking of Cupcake making him eat nothing but whole grains and vegetables. She’s so gorgeous, she can eat whatever she wants, but women like that are stubborn.
“Good, she’ll keep bringing me cookies for awhile then,” I comment and Cain nods. He gets it, he’s over protective of London, just as we all are when it comes to our women, but to me Cupcake is like my own sister. I’d happily slit someone’s throat if they fucked with her.
“Brother.” 2 Piece catches up to me in the bar, just as I was already expecting him to do.
“Yep?”
“We need to discuss this announcement you made, layin’ claim to Sadie.”
“What about it?”
“You gonna stick around, even though she’s got a kid? I don’t want you taking off again like last time you got pissed.”
“Who do you think that baby’s named after?” I counter and his forehead crinkles, as he thinks.
“That’s you, brother?”
“Sure the fuck is.”
“Shit. I guess she’s made up her mind then. She know you’re making her an ol’ lady yet?”
“Nah, but she will later.”
“Don’t fuck with her, Twist, I will kill you, brother or not, I raised that girl.”
“She ain’t a girl 2, she’s a grown fuckin’ woman, and yeah, I get you. I won’t be hurtin’ her and that kid’s already mine.”
“Good deal, man.” He smirks and saunters off to the bar. I don’t know if that was his way of giving me his approval or not, but for the time being, I’ll take it.
Just thinking of Sadie brings a craving to me, begging to be fulfilled. It reminds me of how I get when I know I’m going to end someone’s life, the rush, the crazed want to snuff out a fucker’s life that ain’t worth two shits.
I catch her in the hall on her way somewhere. “Where you goin’, Sunshine?”
“Twist!” She utters breathily, “Hi. I was about to check on my laundry.”
I’m instantly assaulted with memories of plunging my fingers deep inside her while shoving her against the washing machine. Fuck that was hot. I need to fuck her in the laundry room at some point; I’m beginning to think it may be a fetish of some sort. Or maybe I just want to have her in every room possible. I want to fuck her in front of every man in this club so they know she’s mine, but at the same time I would slaughter them if they looked at her like that. 
Before she utters another word, I shove her against the wall, one hand wrapped in her long hair, the other palming her ass tightly, while I take her mouth in a powerful kiss. Her hands catch my shirt on my chest, needing to hold on, as I lead her tongue into toe curling feelings of bliss, conveying my need to her.
Her mouth follows mine eagerly, wanting more as well, her own frustration shining through while she grips my shirt tighter, her nails scraping into my muscle. I wish more than anything to plunge my fingers into her again, here and now. She whimpers, and it goes straight to my groin, spurring me on to make her moan. 
I wrench away, panting and quickly bite her nipple through her shirt. She groans again in pleasure and we’re interrupted by Spin laughing.
“Jesus, take it easy you two; you’re going to make me come just watching you fuckin’ kiss.” Spin chuckles and I answer him with a glare and a growl. 
“All right, my bad; sorry I interrupted.” He raises his hands, smirking as he passes us by. 
Sadie’s heated gaze meets mine as her chest rises and falls with each labored breath, her breasts taunting me along with her flushed cheeks, telling me she wants it just as badly as I do. 
“I, uh, have to get the clothes and a new bottle,” she declares almost as if she’s on autopilot, in a daze.
Stepping back a pace, I nod, giving her tit a soft twist with my fingertips, before I turn toward the back door leading outside. I swear I hear her sigh again, but block it out as I quickly make my exit. I know that if I stay a moment longer, clothes will be coming off and if Spin interrupts me again, I may chop all his fuckin’ hair off. 

I place my hand to my chest, my heart beating so erratically it feels as though it could quite possibly pop out of my chest. God, the things that man does to me and my body. It’s killing me not being able to really mess around with him. This morning was so sexy when I could feel him pushed up against me, kissing me all over.
Twist is unbelievably talented with his tongue and I’ve had to miss out on it while I’ve been recuperating from childbirth. I’m hoping by being forced to wait awhile, he’ll actually want me more. I pray it doesn’t do the opposite and drive him away from me. 
So far it’s like he can’t stop touching me and I love every minute of it. He’s done really well adjusting to having Cyle around also. I’m happy to see he still finds me attractive now that my belly’s gone. It always seemed like it was one of his favorite parts of my body. I wonder if it reminded him of his daughter and made him happy.
Twist’s been good to Cyle. He hasn’t held him much, but I’ve woken up a few nights to see Twist feeding him a bottle and rocking him back to sleep so I didn’t have to get up. Who knew such a scary man could be so gentle and loving. I came here for stability, and in finding it, was also rewarded with a fiercely loyal and protective man.
I get to the laundry room and fold our clothes, stopping by the kitchen to get Cyle a clean bottle. I’ve been pumping and using formula, so he’s used to both. I like it that during the day he drinks breast milk and at night he’s able to have formula. It makes it easier on me and the doctors were happy that I was planning to offer him breast milk at all. 
Cyle can have both as long as it doesn’t mess up his tummy. He already has poo that looks like blended up pumpkin—not sure how that’s not messed up—but the doctors assured me that it’s normal. I’ve been peed on once, which Twist found hilarious, but I’m slowly learning the ropes of how to take care of my son. I know I’ll forever be learning when it comes to my son, but at least we have a small routine started.
I commend mothers everywhere for having a newborn and working. I honestly couldn’t imagine working while living on so little sleep and barely any time to myself. I’m blessed to have Twist and Avery’s help. She’s watching over Cyle right now so I can get caught up. She offered to clean up everything for me, but I have to do it myself. She’s become a really good friend; London’s warming up to me as well. I think she has a soft spot for Cyle, so she’s giving me a chance.
For once in the past year, I feel grateful and happy. I’m lucky to have people in my life who care for me and a healthy little boy to spend my life with. Then there’s Twist; all I can do is thank my lucky stars for bringing him to me. 
Who knew I’d fall in love with a broken biker.




Be fearless in the pursuit of what sets your soul on fire.
-Unknown
I step out back and find Ares sitting on the picnic table smoking a cigarette. 
“Thought ya quit.” 
“After dealin’ with Viking, I needed one.”
“What was that shit ‘bout?”
“We got into it in Cali. I told him to wait for us to get to the club unless they absolutely had to take them out. The Nomads thought it’d be smart to just torch the place when they couldn’t find Ghost. They should’ve just waited in case he decided to show up.”
“Makes sense, I guess, but why him? I thought Ex and Scot were callin’ the shots with the Nomad crew.”
“I got into it with Exterminator, and Viking took up in his defense. They think they’re the only motherfuckers around here with skeletons in their closets. I just pointed out that we’re all fucked up in some way, and it turned into a bunch of bullshit.”
“I should’ve gone. If we wouldn’t have stopped for me to talk shit over with Avery and turn around, we probably would’ve made it in time before they had a chance to torch everything.”
“No, brother, you did the right thing coming back, especially since you’re laying claim. It’ll make it easier on 2 Piece to accept his sister growing up and moving on. Plus, with the baby, you needed to be here to help with him. Avery wants to help out also, but she doesn’t know much about babies—besides Cain’s boy.”
Shrugging, I start toward the old shed where Blaze is being held.
“What’re you doing?” Ares jumps up to follow me.
“I wanna see this bitch-ass real quick.”
“Don’t kill him, Twist.”
Snickering, I glance back with a wicked smile. “Who says I need to kill him to have some fun?”
He grimaces, rubbing his forehead knowing I love to torture people with my knives. Like he has room to talk, fucker saws people’s body parts off, yet they all think I’m the crazy one. 
Ares unlocks the shed and opens the door wide, the light spilling in enough so I can see everything perfectly. My belt’s wrapped up neatly with my knives exactly where I left it, and there’s a passed out Iron Fist lying in the middle of the dirt floor.
“What’d y’all do to him?”
“Not much yet, just drugged him up so he couldn’t go anywhere.”
“Prez agreed to that?”
“No, the Death Chasers already had him fucked up though; they gave us some more shit to keep him that way.”
“I can’t believe Prez is down with you doping him.”
“He doesn’t know.”
His words halt me and I turn to him, eyes wide at the significance of his words. I know Ares is the VP and has been playing president while Mona’s been so sick, but I have to say I’m a little impressed Ares made the call like this without telling Prez.
“You an’ Prez straight?”
“Yeah, he’s just been mixed up in things without letting us know shit, like when he hid the fact that the person bombing the club not too long ago was also connected to his old buddy who is in with the Fists. I hold a lot of respect for Prez, but it’s my job to watch out for this club and the safety of its members, before worrying about stepping on his toes. It’s safer at this point to keep this piece of shit drugged up if we aren’t killin’ him yet.”
“I feel you and I agree.” I nod and shut the door. I’ll hold back and see what else Ares has planned, before I torture the fucker until he begs me to take his life. 
As we walk back to the clubhouse, Ares peers over at me looking a little puzzled. “I’m glad you have Sadie; she’s good for you.”
I shrug and reach for the door, not replying. I’m glad he’s happy with Avery and 2 Piece, not that I’m gonna pat him on the ass about it or anything.
“Oh Twist!” Sadie jumps when I come into the entryway and I chuckle at scaring her.
“Sunshine?” 
“The door startled me; I was in my own little world; you know how that is.” 
Approaching her, I remove the laundry basket from her hands, holding it against my hip with one arm and twirl a piece of her hair around my finger. “I wanna taste you, beautiful.”
Her cheeks darken again as she bites her bottom lip slightly. “I wish,” she replies softly, and I give her hair a little tug. Her eyes fly to mine as I bend in, ready to sample her lips when there’s a loud shout from Ares.
“Sorry, babe, I’ll be back.” I hand her the basket and scramble back outside.
“Brother?” I shout, looking toward the picnic table and then shed.
“I’m good!” he yells back, coming around the side of the building. Once he’s closer, he quietly adds, “Swear to Christ I just saw someone out in the brush past the fence. I yelled and they disappeared.”
“Was it Ghost?”
“I don’t know, I wouldn’t put it past him though to show up again, especially now that we have his VP hostage…”
“You callin’ church to let everyone know?”
“Nope, we can’t leave Blaze like that, and I’m not havin’ you out here alone.”
“The fuck not? I can handle my own.”
“I know, brother, but there’s no tellin’ how many could be with him. You got a family to think about now.”
“I get it, so what’s the plan?”
“I want to string this dickface, Blaze, out in the middle of the parking lot. We’ll tie him to the flag pole, right there in the center, and see if whoever was just here has enough balls to come onto the compound and get him. If they make a move, we’ll be able to catch them—easy peasy.”
“Bet. You want me to holler at the brothers?”
“Nah, I’m texting Cain right now.”
“You know as the VP you ain’t supposed to be doin’ this shit? How ‘bout you let me an’ Cain handle it?”
“Fuck that! You know I prefer to get my hands dirty.”
Keeping quiet, I nod, giving in. His patch is higher than mine, and if the fucker wants to get killed, that’s his decision.
“What about the gate?”
“I’m telling the prospect to leave the electricity on, but to open the main gate so we can see them if they come it.”
He shoots off a quick text, and before we get to the shed, Cain, Spin, 2 Piece, and Snake are all out the back door to help.
“What’s the plan?” Cain inquires, scanning the perimeter.
“We’re tying him to the flag pole.” Ares nods toward the shed and Cain laughs.
“Fuck, bro, this is gonna be entertaining. We’re making him a sheep?”
“If that’s the case, I’mma barbecue him for dinner,” I mutter and they all stare at me, grossed out.
“2 Piece, I want you and Cain to go out front, make sure no one’s going to pick us off one by one as we drag this bitch boy out front.”
“No problem,” 2 answers, squeezing Ares’ shoulder briefly and they take off around the building.
Ares unlocks the shed again, and Blaze is still out of it on the ground. 
“You two drag him out to the front; I’ll watch your backs.”
“No problem,” Snake answers.
“Gee thanks,” I mutter and grab Blaze’s legs. His feet and hands are together so we have to drag him by the ropes. He’s not heavy; it’s just the point that my back is starting to bother me a little more as I get older. Probably all the riding, but I’m never giving that up.
“We should just string him up and smoke him like a hog,” I suggest and Spin gags.
“What is it with you and food right now? Usually it’s Cain goin’ on about food and being hungry,” Ares grumbles and I shrug.
We’re dragging him along when the back door opens and Avery pops her head out back, her eyes growing wide. “Oh shit!”
Ares huffs, “Angel, get the fuck back inside and stay there please.”
I almost laugh hearing him say ‘please.’ Avery’s got him so wrapped around her finger but we’ve gotten used to it. The first guy to talk shit about it got punched.
Her hand flies to her mouth when she sees us drag Blaze and she rambles, “I didn’t see anything!” then slams the back door closed as she hurries back inside. 
Snake laughs behind me until Ares sends him a glare, causing him to shut up. We get Blaze out front to the pole and wrap a chain through his ties a few times and then through a metal opening in the bottom of the flag pole. He can’t go anywhere unless the ropes and zip ties are cut, then he’s unwrapped from the chain, so hopefully it’s plenty of time to get to whomever decides to be brave and rescue him. 
Spin clears his throat, glancing around the compound. “Now what? Where do you want us positioned?”
Cain and 2 Piece approach us. “If they’re here, then they’re hiding pretty damn good. We walked around all the buildings and didn’t see shit,” Cain grumbles.
“All right, now we go inside and wait.” Ares treks toward the bar entry, with Shooter catching up to us quickly, just coming from around the back. I’m guessing he’s late to see the text message.
“We’re just leaving him out here alone? After all the trouble with that club, no one’s staying?” he asks Ares.
We all stop, waiting for Ares to put Shooter in his place, and he doesn’t disappoint. 
“Look, Shooter, you may have just got voted in, but two things: One, I’m the fucking VP, so shut the fuck up and watch. Two, you don’t have that patch sewn on yet, so don’t fucking push it. Now, it’s too fucking hot to be standing around out here. Do you want to stay outside and sweat your nuts off? It may have been cooler yesterday, but this is Texas. One minute it’s nice, the next you’re sweating to death.”
“I’m cool.” Shooter backs off, standing beside Snake and we snicker. 
Just because he’s the Prez’s son doesn’t mean shit, he won’t protect Shooter from getting his ass chewed either. We’ve never treated Snake any differently as a prospect, and he won’t get special treatment once he’s patched either. 
Shooter clears his throat, speaking up, “When will I get my patch?”
“Whenever London has time, I reckon.” Ares shrugs and goes inside, leaving us to follow in his wake. 

I’m finally about to fall asleep for a quick nap when Avery barges into the room, “Sadie!”
“Shhh!” I whisper-yell, not wanting her to wake up Cyle.
“Oops! Sorry!” she responds quietly, her hands flying to her face in surprise. “I didn’t know he was sleeping! I came to tell you the guys said to stay in the room and lock the door. They think something might go down and they want to make sure everyone’s safe.”
“Okay,” I answer, not really paying attention to what she’s just said. “Is the new girl okay alone in Spin’s room?”
“She’s actually in Cain’s room with London and Jameson. I’m going to camp out in my room to be with Lily. Scratch just took her for a walk, but I need to feed her dinner. That dog eats like crazy.” She grins and I can see right through it. She’s acting calm and blasé, but I know she’s just as nervous as I am about hearing that something may happen here today, and we’re all stuck inside with no idea what that is exactly.
“Okay, we’ll stay put,” I comply, and she nods, closing the door behind her.
I swiftly jump up and lock it, then lie back down in my warm spot in the middle of the bed. I was so close to sleep. Maybe I’ll get there again if I try.
I close my eyes and count to three hundred seventy-nine before my eyes fly open again. There’s no way I can take a nap now. I’m too wired wondering what’s happening and if Twist will be okay. I’m sure he will be just fine; he’s a strong man, but I still worry. 
And what could be happening today anyhow? Frankly, I’m surprised Avery gave as much away as she did. Usually I’m kept in the dark about absolutely everything. I wonder if it could have anything to do with Ghost. 
His texts magically stopped coming around the time I had Cyle. It had been in the back of my mind that Twist was looking for Ghost when he went on the run with all the guys, but then he came right back. I guess the other guys could have found Ghost and left Twist out of it, but I find it hard to fathom that Twist would sit back after Ghost came into the club threatening everyone. Twist and I could both hear all the shouting and fighting that went down that day. I was terrified that anything would happen; luckily after a fist fight and some crazy threats later, Ghost left. He did say he’d return. 
Maybe I should grab Cyle and lock us in the bathroom too.
No. Who knows how long we could be in there. I’ll wait, and if I hear any strange noises, we’ll go in there. I can’t believe Twist didn’t come back here and let me know anything. I would’ve preferred hearing it come from him to gage how serious he thinks it could be. 
I’m doing my best to adapt to his and my brother’s world. I’ve even grown accustomed to all the big scary guys here all the time, but I’m still not a hundred percent comfortable living here. Twist is planning on moving us into the apartment that Silas rented me once this all blows over; I just hope that ends up being soon and Twist doesn’t go crazy being around me and Cyle all the time. He’s with us now, but he has the club right outside the door to escape into if needed.
I want to have Twist all to myself sometimes and here I never feel like we’re alone, even if we do have our own room. Well, Twist has his own space; I just sort of overtook it. Then Cyle came along, and as I gaze around the room, I see he has taken over nearly every surface. 
Twist declares he doesn’t mind, but he needs to have room to breathe. I don’t want to smother him so early on in our relationship, especially since things seem to be so amazing between us right now. Except for not being able to have sex. Being on this mandatory break is driving me just as crazy as it is him. I have to give my body time to recuperate, but honestly that’s the last thing I want right now. 
Earlier in the hallway, when he pulled on my nipple, I thought I was going to cream my panties. I was so turned on. He’s beyond sexy. I don’t even have an accurate description of my feelings for him at this point.
My brother has backed off some. I’m guessing because of the baby coming. He’s been really excited about Cyle, more so than what I was expecting. I figured he’d be grouchy about it, but he’s been coming to visit him a ton.
Whatever his reasons are, I’m grateful. I keep falling a little bit more in love with Twist each day that passes and Silas needs to learn to accept that I plan to have Twist in mine and Cyle’s life as long as he’ll have us. He’s a good man, with a kind heart, who deserves nothing but to be loved, and I plan to be the one to give it to him.




Your mind is a powerful thing.
When you fill it with positive thoughts, your life will start to change.
-Kushandwizdom
I send Avery back to let Sunshine know to stay put and lock the room door. I doubt shit will happen to be needin’ her secured back there, but you can never be too careful when it comes to pissed off bikers. That woman and little boy in my room mean the most to me, and I’ll die before I let any motherfucker get past to harm them. 
“Still nothing,” Spin grumbles, holding his shot gun as he peers out the cracked open club door. He has an opening large enough to push his shotgun through, ready for whomever. 
“Maybe we oughta send 2 Piece’s pretty ass out there, see if anyone will come steal him,” Cain chortles and we all chuckle, minus 2. He just glares, attempting to puff up, like he’s a badass. 
We all know he’s the pretty one, getting the women to chase after him. Even being all hung up on Avery, women still try to get to him. Avery takes it in stride though as 2 Piece happily pushes them all away. 
London comes in carrying food, making Cain flip out that she’s not locked away with Jameson in the room.
“Sugar tits, the hell you doing out here?” he grumbles.
“I brought you guys some sandwiches.” She smiles and sets a platter on the bar.
I give her a small hug. “Thanks, Cupcake.”
She kisses my cheek in response and walks back toward the rooms.
Snake and Prez both eat the food while the rest of us keep a look out.
After Prez chews his food, he speaks up, “I needed to talk to y’all about Smiles.”
“What’s the deal?” Snake asks, and the Prez continues.
“I was able to pick up his ashes. I was thinking about letting a little free when I ride over a different road. That way he’s out on the road like he enjoyed so much.” He clears his throat as emotion overcomes him, discussing his oldest friend and brother.
Ares nods, “I think that’d work pretty good.”
The brothers voice their agreeance, and Prez continues eating, putting the subject to rest.
“By the way,” he grumbles between bites of his sandwich, “we’re gonna have words eventually over you doin’ as you please with Blaze.”
Ares shrugs and we all pay closer attention.
“You can get upset if you want, but I’ve been looking after this club for awhile now, and Blaze was my decision. I was in charge of the California run along with handling the Iron Fist issue. You told me to take care of it and I’ve been doing that.” 
“Yeah, brother, guess I’m not used to someone else callin’ the shots.” Prez nods and I think everyone’s heart rate slows down slightly at them coming to terms about the issue so quickly.
2 Piece glances around, talking to no one in particular, “All the Nomads take off after church?”
“Yup,” Spin answers.
“They gone or just hitting the bar?”
“Fuck if I know dude.” He shrugs and looks back out of the door.
“This fuckin’ blows, I feel like a sitting duck or some shit. I should go try to find this motherfucker myself,” I grumble and Ares shakes his head at me. I know he’s looking out for me, but it’s fucking annoying.
He turns to Snake, gesturing him over. “You watch here,” he orders, then turns to me. “Twist, you can go check out back with me, since we only have a few windows on that side.”
“Bet.” Pulling my Glock out, I follow behind Ares, making our way out the back door. We keep quiet, in case we sneak up on someone.
Only it doesn’t matter, because someone was waiting for us. An excruciatingly painful hit to the back of my head has my legs buckling and me falling to the floor. I swear my vision goes black, and when I finally come to, I watch as Ares straddles a man, raining his fists into him ruthlessly for a few moments until he finally wraps his monstrous hands around the man’s throat, gripping and squeezing until Ares’ face turns bright red with the force he’s inflicting, finally choking the life out of our attacker.
I feel like it takes hours for the guy to finally stop breathing, when, in reality, it’s mere minutes. Ares hops up, coming to me, when another man comes from the side of the house, jumping on Ares’ back. The men stumble, falling to the floor. Ares is on his stomach as the guy braces him from the back, repeatedly punching him in the kidneys and soft spots.
I’m still dazed; my body shook up so that I can’t run to him and help. I watch—my adrenaline spiking and my stomach flipping—as Ares struggles to get the guy off of him. They eventually roll and the man has Ares in a clutch, attempting to choke him. 
Ares reminds me of a turtle, stuck on his back, scrambling to get ahold of his attacker. Luckily, they’re close to me, so I crawl closer and pull my blade free. Once I have the right grip, I raise my knife high, driving it down with as much force as I can muster in this position, straight into the man’s eye socket. It does enough damage that Ares is able to slip free. Once free, he yanks the knife out and drives it into the man’s chest cavity again and again until he no longer moves, and we’re covered in blood.
“He’s dead brother,” I state, and Ares’ gaze meets mine.
“This is fucked,” he pants. “Can you walk?”
“I think so, but not yet. I feel like I have to puke.”
“Fuck, sounds like a goddamn concussion. We need to make you walk around with a helmet or something,” he mumbles, and I shake my head, causing the pain and spinning to return a little more. “Your knife, brother,” he declares, and thrusts it toward me.
Wiping the blood on the grass, I strap it back in my holster.
“Thanks.”
“For what?”
“You probably just saved my life.”
“No worries,” I grumble, not liking when people thank me for shit. I was just doing my job, helping my brother out. It was nothing special. “Who the fuck are these fools?” I gesture to the dead guy lying in front of me.
“No clue. Let’s get you back inside.”
“Just help me stand up. I think I’ll be all right once I’m on my feet and we can keep checking. If there’s any more fuckers back here, I don’t want them sneaking in somehow.”
“All right.” He leans over, quickly pulling me up to my feet with his hulk-like strength. That guy on the ground must have had a lot of strength to be able to overwhelm Ares. It’s pretty unusual for some shit like that to happen to him.
Getting to my feet was easy, minus the slight spinning on the way up. Now I have to concentrate on walking for a second, to shake off the splitting pain on the back of my head. I wouldn’t be surprised if my damn skull back there was bruised or cracked or whatever. Doesn’t matter anyhow, I’ll never see a doctor about it.
“You good, brother?” Ares asks.
“I’m straight, let’s go.” Only I’m not really. At least not one hundred percent, but I ain’t mentioning it to him.
We begin walking, coming around the side of the building and there’s nothing. I let loose a pent up breath I had no clue I was harboring and continue on. 
We get around to the front of the clubhouse just as a bomb goes off at the opposite side of the compound, and Ghost runs across the parking lot to untie Blaze. Ares takes off in a sprint toward the men, his feet thundering against the ground in his powerful strides.
I pick up my pace a little, concentrating on walking quickly and not falling over as a shot rings out, and there’s a loud growl in pain. I have no clue who it came from, but it spurs me on to go faster, just in case it could be Ares and he needs my help again.
Ares and Ghost are fighting. When I get close, I can’t help but to wig out when I see him. Rearing back, I kick Ghost harshly in the backside of his head while Blaze sputters and moans, his blood gurgling out of his body, bringing me a minute drop of happiness to know it was indeed him who got shot and not Ares.
Ghost roars after my kick connects and Ares backs away a little, giving me some space. I told him I wanted to gut ghost, to be the one to slaughter the man, making him pay in torture and pain. With as much fucked up shit as I’ve done though, in this moment, I just want him gone.
Scratch comes hightailing it to me with my electric drill, like a proud puppy for bringing me my favorite weapon and the adrenaline spiking through my body causes my head to clear, the fuzziness and my daughter’s little voice disappearing.
“No!” Ghost screams in protest as Ares grabs his arms, and Scratch helps to hold him down.
“I heard you like to hurt people motherfucker,” I begin. “I also heard you hit my ol’ lady. Just how much of a bad fucker are you?” I ask, and take another step closer, the man’s eyes widening in panic. “Let me show you how twisted I am,” I declare, and come at him with my drill.
He squirms and screams, attempting to get away. I’m eventually able to shove the drill bit into his cheek, amid the loud whirring of the drill and Ghost’s screams, he rips his head back in horror as it tears a large, open gash into the side of his face.
I let loose a maniacal laugh and drive the drill into the middle of his throat, his yelps of pain getting cut off as I drill holes into him over and over, causing him to bleed out in horror.
The brothers rush out, Cain and Snake taking off to do perimeter checks as Spin unloads his shotgun into both men lying on the asphalt, confirming they’re truly dead.
“Holy fuck, Twist.” 2 Piece stares at me in shock. “You gonna be okay with my sister and the baby? I’ve seen you fuck some shit up before, but I’ve never seen you do that.”
“That’s because you’re never around when I take care of business like this. And let’s get something clear; I fuckin’ love your sister, man. I just killed for her and I’d do it a million times over if needed. I know you’re doin’ your duty an’ all, but it’s time you back the fuck off. She and Cyle belong to me now.”
He steps back quietly, clearly thinking over everything I’ve just said. After a few beats, he holds his hand out to me, offering his blessing. I shake it, welcoming his understanding on just how much Sadie means to me.
I love her. She’s mine and everyone finally fuckin’ gets that.




It’s never too late to live happily ever after.
-Unknown
Two months later…
The house actually sold. I’m still freaking out a little inside that my parents’ house, where I grew up, is gone and I won’t ever have to worry about it again. I’ll probably never go back to California, and as much as I believed it would bother me, now that it’s happened, I’m thrilled that it doesn’t. If anything, it’s a relief, and now Silas will get the money from the sale, which he completely deserves for always keeping the house up and for taking care of me. My poor brother deserves something.
I hope he’s happy about it. Knowing him, he’ll say he doesn’t want the money since it came from our parents’ place, but he better keep it. He, Ares, and Avery need their own house anyhow. I know they don’t plan on having kids for like ever, but someday one of them is going to knock her up as well, and they’ll need the space. 
Never in a million years did I think my brother would admit to me that he’s in love with both a woman and a man. But after getting to know them both, I can understand why. Their love is unlike anything I’ve ever seen before.
Avery’s ol’ lady cut looks intimidating as all hell, belonging to the VP and the Sgt. At Arms both. I finally got to show off mine, advertising property of Twist—The Unholy One. If people only knew just how crazy our men were, they wouldn’t be able to handle it.
Like I should talk about strange love. The biker I fell in love with has a truckload of issues himself. They’re nothing we can’t handle, and we get through them together. He’ll get a little down occasionally, I notice, when he sees something specific. On days when the sky is an amazing shade of blue, he won’t even look at it.
Twist treats my sweet Cyle like he’s his own. You’d never know he wasn’t either. Cyle has my light blonde hair and Twist has dirty blond hair, so it’s like we all sort of match. 
“Gimme the kid, babe.” Twist holds his hands out toward me and I pass Cyle over with his bottle. As fast as Twist approached, he and Cyle are gone into the kitchen, doing their own thing. 
That man has been my saving grace when it comes to being a new mom. He doesn’t know everything, but he knows a lot about stuff that I have no clue about. I had no idea I’d meet someone who would parent with me as if we’re a team. 
It’s never just me unless he has a run, and even then, Avery comes and stays with me. She brings her puppy which I absolutely love. London even stops over when the guys are gone to hang out. Her little boy Jameson is so freaking adorable and is quite funny. I love it when they’re all here.
When the guys aren’t out playing biker, we have dinners and barbecues at the club, but we also have plenty of time on our own. Avery, Silas, and Ares just had Cyle for the first time a week ago for an entire evening so Twist and I could have a real date night. We rode his bike into Austin and he took me out to a nice restaurant and then to see a movie. It was too chilly to ride around when we finished but it was amazing just to be up close to him that much. I had a wonderful time and Avery offered to watch Cyle once a month like that so Twist and I can have a day to just worry about being a couple in love. 
Glancing at the clock, I notice it’s almost time, so I call for Twist. “Hey, babe, you have your doctor’s appointment soon. Did you want me to come to this one with you?”
He saunters into the bedroom with Cyle attached to his hip. “Nah, Sunshine, you don’t have to come to this one. I don’t know if I’ll be going as much anymore anyway.”
“I thought the doctor said you needed therapy at least once a week to keep your mind clear and not dream so strongly.” 
I’ve learned that it’s not only his deceased wife and child that plagues him at night, but also remembering his first kill when he hunted the men down responsible for harming them. I can’t imagine what it must be like to be constantly tormented by their faces as well.
“She did, but it’s been almost two months now; that’s eight sessions. I haven’t heard my daughter’s voice in a month. I haven’t been dreaming as much, so the doc said after today we’d cut down to three sessions a month.”
“That’s awesome. I’m so proud of you for getting help, Twist. I hated seeing you hurting so badly.”
“Yeah, well I had no idea that Traumatic Brain Injury could mimic Bipolar disorder and cause me to hear voices. I’m a fuckin’ idiot, Sunshine. I should’ve paid attention to all them doctors years ago.”
“It’s okay. All that matters is that you’re doing everything you need to be doing now. Cyle and I will always be grateful to you for taking these steps to be with us. We love you.”
“I love you and the little squirt. All right, I guess I’mma take off. I’ll keep my cell on though, so if you need me, just call.”
“I will. Be safe.” I hug him and kiss him sweetly, and then he’s out the door, on the way for his counseling session.
I will admit, being an ol’ lady isn’t so bad. Yes, I have to deal with the club’s stuff being private. I hate that part of Twist’s life, but I know he loves the club, so we get through it. I never feel as if he’s keeping anything from me if he doesn’t absolutely have to. I’ve not only gained Twist into my life, but the club has become my family too. 
I feel happier and more fulfilled now than I ever have. Twist keeps teasing me that one day he’s going to come home with a diamond, and while that sounds amazing, I’m perfectly content being his ol’ lady for now. I know that sometime down the road I’ll be his wife and give him children, and that’s an amazing thing to look forward to. 
He eventually opened up to me about the death of his poor wife and little girl. I can only imagine the horrific feelings that had to come with that tragedy. Since then, he’s gotten into therapy. I went with him at first so we could get to the root of his problems and dreams; now he can speak to them without me. He’s come so far, and now he doesn’t have the nightmares every night like he used to. 
I would never in a million years try to change Twist, I love him even being the broken man he is, but I do everything in my power to help him. He chose to get help on his own, just as he chooses every day to be a better man when he wakes up. 
He stays away from drugs, as we’ve learned that with his Traumatic Brain Injury it actually amplifies his symptoms—hearing voices was a side effect. Once he gave up the drugs, he stopped hearing them. Each week of detox helped him hear the voices less and less, and he became happier. He’s also started to let go of anger, bit by bit. 
My Twist is definitely no angel, but he’s a different man than when I first arrived. This is a man he is proud to be, one that I will love for the rest of my life. 

I’ll admit, I’m pretty fuckin’ proud of my baby sis and my new nephew. I didn’t think I’d be too keen on having a little person around, but I’ve gotten used to it with London and Cain’s son, so Cyle is an even bigger joy for me.
I gave in and accepted Twist being with Sadie. I was apprehensive at first; she’s a good woman and deserves someone who will treat her well for the rest of her life. Twist has fully fit into that role; in fact, I don’t think I could’ve asked for anyone better for my sister at this point. The man is hooked, and he’s gained my respect. I had already given him some of it when he saved my life awhile back; but now, I love him like family. 
My love for Ares and Avery grow more and more with time. Each day we learn different things about one another, and with this new baby, I’m learning that I can’t wait to see Avery’s belly full with mine or Ares’ baby. I love them both with my entire being and can’t wait to spend the rest of my life with them. 



AUTHORS NOTE
Thank you tremendously for reading Twist and Sadie’s story! 
If you’re curious about these notorious Nomads, don’t worry, you get more of Viking very soon.
Besides, you know you want to find out what happens to Prez!
Please enjoy the 1st chapter from my MMA novel, Unexpected Forfeit.
Xoxo- Sapphire








I did it. I’m here again after I promised myself I wouldn’t. I’m a sucker though. As soon as I heard my friend, Aria, mention that she and her boyfriend, Gavin, were going to go watch Jace fight on Friday night, I knew I’d be here too. 
Glancing around, I take in the expanse of the auditorium. This grey expo building is big. Not huge like a Vegas fight, but pretty damn big. There are rows of stadium seating and large posters of previous fights hung up all around the huge room. 
My gaze stops on my favorite of them all.  Jace. The vice I can’t seem to break myself of. I may possibly be secretly obsessed with Jace “King” Kash. Obsessed with watching his fine, buff ass fight, that is. 
I’ve been to a total of five of his fights so far and each time it’s beyond exhilarating. I love the atmosphere. The stadium is filled with noisy people, thrumming with excitement to see someone get their ass kicked, and, so far, Jace hasn’t disappointed. He gets in the cage like he’s on a mission—never fucking around—just taking his opponent out.
I’m drawn away from his gorgeous poster as Avenged Sevenfold’s ‘Hail to the King’ starts blaring loudly throughout the auditorium, and it’s my cue that it’s finally time. 
I squeeze my eyes closed as soon as the song starts to vibrate through my bones, relishing the feeling of everyone’s energy. My heart rate elevates, beating faster, ready to see him. My stomach flutters with flips of anticipation. Taking a deep breath, I peer toward the hall from where he’ll enter. I’m finally going to get my fix of pure muscled beefcake.
Jace swaggers out of the hall with determined footsteps, moving quickly down the walkway to the cage with his trainers following behind. He always has four guys with him that wear matching shirts. The shirts always have the same logo on them as his fighting shorts. Today he’s wearing black shorts with two giant white fists on each ass cheek. 
He stops and peels off his team shirt. The guys by the cage check him over everywhere, paying close attention to his hands before he’s allowed to get in the cage. They always check them over closely; I’m assuming for hidden weapons. I know a few guys have been busted for fighting dirty, but who knows if that’s the real reason. I’ll have to ask Gavin about it if I remember.
This one isn’t a highly important fight, but Jace has to win some matches to get to the main fight in about two months. Aria’s given me the scoop on everything from her boyfriend ever since she first found out that I’ve been coming. I’m hoping Jace makes it to Vegas. If he does, I’m going to see if Aria and Gavin will go with me to watch the big fights. I’m sure Gavin will go since he and Jace are such good friends.
Jace’s body reminds me of a Spartan warrior. He’s pure perfection, weighing in at 250 pounds and six foot four inches tall. I may not be ready for a man, but I can damn sure fantasize about him all day long. 
He enters the cage, not really paying attention to anyone. I cringe a little as some crazy, hard metal music starts pounding through the building to introduce the competition, Ford Johnson. 
Ford’s about the same size as Jace; they’re evenly matched in that way only. Jace appears more focused, like he trains relentlessly. Ford always seems like this is just a big game to him and none of it matters. He reminds me of one of those privileged people, who has basically had everything handed over to them, but couldn’t care less. Not to mention he has such an obnoxious attitude, he seriously needs to be taken down a peg or two. 
The event center people always play the fight interviews prior to their turn in the ring. They show them on big screens mounted throughout, and some of these guys are real cocky pieces of work. I’m sure winning fights must help build up their egos, but it’s very unbecoming. 
Jace stalks around his side of the blue mat, alert that the enemy is near. He reminds me of a caged animal, waiting to pounce on the first person who gets too close to him. He’s usually this way right before he fights. 
I think it gets people even more pumped up, waiting to see what Jace’s first move will be. The other fighters don’t seem to be able to handle his calm pacing. They get pissed and try to rouse him, but he’s like a stone, acting as if the other guys don’t even exist. 
I’ve seen Ford fight before; it was a night right after one of Jace’s fights. I had decided to stay around, hoping there would be more matches with fighters who fought in the same style as Jace. I was sorely disappointed with the other fighters. They were shiesty, doing whatever they could to permanently hurt the opponent rather than participate in a competitive sport. 
Ford tends to fight dirty. He likes to throw illegal elbows. He’s fairly good, but Jace is better and is going to pound him in the ground. I really hope Jace doesn’t get too messed up during the fight though. His face is way too gorgeous to be marred with bruises and cuts.
I lick my lips in anticipation, watching as Ford enters the cage sneering and barks something over at Jace. The announcer goes through his spiel about it being a clean fight, although we all know it probably won’t be. I mean, what is clean fighting anyhow? 
Jace doesn’t acknowledge Ford at all, taking the high road until it’s time for them to tap hands and get to fighting. When their hands tap though, it’s like Jace disappears into his own world, ignoring everything else but his opponent. He flashes a smile at Ford quickly, and I’m guessing it’s probably something on his mouth piece he wants Ford to see. I imagine you would have to be in ‘the zone’ though in order to focus and not let any doubt creep up on you. 
The crowd’s pretty obnoxious as usual. They’re all yelling at each of their favored contender to kill the other guy. I yell for Jace, cheering him on.
It smells a little musty in here, like a mix of gym, perfume, sweat, and blood. Gross, but goes with the territory I suppose. I don’t get how anyone can be eating during this though. The event planners probably make a fortune setting these fights up and only taking minimal care of the buildings, not to mention a beer is seven freaking dollars.
The fights always get me so pumped up, I feel like I could just go and punch some jerk’s face out after I watch one. I usually like to go workout at the gym and do my nighttime cardio blast class after I come here, to work off some leftover adrenaline. I use a small gym right next to an MMA training gym; I should see if they have any cool classes I could take there, too.
As the fight gets going, I watch the cage. Ford charges at Jace—his arms up, protecting his face. After a moment, Ford throws Jace to the floor, the crowd booing in response. Jace is the favored fighter tonight and the crowd isn’t afraid to let it be known.
 “Chyna! Chyna!” I glance over to see Aria waving at me.
 I’m glad I told her I was coming, so we could sit next to each other. Ever since I came to UT Austin for college, she has easily become one of my favorite people on campus. Considering I’ve already been here for three years I’ve met my fair share of fakes and assholes, so she’s a breath of fresh air. 
“Hey girl, so glad you saved us some good seats!” Aria says excitedly. 
She’s so adorable. I know she’s happy to be here with Gavin. They make such a charming couple. Aria’s really friendly and outgoing, whereas Gavin is quiet but nice. He opens up a little more and jokes once you get to know him. His brother’s a huge football star at the college—like a quarterback or something—and I think he’s used to having his brother be the center of attention. 
Gavin’s the type that doesn’t realize how gorgeous he is. They are typically the type of guy who swoop in and steal your heart before you know it’s happened. Aria is definitely gone for him too.
“Of course, Aria, it was no problem!” I beam at her and turn to her man, “What’s up, Gavin! Came to support your infatuation with Jace?” 
I love giving him shit; he’s so alpha but a big softie when it comes to Aria. Makes me a little jealous I don’t have someone who’s like that with me, but I know I shouldn’t get serious about one person; they always end up leaving in the end anyhow. 
Gavin and Jace are friends, and once I found that out, I started to grill the poor guy relentlessly about everything that has to do with Jace. I sucked in as much information he would give me, but, unfortunately, it wasn’t very much. I’m still secretly hoping he’ll fess up that he has pictures or something at their apartment. That way I can quietly fangirl stalk when I go over to hang out with Aria.
“’Sup, Chyna, don’t hate.” Gavin grins and fist bumps me as they sit down. 
I’m so jealous of his spar partner status with Jace. It’s like standing outside watching the cool kids play football without you. I want to be a cool kid, too, damn it!
The crowd cheers and we all quickly turn to the cage. I don’t like to take my eyes off of the fight, but I don’t want to be rude to my friend either. Jace and Ford are done with round one and round two has just begun. I can’t believe I just missed what happened. Shit!
Aria passes me the Dr. Pepper she bought from concessions and I could seriously just kiss her. “Thank you, beautiful!” I yell over the music and she nods happily.
“Gavin had training so we had to get here last minute. We’re all going to Club ATX after the fight; do you want to come with us?” Aria screams at me over the ACDC song playing throughout the room. Her eyes are glittery with excitement. She’s finally gotten as addicted to MMA as much as I am. At first she was a wimp about it all, but she’s gotten a lot better. Now she can watch other people fight besides Gavin and no longer feel like she’s going to be sick. 
“I don’t know if I should.” I say quickly, keeping my eye’s glued to the cage, not wanting to miss anymore. “Are many people going with you guys?” 
She has a few friends I really don’t care for, and I don’t feel like dealing with their snarky attitudes, especially after I get to watch my favorite fighter. I may go all kung-fu and try to copy a Jace move. That would get me nowhere but jail. I can already imagine the lecture my father would give me over the phone if I had to ask him for bail money. Yeah, so not happening.
“Well your crush will be there! Gavin already talked to him yesterday when they were sparring together, so naturally I figured you would be in.”
At that news, I nod and beam a smile at her. “Hell yeah, you know I’m down to party. I just have to quickly change beforehand and I’ll meet y’all there.” 
Once I hear Jace will be going, it’s on. Any chance of being around him, I want to see how it could possibly play out. I’ll get over any snarky bitches that may go, too, as they won’t even be on my radar anymore.
“Okay cool! Do you want to ride over with us?”
“No, I kind of want to get a cab so I can get fucked up.” I shake my head, watching and sucking in a quick breath as Ford hits Jace in the ribs. Ouch! I do tend to be a party girl sometimes, but that’s what happens when you want to forget shit from your past. 
“I figured, since that’s your usual choice and all but still wanted to ask you.” I glance over at her, with a tender smile, she knows me too well. She squeezes my arm affectionately in return.
We turn to watch the fight, and I’m in heaven to see Jace in his element. He’s even more gorgeous when he’s fighting than on his poster picture. You can tell that it’s his passion and he trains so hard for it. It’s inspiring just to think of the amount of dedication and discipline it must take to do what all he does to actually win the fights. Not to mention all of those muscles are on display and flexed like a snake ready to strike. 
Every time he gets a good hit in, I stand up to scream like a mad woman and cheer for him. My arms flailing in excitement, I probably look like a loon but I couldn’t care less, as he’s going to town on Ford’s stomach, wailing on him over and over. 
The fight is crazy. The guys are trading punches—blow for blow. Jace digs in, throwing hits left and right until finally, he clips Ford in the side of the jaw. Ford falls to the floor in a heap, and Jace wins by knockout. He’s kind of known for his KO’s so you’d think his opponents would guard their face when they’re fighting this guy. 
The referee steps in and makes sure Ford is okay. After a few seconds he comes to and not very happy. The event people enthusiastically announce Jace as the winner, parading him around the cage with his arms up in the air. It’s pretty amusing that Ford refuses to even look at Jace now, after whatever ugly thing he was saying at the beginning of the fight. It just goes to show you, one should never be too cocky or overconfident over something that doesn’t have a guaranteed outcome. 
Jace thanks his trainers and supporters over the intercom—sweaty, breathless and even more amazing than before. Once he’s finished and leaving the cage with his team, we make our way down the bleachers, attempting to beat most of the crowd. 
I hold onto Aria’s shirt, following them closely behind. They know this place much better than I, so I don’t pay any attention to the fact that we aren’t headed for the main door. Next thing I know, Gavin is congratulating Jace right in front of me—he’s like maybe two feet away. 
My breathing kicks up a notch. The air feels hot, probably from his charged up body and the guys surrounding all of us. I gaze over at him, taking in each little detail on his body. I doubt I’ll remember them all, but I’m gonna try. 
I can’t hear a word they’re saying; all I can do is stare at him. I feel like I’m in a fangirl fog or something. I almost want to bow and say “Hail to the King.” Cheesy, but fuck me, it’s true. He has that air around him that screams worship me. My ex was confident when we first met, but he was nowhere near the same level as this man’s confidence.
Jace is shirtless again, having ditched it right after they snapped a photo of him wearing it inside of the ring. Sweat cascades down him in little beads, drawing attention to his hard pecs. He radiates with the kind of excitement and energy you long to be a part of. Sex on a stick doesn’t even begin to describe his appeal. His mouth moves, and I can’t help but wonder what his lips taste like.
His body’s still wound really tight from the fight, evidenced by the way his muscles jump a little from being jacked up on adrenaline. The veins on his body are plumped up from the workout he just had. His jet black hair is still wet from the fight, giving it a just-showered look. It’s super short, and my fingers itch with the desire to rub and lightly scratch across his scalp. 
Deep blue irises and a dimple to die for are staring at me while he talks. He’s splattered with little droplets of blood and his face has a red mark on the side that is destined to turn into an ugly bruise later, but gosh he’s never looked more beautiful. 
“Chyna! Earth to Chyna! Aria bumps my arm and elbows me in my side. She giggles quietly, but I still catch it. Glancing at her—intrigued and still partially dazed—she smiles broadly and gestures with small nods for me to look back at Jace.
“Yes, Aria?” I grin, cocking my eyebrow. Shit! What did I miss? I didn’t hear a word anyone said once those deep blues caught my gaze. And that sweat dripping down his stomach, I just want to lick him. I bet he tastes salty. Her eyes widen and she flicks them toward Jace.
“Jace was asking if you enjoyed the fight, Miss Space Cadet.” 
The fight? Oh yeah, that’s the real reason I was here in the first place. I follow her eyes and mine land on some amused sparkly baby blues. I feel like I’ve been hit by a tidal wave and sucked under. 
Blinking suddenly, I wake completely out of my fangirl daze. I was totally cataloging his image for future book boyfriend reference material. I wonder if he has a fan page.

“Oh! Yes sorry, it’s so noisy in here!” I gesture around the room attempting to play it off. I know I just lost tons of cool points, however, and my friends won’t let me live this one down.
Ugh, cringing, I bite my cheek. The first thing I ever get to say to him and its lame! So much for a good first impression. I can’t believe he’s here in front of me right now. Hmmm, I wonder if he would care if I reach out and pet his muscles. Jace smirks, his dimple sinking slightly deeper, almost as if he can read my mind.
“All right, well I’ll catch y’all in a few. Chyna, it was so nice to meet you.” 
Holy shitballs, his voice is deep and a little rough, probably from the crazy workout he just went through. Almost makes you think of a piece of chocolate silk pie when he speaks. I wonder if that’s how he sounds after he has sex. So freaking hot!

I can’t believe I spaced out on everything he’d said. I bet he thinks I’m a hot mess or something. I nod silently in response. It’s probably best though that I don’t speak, there’s no telling what would come out. 
Jace winks at me, turning after he does a man hug thing with Gavin and walks away with his posse in tow. He’s like a giant beast man that makes me feel tiny and womanly, and I absolutely love it. Aria turns to me, grinning like the cat that ate the canary and I put my finger on her lips. I don’t want to hear her teasing or chatter about what just happened.
I can’t believe I finally got to meet him. I’ve been to a ton of his fights but he usually doesn’t even look into the crowd. I owe Aria big-time, and she doesn’t even know it! That bitch is getting chocolate, lunch, or something. 
After that exciting and gut wrenching—in a good way—experience, we all take off. We each head in our own direction; I’m headed home to change. I pray I’ll get to run into Jace again tonight. This time, I’ll be on my game. 
one hour later…
Pulling up to the club, the cab driver circles the lot a few times before parking somewhat near the front. I pay the grungy-looking guy and shoot Aria a text so she can meet me at the front. One positive thing about celebrating with fighters is they always have VIP access with everyone knowing exactly where they are. 
The club thing is a little played out to me, since I’ve done it so much in the past, but I’m willing to sacrifice if it means I get to see the man hunk again. It’ll be like watching a wildlife show on TV. I’ll be watching the wild beast out of his natural environment and all that. Giggling to myself imagining Jace in the middle of an African field wearing animal print shorts and surrounded by wild animals, I walk closer to the club entrance.
When I went home earlier I changed into a cute little teal dress that comes mid-thigh but isn’t too tight, so I have plenty of room to dance. I love that this dress is low enough in the back that you can see my tattoo. I have script going across my shoulder blades of the Nine Inch Nails song “Hurt.” God, I love that song—story of my damn life with a drugged out ex still clawing at my heart occasionally and a mother who gave up on me. 
I shake that thought off, wondering what Aria decided to wear. I paired my sexy little dress with my favorite pair of four-inch snake print heels. I may not dress too loud, but I always have to wear a pair of killer looking shoes with my outfits. 
Aria’s waiting right outside the door, waving at me as I get closer. Love the shoes, but, fuck my life, they kill my feet. My toes scream in protest with each step I take, but after a few drinks I won’t notice that little torture anymore.
JACE
Taking a long pull off my Coors longneck, I scan the club. I love Austin, and, thanks to 6th Street, there are plenty of cool bars and clubs to go to. With the plentiful amount they usually aren’t overly packed. I’ve lived here the majority of my life, so I’m pretty familiar with the big city.
I check out the different bar stations, booths, the walkways, and the dance floor throughout the club. We’re in the perfect spot to see everything. I’m looking for one particular face amongst the crowd though. Gavin said they were all coming; that’s the only reason why I didn’t back out tonight. I’m not too sore, but I’m fairly worn out following the adrenaline rush of the fight. 
Earlier I loved it that Chyna didn’t act like some groupie and treated me normally. Hell, part of me would have thought she wasn’t interested at all. She wasn’t speaking to me; but, she was staring at me like I was dessert. Otherwise, I wouldn’t have had a clue. I enjoy the occasional groupies though, whenever I need a release; otherwise, I usually don’t waste my time on them. Speaking of, some blonde with big tits keeps trying to talk to me, but, as soon as I see Chyna, I don’t hear a word the blonde says. Just the name Chyna alone, is intriguing to me. Gavin warned me she’s a little wild, but I like them wild when I’m making them scream my name. 
Gavin bumps into me with his arm, and I look over toward him, hissing, “Shit, watch it dude! My side is bruised from that idiot today. I think my toe is messed up, too.” Somehow I always end up with a fucked-up toe.
He chuckles, “I see you scoping out Chyna. Just don’t do some stupid shit like break her heart. I don’t want Aria pissed at me because you play but don’t stay with her girl and all.” 
Gavin has never been this serious about a chick. He’s wound up tighter than a spring around her and ready to lash out at anyone who appears threatening. I know I’ll end up fucking Chyna, but I’ll have to figure out a way to remain friends in the end. I like Gavin way too much, and I’m really happy he has Aria. 
Bumping his arm back with mine, I jazz him up a little—it’s what friends do. “Don’t worry man, she looks like she’s a big girl and can handle herself.” I smirk to myself, remembering how she appeared to be in a trance as she ogled my pecs. 
“I mean it, Jace. If you fuck with her, I’m going to have to deal with it. It’s too soon with Aria, I know she won’t put up with it.” 
He and Aria have been back and forth with drama over his brother, so I can see why he’s apprehensive. I know I wouldn’t want to be a football star’s brother; I can’t imagine the competition he has to deal with. Even if he’s a really good fighter, football is a more popular sport. I’ve had my own shit to deal with as far as brothers are concerned. Luckily, mine hasn’t been around in quite awhile. I don’t have time to waste on thugs and drug dealers right now. It’ll be best for both of us if he keeps that distance. 
My eyes land on Chyna again. Ahh…here she is. I blink a few times, yup. Fuck, she’s hotter now than when I first met her. Her smile lights up the entire damn room.
Chyna and Aria are grinding with each other on the middle of the dance floor. I nudge Gavin and gesture toward where they’re dancing. I bet Gavin is going lose his shit; this chick has him so wrapped up, he’s probably going to lock her in a room somewhere and never let her out. 
He mumbles something as he stares at Aria for a moment. He glances back at me briefly, and then returns his gaze to the dance floor. I hear him growl “motherfucker” and he storms toward the crowd. I look back over and my jaw literally drops when I discover Chyna and Aria making out. There’s like 500 other fuckers watching them, and they’re enjoying every minute. This chick is definitely gonna be screaming my name tonight. Fuck these fools standing around her! 
Gavin’s almost to the girls when I quickly storm over to Chyna. I’ve got to make my presence known before any of these idiots get ideas. Once they see me right up on her they should get the message to get lost. I don’t know why I’m feeling possessive over Chyna. No way do I want all these idiots checking her out even more than they have already before the sexy-as-sin make-out session. 
By the time I reach Chyna, Gavin already has Aria locked against him, buffed up and a snarl like he’d rip any of the dude’s heads off that so much as look at her. Good, I’ll do the same. These guys would be flat out stupid to mess with not only one, but two big, well-trained MMA fighters. I get in front of Chyna and smile down at her pretty face.
“Little Miss Chyna, we meet again. I was wondering if I’d see you tonight.” 
Chyna’s slightly flushed from dancing and hits me with a mischievous smile in response. Eminem’s song “Berzerk” starts playing over the loud club speakers.
She pulls me to the dance floor with her and immediately starts rubbing against me as we dance. I’m surprised, because she didn’t utter a word to me earlier. Now, she’s brimming with confidence, and, in my opinion, there’s nothing sexier on a woman. 
With eyes bright, she leans toward me and yells to be heard over the music, “I love this song!” Her voice is so sweet and feminine, and she sounds innocent and carefree. Hell yeah, this is my kind of chick. I love that she’s not shy and wants to have fun. This is going to be too easy with her.
“Yeah, it’s cool. Keep dancing like that, and I’ll dance to anything with you.” She just laughs. I’m thinking she’s had a few drinks already, giving her a little liquid courage. 
This girl can move! And, she’s so sexy doing it. I’m captivated by her smile and the way her body moves against mine. I block everything else out except her; I can finally take a breath and feel my body start to relax for the first time today. 
Pulling her closer, I dance away my leftover stress from my fight, losing myself in her sweet scent and the relaxing beats thrumming throughout the club. Thank fuck Ford didn’t get me very many times, or even the beer wouldn’t be helping me move right now. I got lucky with him being off his game today; it turned into one of the easiest fights I’ve had in the past year. I’m not complaining at all; I’ll never complain when winning a fight. However, I’m a little disappointed that it wasn’t more competitive. I’ve trained my ass of for this fight. Here I am drinking and dancing, when normally after a fight I puke, eat pain pills, and sleep.
the next day…
Well, things didn’t go as I had planned last night. Chyna went to her own house instead of mine, but I did get her number. I’m glad, too, because I can’t seem to get her sexy little ass out of my mind. Ever since I got up this morning I’ve wanted to text her to see what she’s up to, but she drank a ton last night and she’s probably hungover. God, last night was a blast. 
I’m a little sore from the fight, but I’m still happy that I danced with her all night long. She laughed and teased me like we had known each other forever. Now I’m here feeling like I have my own hangover—not from alcohol—from Chyna herself. Hopefully, I’ll get together with her soon since I can’t get her out of my mind. It’s not often that a chick can get her claws into me so quickly. 
The last actual relationship I was in went downhill fast, and since then I haven’t had the interest in trying another out. I’ve dated a few women who had made me think about them more than the norm, but they always turned out to be the same. I know the ladies are attracted to my body, and it’ll usually get me a date or two, but if I go out with someone, I’d like them to be interesting and have something to talk about. I also want sex, but it’s not everything to me. I didn’t get the I’m-an-easy-lay vibe from Chyna. And I respect her for it. 
I make my way to the small gym I frequent. I have to keep training to be in shape for my next fight. I usually take a little time to relax and recoup between fights, but no taking it easy this time. I’m on a strict schedule and have to get my body extremely conditioned. 
The opponent’s skill increases with each fight. I want to be in the best shape of my life when I finally make it to Vegas to fight. The dancing last night, most likely helped keep my muscles from tightening up too badly. The beer definitely didn’t help, but I deserved it after another win.
I was able to soak in a hot Epsom salt bath this morning for about thirty minutes before my shower. It usually helps out with my sore and bruised muscles. I’ll soak in a hot tub later at the gym as well. The heat and ice therapy tonight should kill the soreness quicker and reduce my recovery time.
I have to concentrate and keep my priorities in order; fighting is always first, and then comes anything else. I breeze over everything in my mind as I drive. Doing a mental checklist every morning helps keep me organized. I haven’t always been as organized as I am now; I work extra hard to stay on the path that I’ve planned for my life. 
Back in the day, I never would have believed I’d be where I am in my life now. With the road I was on, I could be doing time right about now. Thank God, I saw that poster in the store that day advertising a week free MMA training session at my gym. I thought it would help me become a better criminal. Instead, it opened my eyes to a completely different type of life and goals to set for myself. I haven’t turned back since—just firing ahead and becoming the best I possibly can.
After a short drive, I arrive at the gym and park in my usual spot. I walk across the parking lot, and I’m greeted as soon as I step in the door. Most have seen me here for hours at a time while I train, and I see a lot of familiar faces. I’ve made a few friends, and they’re usually the guys I end up sparing with. We talk fighting, training, and sometimes we have lunch together. It’s refreshing to have friends that have the same goals as mine to eat healthy, train, and become successful, instead of plotting our next robbery or other criminal activity to get money. 
I place my plain black bag away in the locker room. It has around fifty small lockers, a few showers, bathroom stalls, sinks, mirrors, everything a guy needs when working out. 
I love this gym and the fact that it’s strictly MMA training only. It’s not as packed full as the regular gym next door. I do have a membership to go over there also, if I ever feel the need to work out at crazy hours. They stay open twenty-four hours a day. I’ll occasionally pop over to lift weights if I’m having a rough night sleeping or thinking about my family. I prefer to just go for a run close to my apartment if the weather’s not too hot. 
I head over to the jump ropes to start on my warm-ups and nod at a couple of the fighters I’m cool with as I head over toward my trainer, Sin. 
“What’s up, man?” I fist-bump my buddy and fellow fighter, Jaxson “Adonis” Barker. Damn pretty boy—Even when he loses a fight, his face never seems to get messed up. 
“’Sup Jace—good job last night, man.” 
Jaxson sounds drained and looks a little worn out. He’s one of the few guys who actually works out as much as I do. He and I have done a lot of the training classes together and when my buddy Gavin isn’t here, Jaxson and I will partner up if we can. 
I grab one of the black jump ropes and set the timer for fifteen minutes with fifteen second breaks. I know it’s going to hurt like a motherfucker, jumping with my tender muscles and fucked-up toe, but I’m going to power through it reminding myself that pain is weakness leaving the body.
“Yeah, thanks. Ford was a little cocky so I had to play with him for a few before I hit him with my right.” Not to mention he’s a fucking prick outside the cage, too. I can’t stand fighters who have no honor and morals outside the cage. The fight is inside, and that’s where it should be kept. We’re all giving it our best try—no need to be a dick. 
“Well, you did good man; we were all watching. I actually met a little hottie there. I’m about to go meet her for lunch in a few.” I smirk and shake my head at him—fucking Jaxson and his women.
“Thanks, I appreciate it.” 
He nods and heads to the locker room, “I’ll catch you later, man.” 
I give him a chin lift and keep jumping rope, “Cool, take it easy.” 
That dude lives up to his name “Adonis” with the way chicks flock to his ass. I finish up my fifteen minutes of jump roping and then I really get into my zone, turning up some “Beautiful People” by Marilyn Manson. I start with some light cardio before hitting the heavy bag and before my trainer decides it’s time to put me through an hour or two of hell.
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Sapphire’s Naughty Princesses – You ladies are brilliant, thank you for all that you do to help promote my work and for all of your support and encouragement. Somedays it’s one of you that keeps me writing my next book, excited to bring you a small escape in this world. Thank you for giving me a piece of your heart, I adore you!
My blogger friends –YOU ARE AMAZING! I LOVE YOU! No really, I do!!! You take a new chance on me with each book and in return share my passion with the world. You never truly get enough credit and I’m forever grateful! 




Princess
(An Oath Keepers MC Novel)
1st Time Love
(A Dirty Down South Novel)




Email 
authorsapphireknight@yahoo.com
Website 
www.authorsapphireknight.com

Facebook 
www.facebook.com/AuthorSapphireKnight
 



Table of Contents
Title Page
Also by Sapphire
Dedication
Frequently Used Terms
Prologue
One
Two
Three
Four
Five
Six
Seven
Eight
Nine
Ten
Eleven
Twelve
Thirteen
Fourteen
Fifteen
Sixteen
Seventeen
Epilogue
Author’s Note
Unexpected Forfeit
Acknowledgements
Coming Soon
Contact Sapphire


images/00029.jpg
ke
TWIST





images/00028.jpg
aeknonledyenerts





images/00031.jpg
E T E
Tt

A GROUND AND POUND NOVEL

SAPPHIRE KNIGHT





images/00030.jpg
Ten

TWIST





cover.jpeg
" How twisted
is'too much?

An Oath Ke V I<AC Novel

SAPPHIRE KNIGHT





images/00026.jpg
SADIE





images/00025.jpg
3eyeh
SADIE





images/00027.jpg
severleen
TWIST





images/00018.jpg
fowe
SADIE





images/00020.jpg
slay up 1o dale wllh
Sapphire





images/00019.jpg
one
SADIE





images/00022.jpg
TWIST





images/00021.jpg
five
TWIST





images/00024.jpg
&muyp 3001





images/00023.jpg
,mn

An Oath Keepers MC Novel

SAPPHIRE KNIGHT





images/00015.jpg
SADIE





images/00014.jpg
sisleen

TWIST





images/00017.jpg
TWIST





images/00016.jpg
Two

TWIST





images/00009.jpg
ARES





images/00008.jpg
Thirleen

SADIE





images/00011.jpg
fowrleen
TWIST





images/00010.jpg
2 PIECE





images/00013.jpg
epilogue
SADIE





images/00012.jpg
fileen

TWIST





images/00001.jpg
CK}M





images/00004.jpg
prologue
TWIST





images/00006.jpg
TWIST





images/00005.jpg
eleven
SADIE





images/00007.jpg
Twelve

TWIST





