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FOREWORD: FULL SPEED AHEAD 

 
 

Postcards from Sturgis began with a reader’s question: Would the Night Horde and the 
Mountain Skulls ever meet? 
 
When the writers of the Freak Circle Press (we call ourselves the Freaks) got hold of that 
question, we stretched it and pulled it and made it fit the shape of the Press itself. The 
idea of finding a way in which almost all of our clubs could interact appealed strongly to 
us. While we bandied ideas about our characters who just had to meet, the notion arose of 
using the annual Sturgis bike rally in South Dakota.  
 
Well, what better place to bring a bunch of bikers together than the biggest and most 
famous bike rally in the United States? And Sturgis offered an embarrassment of 
narrative riches. Girls, booze, fighting, girls, ink, girls—you name it. If a biker wants it, 
Sturgis has it in quantity. 
 
We had lots of ideas about ways to get our boys to interact—and not always as friends. 
This is a collection of the ideas that came to fruition. Every story is written 
collaboratively, with writers taking charge of their own characters’ points of view. They 
are organized chronologically, covering the full span of the 2014 rally. 
 
We leave you to wander through our version of Sturgis with some tourist information: 
 
First, in case it doesn’t go without saying, HERE THERE BE SPOILERS. If you haven’t 
read all the series, you can expect at least some details, possibly key details, to be spoiled. 
 
And second, you say ‘cut,’ I say ‘kutte,’ let’s call the whole thing off: Some of the Freaks 
spell this important MC word one way, others spell it the other way. We all have our 
reasons. But in the interest of continuity in this document, we’ve agreed to standardize 
the spelling throughout—to the more common “cut.” 
 
Third, a note on narrative, continuity, and chronology: All of our series are independent 
and have their own timelines, some of which are date-specific, while others are more 
vague. Some of our series are complete, while others are in progress. We decided it 
would be best not to try to reconcile so many irreconcilable worlds. Thus, Postcards from 
Sturgis, though it is set in August 2014, does not necessarily reconcile with the narrative 
of any given series. It exists in a universe of its own. Some series might later incorporate 
these stories as history in their narratives, but we wouldn’t advise trying to figure out how 
Sturgis fits anywhere. There’s no guarantee that it will. 
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We simply chose a place in our series that allowed us to bring the characters we wanted 
to bring, and bring them in the personal circumstances (married or not, with children or 
not, etc.) we wanted them to have. 
 
So, fourth, here’s a quick primer for each MC, the series to which it belongs, its author, 
the characters she sent to South Dakota, and the point in the series timeline the rally 
occurs: 
 
(It’s possible that the spoilers start below, depending on what you’ve read, since some of 
the character identifiers could themselves be spoilers.) 
 
The Freaks MC (Sarah Osborne). A Family Man (Book 1) and Sanctuary (Book 2). 
1.   Joe “Tiny” Taylor: Sergeant at Arms of the Bay View (mother) chapter. Male lead of 
A Family Man. 
2.   Deke Samson: Vice President of the Seattle chapter, former Nomad President. Male 
lead of Sanctuary. 
3.   Spike: Former SAA of the Bay View chapter, now at Seattle. 
Sturgis occurs after Sanctuary in the Freaks MC timeline. 
 
The Marauders MC (Lina Andersson). Arrow of Time (Book 1), Perfect Collision 
(Book 2), S-Duality (Book 2.5). 
1.   Wade “Brick” Baxter: President of the Greenville, AZ chapter. Father to Mac and 
Mitch, father-in-law to Violet.  
2.   Brian “Bear” Warren: VP of the Greenville chapter. Father to Violet, father-in-law to 
Mac. 
3.   Richard “Bull” Hudson: SAA. 
4.   Lance “Sisco” Evans: Treasurer. Male lead of S-Duality. 
5.   Marcus “Mac” Baxter: Member. Brick’s son, Violet’s old man. Male lead of Perfect 
Collision. 
6.   Violet Baxter: Mac’s old lady, talented tattoo artist gaining a reputation for her work. 
Female lead of Perfect Collision. 
7.   Mitchell “Mitch” Baxter: Member. Brick’s younger son.  
8.   Scott “Dawg” Barlow: Member. Brick’s brother-in-law. Male lead of Arrow of Time. 
9.   Also: Sami, Violet’s boss and mentor. 
Sturgis occurs between the last chapter and the Epilogue of Perfect Collision. 
 
The Mountain Skulls MC (Elayne DiSano). For Your Sake (Book 1), For Her Honor 
(Book 2). 
1.   Vic Connors: President. 
2.   Ben Lawson: Enforcer. Male lead of For Your Sake. 
3.   Eva Lawson: Ben’s old lady. Female lead of For Your Sake. 
4.   Gabriel “Taz” Morrell: Enforcer. Interrogation specialist. Male lead of For Her 
Honor. 
Sturgis occurs after For Your Sake. 
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The Night Horde MC (Susan Fanetti). The Signal Bend Series (7.5 books; series is 
complete). 
1.   Isaac Lunden: President. Male lead of Move the Sun (Book 1), Behold the Stars 
(Book 2), and In Dark Woods (Book 4.5). 
2.   Lilli Lunden: Isaac’s old lady. Female lead of books above. With Gia, their thirteen-
month-old daughter.  
3.   Robert “Showdown” Ryan: VP. Male lead of Into the Storm (Book 3) 
4.   Len Wahlberg: SAA. Male lead of Show the Fire (Book 6) 
5.   Bart Elstad: Intelligence Officer. Male lead of Alone on Earth (Book 4) 
Sturgis occurs between Into the Storm (Book 3) and Alone on Earth (Book 4). 
 
The Priests MC (Catherine Johnson). The Kairos Series: Blood in the Water (Book 
1), Bones by the Wood (Book 2), Breath on the Wind (Book 3). 
1.   Samuel Carter: President of the Louisiana (mother) charter. 
2.   Terry Adams: Louisiana VP. 
3.   Stephen “Dizzy” Disraeli: President of the Texas charter. Male lead of Bones by the 
Wood. 
4.   Thea Colby: Dizzy’s old lady. Female lead of Bones by the Wood. 
5.   Paul “Shark” Reardon: Enforcer in Louisiana. Married to Samuel’s daughter. Male 
lead of Blood in the Water. 
6.   Mark “Fitz” Fitzgerald: Texas SAA. 
7.   Philip “Cage” Carr: Texas VP. 
8.   Alex Jackson: Cage’s old lady. 
Sturgis occurs a few months after Bones by the Wood. 
 
The Red Rebels MC (C.D. Breadner). Indulge (Book 1). 
1.   Jayce McClune: President 
2.  Trevor “Tank” Williams: Vice President 
3.  Mark “Fritter” Horton: SAA. 
4.  Gerard “Spaz” Phillips: IO 
5.   Mickey Grainger: Secretary/Treasurer 
6.   Jolene Grainger: Mickey’s old lady 
7.   David “Buck” Buckingham: Member, former SAA. Male lead of Indulge. 
8.   Gertie Dénise: Buck’s old lady. Female lead of Indulge. 
9.   Gregory “Knuckles” O’Shay: Member. 
Sturgis occurs after Indulge. 
 
The Vikings MC (Shannon Flagg). The Center City Series: The Only Witness (Book 
1), The Way Home (Book 2). 
1.   Deacon “Deke” Hawke: President. Shifter (wolf). Male lead of The Only Witness. 
2.   Jason “Houdini” Winter: VP. Male lead of The Way Home. 
3.   Trevor “Fire” Firestone: Member. 
Sturgis occurs after The Way Home. 
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Torrie McLean’s Fallen Brothers MC (Ink, Haven Series Book 1) couldn’t join us in 
Sturgis, but she and her club were with us in spirit. 
 
Okay. There’s your map of our attraction. We hope you enjoy your Freaky Sturgis run! 
We sure had a great time putting it together! 
 
~The writers of the Freak Circle Press 
 

PS: A shout-out with gratitude and affection to Irene Oust, the reader who asked the 
question that started us down this freaky road. 
 

And PPS: A warning. We’re the Freaks. Things tend to get a bit…graphic in our worlds. 
In the stories that follow, as in all of our series, there’s a lot of sex. There’s also a lot of 
violence. Our bikers are pretty, but their world is not. 
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ALL ROADS LEAD TO STURGIS 

The clubs arrive… 
 
 

 
The Freaks 

 
Samson couldn’t quite shake the feeling he’d been railroaded. What had started out as a 
drunken conversation, reminiscing about the old days, had somehow resulted in him 
hitting the road for four days, en route to Sturgis. And Samson hated Sturgis.  
 
This wasn’t a club run—it was rare for the Freaks to come here. It was just him, Tiny and 
Spike. Of course, there would be club business to be taken care of. Something else he 
wasn’t exactly jumping for joy over. As nomad president for nearly two decades, he’d 
often dealt with other clubs on behalf of the Freaks or their allies, but usually this meant 
that someone wound up dead. Nomads weren’t exactly known for their diplomacy. This 
time, though, he had to play nice with some two-bit club with big ideas, because Vince 
didn’t think they were worthy of his time. Samson didn’t think they were worth his time 
either, but obviously the Bay View President felt differently.  
 
It wasn’t all bad, of course; there could be no denying the sense of camaraderie as 
thousands upon thousands of bikes converged on the town, and it had been good to hit the 
road again—it had been a long time since he’d been on a run for more than a couple of 
days, and he’d be lying if he said he didn’t miss it. In fact, he was sorely tempted to just 
ride straight past the off-ramp and just keep on going.  
 
Out of the corner of his eye, he could see Spike grinning like an idiot. Shit, he was gonna 
be like a kid in a candy store. And he and Tiny would be like a couple of diabetics.  
 
He had been very emphatic when it came to where they would be camping. No way was 
he staying at Buffalo Chip or any of the huge campsites close to the action—he’d 
promised Emma that he wouldn’t get arrested, and if he was surrounded by that many 
assholes, it would be a distinct possibility. Instead he’d called an old friend who rented 
out a field on his farm about thirty miles away. It was small and quiet, the road leading to 
it was outstanding, and the guys who used it came back year after year. It would be good 
to catch up with some old friends—assuming they were still alive, of course 
 
It was the first time he’d come here as a married man, and if he was honest, he was going 
to be tested. Not by the silly little tarts who tottered around the place in their stupid heels 
and not a lot else; they were nice enough to look at, he guessed, and, sure, back in the day 
he‘d banged more than a few, but that had never really been his thing. Samson loved to 
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fuck, but he also loved women. Real women, with real personalities. Women who knew 
exactly what they wanted, and knew the score. And he knew that there would be plenty 
here. He wouldn’t screw around, because he’d promised Emma that he was done with 
that, but it wouldn’t necessarily be easy.  
 
He turned off the highway onto what was little more than a dirt track, and led his brothers 
through the gates into the field that would be their home for the next few days. He 
scanned the area for a suitable spot to make camp, and felt a grin spread across his face as 
the smell of fires and gasoline, mingled with weed, patchouli and beer, and the sound of 
laughter and motorcycles assailed his senses, stirring a million memories.  
 
Maybe Sturgis wouldn’t be so bad after all.  
 

 

 
The Marauders 

 
Bear had no fucking clue about how he was supposed to deal with this. He’d been to 
Sturgis, lots of times, and he’d enjoyed the hell out of it, but this was different. And the 
reason it was different was squatting down in front of a big leather chair ten feet away 
from him, cursing about how she couldn’t figure out how it worked. A tiny little thing 
with violet hair—his daughter. 

His daughter was there, and she was supposed to work. She was his baby girl, and he 
obviously thought she was the most beautiful thing that walked this planet, but even if he 
weren’t her dad, he knew she kind of fit the profile for what most guys here would hit on. 
She didn’t have a dick, she was pretty, and looked barely legal. She was also set up in a 
prime position at the Tattoo Café, where every fucking drunk bull would pass through at 
least once during the week. Or at least enough of them would. As always when she went 
somewhere, she’d make a name for herself. It wasn’t just because she was a brilliant 
artist, but also because she looked the way she did. She wasn’t the kind of tattoo artist 
you forgot you’d seen. 

He’d tried to make it a club decision and suggested a vote on if she’d be allowed to go. 
The only one who’d been prepared to see his point was Brick, since he was her father-in-
law, but even Brick had said that they couldn’t. This was her business, how she made her 
living, and they couldn’t butt in on it. And Mac, her own fucking husband, had said it 
was up to Violet. 

In Vi’s defense, she wasn’t looking forward to it. She’d said she’d rather be caught dead 
than walk around in Sturgis as Mac’s arm candy, but it was good business. The best 
artists were at the Tattoo Café, and she wanted to be there. In a way, Bear was proud that 
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she was considered good enough, but he’d been in state of panic for the last month. After 
all, he’d been at Sturgis before. 

April had tried to tell him that it couldn’t be that bad, so he’d told her some of the things 
he’d seen and done there. Then she didn’t want him to go, either. He’d calmed her down; 
he wasn’t gonna cheat on her, get beaten up, or anything like that. They were there to 
meet friends. They needed to go. He’d accepted that and had sort of half looked forward 
to it—until he found out that Vi was coming, too. 

He’d agreed, but demanded that a Marauder would keep an eye on her at all times. She’d 
protested; hell, she’d even yelled, and this was Vi. She never yelled. He’d told her that 
the options were having a Marauder look after her at all times, or he’d have her tied up in 
a basement in Greenville until Sturgis was over. Those were her options. So, she’d 
agreed. 

He watched her put her hair up, and then she let out a deep sigh. 

“It’s only for a few days,” Sami said to her. 

“A week! It's a week. I just set up, and I already hate it all.” 

“Don't sweat it, girl,” a woman in her late thirties said with a laugh, and Bear realized she 
was hot. “You're gonna wanna push needles into your ears before it's done.” 

Vi studied her a little, and Bear looked at Vi and nodded towards the woman. Vi had a 
tendency to miss some of the social interaction going on, but she was also so very shy. 
More importantly, she’d somehow missed that she was becoming a name among these 
people, so he’d bet a lot of money that the woman in question knew who Vi was. It would 
boost her confidence a little to realize that. 

Vi stood up and went over to the woman with her hand out. 

“I'm Violet Warren,” she said. “Or, uhm, Baxter, actually. Violet Baxter. I keep 
forgetting.” 

Bear chuckled. She still wasn’t used to her new last name, and it still tugged his heart a 
little to hear her call herself Violet Baxter. She was his girl. Or she used to be, but she 
wasn’t a Warren anymore. 

“Eve Huber,” she answered, and he could see that Vi was impressed. “It’s really nice to 
meet you. I’ve heard a lot about you, all of it good things.” 

Vi’s eyes grew wide, and she turned to him with a small smile on her lips. Definitely a 
boost of confidence. 

“I’ve heard about you, too,” she said when she turned back to Eve. 
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“You’ll be fine,” Eve smiled. “The guys are a bit rough, but it’s not much worse than any 
normal convention.” 

“I have guard dogs,” Vi mumbled, and he could see she was a little embarrassed. “Dad 
hated the idea of me coming here. He had a huge fit, and then said he’d make sure one of 
the members of his MC was watching over me the entire time.” 

Eve started laughing and gave Bear a wink. “Good man, and I gotta say, it’s not a bad 
idea.” 

“It’s a terrible idea,” Vi mumbled. 

Bear went up to Eve and she took his hand. “Bear.” 

“Eve.” She smiled. “Kinda cute, with a big bad biker looking after his girl.” 

“Cute, eh?” 

“Not that cute. I’m not bent that way.” 

A very hot lesbian in the booth next to Vi... This would kill Sisco. He laughed. 

“I got a woman, but I’m sure some of the other guard dogs might be disappointed.” 

“No man leaves Sturgis unsatisfied,” Eve laughed. “Unless he has a woman at home and 
gives a shit,” she added. 

“I give a shit.” 

“I’m not surprised,” she said with a nod towards Vi. “You’re obviously one of the good 
guys.” 

He left her to set up, and moved back to Vi. She was lining up her ink bottles in neat 
lines. He’d seen her do it a hundred times before, and knew she had them sorted in a very 
set way. All the artists at Wicked Ink used the same sorting, and Sami had once explained 
it was set after the visible spectrum. Not that Bear knew what the fuck that was, and he 
didn’t care either. 

Sami was set up to Vi’s right, and to her left was Eve. So that was good. He’d added a 
chair between Vi and Sami for whatever Marauder would be there at all times. Sami’d 
been reluctant at first, but after a talk with Bear and Brick, he’d been fine with it. He 
cared about Vi as much as the rest of them. 

“Katze… Just be careful. Okay?” 
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She snapped her head towards him, but whatever she saw calmed her down, and she 
moved to give him a hug. 

“I’ll be here or in the RV the entire time. It’s not like I’m gonna go to one of the bars and 
get hammered. I’ll be working.” 

He kissed the top of her head. She would be here, working, and there would be a 
Marauder with her at all times making sure she was okay. He kept repeating that to 
himself over and over again. 
 

 

The Mountain Skulls 
 
“We never had a proper honeymoon. Think of it as that.” 
 
The last thing Eva thought her husband to be was a joker. Ben barely cracked a smile, let 
alone possessed the ability to be sarcastically witty. But he must be kidding to think she’d 
consider a week together in biker Caligula to be a ‘proper honeymoon.’  
 
Sitting behind her desk in the back room of First Impressions Card & Gift Shop, Eva 
stared up—way up—at her husband. Even after several months of marriage, her heart still 
skipped at the enormous sight of him. Serious. Sure as shit. Always calm. She was sure 
his blood pressure rarely spiked even under the most tense circumstances. Especially that 
night, not too long ago, when she found herself practically dragged from the bathtub with 
his hands around her throat, thinking she had betrayed him. 
 
No. She wasn’t going there. Not ever. Again. Instead, she brought herself back to the 
issue at hand, which included a fifteen-plus hour bike journey west into the dredges of 
South Dakota. “I think I’ll pass and wait until we can have what I consider to be a ‘proper 
honeymoon.’ One that includes pink sand, blue water and umbrella drinks.” 
 
Ben didn’t budge. He barely reacted. And after a pause, he smiled a rare smile, which 
crinkled the edges of his whiskey-colored eyes. “Please, darlin’?” 
 
Damn, if Cyndi wasn’t out front—and most likely eavesdropping—Eva would crawl up 
on the desk and pull him down on her. He was getting under her skin and knew it. He 
knew what made her give in and melt. Hell, it didn’t take much. But this wasn’t an all-
nighter or a weekend road trip. Eva might not have ever left West Virginia, save for 
school, but she knew the basics of the annual biker get-together. This was a week of 
bikes, booze and women wearing practically nothing in public. Not to mention the swell 
of bodies converging from all over that would be suffocating.  
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Ben and ‘suffocating’ did not do well together. 
 
“Ben, you could barely walk by all my moving boxes without breaking into a 
claustrophobic sweat. How is your fastidious self going to handle crowded bars with all 
kinds of shit being spilled on you?” 
 
“Shit, Eva. Am I really that bad?” 
 
“Yes.” 
 
“Please?” 
 
He wasn’t a man to mince words, nor did he like straying from the subject before it was 
resolved. Sturgis was a big deal for bikers, and she had heard the guys talking about it 
whenever she was at the clubhouse. She figured if anyone would go, it would be the 
unattached guys like Aero, Doug and Taz. Especially Taz. He was a hungry guppy and 
Sturgis was an aquarium with pussy sprinkled on the surface. Right now, he was hanging 
by his bike out front, probably eyeing Cyndi through the window.  
 
“Who else is going?” 
 
“Just Vic and Taz. And us.” 
 
“Vic?” Now that Eva had a hard time believing, considering who Mrs. Vic was. “Elle’s 
allowing that?” 
 
“You’re mistaken about how much hold she’s got over her ol’ man,” Ben told her. “You 
know she don’t meddle in club business. She’s fine with it.” 
 
Eva’s mind twitched at a specific word. “Business? I thought this was for fun?” 
 
“It is. But…” Those wide shoulders of his tensed. “Gonna be a day for the officers to 
meet, which is why Vic’s going. Something about a shootout with a club outta Missouri.” 
 
Eva sat up, suddenly interested. “You mean Signal Bend? The one they’re making a 
movie out of?” 
 
“Yeah.” His dark-blonde brows narrowed. “How’d you know?” 
 
She motioned to her laptop. “I do a lot of online reading while I’m back here alone. I 
don’t get it. Why does everyone have to meet about something that doesn’t have to do 
with them?” 
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Ben shrugged those broad shoulders. “Ain’t sure, darlin’. Guess this Missouri club wants 
to assure us that it stays contained. We got enough on our plate with our new…business 
associates.” 
 
Business associates. Translation: her birth father, the late don Carmine Caprese, who’d 
swept in at the eleventh hour and pulled the Mountain Skulls out of a hole dug by the 
Santagio family. His passing instilled his son, her half-brother, Adamo, at the head of the 
family, which now employed the club to oversee security matters at their newly-
established gambling rings. Among other things. 
 
No, the tiny town of Tippitt didn’t need any drama courtesy of the even-tinier town of 
Signal Bend. 
 
“So?” 
 
She smirked. He was impatient and wanted an answer, but it looked as if ‘no’ wouldn’t 
suffice. It was late summer, and business wouldn’t pick up until right before Halloween. 
Marie and Cyndi could hold the fort down with no problem. Of course, Eva being anal 
about this place she built up from a kiosk, she’d bring her laptop to check in remotely. 
That is, if that Godforsaken place had wifi. “Where’re we gonna stay?” 
 
“On the ground under a tent, darlin’.” That caused Eva to blanche a bit, making the 
corner of Ben’s mouth hitch up. “What? You don’t wanna rough it for a week? Think 
about it.” He walked over, pulled her up from her chair and against him. Those large, 
warm arms and even warmer eyes were prepping for some serious convincing. “Sleeping 
under the stars. Taking in the air thick with weed. Washing in the creek. Putting your 
makeup on in a porta-potty.” 
 
She knew better and craned her head back. “Very funny.” Of course, she still wasn’t able 
to figure out when he was serious or not. “You are being funny?”  
 
He picked up her hand and kissed her fingers. “Of course. It’s bad enough I’m dragging 
you on my bike.” 
 
“Your bike? Ben, that’s like fifteen hours!” 
 
“Twenty-one, to be exact. Wes Mapquested it. Ain’t gonna pamper you that much, 
darlin’. Either twenty-one hours on a bike or a week sleeping on the ground. Your 
choice.” 
 
Sheesh, she sounded like a diva. She was tougher than this. She could handle it. And she 
could handle sleeping on the ground if she planned a proper camping trip. “Fine. The 
bike. So am I fending for myself while you’re off playing?” 
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“A bit. We’ll connect—spend some time. Maybe you can make nice with some other ol’ 
ladies.” 
 
Great. Eva’s closet consisted of a girly wardrobe that contained only one pair of dress 
pants. She doubted her pretty dresses would blend in a sea of other old ladies rocking 
leather and denim. She had a bit of shopping to do. “So…where am I staying?” 
 
“Vic’s got an old Airstream. Got it when he used to bring Elle there. Keeps it there. Pays 
some guy to rent parking. Vic and Taz are gonna do the Jeremiah Johnson thing. We’ll 
stay in that.” 
 
“We? You mean you’re giving up your manhood and a chance to sleep on rocks and 
dirt?” 
 
He pulled her in closer. “Well…” He dipped to give her a kiss, “We are supposed to be 
on our honeymoon.” 
 
Their lips met just as a male throat cleared behind him. “Aw, don’t make me jealous—
especially when I can’t get the little twinkie to budge.” 
 
Eva pulled away and glared at Taz’s stupid grin and face full of piercings. “One more 
time,” she said slowly, “she’s…too…young.” 
 
He playfully shook his head. “Eva, all the fun’s in the chase.” He then looked at Ben. 
“We good?” 
 
Ben looked down at her and she nodded. “Yeah. I’ll do this.” 
 
Taz clapped his hands together. “Excellent. So, um Ben, I’ll meet ya back at corporate? 
Gotta a big drugstore order to place.” 
 
Husband and wife were left alone as Eva reached up on her tiptoes, which still didn’t 
help. She pulled Ben’s head down to whisper in his head. “Glad we don’t have to use 
those anymore.” 
 
He threaded his fingers through her hair. “Maybe we can make a little Sturgis sprout?” 
 
She’d take any sprout, Ben’s affectionate little term for ‘baby,’ right now. They began 
trying right after she went off the pill several months ago and…nada. “Maybe. But if I’m 
going on this little excursion, I’m going to need provisions of my own. And I don’t want 
to drink while we’re trying.” 
 
“Darlin’, you got guinea blood in you, remember? A little wine ain’t gonna stunt its 
growth. Didn’t Italians used to give babies wine baths or something?” 
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It still bothered her, knowing that her real father wasn’t Michael Sinclair, but rather a 
man who headed up the most powerful crime family along the east-coast border. 
Regardless, he was right. A little wine wouldn’t hurt. And after a grueling bike ride and 
most likely some nights left alone, she’d need something. That is, if she didn’t find some 
ladies to ‘make nice’ with. 
 
“You’re right.” She grabbed her purse and walked him out front. “I gotta head across to 
Ticker Liquor and place my own order.” 
 

 
The Night Horde 

 
They were still hundreds of miles out from Sturgis when the highway began to thicken 
with motorcycles. Even so, riders kept their formations, and the ride was pleasant. Sure, 
there was the occasional weekend warrior wannabe getting impatient, but they were 
firmly corrected. Nothing like being surrounded by huge custom Harleys and their rough-
hewn riders to restore patience and order in the heart of a dentist out for a vacation on the 
wild side. 
 
The Night Horde had four members on this run—Isaac, Show, Len, and Bart. All the 
officers. It was business as well as pleasure this year, because Isaac wanted a meet with 
the leaders of some of the outlaw clubs who had made known their displeasure about the 
Horde’s dealing with Hollywood. They’d already met with the clubs with which they 
were closely allied, but they’d had word that the discontent had spread more widely, and 
Isaac was concerned about what kind of consequences that discontent could bring. 
 
The Horde hadn’t done a Sturgis run in a long time, so this was Bart’s first time. He was 
having trouble thinking serious thoughts about possible trouble, because he was on his 
way to fucking STURGIS, baby! Sturgis was legendary! Naked women everywhere! HOT 
naked women! Hot naked women looking to party! Booze and beer running like a river! 
Not to mention any other damn thing a young, healthy, red-blooded American biker 
could want! Willy Wonka’s Chocolate Factory, Santa’s Workshop, Disneyland, and 
Valhalla all in one place. He could NOT. FUCKING. WAIT. 
 
The four riders held formation around Isaac’s RV, towing Lill’s SUV. Isaac had brought 
Lilli and Gia along. Bart did not understand that at all. What was the point of Sturgis if 
you brought a little kid with you? But Isaac had wanted Lilli with him, and she wouldn’t 
leave Gia for so long. 
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Show, who’d only just gotten married and wasn’t happy about leaving Shannon behind, 
had been grumbling about the run for a couple of weeks. Bart hoped he wouldn’t be a 
downer all week. Luckily, Len was as excited about Sturgis as Bart was. Almost. 
Nobody was as excited about it as Bart. 
 
Driving through Rapid City, the Sturgis-bound traffic fighting for turf with the city traffic 
got a little dense and unpredictable. The Horde tightened up and looked sharp. Then, 
finally, they left the city behind. Traffic became mostly bikes again, traveling smooth and 
steady, and Isaac led them northwest up I-90/Highway 14. 
 
He’d have to remember to send Hav, grounded at home and pouting about it, a postcard. 
Rub it in a little. 
 
Or a lot. 
 
They passed a sign. Less than ten miles to heaven. Bart’s heart began to pound. 
 

 
The Priests 

 

Samuel tried to find it in himself to feel bad for subjecting a heavily pregnant woman to 
such a long journey, but he couldn’t quite manage to, probably because it wasn’t his fault. 
If Dizzy wanted his old lady with him, then he could take the shit for two days stuck in an 
RV for hours at a time. There was no way Samuel would have dragged Moira along to 
Sturgis. There was no way in the burning pit of hell that Moira would have come. She 
had a bad habit of laughing at the men strutting around and she was disparaging, at best, 
about the women, girls really, who were here for two things, alcohol and sex. It was more 
for her own safety, and his, that he left her at home. He was off swimming in gas, leather 
and tequila, so she and Dolly and Ashleigh had taken themselves, and Deanna Belle, his 
little pumpkin of a granddaughter, off for a few days of classy food, over-priced wine and 
Amex-scream-inducing shopping. 
 
He’d missed the rally last year. It hadn’t felt right to come. Dean’s death had still been a 
raw wound, they were in the middle of a war with a Mexican cartel and he’d just sent one 
of his longest-standing brothers out of state to set up a new charter of the club. No, it 
hadn’t been the right time at all. Sturgis was an annual event for the Louisiana Priests, 
and now the Texas Priests as well. The Mardi Gras atmosphere appealed to the carnival 
in his Cajun blood.  
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Last year was the first year that Samuel had ditched since he’d gotten out of jail back in 
the Nineties. If he was honest, he’d have preferred to ditch this year as well. It was going 
to be a hard week. But there was a meeting planned to discuss the huge fucking spotlight 
that was shining down on the Night Horde from Signal Bend, Missouri. Most people 
wouldn’t have given two dimes about such a small club from such a small town, but they 
were outlaw and had been involved in the transport of meth halfway across the country, 
and since he was in a similar business, but for bigger players, Samuel thought it prudent 
to keep abreast of the game. Attention on one club could mean attention on them all. So 
far they’d benefited from the ‘reality’ TV shows and the cliché-ridden dramas, Samuel 
didn’t want a Hollywood movie changing the status quo. 
 
They found an acceptable spot at the campground and began to get themselves set up. 
Not that setting up involved much more than kicking the stands on their bikes down, 
stretching their legs and hooking up the power to the RV. To her credit, Thea was 
keeping her bitching down to mute. Samuel hadn’t actually heard her complain once, but 
she was cut from the same cloth as his wife, so he knew damn well that Dizzy would be 
getting his ear bent at some point. Still, that was Dizzy’s problem. He could’ve left her in 
Texas.  
 
They’d only brought a handful of brothers: Terry, Samuel’s own VP, Cage, Dizzy’s veep 
and Fitz, Dizzy’s SAA and Samuel’s new son in law, Shark, who was acting up a grade 
for the week. Samuel hadn’t brought his own SAA. 
 
Chiz had calmed down a lot in the past few months, but Samuel didn’t want to examine 
the reasons for his sudden ascent into maturity too closely. It could have been good old-
fashioned love that had the boy running on a straighter track, except that Chiz had fallen 
for a dominatrix. Of course he had. Such a bizarre happenstance was typical of his SAA, 
but Samuel still did not want to think about what was going on behind those closed doors 
to curb Chiz’s impulsive nature. 
 
Whatever Andrea—Samuel refused to call her by her nickname—was doing to Chiz, it 
was working, but without her by his side, the boy was a disaster in a place like Sturgis. 
Apart from a few notable exceptions, there was no faulting the man’s capabilities in his 
role, but when he dived into the anarchic, do-what-the-fuck-you-like atmosphere, things 
tended to go to shit. Samuel wanted to enjoy this week, but he had some business to take 
care of, too, some connections to make, and the last thing he needed was to be bailing 
Chiz out of trouble or smoothing ruffled feathers. 
 
Fletch and Kong, both still going strong even though they were past seventy, had sulked 
for the previous month and would likely be sulking for another month about not coming, 
but the mammoth ride was too much for them now. They had refused to suffer the 
indignity of riding in the RV with their bikes being towed in a trailer. They would rather 
miss it altogether. Crash, their pet computer geek, had had to stay home, too. The 
distance was too long in the saddle for someone who laid his bike down at least once in 
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every hundred miles, but there was nothing to be done about the old head injury that had 
screwed up his balance. Young Sinatra had been left at home, because Samuel was not in 
the mood for babysitting this year. Maybe next year they’d bring the young buck and 
watch his eyes pop right out of his head as he took it all in. 
 
Hopefully everyone would still be whole by the time he returned home. Hopefully the 
clubhouse would still be standing. Hopefully. 
 
Samuel let the thick aroma of gas, campfires, roasting meat, beer and bud waft over him. 
It was the scent of good times, the scent of freedom. He’d keep his dick in his pants, no 
question, else risk losing it entirely when he got home, but he planned on relaxing and 
enjoying his time here as much as he could. 
 
He took a good long look around them, and then turned to check on their little gypsy 
family. Everyone seemed to have worked the kinks out and gotten themselves organized. 
 
“First order of business, brothers, food and beer. Let’s go.” 
 

 
 

The Red Rebels 
 
Buck climbed off his Harley, the familiar tight, soreness in his back like a badge of 
honor. It’d taken a couple days of riding, but they’d made it to Sturgis mostly in one 
piece. 
 
He had to grin as Gertie made a big show of stretching her back, sighing and looking 
around the campground with a lot of disappointment. He’d told her it was sparse living. 
Literally a hard-packed field, with outhouses a good walk away. They’d go and collect a 
small water supply to keep close, but this was really it. Sleeping in a tent on the ground, 
cuddled close in a sleeping bag. He suspected she wasn’t enthusiastic about going, but 
she’d made the trip anyway. Most likely for him. He would have hated to leave her alone 
for the week. And she would be alone; Mickey and Jolene came along, as did Tank, 
Jayce, Fritter and Knuckles. The guys staying back had a short bit of business to do for 
the Nomad charter the Rebels were allied with. Probably hired because this was Sturgis 
week and the Nomads wanted to be here. 
 
“So, how does the tent go together?” 
 
He grinned. “Pretty easy, honey. Here.” He pulled the long nylon bag from the shit he 
had stored on the back of his bike behind the bitch seat. He pulled out the bones of the 
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tent; interlocking poles that held the dome of the tent upright. Then he set to unrolling the 
tent itself, positioning it out in the circle that made up its base. 
 
Gertie figured out how it worked right away. She was untested at camping, not stupid. 
When she told him she’d never slept in a tent he couldn’t imagine how it was possible. 
But sleeping in one wasn’t required education for setting one up. Plus, all the bending 
over was giving him plenty of time to appreciate her curvy ass in those well-fitting jeans. 
 
Actually, Gertie understood the contraption all beforehand and corrected what he was 
doing just as he was about to start feeding the poles into the long pockets that they were 
meant for. He had the wrong one set up to start it all, and when he realized she was right 
he dropped the poles and yanked her into his hold. She gasped in surprise, eyes startled as 
they came up to him. “Looks and brains,” he growled, pressing a kiss to her lips that 
immediately had her relaxing in his arms, sighing sweetly.  
 
The night before they’d spent in a hotel with paper-thin walls, and while that hadn’t 
stopped Mickey and Jolene from enjoying each other’s company loudly, Gertie had been 
much more timid. Before her attack she likely would have relaxed and just tried to keep 
quiet, but she’d become so much more private since then. He understood. Her humiliation 
had all taken place with an audience, so he had to make sure he was taking care with her 
and making her realize that what they had together was nothing like what those pricks 
had taken from her. 
 
Gertie smiled softly when he ended the kiss. “We’ve almost got the tent ready. Can we do 
that then take a nap? Please? My back is killing me.” 
 
He had other ideas, but he nodded. “Of course. Let’s get this done.” 
 
In total, the tent was up in about forty minutes. They tossed their bedrolls inside. Not 
much else to unpack. When he’d told her she could only bring as many clothes as she 
could fit in the saddlebag she’d been horrified, but he’d seen how she’d packed and 
decided she’d done just fine. She’d even allowed him some room for a couple T-shirts. 
 
They stooped to duck into the tent, which made his back tense up as well, and while 
Gertie shrugged out of her leather bomber jacket he removed his cut and hoodie, the latter 
of which he rolled up and crammed under his head for a pillow. Gertie curled into his 
side with a contented sigh. 
 
She’d done remarkably well on the bike. Never complained, always assured him she was 
fine. But he’d bet she was exhausted. Buck closed his eyes, pressed a kiss to the top of 
her head and closed his eyes too. 

Except, she wasn’t tired. Her hand was sliding over his stomach, back and forth, and 
while he liked it, he realized her hand was moving lower, her finger tucking under the 
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waist of his jeans. He opened his eyes to see her looking up at him, eyes wide, bottom lip 
clamped between her teeth. 

“What are you doing?” he whispered with a smile as her pinky finger swept lower. 

“This feels more private than that hotel was.” 

Buck chuckled. “How’s that? We’re a nylon sheet away from people just walking by.” 

In a sudden move she scrambled away, surprising him, but she was crawling to the 
zippered entry. Convinced it was zipped up tight she turned back to him, whipping her 
shirt off her head. 

“Gertie,” he began, losing his train of thought because her tits were almost as gorgeous in 
a bra as they were out in the open. “You really want to do this?” 

She nodded, crawling back and lowering herself onto him slowly, pressing a kiss to his 
chest. He lost his hands in her hair, falling still as she licked and nipped her way from his 
sternum down to the skin below his belly button. Her fingers played with his zipper and 
Buck held his breath. Since she’d been through … that, she’d never taken over like this. 
And he was trying to remember if she’d taken his cock in her hand yet. He didn’t think 
so. And she certainly hadn’t given him head in all this time. She let him run the show, 
going down on her and making love to her like they used to. But he always initiated and 
took the lead. 

He wasn’t going to say anything, ask her if she was sure about this. He didn’t need any 
more doubt in her, she had plenty without his help. When she’d unzipped his jeans and 
taken him in that silky soft hand he groaned, letting go of her hair to clutch at the 
sleeping bag underneath him. He didn’t want to her to feel like anything was being 
forced. 

With a few strokes her grip became surer, and he was so excited to have her touching him 
again it took all he had not to let go within seconds. Plus he had a view of her fantastic 
cleavage, leaning over him like she was. She glanced up at one point, smiling at him 
brilliantly, and he was glad to see she wasn’t scared or nervous. When she realized what 
he was looking at she let him go, rose up to her knees and reached behind to unclasp her 
bra. 

“Fuck, Gertie,” he breathed, watching her breasts sway as she leaned down again, 
dropping between his legs and pressing those babies to each side of his erection. “Fuck!” 
he groaned, head going back. 

“Is this nice?” 

He was panting, trying to keep it together, so he could only nod. She pushed up against 
him, then retreated, and Buck let out another groan. That skin, so soft, the lush press of 
her tits, it was amazing. He’d go just from this … and then he felt her mouth. 
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Just the head, but her tongue slid along the sweet spot briefly before she drew her breasts 
back up. Then she reversed, taking him slightly deeper past those lips. 

“Gertie,” he was groaning, almost sounding like a sniveling bitch. “Fuck honey, that’s so 
good.” She didn’t say a word, didn’t have to. A minute tops and he was groaning, “This 
is it. I’m gonna go.” 

She took him deep as she could, holding the base of his cock as he released into her 
mouth, biting his own hand so he didn’t make any more of a ruckus than he already had. 
It was spectacular, mind-numbing. He was barely aware of his woman as she slithered 
back to his side, pressing her soft skin into his side. He made room under his arm, still 
trying to sort himself out. 

Gertie was giggling. “Was that okay?” 

Without another thought he drew her up to kiss her, sweeping his tongue into his mouth, 
tasting a bit of himself there, too, and pulled back with a smile. “Honey, that was 
amazing.” 

Pleased with herself, Gertie snuggled back into his side. Before long they had both dozed 
off. 

 

 
 

The Vikings 

Houdini could barely keep himself from laughing like a lunatic as he looked around the 
crowded streets. He'd never seen so many bikes or bikers in one space before. He tried to 
take it all in so he could describe it to Susan when he called home, but he knew that he 
wouldn't be able to do it justice. 

A woman dressed like she'd just slithered off of a pole, in pasties and short shorts, jiggled 
her sizeable tits at him and blew him a kiss. He smiled back at her, it would have been 
rude not to, but looked away before she could read too much into it. A glance told him 
that Fire and Deke were getting the same sort of attention. Deke actually looked a little 
embarrassed, which wasn't that much of a surprise. The real surprise was Fire's reaction. 
He was frowning. Frowning! What was that about? He was the only single Viking on the 
trip; he should have been grinning ear to ear. 

Houdini forgot about Fire's sour puss as the traffic began to move again. He hated traffic 
as a rule, but when the jam was caused by excess amounts of bikes, it just felt right. They 
had the GPS directions to get to their campsite. Camping wasn't his favorite thing, but it 
made the most sense. A few nights of male bonding would probably do them good 
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anyway, especially when they were away from the bullshit that was running rampant in 
Center City. 

They should have expected it. The Vikings now had three different groups within them: 
the members of The Pack, the members of The Strays and the mere mortals, as Fire called 
them, who were just human and along for the ride. Maybe it had been wishful thinking 
that they could all exist together. He was starting to think that was the case, but Deke 
refused to accept it. 

Houdini pushed the clusterfuck figuring it all out would be to the back of his mind. There 
was plenty of time to worry about that when they were back home. Instead, he focused on 
what he wanted to do while they were in Sturgis. The most important thing, in his mind, 
was the ink that he was going to get from the Tattoo Café. Even the best artists around 
Center City were just average when it came to animals. 

He'd done a little research on the artists who would be working at Sturgis, and the most 
promising artist he'd found worked for Wicked Ink. Her name was Violet. He'd never let 
a woman ink him before, but from what he'd seen online, the girl that they had working 
for them was amazing, and if he could manage to get in with her he'd be happy. 
Hopefully Susan would be, too; she'd been pretty anti-ink for reasons he didn't 
understand. 

Houdini followed Deacon and Fire out of town. They'd decided that they'd head out, 
claim a camping area and then play things by ear. He hoped that the collapsible tent 
Susan had ordered for him would actually be easy to set up and that he'd fit in it. He'd had 
a few images of him sleeping with his feet hanging out of the tent because it was too 
small, and when he'd shared them with his old lady, she'd laughed so hard that she said 
she thought she might piss herself. 

Once he'd gotten the tent out of its impossibly tiny case, he realized that he would fit and 
that there was no way in hell he was getting it back into the case. “So, what's the plan for 
tonight?” he questioned as he sat down near the fire that Fire was building. The man 
shrugged his shoulders in response. “Dude, who pissed in your cornflakes this morning? 
We're in Sturgis and you're single. You should be raring to go.” 

“It was a long ride.” Deke walked over. “I've got an idea. Why don't we say fuck being 
social for tonight? Stay here. Get completely wasted and just relax?” 

“Works for me,” Houdini replied. Fire nodded as well. Maybe during their getting wasted 
they could drag out whatever had settled up Fire's ass. 
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FULL THROTTLE 

…and they drink. 
 

 
 

The Full Throttle Saloon touted itself as the “World’s Largest Biker Bar,” and Isaac 
couldn’t dispute the largest part. Or the biker part, for that matter. Bar? This was no bar. 
It was a fucking theme park—except where Disneyland might have some girl dressed like 
a princess painting butterflies on the rosy cheeks of cute little girls also dressed like 
princesses, Full Throttle had a booth where girls dressed like hookers were getting who 
the fuck knew what painted on different cheeks. And tits and everything else. 
 
It was loud, it was crowded, and it was big. Too much crazy for Isaac these days. But this 
was Bart’s first Sturgis, and you couldn’t say you’d been to Sturgis if you hadn’t done a 
night at the Throttle. 
 
The kid’s eyes were huge. His grin was bigger. A fine little blonde in two ponytails, 
wearing a three-inch-long plaid skirt and nothing but swirled paint and glitter above it, 
bounced over and laid a wet one right on Bart’s lips. He turned and looked at Isaac, 
confused and delighted. 
 
Isaac rolled his eyes. “Check in in two hours. And suit up, Bartholomew.” 
“You got it, boss!” Bart threw his arm around his new friend, grabbed her ass, and went 
off to enjoy his first Sturgis pussy. 
 
“I need a shot. A double. To start.” Len didn’t answer. Maybe he hadn’t heard, so Isaac 
turned and saw his SAA staring, rapt, at a bartender at one of the closer bars, pouring 
whiskey into a long row of shot glasses. Nothing unusual about that—except that she was 
standing on the bar, holding the bottle somehow between her might-as-well-be-bare tits, 
and seemingly not spilling a drop. She had an appreciative audience, but there was still a 
little room at the end of the bar. 
 
“Got your shot right there, boss. I’d take that double.” Len nodded in the direction of the 
talented bartender, and Isaac followed him over. 
 
The bartender did a cartwheel off the bar and landed behind it with a bounce. She came 
over to Isaac and Len and leaned over. Her nipples were covered with pasties—a club on 
one and a spade on the other. 
 
Len leaned in, too. “You play poker, doll? 
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She smiled. “No, baby. I just help you drown your sorrows when you lose.” 
 
“I plan on winning. You help me celebrate?” 
 
“You’ll have to come back by and see. What can I get you now?” 
 
The row of shots was gone, swiped up by the other guys. “Damn,” Len said. “I wanted 
one of your titty shots.” 
 
She gave him a sassy, considering look and then winked. “I got something special for 
you. Jack? Tequila? Pick your poison.” 
 
“Jack’ll do me, doll.” 
 
She poured a shot, then bent down and picked it up between her tits. Then she leaned 
over. 
 
Grinning, Len reached for it, but she said, “Not with your hand, baby. What’s the fun in 
that?” 
 
“God DAMN, I love Sturgis,” Len crowed and then leaned over the bar. He put his 
mouth around the shot glass between her tits and tipped his head back, letting the Jack 
pour in a rush down his throat. 
 
The bartender smiled up at Isaac. “How about you, gorgeous? You a Jack man, too?” 
 
Sturgis was more fun when Isaac was single, no doubt about that. But he wasn’t blind, 
and the bartenders here were every one of them hot—most definitely including this one. 
“Patròn for me, sweetheart. You can leave it on the bar, though.” 
 
“You sure?” 
 
“He’s a lost cause, doll. True love or some shit.” Len looked at Isaac. “Don’t tell Lilli I 
said that.” 
 
Isaac just stared at him, made the asshole sweat a little. 
 
“Well, she’s a lucky woman.” She pushed the shot across to Isaac, and he nodded his 
thanks. 
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“Hey, sweetness, got one of those titties for me?” The guy standing next to Len put his 
elbows on the bar and leered at the bartender. She put up a finger, asking him to wait, and 
served a group of men at the other end of the bar. 
 
“Well, shit. Who’s a guy got to fuck to get a drink around here?” The guy—lots of ink 
and a face full of metal—leaned over and said something to his buddy, a big blond almost 
as massive as Isaac. Len checked out their patch—Mountain Skulls, West Virginia. 
 
He turned to Isaac and swung his thumb to his right. “You know these guys?” 
 
Isaac leaned over behind him and looked them over. “Mountain Skulls. Don’t know those 
guys specifically, but I know their club. They’re in on our meeting. Moderate players in 
the mid-Atlantic, I think. Family ties, if you catch me.” 
 
Len whistled. Mafia connections. Deeper waters than the Horde swam in, Lawrence Ellis 
notwithstanding. Especially these days. The bartender came back over, and Len crooked 
his fingers and got her attention before Metal-Face next to him could. 
 
“What’s your name, doll?” 
 
“Breezy.” 
 
He suddenly had a clear image of what kind of job she had the other fifty-one weeks of 
the year. “Well, Breezy, you mind serving up a couple of your special shots for my 
brothers just to my right?” He dropped a twenty on the bar. 
 
“Sure thing, baby.” 
 
“Jack, sweetness.” Metal-Face turned to Len. Thanks, man,” he said, grinning. When 
Breezy was ready with a titty shot, and Taz met her over the bar and buried his face 
between her tits. He took his time, rooted around a little, before he came back up with his 
mouth around the shot glass. 
 
She served up another for Taz’s brother, but the guy just shook his head and tapped a 
finger on the bar. Judging by the wedding ring Len saw on his left hand, he was as 
snarled in proprietary pussy as Isaac and Show were. 
 
Metal-Face turned to Len and held out his hand. “Taz.” 
 
“Len.” He shook. “And this is Isaac, my President.” 
 
Taz and Isaac shook, and then Taz slapped his hand on the big blond’s back. “This here is 
Big Ben.” 
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The blond, whose expression was something that Len had seen often—in guys strung up 
from a beam in the Room, not bellied up to a bar—shook his hand with a bone-crushing 
grip, and Len had these two pegged. Enforcers. Muscle and Psycho, like Len and Vic. 
Vic, who’d been grounded from Sturgis for putting another girl in the hospital. Not all the 
Horde were doing so great with the new quiet in their lives. 
 
His new friend Taz suddenly grinned gleefully just before somebody crashed into Len’s 
back. He wheeled around, prepared to fight if he had to, and discovered three little 
sweetbutts, all decked out in body paint and tiny little thongs. Ah, Sturgis. No need for 
heaven when South Dakota was serving up bliss right here. 
 
“Easy there, little girls. No need to rush.” 
 
The one in the middle, a tall blonde wearing body paint like a blue sky with a sun (one 
boob) peeking through puffy white clouds (covering the other boob, among other places), 
spoke up. “We saw your patch. You’re the Night Horde.” 
 
Isaac, who’d been ignoring them, looked over his shoulder, and one of the others, a 
shorter blonde with green streaks, squealed. She squealed. And jumped up and down. 
Which was pretty nice, actually, except for the squealing. “Ohmigod, ohmigod, YOU’RE 
ISAAC. From Signal Bend. I read that Tanner Stafford is going to play you in the 
movie!” 
 
Isaac’s look could best have been described as ‘disgusted.’ 
 
“You gotta be shittin’ me.” That was Taz, and Len turned to see both Mountain Skulls 
watching the weird display. Neither looked impressed. “I thought your club name 
sounded familiar. Shit.” 
 
Isaac heard the disrespect in Taz’s tone and stood up to his full, imposing, six-foot-seven-
inch height. Then Taz’s brother, Big Ben his name was, stood up to his own full size, not 
much shorter. They stared each other down. And the girls who started all the trouble 
lapped up the surge in testosterone like a bunch of junkies. 
 
“Shit,” Len echoed Taz’s sentiment. Too bad they hadn’t been able to persuade Show to 
join them, because he was best suited to calm Isaac down once he got that look on his 
face. “Boss, you know I like a fight, and I’ll be right there with you if that’s what you 
want, but we just got here. We haven’t even set up camp yet. Why don’t we save starting 
a war for later in the week.” 
 
Isaac wasn’t going to blink until Big Ben did. Fuck. Taz was talking to his guy, but he 
wasn’t looking any more successful. The stare-down between the two big men lingered, 
and Len tried again to talk Isaac down. Finally, Isaac’s attention shifted, but not to Len. 
When he turned to see, Len discovered that a new player had come between them—
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another Mountain Skull. Their President. His face showed wisdom as well as age; Len 
figured he had about ten years on him. A tightly pulled-back ponytail slivered with gray 
lent a studied toughness to his look. He looked from Isaac, then back to Ben. “Problem, 
boys?” 
 
Ben sucked in his chest one last time, before relenting. “No, prez.” Ben’s eyes went to 
Taz, and their President followed his stare. “You?” 
 
Taz checked himself at his president’s question while he sat next to Len. “All good, Vic.” 
 
This ‘Vic’ nodded, then regarded Isaac with an extended hand. “Vic Connors. Mountain 
Skulls, West Virginia.” 
 
Len could see that Isaac wasn’t in a mood to dispense pleasantries right now, especially 
not with that gaggle of giggling groupies waiting in the wings. But he kept his cool and 
offered his hand. “Isaac Lunden. Night Horde. Missouri.” 
 
After shaking his hand, what should’ve followed from Vic was the customary, ‘pleased 
to meet you.’ Instead, the Skulls president withdrew a cigar, clenched it between his teeth 
then gave Isaac a once over. “I know.” He then gave everyone in their circle a visual 
sweep before nodding his head. “Boys.” 
 
As quick as he slipped in, Vic Connors disappeared. Ben gave Isaac a nod of 
understanding, before going back to his drink, while Taz busied himself assessing every 
girl who passed by. 
 
With the potential brawl averted, the bevy of babes was on Isaac again like green on 
grass, asking for his autograph, petting his cut, trying to pull his braid—oh, that was a 
mistake. Len grabbed that girl and pulled her close before she started the brawl anyway. 
She didn’t seem overly disappointed to get saddled with the lesser of two Horde. 
 
Isaac finally relented and signed their tits. When it crossed Len’s mind to wonder what 
Lilli would think of that, he bit down hard on his tongue to keep the laugh in his mouth 
where it belonged. As Isaac signed the tit of the girl Len was holding, his eyes locked on 
Len’s. 
 
Len didn’t look away, but he tried to keep the challenge out of his eyes. It wasn’t easy; it 
went against his nature to back down. Show really was better at managing Isaac’s temper 
than he was. Show didn’t have to back down; he just knew what to say. 
 
Turning away from Isaac, Len leaned back against the bar, trying to keep tabs on the 
three girls in case he needed some TLC later.  
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Taz stayed in his spot at the bar next to the Horde named Len. He seemed like a decent 
enough guy. His SAA patch explained how close he stuck to his president’s side, not to 
mention his diplomacy in warding off a first-night stand-off. This wasn’t Taz’s first 
Sturgis, and he knew how things went in close quarters, but he sometimes had difficulties 
turning his internal, verbal filter off. He didn’t mean to blurt out that Horde comment in 
front of its president. It was a natural reaction. Wes was like a giddy kid, keeping the 
Skulls up-to-date like a good Intelligence Officer on the infamous ‘shoot-out on Main 
Street’ in Signal Bend, Missouri. Taz was quite sick of hearing about it. And part of this 
five-day excursion wasn’t just for brotherhood, booze and booty. Isaac Lunden wanted a 
sit-down with the officers-in-attendance to put any concerns to rest about this so-called 
movie based on what happened. Vic wasn’t too thrilled having his time cut into, but he 
was a long-timer and believed in allowing a man to speak his mind. 
 
As far as Taz was concerned, as long as nothing bounced back into Tippitt, he could care 
less. He was here to enjoy himself, and the blonde standing several feet away, assessing 
him, quickly changed his thought route.  
 
Not that any one girl stood out from the other here, but something about this one made 
Taz’s black eyes light up in the Throttle’s dim interior. Whereas women covered in 
nothing more than a g-string and strategically painted body-art was the look du jour, this 
girl looked as if she fell off a hay ride. Cut-off shorts, red-and-white checked halter, 
cowboy boots and long, silky, blonde hair. It was the kind of shade Taz knew didn’t 
come from a bottle. He had a few natural blondes in his life, and this was going to be 
added to the tally. She returned a smile, and his face split into a grin, thinking about a 
snug, little snatch covered in the same blonde silkiness. Holy fuck, the thought alone 
almost made him bust a nut. 
 
Hearing his bar-mate make his own lascivious comment, he turned to see Len with a 
matching grin. The man had taste, he gave him that. But that’s all he was going to have 
right now. “Nice try, friend,” Taz told Len, never taking his eye off the blonde. “Go find 
those three groupies. This one’s mine.”  
 
Len kept his own stare and leaned towards Taz as the girl soaked up the attention from 
the two men. “Care to wager that…friend?” To show he was serious, Len grabbed his 
wallet and fished out a twenty. “Put your money where that big, pierced mouth of yours 
is.” 
 
Betting on pussy? Was this dude serious? Please. Taz would have this chick times three 
by the time Len made another selection. But Taz was a good sport. He was here to fuck, 
not fight, and the SAA didn’t seem to hold a grudge against him pulling a verbal Mt. 
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Vesuvius with his president earlier. Their banter was all in good fun. Taz had no illusions 
about himself—he had a big fucking mouth.  
 
Reaching for his own wallet, Taz produced a bill, pulling out a Grant instead of a 
Jackson. “I double the wager—plus.” 
 
“Cocky bastard, aren’t we?” 
 
That made his ringed lip twitch up. “Don’t get personal, friend. But, yeah. I’m a 
bastard—and a mama’s boy. So…how do we do this?” 
 
Blondie stood waiting as if she knew what was going on and loved every minute of it. 
“Sit here and see which one she comes to,” Len told him. “But I got a feeling all that 
hardware’s gonna scare her off up close.” 
 
“Is that another wager?” 
 
Len looked as if he liked and loathed him at the same time. “You want it to be?” 
 
Taz pulled out a twenty this time from his wallet. Len rolled his eyes and reached for his 
own before Taz shook his head. “Keep your money, brother. I’ll just ante up, that’s how 
sure I am. She goes with you, you’re up seventy bucks and a face-full of flaxen pussy. 
She chooses me, I take your money, blondie and her friend.” 
 
Oh, Taz saw out of the corner of his eye while he had Len’s full attention. Flaxen Farmer 
Girl was joined by a friend. Similar style dress, and, by the looks of it, the carpet was 
bound to match the drapes. 
 
Len’s head spun, catching the blonde duo in front of them. Then he gave Taz a look. “A 
man who doesn’t think one’s enough.” 
 
“God gave me two hands for a reason.” 
 
Len gave an impressive smirk then sat back as did Taz. Both men gave their best come-
hither look, before Taz decided to cast the deal-breaker. 
 
Clink, clink, clink. 
 
“What the…..?” 
 
Taz heard Len’s question even as both girls rushed over to him, resting their peachy 
bottoms on the tops of his thighs. Len looked like he had a case of whiplash as he stared 
at Taz, dumbfounded. “What the hell?” 
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Taz answered by sticking his tongue out and tapping its metal-studded tip against his 
upper teeth. The same clink, clink, clink. Len closed his eyes and leaned his head back in 
defeat as Taz stood up, bringing the girls back to their feet. “Actually, the hardware ain’t 
just for show.” He swiped the twenty off the counter just as several dudes wearing Red 
Rebel cuts came up to the bar. He playfully gave Len a salute. “Good doin’ business with 
you, brother. I’m sure those three honeys are around somewhere. Catch you later.” 
 

 
 
Jayce had been to Sturgis before. That is, before it was overrun with civilian tourists who 
thought bikers were funny and cuddly like they saw on TV. Main Street was swamped 
with people who were obviously out for the sights in a safe, controlled environment. He’d 
even seen yuppies with a couple of toddlers checking out the bikes. He could understand 
appreciation for a decent ride, but with everything else walking around he wondered what 
made a guy think this twin-set-wearing wife and two daughters belonged here. Women 
were wearing paint on their tits for fuck’s sake. 

This was why he’d stopped coming once Trinny got pregnant with Jayce Junior. Their 
first year together had been fun, including a Sturgis blowout he only half remembered, 
but after that it was family all the time. 

Not a problem this year. 

Jayce pushed that thought away and gave a nod to his SAA, Fritter. In his mid-thirties, 
Fritter managed to look a bit youthful still, and he tried to compensate with a beard and 
long hair. And the stub of cigar he was gnawing on. 

Fritter gave him a wink in return, turning to cross the street. The Full Throttle Saloon 
loomed large and garish in front of them. Jayce would just as soon have stuck to the 
campsite, but this was an unspoken tradition. It was the opening night of the bike rally, 
and any one-percenter MCs in attendance met up at the Full Throttle. You showed your 
patch, knew who else was in attendance, and tried your best to make assurances that it 
would be a mostly peaceful rally There would be brawls, sure. But preferably no 
firearms. It was just better this way. 

So Jayce was bringing his SAA, his VP, Tank, and one of his enforcers, Knuckles. Buck 
would have been great, but Buck had brought his old lady, Gertie, as had Mickey, their 
treasurer. So those two saps were “setting up camp” with the women. Happy to leave 
them to it, Jayce followed his brothers across the street to this embarrassing display of 
what people thought bikers partied like. 

As he entered, he had to admit it wasn’t too far off. There was just a bit more pageantry 
to it here. Red Rebels had never employed a bartender who could do cartwheels on the 
bar, but maybe he should start making it a requirement. 
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He felt bad, immediately. His wife had lit out on him, yes. Taken his kids, run to her 
parents’ place, and sent him divorce papers. He was here as a single man, but not 
willingly. 

Maybe it was the perfect time to just fucking move on. 

Not a difficult place to come to that conclusion. The Flaunt Girls of the Full Throttle 
were enough to make a guy forget his wife at the best of times. Even if they were 
untouchable. Likely dated professional athletes. The other distractions were a lot more 
accessible, so maybe it was time for him to dip his wick again. It had been months of 
nothing but his own right hand. 

And that was just pathetic. 

His crew bellied up to the bar, and the hot-to-trot broad behind the bar came bounding 
over, offering them titty shots. 

Jayce watched Tank, Fritter and Knuckles go for it with great gusto, and when it was his 
turn Jayce nodded. The glass was placed, he leaned in, and for the first time in five years 
his face was buried in the breasts of a woman who wasn’t his wife. 

No guilt. No remorse. That was surprising. His dick even stirred because of a broad for 
the first time since Trinny left. He downed the shot of Jack, the burn helping cover his 
sudden surprise. 

Knuckles slapped his shoulder. “All right, Prez,” he shouted over the music, grinning like 
a lunatic. “Looks like you’re ready to party?” 

Jayce pointedly ignored his VP, all but feeling Tank’s disapproval. Jayce nodded at 
Knuckles. “Yeah. Time to move the fuck on.” 

“You deserve it, boss.” 

Jayce just nodded again, gesturing for another shot. Tits weren’t needed, though. There 
was a blonde down the bar from him, eye fucking him like he hadn’t seen since he was in 
his twenties. He downed the next shot and tore his eyes away, only looking to Tank now. 
“We should mingle. Show our faces, meet the patches.” 

Tank nodded. “Whatever you say, boss.” His tone was terse, but Jayce decided that, for 
tonight anyway, he didn’t give a fuck. 
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‘Dean would have loved this.’ That was all Samuel could think as he led his brothers into 
the Full Throttle Saloon. There were willing women everywhere, most of them wearing 
little more than body paint and glitter. His boy would have been rolling in the attention, 
hooking a different pair of girls under each arm every hour, and then complaining for 
days afterwards about how itchy the glitter was and how it got in places that glitter should 
never be. Fuck. He missed his son so much. Some days he’d wake up and for that one 
beautiful moment he’d forget, forget that Dean was rotting in the ground. Then he’d 
remember and the black hole that he managed to keep a lid on most of the time would 
gape wide and threaten to swallow him whole. 

He took a deep breath and tried to shake off the melancholy, or at least bury it deep. 

They pushed through the happily drunk and stoned crowd to the bar. Their little group 
was probably going to look like Sunday-schoolers this week. Five of their six had old 
ladies, two of which had accompanied them. There would be some serious drinking, a lot 
of serious drinking, but no pussy. The old adage ‘why grab a burger when you have steak 
at home’ rang true. And in most of their cases, their steak still had horns and teeth and 
wasn’t shy about goring you in the guts if it felt it was warranted.  

There were times in his marriage that Samuel had seriously considered sending his wife 
and her best friend, his VP’s old lady, out to deal with their enemies. He was pretty sure 
even a cartel would develop a healthy respect for Moira when she got on a tear. 

At the bar, he got the attention of the woman who’d been using her tits more than her 
hands to dish out the alcohol. He asked for glasses and a couple of bottles. Fitz, the only 
unattached man amongst them, was free to do what he liked, but Samuel would not 
subject himself to the rigmarole of titty shots just to get a drink for the entire fucking 
night. He poured the first round and passed the glasses along. Terry, Dizzy, Cage, Shark 
and Fitz all took one and threw the alcohol back without pause, slamming their glasses 
back on the bar. 

He poured a second round. “Here’s to the crazy fun, boys.”  

Just because they weren’t getting their dicks wet didn’t mean they were without 
distractions; there would be plenty of other entertainments during the week to keep their 
attention. The two old ladies that had accompanied them were more than happy to let 
boys be boys and were more than capable of finding their own amusements. 

His brothers saluted his toast with their glasses, and they drank again. 

“You know, boss, we’re probably the most whipped men in here, but I wouldn’t change it 
for the world,” Terry muttered while eyeing a badly bleached bottle-blonde in a gold 
bikini who was trying, and failing, to exhibit her prowess on one of the stripper poles. 
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“S’Okay, Terry. Dolly ain’t here. You don’t have to repeat an affirmation every time a 
piece of ass walks past.” Dizzy smirked and tipped his glass at the VP of the mother 
charter. 

“Says you. You brought your old lady with you.” Shark grinned at Dizzy. 

“And you’re wed to your Pres’s daughter, so we know you’re on your best behavior.” 
Dizzy countered. 

“Brothers. Let us be as we are and seek not to alter us.” Cage advised with all the 
sagacity of a man twice his age. 

“What the fuck’re you quotin’ this time?” Fitz’s expression of incomprehension had 
Shark and Dizzy doubled over. 

“Shakespeare. Misquoting really.” 

“Wouldn’t have known if you hadn’t said, brother. It all sounds too fancy to me.” 

“You didn’t pay any attention at school?” Terry asked. 

“Might’ve, but I weren’t there much.” Fitz shrugged, unoffended and unconcerned. 

“Boys. I don’t think Sturgis is the place to have a discussion on the finer points of old 
English literature?” Samuel smiled benevolently at them.  

“Damn right, Pres.” Dizzy reached forward and slammed his glass down next to the 
bottle. “Line ‘em up.” 

Samuel did as his friend requested and poured them all another round of tequila. 

 

 

 

This wasn’t Brick’s first dance at Sturgis. Not even fucking close. When they were riding 
around, he and Bear had gone there every year. Once they’d joined the Marauders, they’d 
been a couple of times, too, but it had been a few years since they’d made an appearance. 

It wasn’t even the first time he’d been married while he was at Sturgis; it was just the first 
time he gave a fuck about being married. He’d asked Mel if she wanted to come, and 
when she stopped laughing, she’d looked surprised and asked if he was serious. When he 
confirmed that he, in fact, was serious, she’d started laughing again. 
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It was the singles who had suggested it, and if it had just been a way for those guys to 
drink, get stoned, and fuck for a full week, he’d said they could go without wearing their 
patch. But it was a good place to make new contacts, forge friendships, and also, it could 
be fun. It could. But frankly, Brick felt like he was too fucking old to have fun at Sturgis. 

And to make him feel even older, he had his two sons with him, one of them recently 
married, and his little daughter-in-law was with them, too. Violet. So that was weird. She 
was there to work, though, and he knew that his VP, Violet’s dad, would mentally be out 
of order until his baby girl was safely back at home. He looked at Bear; the man had 
looked stressed out for the last month. He patted his back. 

“She’s in the RV with Mac,” he tried. “She won’t even see this place, and she’s fine.” 

“Oh motherfucker!” his other son, Mitch, said, and when Brick followed his line of sight 
it landed on a line of women on lying on the bar with men drinking shots out of their 
bellybuttons. “I love this place,” he groaned. 

Well, that was like pouring gasoline on a fire, Brick concluded in his head, and then he 
sighed. He was still trying to figure out what to say to Mitch when he disappeared into 
the crowd as quickly as a ferret set on fire. 

Sisco was long gone, probably neck deep in his third pussy of the night; Brick hadn’t 
expected anything else. He just hoped that Sisco remembered that he was supposed to 
watch over Vi now and then. They were all going to do that, and when he looked around, 
he thought that babysitting Vi could be the most fun he would have for the full week. 

Bull, his SAA, took one look at a woman walking past them, wearing nothing but a thong 
and itty bitty sparkling pasties on her nipples, and mumbled that she might know where 
the poker games were held, and then he was gone too. 

He looked at Dawg and Bear, the other two guys with Old Ladies at home. 

“I guess getting drunk is one plan,” he suggested. 

“Wonder if they have shot glasses, or if I’m gonna have to tell April that bellybuttons 
were my only option,” Bear muttered. “Not sure she’ll believe me.” 

They looked towards the bar again. A woman was pouring shots into glasses while 
holding the bottle between her tits. 

“Look at that,” Dawg laughed and slapped his hand at Bear’s back. “Now you can tell her 
you had a shot glass, no need to give her the details.” 
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Shit. Spike fucking loved Sturgis. All around him, with less than an inch between them, 
were bikers and pussy. He was pretty sure that was as close to heaven as it was possible 
to get.  
 
It would have been nice if he'd been with brothers who were a lot less married, cuz you 
sure as shit didn't get more married than Tiny and Samson, but fuck it, there were plenty 
of brothers here who'd be happy to get their freak on with him and some of these sweet 
young things. There were just so many of them, he didn't know where to begin. His eyes 
fell on a leggy blonde wearing a scrap of lace and nothing else, but he was instantly 
distracted by a curvy, dark-haired beauty, then the cutest little Asian and, ooh that sweet 
little Latina over there. So much pussy. So little time. Oh yes. Spike loved Sturgis. 
 
He glanced back at Tiny, who was scanning the crowd, seemingly oblivious to the 
delights around him. Jesus, didn't he ever stop being on? “Chill, brother. We're all here 
for the same thing: to get shitfaced and get laid. Well, just shitfaced, in your case.” 
 
Tiny shrugged, then frowned as a pair of tits were pressed against his chest. He looked 
down and his frown deepened. “Fuck off home to mommy, little girl.” 
 
The girl pouted and turned her attention to Spike. Shit, she really was young. “You 
wanna party?” 
 
“Not unless I see your ID first, sweetheart.” He grinned and turned to his brother. “Need 
a drink. Make a path.” 
 
As he followed in his brother's wake, Spike's eyes swiveled right and left, and his cock 
twitched in anticipation. How Tiny and Samson, who was currently sulking back at the 
campsite with a couple of old timers, could manage to keep their dicks in their pants was 
beyond him. Their ol' ladies were great, of course. Emma was cute, in a wholesome kinda 
way, although she had a sharp little tongue, and he reckoned she must know a few tricks 
to keep Samson on the straight and narrow. And Beth... Well, Beth was pure class. A real 
good ol' lady, respectful, but in no way was she a pushover. She was hot, too—real hot. 
Maybe if he had a woman like that at home, he'd keep his junk tucked safely away for the 
week as well. 
 
It took a full five minutes to reach the bar, and by the time he got there, Spike's mood has 
soured slightly. However, as he watched the girl at the bar pour shots of tequila, he soon 
cheered up, and he was pretty sure Tiny was enjoying the show – although it was always 
kind of hard to tell. “Tequila, brother?” 
 
“Jack. Large.” Tiny looked over to where a couple of Mountain Skulls patches were 
talking to what looked to Spike like Night Horde, although it was hard to be sure through 
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the crowd. One of the Skulls glanced over and raised his glass towards Tiny, who nodded 
in response. 
 
“You know him?” Spike guessed that would be the sum total of conversation between the 
two men. No one could ever accuse Tiny of talking too much. 
 
“Not really. Seen him at a few rallies before.” Tiny took their glasses from the bartender 
and, barely acknowledging her, threw some money in her direction.  
 
Spike was beginning to wonder whether Beth had been giving him bromide, and whether 
it would wear off before the end of the week. “Reckon that tall fucker is Isaac Lunden. 
You wanna go and make our acquaintances?” 
 
“Nah. He's busy with his fans.” Tiny downed his Jack. “I'm gonna head out and find 
somewhere else to drink. This place is making me twitchy. You staying here?” 
 
“Yep.” Spike's eyes fell on a redhead with flowers painted on her tits and smirked. “Tell 
Beth I said hi.” 
 
Tiny flipped him the bird, and pushed himself away from the bar. Spike grinned as he 
watched him pushing his way back through the crowd. He'd pulled his cell out of his 
pocket before he'd even got to the door. 
 

 
 
Tank liked to dance. Wasn’t a pro at it or anything, but he’d learned the two-step and that 
had always been enough to get him through most wedding receptions and formal 
occasions. When the pretty little brown-eyed brunette grabbed him for a turn around the 
room, he wasn’t going to point out that no one was really dancing. 
 
She was cute, and she wanted to dance. She’d dance. 
 
He was feeling good and buzzed. Seen enough faces around to decide that this was more 
than likely going to be a peaceful Sturgis. He made a point of introducing himself to the 
Night Horde, since they’d gone out of their way to make sure that the clubs would meet 
and say their piece when it came to this movie deal they had coming down. They seemed 
like decent people, motivated by the same things the Red Rebels were in Markham. Tank 
could understand that. 
 
The Freaks had sent a contingent of scary-looking bastards, big and hardened and 
seriously fucking intimidating. They weren’t here to throw their weight around, though, 
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either. They’d accepted his handshake in a brotherly way that put his mind at ease despite 
the dead-man stare they’d had when he first approached them. 
 
The Marauders were his kind of people, he knew that right off—family men. Half of 
them were sitting on their hands, almost unnoticing the fleshy distractions passing them 
by. He liked those guys, he really liked them a lot.  
 
There were a few other clubs he knew very little about. The Mountain Skulls seemed 
somewhat locally-oriented to their town, like the Rebels were. The Vikings he knew 
absolutely nothing about, but they were an imposing bunch, so he left the introductions to 
them for another night. And the Priests, he was starting to hear more and more about, 
likely in the wake of what had apparently been the bloody takeover of a Texas MC. But 
that’s not how you started small talk in this world, either. 
 
But for the moment he was distracted. The little thing on his arm barely cleared his 
elbow, had a little bow-shaped mouth and nice skin. Soft, perfect. Her body pressed into 
him, promising a lot more soft to come, and he had to grin. He hadn’t been sure if getting 
laid at Sturgis would have been as easy as it had been a full decade ago, but apparently 
there was no cause for concern. 
 
Just one problem. His Prez. 
 
Jayce was in a corner of the room with a pretty blonde he’d been eyeing up the second 
they’d arrived. Tank searched around, trying to find Fritter. He caught sight of the 
redneck and asked his new friend to give him just one second. 
 
Fritter was exploring the inside of a woman’s barely-there shirt. Or, more specifically, 
pulling a shot glass from between her ample breasts to down it with no hands. The girl 
was very impressed, clapping and jumping up and down and bouncing around. Fritter 
only had his eyes on her tits. 
 
“Hey,” Tank said, hand on the back of the SAA’s neck. Fritter immediately brought his 
head around, all business. 
 
“Yeah?” 
 
“Let’s you and me keep an eye on Jayce, all right? He’s gonna score. It ain’t my business, 
but he’s not alone here.” 
 
Fritter frowned.  
 
“I’m not saying you gotta hold his dick for him,” Tank went on before any stupid 
questions started. “But if he’s banging blondie in the men’s room, we’re one stall over. I 
don’t like him out of sorts and alone here.” 
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“Sure,” Fritter said easily. “I gotcha, big guy.” 
 
“What about you?” The titty-shot girl asked, hand up on his shoulder and her glassy eyes 
sparkling up at him. “Who are you banging in the men’s room?” 
 
Tank smiled and took her hand, kissing the back before dropping it. “My dance card’s 
full, honey. But thank you.” 
 
She pouted, and he left her standing with Fritter, who he heard ask, “What the hell am I? 
Hamburger?” 
 
Tank was chuckling as he headed back to his brunette, but she was gone. No, not gone. 
Occupied. Some little baby-faced shit from the Night Horde had his arm around her and 
she was grinning at him like he was the answer to all things. 
 
Shit. 
 
Tank headed back to the bar, took his seat on a stool and gestured for another shot. Then 
he watched as Jayce led the blonde down the hall to the washrooms. He wasn’t sure what 
to think. He adored Trinny. Loved her like a sister. But taking off and taking the kids 
with her was such a betrayal in his eyes. He knew why she’d done it, but he’d never 
understand taking a kids away from their father like that. It wasn’t his business, it was 
their marriage. But something about Jayce banging a random slut at Sturgis got to him. 
 
On cue, he caught sight of Fritter and the shot-glass girl, taking the same path. It relaxed 
him that someone would be close. A lot of clubs here, hard to tell if the Gypsys had any 
friends in Sturgis.  
 
“You look so sad,” a cheery voice said, leaning into the bar next to him. There was a soft 
brush of breasts on his arm, so he was already very interested before her pretty face came 
into focus. Tank smiled, and she returned it, instantly cheerful. 
 
That gave him pause. “You working?” he asked, downing his shot. 
 
“Nope,” she assured him, not even offended by the insinuation. “I just like a big guy in a 
cowboy hat. What can I say?” 
 
He grinned wider. “Well, all right then. Whatcha drinkin’, sweetheart?” 
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VIOLET HATES STURGIS, DAY ONE 

Working at the rally, Violet will encounter several of our characters.  
Today, she meets Thea Colby. 

 

Sweet Jesus, this place was insanity. Pure, unadulterated, biker insanity. 

If she’d collected a list of all the stereotypes that the good folk of Ravensbridge had 
assigned to the MC based in their town, and brought them to life, Sturgis would have 
been the result. It was almost embarrassing. She would have been embarrassed, if Dizzy 
and the others hadn’t been lapping it up. He’d gotten back to the RV at dawn, smelling 
like he’d bathed in tequila, and was now walking around town with his shades fixed 
firmly to his face, even when they went inside the shops. Well, get him a dress and a 
glass slipper and call him Cinderella, ‘cause this boy was playing to type just like the 
characters that walked round Disneyland posing for photos with the tourists. 

It had taken her a while to figure out that this was his idea of doing something he thought 
she’d like. She had no idea where he’d gotten the idea that she liked shopping, much less 
traipsing round overpriced outlets for leather, kinky dress-up outfits and fishnet beaters. 
As if she was ever going to wear a pair of chaps, or a leather vest, or a pair of pasties in 
private, let alone in public. She was going to have to find and confiscate his copies of 
Biker Babe Monthly ‘cause he was trippin’ on some shit like that if he suddenly thought 
that was her style. She was almost eight months pregnant for fuck’s sake. There was 
every chance Greenpeace would surround her try and try to float her back out to sea if 
she exposed half as much flesh as some of the girls she’d seen sashaying around. Maybe 
the hangover was affecting his judgment. 

Once Thea’d put him straight on the fact that she did not live to shop, nor did she love to 
walk around in ninety-degree heat stopping every five minutes to chat to someone about 
their bike, they’d started looking for something else. They’d been meandering around the 
tattoo parlors that had set up specifically for the rally, taking a look at the work of the 
artists and getting recommendations. She’d found out she was pregnant before she’d been 
able to make time to get the ink which would mark her as Dizzy’s old lady, so they might 
as well take the time to see what was available. They’d also been stopping people with 
particularly impressive pieces to ask where they’d had their work done, and one artist’s 
name kept cropping up over and over: Violet at Wicked Ink in Phoenix, Arizona. 

Apparently this prodigy, an accurate description, since everyone was telling them how 
good she was for someone so young, was set up at the Tattoo Café, so they wandered in 
that direction. Thea wouldn’t be able to get any ink this week, but they could ask if this 
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was the only out-of-town gig the girl did, or see if it was worth them taking a trip across 
state. 

When they found Violet—by name and by nature; she had fairly vivid purple hair—she 
was cleaning the black leather reclining chair in front of her with a spray bottle and 
napkins. The scent of disinfectant was heavy enough for them to feel it at the other side 
of the table standing in front of her setup. She’d obviously just finished working on a 
man who, judging from his substantial paunch, indulged on diner burgers a bit too often. 
He was admiring a Day of the Dead skull, with a barrel roll hairstyle and vibrant scarlet 
lips, in a mirror propped against the wall. Thea waddled over to the large, leather bound 
portfolio book on the table and began to flip through the pages. 

 

Violet studied the very, very pregnant woman who was looking through her portfolio. 
Now and then she stopped and took a deep breath while holding her stomach. Like she 
couldn’t get enough air. 

“Are you okay?” Violet eventually asked. 

She had no idea what she’d do if the woman went into labor right then and there, and 
between the male tattoo artists and the childless lesbian, she doubted anyone else would 
know, either. Hopefully the guy who was with her would know, though. 

“Yeah, this little fu… imp, is kickin’ my ribs and punchin’ my bladder at the same time. 
This is so not the best place to be when you’re pregnant. There are no decent fuckin’ 
toilets when you need ‘em. And I have to reverse into the porta-potties or I get stuck.”  

Violet swallowed and stared at the missile that was currently the woman’s stomach. Mac 
wanted a baby. He’d said that, and that it was basically up to her to tell him when she was 
ready. There was no hurry, he’d said, but he was up for it. 

Looking at the woman, Violet didn’t feel ready at all. Like she was decades away from 
ready. It looked horrible. Really bad! She couldn’t imagine she’d ever feel ready to put 
herself through something like that. And what the hell had made the woman come to 
Sturgis?! She wanted to ask, but she thought it might be impolite. Not like it was her 
business anyway. 

Sami cleared his throat next to her, and when she looked at him he pointed towards their 
bathroom. Oh! Yeah! That would probably be nice. They weren’t supposed to let the 
customers use it, but Violet figured it would be okay to offer a pregnant woman. Not like 
there was an abundance of pregnant women walking around. This was actually the first 
one she’d seen. 
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“We have a bathroom here. It’s quite wide. At least wide enough for you to turn 
around—I think.” She tried to smile to show she was kidding, but her eyes got stuck on 
the woman’s stomach. “I’m sorry. It’s just… I just got married, and… that looks very 
uncomfortable.” 

“It is. And I’ve got at least six more weeks of this torture left,” she smiled. “You’re 
married?” 

“Yes,” she answered absently, still staring at her belly. She just couldn’t take her eyes off 
it. It wasn’t as if she hadn’t seen pregnant women before, but she’d never really looked. It 
had never mattered, but now it did, since they’d sort of talked about it. “I guess that 
leaning over and inking wouldn’t be possible?” 

The woman didn’t even answer. She just laughed, for a long time, so that was probably a 
‘no’ then. When she was done laughing, she extended her hand. 

“Thea Colby.” She hitched her thumb in the general direction of the man with her. “This 
is my old man, Dizzy.” 

“Violet Baxter,” she said and took her hand. “So… You want ink? Now?”  

A chuckle from Sam made her realize that it might have sounded a bit rude, but, frankly, 
she was terrified of that belly. It looked like it was about to explode. 

“It’s just.. It’s not a good idea when you’re pregnant,” she continued. Which was the 
truth; it was a terrible idea, and not only because she was scared. 

 

“Yeah, I know.” Thea raised an eyebrow at Dizzy, who nodded almost imperceptibly, 
and then tapped Violet’s portfolio with her fingertips. “We were wonderin’ if you’ve got 
any plans to visit Texas. We’ve seen a few people with really amazin’ ink, seems every 
time we ask, it’s your name they give us. 

Violet had been about to answer, but their little bean chose that particular moment to 
launch a particularly strong kick—one that was visible from the outside, since Thea was 
wearing a black beater which stretched tightly over her belly, even though it was a 
maternity design, above her beloved yoga pants. It was such a hard push that Thea let out 
a little grunt. Violet’s eyes had gone wide, scared wide. 

“It’s not that bad. Honestly.” 

“That looked like it hurt.” 
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“It kinda did, but it’s better when you’re standin’ up. It’s worse when you’re lyin’ down 
and they kick against the mattress. A whole lot of you gets trapped in between.”  

Violet looked like she might be about to get up and run out, if she hadn’t been frozen to 
the spot, her eyes glued on Thea’s belly.  

“I’m sorry. I shouldn’t be tellin’ you all the scare stories. I should be tellin’ you how 
wonderful it is, how in touch with nature you feel, and how feminine, and the rest.” 

“But… ?” 

“But it’s all bullshit. I haven’t seen my feet in two months. If I stand up for longer than 
five minutes everythin’ from my knees down doubles in size. My tits have developed 
their own weather system they’re so fuckin’ big. I can’t even bend over to get fuckin’ 
underwear on. I have to sit down on the bed and kinda twist sideways to get my feet in. I 
have to pee every five minutes, never mind how much I actually drink. Everythin’, even 
milk and yogurt, gives me heartburn and at the end of it all I’m goin’ to endure the worst 
pain known to man, or woman, before it’s all over.” 

By this point Dizzy had doubled over laughing. Thea jabbed a sharp elbow into his ribs. 
This was all his fucking fault in the first place. Well, actually it was hers, but 
proportionally, the more uncomfortable she got, the more it became his fault. 

“I’m sorry. That was overshare.” Violet looked so frightened that Thea was immediately 
sorry she’d let rip the way that she had. 

 

Violet cleared her throat to try to remember what had been said except the horror stories 
about being pregnant. 

“Well, we have a convention planned in Dallas next March, and I’ll obviously not be 
pregnant by then, so I’ll be there.” 

Dizzy, her old man, and most likely the father of the child, started laughing again. It 
seemed a little suicidal of him, so Violet handed Thea her business card, hoping that Thea 
wouldn’t explode all over the guy right in front of her. 

“Just send me an email, point out that you’re the pregnant woman, and I’ll get back to 
you with some appointments. I haven’t started booking it yet. Would that work for you?” 

“Sure,” Thea said with a nod. “You had a toilet?” 
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“Yeah,” Violet nodded. “In the back. Oh, and in the email, explain what you want, some 
pictures and stuff. Or whatever. We can figure it out there if you don’t know.” 

“I know what I want. I want an angel, here.” She pointed at the top of the big bulge. “The 
wings going in under here.” She ran her hands over her ribs, or where her ribs should be, 
directly under her substantial chest. Which apparently had its own weather system. 

“Will that work by March?” Violet asked, and was a bit worried to hear the answer. That 
was definitely rude; she didn’t even have to wait for Sami’s chuckle to know that. “Sorry. 
To be honest, I want to know for personal reasons as well. Mac, my husband… well, he 
kind of wants a kid, and...” 

And that’s when Dizzy lost it again, and if Thea’d had a gun, he’d probably be dead, she 
looked so pissed. 

“It’ll work,” she answered, her tone determined. 

“Man, I hope your husband isn’t around,” Dizzy said, still laughing. “He’ll fuckin’ kill 
me for bringin’ her here.” 

“He is,” Sami answered. “So watch out for anyone in a Marauder cut.” 

Thea looked scarily satisfied at that. Like she hoped Mac would find him. Yeah, Violet 
wasn’t going to be pregnant in March. No fucking way! 

“Okay,” Violet started. “Just email me. I’m sure I’ll remember you.” 

“I bet you will,” Dizzy chuckled and received another jab at his ribs, but he was still 
smiling. 

“I’ll show you to the bathroom.” 

She pointed to it, and when Thea turned, she noticed that as well as the visible half a 
sleeve of roses on her left arm, there was more ink on her back, that was mostly covered 
by her clothes, so she probably knew what she was asking for when it came to the ink. 
Virgin skin at a convention wasn’t good. 

 

Thea paused on her way to the advertised toilet. 

“I really am sorry if I scared you. This isn’t my first. I’ve got a boy at home, eleven years 
old. It’s worth it. All of it. The shitty diapers—and, good lord, the smell of baby shit 
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never leaves you—the months without sleep, the cracked nipples, the terrible twos, the 
tantrums. It is all worth it. You love your kid like you’ve never loved anythin’. Ever.” 

For the first time since Thea had walked in, or since she’d started taking at least, Violet 
began to look not-sacred.  

“I get that. My dad… “ She trailed off, as if unable or unwilling to continue. 

Thea understood. “Yeah. That. That’s why we do it.”  

The bean gave another jab into her bladder. “Sorry, I gotta go.” She really did, if she 
hung around there was a good chance she’d humiliate herself and make a mess of the 
floor. She scurried, no, waddled, into the toilet and hoped that she hadn’t put Violet off 
the idea of kids, for life. Because despite it all, Thea wouldn’t change a thing. 
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BONFIRE OF THE CALAMITIES 
The Old Ladies…bond. In Freak Circle fashion. 

 

 
 

Sturgis might be the worst place for her. Gertie had been surrounded all day by drinking, 
drugs and various forms of debauchery, and she could feel her control slipping, just a 
little. Thankfully, Jolene and Mickey were sticking close to her and Buck, so Gertie never 
once felt like she’d been left to lag behind while Buck communed with his unwashed, 
inked and hairy brethren. 
 
She’d never even heard of Sturgis before this, which had horrified the Rebels and Jolene. 
Fritter had quipped, in that charming accent of his that made his comments less hurtful, 
“Knew you were civilian, Gertie. Didn’t know you rolled off the turnip truck last week.”  
She’d liked looking at the bikes plenty, and seeing Buck in his element was a nice 
change. With all the drama and madness lately, there was a lot more lightheartedness to 
all the Rebels here, even if there were a few patches she was warned to keep an eye out 
for.  
 
Speaking of Buck, she had no idea where her man had vanished off to. But Jolene was 
right next to her, plopping them both down next to a ridiculously large, roaring bonfire 
with a couple of bottles of lemonade. This must be where the womenfolk gather, she 
realized as she glanced around them.  
 
“How late does this go on every night?” she asked, realizing how old she sounded with 
just one question. 
 
Jolene grinned madly at her. “Oh honey, I hope you brought earplugs because it doesn’t 
stop. Not around here. You’re out of tourist scope here. This is fucking Thunderdome.” 
 
Gertie quickly took a pull on her lemonade, feeling bad that Jolene had to play babysitter. 
“You can have a beer, you know,” Gertie told her, smiling. “I’ll be fine. Just don’t vanish 
on me.” 
 
Jolene shook her head. “Nah. I’ll let Mickey get pissed up. He’s kind of fun when he’s 
smashed, actually.” 
 
“Fun?” Gertie asked. “Like, he wants to play Yahtzee?” 
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That nearly sent lemonade out Jolene’s nose. “No,” she snorted, coughing. “I mean, 
playful. Some of the best threeways we’ve had have been when he’s totally out of it.” 
 
Gertie felt her cheeks pinken, just a bit. She somehow forgot how open Jolene could be 
when discussing, well, everything. She knew she’d be used to it in time, but until then she 
had to assume everything Jolene talked about would eventually lead to a frank discussion 
about very specific sexual acts. 
 
“Does Buck drink?” Jolene asked, sensing her discomfort. 
 
“No,” she answered, feeling bad about that also. “Doesn’t want me to feel left out of 
anything.” 
 
“That’s good. That’s the kind of person you need to be with. And hey, Knuckles doesn’t 
drink, either. We’re all here for you, babe.” 
 
Gertie clinked her lemonade bottle against Jolene’s with a smile. “Thanks, Jolene.” 
 
“Now,” Jolene went on, sliding closer to Gertie like a conspirator. “Assuming my 
husband comes back drunk and horny instead of drunk and beaten to a pulp, help me pick 
out who else might be interested in joining me and Mickey.” 
 
Okay, so she knew they had threesomes, but this was insane. And yet Jolene’s tone told 
her this was all in good fun. “Okay,” she said seriously, crossing her legs and eyeing up 
the prospective ladies. “It’s hard to pick. Everyone’s so pretty.” 
 
“I know.” Jolene took another sip, her eyes tracking the same people Gertie was. “Oh,” 
she suddenly said, not pointing, not drawing attention. “Clock the dark-haired woman. 
Lara Croft ponytail. She looks … nice.” 
 
Gertie smiled at Jolene. “Is that your type? Dark-haired and tough-looking?” 
 
Jolene shrugged. “Okay, maybe not tough.” Gertie looked around, and Jolene followed 
her stare when it fell upon another brunette with striking blue eyes who just happened 
upon them. Very pretty. Nice curves. She bit her bottom lip, smiled and winked and Blue 
Eyes nervously smiled back before noticing where Lara Croft was and heading over. 
“Hmm, maybe a coupla brunette bookends?” 
 
Gertie giggled again. “Okay, so you like brunettes. I get it.” 
 
“Actually I like redheads, but Buck keeps saying no to a foursome.” 
 
Gertie gawked at that, and Jolene shoved her with a shoulder. “I’m just kidding, kid. 
Relax.” 
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Gertie breathed out, laughing with her. “I can never tell when you’re kidding with this 
stuff.” 
 
“I do like redheads,” she admitted, eyes on the assembled broads. “So does Mickey. But 
tell me … who else catches your fancy?” 
 

 
 
Thea was about ready to rip someone’s fucking head off. Why in the hell had she agreed 
to this? She must have been out of her mind with a hormone surge, or distracted looking 
at nursery furniture, or been helping Josh with his homework or fucking something, 
because if she’d thought about, she never would have agreed to come to a week-long 
motorcycle rally at nearly eight months pregnant. AND THERE WERE NO FUCKING 
CHAIRS ANYWHERE! And that was even before the toilet situation had presented 
itself. They’d decided to keep the flavor of the bean they were baking a surprise, but 
either way, the kid was a fucking gymnast, and bouncing up and down on her bladder 
was its favorite pastime. Not great when the only toilets were usually porta-potties and 
she was in danger of getting wedged irretrievably every time she had to use one. 
 
Only two things were making this trip bearable: Alex, and the RV. She wasn’t counting 
Dizzy, he was off doing his macho-biker-MC-president thing most of the time, and she 
was content to let him. He’d gotten all bent out of shape at the idea of her staying in 
Texas just because she was pregnant, which was fine for him, he wasn’t the size of a 
fucking blimp and his feet didn’t double in size after a half hour of walking. And she’d 
felt guilty about Alex coming on her own. Alex and Cage were still in the new and shiny 
stage of their relationship, and she was still finding her feet as the old lady of the Priests’ 
VP; it would have been seven kinds of cruel to leave her to come on her own, and Cage 
had been as adamant as Dizzy about wanting his lady with him. At least they were 
planning to do their own thing during the day, separate from the boys; they weren’t 
expected to traipse around in their wake. It made the fact that the two women were there 
even more laughable, but Thea was counting plus points wherever she could. 
 
Tonight they were making their way over to the bonfire. It had been recommended to 
them as the scene for old ladies. Thea had balked at the idea of trying to get down to 
ground level, and then get up again to find a bush every five minutes at the behest of her 
bladder, but it would be unfair to Alex to keep her in the RV every evening, so tonight 
she would make an effort. Tomorrow was another day, and Thea was making no 
promises. She did not give a rat’s ass if she looked ridiculous carrying one of the sofa 
cushions from the RV under her arm; she was not going to spend the night on a patch of 
dirt or on a fucking log. No way would her hips stand for that. 
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At least Josh would be having a good time. He’d been allowed to stay at the clubhouse so 
that Shaggy and Scooby could keep an eye on him. Thank Christ it was summer vacation. 
She had no doubt that he was eating junk, drinking nothing but Dr. Pepper and playing 
adult-rated Xbox games until he fell asleep with the controller in his hand. 
 
Eventually they managed to find a good spot. They had a log to lean against, and for 
Thea to use as leverage to get back up again, and they were close enough to the fire to 
take advantage of the light and heat without being roasted half to death or stung by the 
dancing embers that were thrown up by the thermal drafts. There was a copse of dense 
bushes nearby as well that would serve Thea extremely well for toilet facilities. God, the 
life of a president’s old lady just did not let up in the glamour stakes! 
 
“You set?” Alex asked. There was a small gig stage on the edge of the crowd, and closer 
to the fire there were a few people dotted around with acoustic guitars, jamming or 
playing in their own little knots of friends. Alex’s naturally soft voice was only just 
audible over the melding strains of music and the general hum of chatter. 
 
“I’m as set as I’m gonna be, ‘til I need a piss. So, for the next five minutes or so.” Thea 
was trying hard not to grumble, she really was, but Sturgis was no place for a pregnant 
woman. 
 
Fortunately, Alex wasn’t holding her near constant griping against her. Although Thea 
wouldn’t be surprised if she was putting Alex off the idea of kids for life. 
 
“I’ll go get us a couple of drinks. If you sip it real slow, maybe you can draw that piss out 
to ten minutes.” 
 
“Be a fuckin’ event if I did. I swear there is no more room in me for this kid.” 
 
“You’ve got another six weeks yet, it’s only gonna get bigger.” 
 
Thea didn’t even dignify that with a reply, and she managed not to stick her tongue out at 
Alex’s retreating back. She got as comfortable as was humanly possible, which wasn’t 
very, and indulged in some people watching. It wasn’t like there was really any other 
form of entertainment, but seeing the mix of people here, from all across the country, of 
every age, from kids to white-haired retirees, was like a live-action reality show. 
 

 
 
Lilli peered into the stroller. Gia was out for the count. She laughed; her little girl had had 
a huge day at Sturgis. Walking with her family through town today, Isaac pushing the 
stroller while Gia sat in her flowered, floppy hat and pointed out every single ‘mo-cle’ 
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she saw, was already a highlight of Lilli’s week. Her big, beautiful man, brought to his 
knees by a fifteen-pound thirteen-month-old. Her heart swelled just at the thought. 
 
Lilli was loving Sturgis. The testosterone was so thick the air was tangy. In a lot of ways, 
it was like the camp in Afghanistan—neck deep in men in full he-man mode, their 
entertainments of the rough sort. 
 
The women, however—nothing at all like a FOB. If this was what sweetbutts looked like 
across the country, then the Horde girls in Signal Bend were schoolmarms in comparison. 
Lilli was impressed that some of these girls managed to keep the little slivers of clothes 
on their bodies. She’d seen one girl (and she was a girl, couldn’t have been out of her 
teens yet) wearing nothing but two tiny, glittery red heart pasties on her nipples and a 
blue string bikini bottom—lots of string, not much bottom—and clear acrylic platforms 
that must have been eight inches high. Just walking down the sidewalk, about fifteen 
leather-clad hounds on her scent. 
 
And Gia was seeing it all. Oh, well. She was one. She wouldn’t remember the group fuck 
going on loudly on the picnic table outside the RV last night. Or anything else, for that 
matter. Still, maybe it was a mistake to bring her, but Lilli didn’t want to leave her alone 
for a week, and Isaac wanted Lilli with him. He hadn’t been to Sturgis in almost ten 
years. He’d wanted her to see everything; he’d been sure she’d dig it. 
 
And she did. He’d done some grumbling about how commercial it had become since he’d 
last been, and he wasn’t thrilled that the Night Horde’s fame had followed them to South 
Dakota, but he seemed to be having a good time, too. She watched all the girls swooning 
over him and saw him giving them that smirk she knew so well. She wasn’t threatened in 
the slightest. 
 
That wasn’t to say that she didn’t give every swoony little baby tart a look that said, Why 
don’t you come right over here, dollbaby, and let me show you why I’ve got the ink. She 
enjoyed watching their eyes quickly drop. A few had looked like they’d like to challenge 
her for the President of the Night Horde, but she’d stared them down, too. If ever a little 
nearly-naked bimbo actually did challenge her, Lilli would have no compunction about 
putting her down hard. But so far, she’d enjoyed gently teasing Isaac about his celebrity 
status and the keenly attentive eyes on him wherever he went. 
 
Speaking of attentive eyes, a lively brunette across the bonfire showing a beautiful, full 
sleeve with detail so rich it popped even in firelight, had been eyeing Lilli for a while 
now. She was talking to a redhead who was obviously not enjoying her Sturgis 
experience quite as much. The brunette’s attention was flirtatious, but those days were 
long past for Lilli. She and Isaac were a duo. They tangoed. They didn’t mosh. So she 
sent her a grin that said as much and turned her attention back to Gia. When she looked 
back, the brunette seemed to be noticing the stroller for the first time. Her look changed 
then. 
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Someone else had noticed the stroller—a heavily pregnant brunette sitting with a pretty 
blonde at the log next to Lilli and Gia. Lilli smiled and moved down closer to them. 
“That your first?” 
 
“No. Got a boy at home. It’s been awhile, though. He’s eleven.” 
 
“I’m impressed, doing Sturgis so far along. Are you about seven months or so?” 
 
The brunette laughed, and so did the blonde. “Yeah. I’d forgotten how fuckin’ difficult it 
is to get comfy at this stage. And I didn’t have much of a choice.” 
 
Lilli laughed, too. “I hear ya. Where’s home?” 
 
“Ravensbridge, Texas. My old man’s the President of the Priests chapter there. You?” 
 
“Signal Bend, Missouri. Isaac’s the President of the Night Horde.” 
 
The blonde spoke up then. “The one that had that big shootout?” 
 
“The same.” It wasn’t the first time the ‘Shootout in Signal Bend’ had been mentioned in 
Sturgis, and not always in a friendly way. All the Horde were meeting with a bunch of 
one-percenter club officers at the end of the week to assuage concerns about publicity. 
This wasn’t just a fun run. “I’m Lilli, by the way. And Sleeping Beauty here is Gia.” 
 
She extended her hand, and the brunette took it first. “Thea.” 
 
And then the blonde. “Alex.” 
 
“Good to meet you.” 
 

 
 
Ben wanted her to make nice. Eva was going to make nice. 
 
It’s not that she had a difficult time venturing out into uncharted territories. She ran a 
damn business and had bought a home all on her own. Throw marrying an outlaw biker 
and finding out she was daughter of a don into the mix and there shouldn’t be anything 
she couldn’t handle. 
 
But this wasn’t Tippitt, West Virginia or the secure confines of the Mountain Skulls 
clubhouse. This was thousands of people packed into the biggest biker rally ever. Her 
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ever-independent self suddenly felt insecure. Back home she made business decisions, 
ran her home, handled her mountain of a husband and the president’s wife. Vic shared 
stories with them on the way here of when he and Elle used to make the annual trek. Of 
course, they were younger, he was less ornery about the long-ass ride, and Elle wasn’t so 
steeped in town drama.  
 
But right now Eva sort of wished she had that tough-as-nails lady with her to help her 
navigate waters very unfamiliar to her. As out-of-sorts as she felt, she made a promise to 
Ben to accompany and…‘make nice.’ Fortified by a bit of wine to take the edge off, she 
made her way over to where a large bonfire was roaring. There were a lot of women 
around, and Eva sized them up as best she could. As she got closer, one stood out more 
than the others. It was more her ink that stood out; it took up a good part of her upper 
right arm and down to her wrist, and she had a bright bandanna wrapped around a 
sweeping, dark up-do. She sat beside a woman with pale red hair, who was looking about 
as uncomfortable as Eva felt right now. The redhead turned in her direction, causing her 
friend with the up-do to do the same. Eva was met with a very…earthy stare she couldn’t 
quite put her finger on until up-do gave her a smile and a wink. 
 
Oh shit. 
 
Not her scene. 
 
Politely smiling back, hopefully without an underlying invitation, Eva’s eyes quickly 
scanned for someone. Anyone. She’d introduce herself. Make small talk. Smile. 
Compliment their tattoos, piercings, leather chaps—whatever—then head back and wait 
for Ben to come back and fuck her stupid. When she spotted another dark-haired woman 
who was wheeling a stroller over to a log where a blonde and a very pregnant brunette 
sat, she felt relief. This may be safe zone. 
 
She emboldened herself and walked over, joining their circle towards the tail end of their 
introductions. The pregnant woman was Thea. The blonde was Alex. And the woman 
with the carriage was Lilli. But it was what she’d overheard Lilli say that perked Eva’s 
ears up—that she was from this infamous Signal Bend and her husband (old man—Eva 
still wasn’t use to using that term), Isaac, was the president. 
 
Eva really needed to ‘make nice.’ 
 
“Hi. I’m Eva.”  
 
No one had given last names, so neither did she. She held her breath waiting for an 
acknowledgement until Lilli gave her a quick once-over, then nodded. “Lilli. Welcome.” 
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“It looks like you two found yourself a couple of fans over there?” Thea nodded in the 
direction of the fire over at the wide-eyed redhead and the inked brunette rocking a 
Fifties Rockabilly style. She’d noticed them staring hard, at Lilli and Eva, and had been 
glad they weren’t staring at her. That level of attention would have been uncomfortable. 
 
“Yeah, not sure they’re looking for tips on entertaining preschoolers at a bike rally, 
though.” Lilli replied. 
 
Alex looked up and over, a slight speculative lift to one finely arched, golden eyebrow. 
“Oooh, yeah. I recognize that look.” 
 
“Yep, I think the brunette wants to play. Looks like red there is just tagging along for the 
ride. Sounds like you’ve been on the receiving end of a few of those looks?” 
 
“You mean they’re…?” Eva paused; she seemed to be searching for the right word. 
 
“Yep,” Thea replied.  
 
“Oh. Guess that wink-and-a-smile was meant to be more than friendly.” 
 
“I’m a stripper. That kinda thing comes with the territory. It’s not often we get women in 
the club; we’re kinda out of the way for the adventurous set. But the ones that do come in 
usually come in with their man, and they’re usually givin’ out the eye,” Alex explained. 
 
“Alex is with Cage, my old man’s veep.” Thea knew that Alex didn’t have a complex 
about her job. The woman loved it, although she missed nursing a lot, but given the 
amount of underage, underdressed, blatantly available pussy wandering around this town, 
Thea didn’t want anyone thinking that Alex was on a fishing trip. 
 
“If you want to bogart, feel free.” Lilli grinned. “My old man and I don’t play that way.”  
 
“Ditto,” Eva added. 
 
“Neither do we.” Alex affirmed, taking a swig from the bottle of coke she’d brought for 
herself in solidarity with Thea’s water. 
 
“They’re shit out of luck in this corner. Anyone comes near me offerin’ anythin’ other 
than a foot rub and there’s a good chance I’m gonna strangle them with their own 
intestines.” Thea shifted to yet another uncomfortable position. 
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“Looks like they’re coming over to try their luck anyway.” Lilli inclined her head in the 
direction of the two watchers, who were now making their way around the fire towards 
them. 
 

 
 
Jolene lowered the bottle of lemonade just as the striking brunette she’d first noticed 
leaned over a stroller at her side. Jolene had to sigh. 
 
“We can keep looking, but I think my girl over there is as straight as you,” Jolene 
muttered, casting her gaze elsewhere. 
 
Gertie shifted next to her with a laugh. “I think we know where those girls are, and this is 
apparently the married ladies’ bonfire tonight.” 
 
Jolene had to nod her reluctant agreement. They hadn’t been to Sturgis in years—since 
Jayce, the Red Rebels’ Prez, got himself an old lady, come to think of it. Personally, it 
had worried Jolene a little. Jayce wanting to get in touch with other clubs made Jolene 
nervous. The Rebels had two allies and one real enemy as far as she knew. It was nice to 
be a bit secluded when it came to this side of the lifestyle.  
 
Not to say she hadn’t thoroughly enjoyed this in the past. The partying, revelry, wildness. 
It all got the blood flowing good and proper. 
 
They were a bit more on edge this year, obviously. Jolene had been expecting to see mad 
Gypsys here, but so far they’d been lucky. It seemed the Gypsys couldn’t make the time 
to attend. 
 
She wanted to have fun here, she really did. But it was her job make sure Gertie wasn’t 
neglected or overwhelmed. The night before they’d walked past an outright orgy taking 
place on the picnic tables and Jolene expected Gertie to have Buck take her home 
immediately. Jolene got it, though. That outdoor recreation had never been Jolene and 
Mickey’s thing, either. They played with others, but never out with an audience. 
Actually, Jolene was thinking she might have Mickey nearly convinced to let a guy play 
with them, since they were at Sturgis. There was a code among bikers, she supposed. 
Mickey would trust the clubs the Rebels were friendly with, but they were distant enough 
that if anyone ended up in bed with them, neither Jolene nor Mickey would see them day 
to day. 

She loved the encompassing family feel of the club, but in situations like this she realized 
how on her own she was without Mickey. 
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Gertie shifted again, eyeing up the crowd and trying to play along with Jolene at “spot the 
swinger.” But the poor girl wasn’t interested, and this madness was likely pulling at her 
self-control. 

Jolene studied the mommy-brunette again, seeing her now visiting with a stunning, 
slender-as-a-reed blonde, a heart-stopping gorgeous raven-haired woman who was about 
to burst from the child she was baking in her belly and that blue-eyed brunette who’d 
recently joined them. 

Yep, they were not at the partying bonfire. This was the wives’ shindig. 

With a sideways glance at her charge again, Jolene decided the mommy brigade was 
likely more Gertie’s speed. Being away from her “routine” was as dangerous as it would 
be randomly meeting people, but this crowd would likely put Gertie more at ease. 

“Come on,” she said, getting to her feet and wiping the dust from the ass of her jeans. 
“Let’s go make new friends. They look nice.” 

Gertie scrambled to her feet elegantly while managing to look surprised. “Really? Just 
go…introduce ourselves?” 

Jolene chuckled. “It’s your first day on the playground. Nothing wrong with making new 
friends. Let’s go.” 

She led the way, and the women across the circle were all eyeing her up, their 
conversation halting at their arrival. Well, that was strange. But nothing Jolene wasn’t 
capable of handling. 

“Hi,” she said brightly with a friendly, perky wave. “I’m Jolene. This is my good friend, 
Gertrude.” Gertie scoffed at her full name, but Jolene carried on anyway. “Our old men 
left us here while they went looking for brutish, primitive manly-man things to do. We 
thought we’d come over and say hi.” She put a hand to her own chest. “My old man’s 
treasurer to the Red Rebels out of Markham, California. Her old man’s Buck, long time 
member as well.” 

She caught the eye of the dark-haired, ponytailed one, who was hot as all get-out despite 
in the minion she had in a stroller in front of her. It was a cold look, a calculating scan 
Jolene got, but she wasn’t going to be put off by that. She was making friendly. If anyone 
got all bent out of shape over that, fuck ‘em, there were other places to sit and talk. 
 
Then the woman smiled and offered her hand, making like she was about to stand. Jolene 
leaned forward instead, negating the need for her to get up, and shook her hand. “Lilli,” 
she said simply. “Signal Bend, Missouri. I’m the Night Horde Prez’s old lady. And this is 
Gia.” 
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Jolene stared down at a round-cheeked, cherub-faced sweetheart and swallowed, offering 
the polite smile that was always on standby for babies. “She’s gorgeous.” 
 
The pregnant one cut in then, and Jolene could appreciate that even with her obvious 
discomfort she was absolutely lovely. She held out a hand, too and Jolene wasn’t making 
her stand up just for an introduction. “Thea. From Ravensbridge, Texas. I was dragged 
here by my old man—President of the Texas Priests.” 
 
Jolene nodded, moving out of the way while Gertie smiled and shook all the offered 
hands as well. The lithe blonde also in attendance offered up her name too. “Alex. I’m 
with her guy’s VP.” 
 
“And you?” Jolene extended her hand and soaked up the brilliant blue eyes of the 
brunette she’d winked at earlier. “You are…?” 
 
“Eva. From Tippitt, West Virginia. My hus…old man’s with the Mountain Skulls.” 
 
Jolene smiled at Eva’s attempt at the lingo. She guessed her to be newly married and, 
judging by that deer-in-a-headlight look she had earlier, it was her first time at Sturgis. 
She noticed there wasn’t an alcoholic beverage amongst them, and she had to laugh. She 
took a spot on the ground next to the pregnant Thea, putting distance between herself and 
Lilli’s beautiful daughter. Gertie sat on her opposite side. “Couple of years ago I never 
would have thought one day I’d be at Sturgis drinking lemonade with a pregnant woman 
and a toddler.” 
 

 
 
Lilli had been prepared to fend off a pass from these women, Jolene and Gertrude, and 
maybe a wild, drunken one at that, but instead, they seemed to be just another pair of 
friendly old ladies. She eased up her defensive posture and laughed at Jolene’s comment. 
“Yeah, this isn’t exactly how Sturgis came advertised, but I’m the one who insisted on 
bringing the kiddo,” so I guess my week is destined to be G-rated.” She thought about 
last night’s picnic-table shenanigans. “Well, PG-13, maybe.” She nodded at Jolene. “This 
isn’t your first time?” 
 
“It’s been years, but no. My Mickey and I used to come pretty often.” She looked around. 
“Am I it? Anyone else been before?” 
 
Lilli shook her head and scanned the little circle of women that had developed. Every 
other woman shook her head as well. 
 
“Well,” Jolene laughed. “I guess I’ll have to be your information booth, then.” 
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“Isaac was saying it’s changed a lot since he was here last.” 
 
“I’d say that depends on how you look at it. It’s bigger, for sure. But it’s still bikes, 
babes, and booze.” 
 
“Our men have simple tastes,” Alex chimed in. “Jiggle a good set of tits at ‘em, and 
they’re happy as clams.” 
 
“Jigglin’ any set of tits at ‘em’ll do it,” Thea muttered, shifting uncomfortably again. The 
women all laughed. Gia stirred and fussed at the sudden peak of noise, wailing once 
before settling back into sleep. Lilli took hold of the side of the stroller and began to push 
it gently back and forth. 
 
Looking over the stroller, she caught Jolene watching Gia and then looking quickly away. 
Lilli knew that look. She’d seen a similar look on Shannon’s face again and again. It was 
the look of a woman with a sad story about babies. 
 
Eva was watching Gia, too—her look was openly hungry. Lilli thought maybe Eva and 
her man were trying to catch one of their own. 
 
“Damn!” Thea looked sheepishly around at the women turned to her. “Sorry. I just 
CANNOT get comfortable. This kid is using my organs like a bouncy castle, and my 
back is screamin’.” 
 
Lilli remembered what the last few weeks of her pregnancy had been like, also in the 
thick of summer—absolutely fucking miserable. If Isaac had taken her camping during 
that time, she would now be raising Gia on her own and showing her the brass urn on the 
mantle where her father lived. 
 
“Here. Try this.” She reached under the stroller and pulled a fleece blanket from the 
storage compartment. She rolled it up into a tight tube and held it out to Thea. “Try 
wedging it between your back and the log, right at about waist height.” 
 
“Thank you.” Thea leaned forward to take it, winced, then sighed in frustration. “But 
first, now I have to pee. Again. Right now.” 
 
Alex laughed and stood. “C’mon, I’ll help you up.” 
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Alex planted herself in front of Thea, feet apart, and held out her hands. Thea reached up 
and grasped Alex’s wrists as Alex clasped her hands around hers. With a heave from 
Thea and a big pull from Alex, Thea was able to get upright. She’d forgotten just how 
fucking awkward and humiliating pregnancy could be, and she hadn’t even reached the 
stage where everyone in a medical uniform wanted to look up her snatch yet. 
 
“Back in five.” Alex reached down to grab her bag for her. After the first porta-potty 
incident, Thea had started carrying a roll of toilet paper around in her fringed satchel. 
 
Thea wandered into the bushes behind the log. It was quite the little thicket, and she went 
deeper into it than she would’ve if it had just been her and Alex watching the fire. Her 
new acquaintances did not need to hear her pee. When she was sure she couldn’t be seen, 
or heard, she pulled her yoga pants down to her ankles and squatted as best she could, 
given that her center of balance was so far removed from her body as to be a distant 
memory. 
 
She’d wiped and was in the process of getting her clothing straight when she heard a 
crashing, like a big fucking animal bulldozing its way through the bushes. She wasn’t all 
that wide of the mark; a man stumbled drunkenly straight through the middle of one of 
the denser plants, cursing as he disentangled himself from the branches. He hadn’t seen 
her until she grabbed for her bag, preparing to get the fuck back to the fire. 
 
“Well, well, lookee wha’ we have ‘ere,” he slurred. He was fat, and reeked of stale 
alcohol and even staler body odor. He was a biker and was wearing a cut, but Thea 
couldn’t make the patches out well enough in the dark to see which club, if any, she was 
dealing with. There were plenty of wannabes wandering around wearing leather with no 
real affiliation. 
 
“I’ll just be going now.” She started to back away, but either the guy wasn’t as drunk as 
he smelled or he had a better tolerance than his blundering through the undergrowth had 
suggested. His hand shot out and grabbed her arm, yanking her closer until she stumbled 
and nearly went to her knees over an exposed root. The grip on her limb was steel. The 
man was taller than her, and wider, even in her expectant state. His belly rivaled her own, 
but the strength in his fingers told her that the paunch disguised muscle. 
 
“No’ s’ fast, li’l lady.” He squinted at her, tipping his head with its receding hairline and 
long, greasy, grey ponytail to one side. “Fuck me, tha’s a set o’ titties.” He tipped his 
head back a little, and disappointment briefly crossed his face, followed by stomach-
churning glee. “Ah, fuckin’ knocked up. Ah well, be like a twofer deal.” 
 
He yanked her again and Thea completely lost her balance. As she tripped over her feet, 
he pushed her, hard. She landed awkwardly, just managing to catch herself on her knees 
and palms, but she nearly vomited at the agonizing wrench in her distended stomach 
muscles. She cried out incoherently in fear and pain. 
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“Shut it, bitch” 
 

 
 
When Thea left them to do her business, Gertie ventured to start conversation, and Jolene 
was proud of her. Coming to meet these women was good for the redhead. 
 
“Do you have more?” she asked, gesturing to Lilli’s stroller and angling her neck to see 
the little bundle inside, her grin wide and genuine. Jolene had caught a glimpse, and that 
was one beautiful baby. 
 
“Just her, she’s plenty,” Lilli said with a laugh, but despite the words the woman was still 
clearly over the moon for the little poop monster. It was in her face, the way her 
expression softened just looking at her daughter. 
 
No point coveting something you couldn’t have. 
 
There was some mommy talk, which Jolene didn’t really focus on. She was checking out 
the blue-eyed brunette, Eva, who seemed a little uncomfortable. But she was really, 
really pretty.  
 
When a startling rustle sounded off in the trees, Jolene took the moment to realize Thea 
hadn’t returned yet. Her eyes cast over her shoulder, frowning. If the woman had fallen 
down it might be tricky for her to get to her feet— 
 
She hadn’t imagined the cry, she knew it when a movement caught the corner of her eye. 
Lilli was already standing, her posture tense. Alert. Effective. 
 
Hot, but that didn’t matter. 
 
Jolene got to her feet, too, just as Lilli was calling out for their new pregnant friend. 
There was no answer. 
 
Gertie looked up at Jolene, startled. “What’s going on?” 
 
“Stay here,” Jolene instructed, falling into place behind Lilli as she broached the treeline. 
There was no question about it; Lilli was in charge. 
 
Main problem was her eyes were adapted to the firelight. It was dimmer here, but with a 
clear sky the moon was trying its best to light the way. A snapped twig behind her had 
her spinning, but then she saw it was Alex behind her, and she continued on her way. 
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Jolene wasn’t sure what they’d found; all she knew was Lilli was right in front of her one 
minute, and then she was gone the next. When her brain caught up with what she was 
seeing, Jolene took a moment to absorb the sight of Thea, toddling out of the way to the 
side, Lilli unleashing holy hell on a hairy, fat biker. 
 
“Ah, fuck,” she muttered, looking around for something that could double as a weapon. 
 

 
 
Lilli heard the bastard before she saw him, heavy grunting breath and a low sound of 
enjoyment that had a particular, nasty cast to it. With Jolene and Alex trailing behind her, 
making no end of noise in their attempts at stealth, the only reason she was able to sneak 
up on the guy was that he was making so much noise himself. There were sounds of 
distress under that, as well, too faint to fill in the picture with much detail, but nothing 
good—Lilli figured those to be from Thea, and the picture filled in enough. 
 
She wasn’t carrying a sidearm, but she always carried a switchblade and brass knuckles 
when she was away from her home, everywhere she went. For the past couple of years, 
she’d been a little paranoid, a little twitchier around people, strangers, than she’d been 
before, and she felt better knowing that she had a little extra help if she got in a jam. 
 
Lilli came around a tree and caught the scene, lit only by the moon pushing its rays 
through the canopy of trees. She made out a man, wide, fat, and smelling like a fucking 
Wild Turkey distillery, wearing a cut, looming over Thea, who’d been forced to her 
hands and knees. The son of a bitch over her didn’t care that she was hugely pregnant. He 
had one hand over her mouth. With the other, he was dragging her pants down. 
 
Oh, fuck that shit. Absolutely fucking not. Lilli flew forward, not even sure if her feet hit 
the ground. She’d slid the knuckles over her fingers in her pocket as she had come into 
the woods; now she landed on the bastard and punched him hard in the back of the head. 
He didn’t yell or anything, just fell to the side and rolled to his back. As she turned and 
dropped onto him, Lilli registered Thea making it back up to her feet and pulling up her 
pants. 
 
The others could help Thea. All Lilli could see was this raping fuck on the ground under 
her, and all she could think was red. 
 
She got him twice more in the face with the knuckles, her hand aching even with its metal 
protection, and then his fight instinct overtook his drunken shock and he threw her off of 
him. He was huge and, though his gut hung amply over his jeans, he was beastly strong, 
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with massive arms, and she got some air and landed hard on her back when he shook her 
off. 
 
“Oh, I like you, too. You like it rough.” Blood poured from cuts in his cheek and 
forehead from her hits with the knuckles, and the collar of his cut shone wetly in the 
moonlight with blood from the gash she’d put in the back of his head. His greasy, grey 
ponytail was getting stiff with it. 
 
But he leered around at the women in the woods: Lilli still on the ground, alert; Alex 
holding Thea; Jolene with them, but wielding a tree branch nearly as thick as her leg. “I’ll 
party wi’ all you bitches. Don’ worry, you’ll get your turn wi’ Dirty Don.” He grabbed 
his crotch—he’d gotten as far as opening his belt, and the buckle flapped flaccidly 
against his leg. 
 
Then he came for Lilli, and she kipped up to her feet. She saw his fist roll up, and she 
knew he meant to take a swing at her as he came at her. She ducked it, and the 
momentum of his massive weight sent him past her. She spun, ready to fight again, and 
saw Jolene hitch up the branch like a Louisville Slugger and take a swing worthy of Babe 
Ruth. Dirty Don dropped to his knees. Jolene hit him again, and he dropped to his hands. 
 
He stayed like that, in much the same position he’d had Thea in when the others had 
gotten to the scene, for several seconds, and the women watched warily. Then he put his 
foot on the ground, looking ready to lever himself to standing again, and Lilli went in for 
the kill. 
 
As his head came up, Lilli put her Doc in his face, putting all the force she could muster 
into her leg. His head flew back, his neck cracking loudly, and he staggered backwards, 
nearly into the women, and then fell. Alex pulled Thea far back. Jolene stood closer, her 
trusty tree branch cocked and ready. Lilli jumped on the dazed, drunk, rapist piece of 
scum. There was a large, rounded rock on the ground. It had a shiny, dark smear, 
indicating that their dream date here had hit his head when he’d fallen back. Or maybe he 
was bleeding so profusely by now he’d simply bled on the rock on his way to the ground. 
 
Whatever. The knuckles still over her fingers, Lilli picked up the rock, taking bits of 
moss and dried pine needles with it, and bashed him in the head. She brought the rock 
down again and again, sensing that what she was hitting resisted the impact less with 
every strike, but not aware of much more than that. Lilli had gone somewhere else. 
Somewhere cold and bare. 
 
She felt a hand on her back and she turned fast, ready to go with whomever was on her 
now. Jolene was there, her branch still cocked, but one-handed now. “Lilli. Um. I don’t 
think he’s gonna be a problem anymore. Not the same kind of problem, anyway.” 
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Her hands still gripping the rock, Lilli turned back to the man over whose monstrous 
belly she was straddled. His face was gone. He didn’t even have that much of a head 
anymore. 
 
Oh, shit. She’d killed a patched biker. She looked harder at his cut and saw a small, 
diamond-shaped patch on his left side. “1%er.” 
 
Oh, shit. 
 

 
 
The night seemed to fade out around them. The sounds of the bonfire seemed to be miles 
away, mere murmurs. And then the smooth, white calm that had always been her 
mainstay in the ER came over Alex in a way that she hadn’t felt in a long time. She’d 
missed it. It was a part of her old life, that time before. She didn’t have much call to use it 
in her current occupation. But right now, prioritize, deal with the most urgent problem 
first, one thing at a time, focus. 
 
“Thea. Are you okay?” She wasn’t happy with pain that was creasing her friend’s face. 
 
“I guess. I’m scraped up some, and I think I pulled somethin’.” Thea winced again when 
she rubbed her stomach. 
 
“Are you gettin’ pains? You feel any bleedin’, or your waters?” 
 
“No. I just landed hard. The kid’s kickin’ up a storm, so I guess it’s fine. Too much 
excitement for mama.” Thea turned her hands over; the palms were abraded and raw and 
were trembling. “Not sure how I’m gonna explain this to Dizzy.” 
 
“You need to sit down. We’ll worry about your old man later,” Alex advised. 
 
“We need to figure out what to do with what’s left with this piece of shit before we go 
back.” Jolene tilted her head at the body of the biker. Lilli was still astride it. Alex didn’t 
like how quiet she was. That was something she’d seen before too. That state of near 
catatonia, the thousand-yard stare, it always meant bad juju. 
 
“Lilli? You with us?” she called. 
 
Lilli didn’t answer for moment, then she physically shook herself and climbed off the 
man. She brushed the knees of her jeans as she stood. Alex could almost see her coming 
back into herself, her eyes filling back up with whatever had gone away. “Yeah. I’m here. 
He’s a patch.” Lilli bent over the body and half rolled it, needing to use both hands, so 
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that she could see the back of his cut. “The Dirty Rats. Fairly appropriate. We need to 
make this disappear or we’re all in deep shit.” 
 
“Well, we can’t just carry him out past the fire.” Thea said. Alex was relieved to hear her 
friend was still putting out the sass. 
 
“There’s no way we can bury him here.” Alex looked about, but she couldn’t see much. 
The bushes and trees around them meant roots, and that meant no digging. And they 
didn’t have any tools for a grave excavation. 
 
“The RV.” Thea retrieved her bag from the ground with a grunt, fished the keys out of it, 
and pressed them into Alex’s hand. “The boys are all on the main drag droolin’ over 
exhaust manifolds and carburetors and shit. They’ll be hours yet. If we can get the RV 
close enough, we can load him in and take him somewhere to dump him.” 
 
“There’s a lake not too far from here.” Jolene added. “It’s quiet, peaceful. If we can get 
him… the body, there and weight it down or something.” 
 
“Stay here.” With that, Lilli disappeared into the undergrowth. The rustling of her 
passage through the vegetation was soon lost to the overall sounds of the night. The three 
women stood guard with the body, or what was left of it, and waited. Alex kept a close 
eye on Thea, but she seemed to be rallying, standing straighter and rubbing her stomach 
less. Nonetheless, she wanted Thea sitting down, preferably lying down, somewhere 
quiet with plenty of liquids to drink, soon. 
 
Only the slightest commotion of branches pushing against each other heralded Lilli’s re-
emergence into the clearing. “We can get the RV to the other side of this thicket. If 
you’ve got something we can wrap the body in, we should be able to carry it through 
without being seen.” 
 
“Yeah,” Thea confirmed, “We’ve got some tarps in there to cover the bikes with if it 
rained.” 
 
“I’ll go for the RV. You are goin’ back to the fire. Sit down. Drink somethin’ and tell the 
others we’ll be along in a bit.” Alex instructed Thea. 
 
“Yes, ma’am.” Thea replied with a sarcastic salute. “I’ll keep an eye on Gia,” she assured 
Lilli. 
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Thea headed one way, Alex the other to get the RV, and Jolene could only stare at the 
dead body on the ground and the woman she was now left alone with. There was blood 
spatter on her face, hands. Probably her clothes, but it was too dark to tell.  
 
Jolene had tossed the branch to the side before the death blows had been dealt, but she 
was still breathing heavily, her blood zinging around like she’d just downed three Red 
Bulls. She couldn’t honestly remember a time when her adrenaline high had been this … 
well, high.  
 
With a long sigh, she pointed at Lilli meaningfully. “I am never getting on your bad 
side,” she said, no part of it sounding like a joke. 
 
Lilli’s eyes just met hers steadily, and Jolene swallowed hard. Yep, she was staying in 
this one’s good book however she could. 
 
With a sharp jerk of her chin, Lilli bid her to help, so Jolene moved forward, watching for 
a moment as Lilli tugged at the leather on one side of fattie’s cut, then pulled downward. 
She stooped to help, grunting under this asshole’s weight. “Fuck,” she muttered as they 
struggled to get the cut off. “Woulda been nice if you went with a side salad instead of 
fries a few times, you douchewaffle.” 
 
Lilli might have laughed at that, or Jolene might have imagined it. Either way, the cut 
was eventually off. Next they set to removing all Rat jewelry: rings, belt, and its buckle. 
Jolene saw the wisdom in this.  
 
“Where do we put this shit?” she asked, not sure why the fuck she was whispering. 
 
“Bury it somewhere else,” was the simple reply. Then the brunette yanked up on the 
guy’s shirt, revealing his furry, bulbous gut, complete with giant lettering inked over its 
impressive arch reading: Dirty Rat. 
 
“Ugh. This is gross.” 
 
Lilli didn’t answer. From thin air she produced a blade, and Jolene was hissing before she 
had the thought. “What are you doing?” 
 
“Unmarking him.” 
 
“Why?” 
 
“So it doesn’t look like a group of old ladies accidentally killed a patched member.” 
 
Jolene took another calming breath. “Okay, wait. They’re going to think another club did 
this. Possibly one of ours.” 
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Lilli tilted her head. “Your guys have a beef with a Dirty Rats chapter?” 
 
She tried to remember. Adrenaline and panic were clouding her mind. “Well, no.” 
 
Lilli leaned over at that, ready to fillet the fucker.  
 
“Wait,” she hissed, hand out to stop her. One arched eyebrow was the only response this 
time. “Fuck,” she muttered.  
 
“Any other objections? Because my sympathy for this piece of shit is nonexistent. And 
you said you were going to stay on my good side.” 
 
Jesus. “Okay. I just … I hope you know what you’re doing.” 
 
Jolene didn’t throw up. Maybe adrenaline was an excellent anti-nausea biological 
function. Or maybe she was just scared of pissing Lilli off any more than she already had. 
The ink from the guy’s stomach was taken with its pound of flesh, and as the shirt was 
cut off of him there were a few more rats that came off as well. They got tossed into the 
pile with his cut. 
 
“That’s fucking gruesome,” she mumbled, rolling the leather and the remnants of his T-
shirt up in a bundle.  
 
“Here,” Lilli said, speaking for the first time since she started slicing and dicing. Jolene 
took the offered wallet. “Make sure it ends up in the fire.” 
 
Jolene nodded, tucking it in her back pocket. She didn’t want to know his name or see his 
kids’ pictures inside, if there were any. Better to assume he crawled out from under a 
rock and went forth to spread misery. Made her feel better about all of this. 
 
After a few tense moments the rattling sound of a motor could be heard, and when it 
stopped both Jolene and Lilli held their collective breath before Alex appeared, as 
promised, holding out a bright blue tarp. She stopped when she saw the body with his 
red, gaping wounds. 
 
“What the hell?” 
 
“No time,” Lilli snapped, pointing. “Spread it out on that side, and Jolene and I will roll 
him onto it.” 
 
Alex jumped to, maybe getting the same zero bullshit vibe that Jolene was. The tarp was 
placed, and Lilli rolled the Rat’s shoulders while Jolene maneuvered his legs to help with 
the roll.  
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She grabbed the bundle they’d made and tossed it at his feet, then they burrito’d him up 
inside the plastic.  
 
“He’s fucking heavy,” Jolene pointed out. Without a word Lilli wrapped the corners of 
the tarp she had on her side and hefted. 
 
Holy shit. Mommy muscles were a real thing. 
 
Jolene and Alex scrambled to help, Alex taking up the feet and Jolene awkwardly 
hugging the middle to add some lift. With a stumbling pace, they made for the RV along 
an uneven path. It was a miracle they didn’t drop the fat ass on the way. 
 
The RV’s door had been left open, and Lilli backed up the few steps in reverse, now 
showing some strain. Alex and Jolene wordlessly grasped the body under the knees and 
shoved upwards. 
 
She almost tumbled from it, but with a few rapid steps Lilli stayed on her feet and 
dropped her end. They bent their portion upwards, turning him to fit lengthwise down the 
interior.  
 
They all stood around him panting, then Jolene broke the silence. She couldn’t help it. 
She was uncomfortable with the quiet. “Fuck it,” she panted. “Can we just drive the RV 
into the lake?” 
 

 
 
“I think Thea’s old man might notice a missin’ RV,” Alex muttered. “Not sure how we’d 
explain that.” 
 
Lilli stared down at the mountainous blue burrito at their feet. Fuck, the asshole was 
heavy, and her back and thighs were screaming. She thought of Gia, left with strangers at 
the bonfire. If she woke, and didn’t see anyone she knew, she would freak the fuck out. 
And Gia freaking out would wake the whole campground. 
 
For a brief moment, she contemplated calling Isaac. But no—bringing the men into this 
would only complicate an already complicated situation. 
 
Sighing heavily, she looked up at her motley duo of accomplices. They were dirty, 
sweaty, and mussed, and for the first time, Lilli considered her own appearance. Her 
hands were red with blood, and her arms and chest were spattered with it—blood and 
viscous chunks of brain. Long, red swipes on the thighs of her jeans told her that she had 
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wiped her hands on them. And she could feel blood crusting on her face, too. She loosed 
a low chuckle. No wonder Jolene and Alex were looking at her as if she might rip their 
throats right out. 
 
“We can’t sink the RV. It’s too big, and Alex is right—if it goes missing, it’ll bring too 
many questions. But there’s a put-in at that lake, and I heard the drop-off is steep not far 
from shore. If we back the RV up there, and get him weighted down, I’ll drag him deep 
enough to sink him.” 
 
“How are we gonna weigh him down?” Jolene had crossed her arms over her chest, and 
she stared down at the body critically, as if she were assessing various scenarios. 
 
Knowing how ghoulish she was about to sound, but without the luxury to care, Lilli 
answered, “We’re going to fill his big, fat gut with rocks.” 
 
Yep. Both women gaped at her. “Jesus, Lilli.” Alex’s voice was either terrified, 
disgusted, or reverent. Maybe all three. 
 
“If you have a better idea, now would be the time.” Both women were silent, looking 
anywhere but at her. “Okay, then. Let’s roll out. We play around much longer, and he’s 
going to leak all over the carpet here.” She caught Alex’s eye. “You know the put-in I’m 
talking about?” 
 
“The ramp where people put their boats in, right? 
 
“Yeah. On the east side.” 
 
Alex nodded and got behind the wheel. Jolene went to sit up front, too. Too bloody to sit 
anywhere, Lilli braced her legs and rode standing over their pet corpse. 
 
The lake was closed to boats this late, and everybody was off fighting or fucking, so they 
had the dark quiet they needed. Without being told, Alex killed the RV’s lights as she 
pulled into the gravel lot near the put-in. She backed to the water’s edge like a pro, and 
she and Jolene came back to Dirty Whozit’s plastic-wrapped legs. 
 
There was a plastic bag full of plastic cups and paper plates on the little counter by the 
sink. Lilli dumped the contents onto the counter. “Okay if I use this? 
 
“Sure.” 
 
Lilli shoved the bag into a back pocket of her jeans. “Okay, let’s get him back out and lay 
him right along the side of the RV.” She squatted, ignoring the angry protests of her 
glutes, and got her hands under the Rat’s back. Alex grabbed his feet, and Jolene got the 
doors open. 
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This fucker easily weighed two-fifty. She was going to be crippled before they got rid of 
him. “If you can get under his knees and take the weight of his thighs, it’d be a help. Can 
you do it?” 
 
“I was a nurse. It’s been awhile, but I can move some dead weight.” 
 
“Good. Let’s get it done, then.” 
 
She stood with her burden, and they wrangled him gracelessly out of the RV and to the 
ground. Once she could let him go, she stood straight and bowed backwards, seeking a 
soothing stretch of her back. No go. 
 
“What I’m going to do next is empty his lungs and then empty his gut so we can fill it up 
with weight. I figure you don’t want to see how I do either, so, Alex—keep watch. 
Jolene—we need some those rocks over there, as big as you can carry.” 
 
They both nodded and did her bidding, and again she wondered whether they were 
picking up an old command vibe from her Army days, or if she was just scaring the fuck 
out of them. She figured she probably hadn’t made lifelong friends at the bonfire tonight. 
 
With the other women working on their tasks, Lilli turned to the Rat. She knew what she 
had to do, but she wasn’t sure she could do it. Not because she was squeamish, but 
because he was so big. She evaluated her options and then, using the side of the RV for 
balance, stepped onto the Rat’s tarp-wrapped chest and jumped. 
 
When she landed, his ribs cracked, and a loud burp of foul air left the general area where 
his mouth had been. She jumped again, and there was another burp. She jumped again, 
and there was another sound and a whole new level of foul coming from elsewhere on his 
body. God. Sturgis had definitely lost its luster tonight. The fourth time she jumped, the 
only sound coming from him was the muffled creak of broken bones. She stepped down. 
 
She turned and saw Jolene standing there, holding a big rock, gaping at her and looking 
so pale she seemed to glow in the starlight. “If you need to be sick, do it in the lake.” 
 
The brunette shuddered and closed her mouth. “No. I won’t be sick. Why did you do 
that?” 
 
“To get the air out of his body so he’d sink.” 
 
“Oh.” She looked down at the rock in her hands. “Is this good enough?” 
 
“It’s great. About four more. Probably all we’ll be able to fit.” Jolene brought the rock 
over and set it on the ground near the body, then went quickly back for more. 
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Lilli unwrapped the tarp and pulled the plastic bag and her switchblade out of her 
pockets. Then she got busy making room in the Rat’s commodious gut. 
 
When the bag was full, she walked into the lake, feeling her way. When she was at about 
mid-thigh depth, she felt that the lakebed fell away completely with the next step. She 
dumped the innards from the bag and walked back to the RV. 
 
Then she made use of the rocks. Finally, she and Jolene tied the tarp around the Rat with 
clothesline Jolene had found in the RV, and they dragged the bundle into the water. 
Jolene went in about calf-deep and then Lilli called her off and went forward on her own. 
 
The body stayed on the lakebed the whole way. When Lilli got to the place where the 
depth increased dramatically, she was really struggling because he was barely less heavy 
than he’d been on land. But that was good, and she didn’t mind the struggle. She took the 
next step and was immediately in water over her head. The Rat fell away from her. 
 
She had a moment’s scare when her finger was caught in the clothesline, and she went 
under with the body, but after that first jolt of fear, she worked her hand loose and came 
up to the surface. 
 
The water actually felt good. It had the dense cold of a deep lake, and she went under 
again, on purpose this time, and wiped her hands over her face and arms, washing away 
the blood of the man she’d killed. She broke for air and pulled the elastic from her hair, 
then went under again and combed her hands through the mass. 
 
She swam back to the put-in and walked out of the lake. Alex and Jolene stood at the 
back of the RV, side by side, watching her as she came up, dripping and refreshingly 
cold. 
 
Jolene gave her a once-over. “You okay?” 
 
No. This was a fucked-up night. But the worst, she hoped, was behind them. “Yeah. We 
need to get back. We need to burn some shit, we need to check on Thea, and I need to get 
back to my little girl.” 
 

 
 
“She’s so adorable, isn’t she?” 
 
Eva smiled at Gertie’s comment while she stared lovingly at the beautiful little girl asleep 
in the carriage. That ‘pang’ hit her as soon as she saw the child and filled her with a need 
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to see her husband—stat. But, not until this night of lady-bonding was done. “She really 
is.” She sighed then straightened up, looking into the woods. “I wonder what’s taking 
everyone so long?” 
 
Gertie looked in that direction as well. “I don’t know, but I gotta say that must be one 
massive pee Thea’s taking.” 
 
Both women shared, a laugh and Eva was really beginning to feel at ease when she saw 
Thea stumbling from the bushes. She looked…strange, kind of how Ben looked when he 
got home after doing something she dared not ask about. Her clothes were a bit mussed, 
with leaves and debris clinging to them that she was furiously shaking out. When she got 
into the clearing she eyed Eva, then Gertie, and her expression went from strange to 
looking as if she didn’t know what to say. 
 
“What’s going on?” Gertie asked.  
 
Thea swallowed and nervously smiled before heading over to the stroller. “She asleep?” 
 
“Yeah. She has been.” Eva noticed the evasive stance Thea took of answering a question 
with another question. Something was up. “You okay?” 
 
Thea didn’t make eye contact as she squatted down to peer at Gia. “Oh, yeah. I’m fine.” 
 
Wrong. She wasn’t fine. This wasn’t fine. Something was definitely not right. As hard as 
Thea tried to maintain a calm demeanor, Eva noticed a tiny tremor in her hand as she 
reached in to stroke Gia’s hair. Something had happened. Something bad. And the other 
three ladies were still missing. “Thea?’ Eva’s voice was calm and measured. “What 
happened?” 
 

 
 
Thea didn’t answer at first. What the hell could she say? Well, see, I’d just peed and then 
this huge guy came out of nowhere and tried to… well, he didn’t… because Lilli and 
Jolene beat the shit out of him and then Lilli caved his head in with a rock and now the 
three of them are dumping the body because otherwise we’re all going to hell in a gang 
war. Yeah, not exactly a Disney movie-worthy bedtime story. 
 
But there was no way she was going to get away with no explanation at all. “Wait ‘til the 
others come back, okay? They shouldn’t be long.” 
 
Thea realized that the tremors in the muscles of her arms and legs were getting much 
worse. About the same time that she realized that her throat was parched. She grabbed 
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Alex’s nearly full bottle of coke first; she needed the sugar. Once she’d finished that, she 
drank all of the bottle of water that she’d been working on, what seemed like a lifetime 
ago.  
 
And they waited.  
 
Strangely, despite all the liquid, Thea didn’t need to pee again. Maybe her body needed 
all the liquid it could get, or maybe the shock was inhibiting her bladder. Either way, she 
was thankful that she didn’t have to go back to that clearing. She’d have walked miles 
and risked getting stuck in one of the little plastic cubicles, and been glad of it, before she 
went back into those trees. 
 
Thea was beginning to get concerned about the amount of time that Lilli, Jolene, and 
Alex were taking. She, Gertie, and Eva had given up on their stilted attempts at 
conversation. The weight of the things that she couldn’t say was inhibiting Thea’s ability 
at small talk, and her stuttering and inattention had proved contagious.  
 
The only thing that was keeping her calm in any way, shape or form, was watching Gia 
sleep. The child was slumped in her stroller, her chin resting on her shoulder, her little 
rosebud lips pouted. Thea prayed for even just the smallest amount of innocent ignorance 
that kept the child in such peaceful slumber. She was going to have to deliver an Oscar-
worthy performance when she lied to Dizzy later about how she’d got banged up. Her 
palms and knees had registered the skin missing from them, and were complaining with a 
sharp sting. Her joints felt bruised from the jarring force with which she’d hit the ground. 
Thea did her best to ignore the aches and irritation. There was nothing she could do about 
them until she got to the first aid kit in the RV. Thankfully, her belly did not hurt. The 
baby was keeping up a reasonably constant tap dance of kicks and punches to her pelvis 
and ribs, as if making the effort to reassure her.  
 
Just as their tense silence was becoming unbearable, Alex, Jolene, and Lilli emerged from 
the bushes. They didn’t come directly over, they headed to the side of the fire first, as 
close as they could get into the aura of heat. Lilli and Alex were flanking Jolene, and 
Thea saw the smaller woman pull something from her back pocket and toss it into the 
flames. She was fairly certain she only saw it because she was paying such close 
attention; she wasn’t sure if Gertie and Eva had noticed the action. 
 
After long moments, they turned and came back to the group. Their expressions were 
grim, and Jolene and Alex were a little wide-eyed in a way that made Thea’s pulse do 
double time. 
  
“Oh…my God,” Eva quietly whispered. 
 
Gertie stilled. “What the hell?” 
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Lilli was wet through, soaked to the bone. As they were walking, Lilli came up through 
Alex and Jolene until she stood front and center. “Ladies. We need to talk.” 
 

 
 
Over a year ago, Gertie had been working in a clean, air conditioned office building with 
a minimalist, IKEA-catalog condo. A year ago, anyone taking in her fitted office attire 
would correctly assume a friend experiencing anything worse than a nosebleed would be 
horribly upsetting. 
 
But an awful lot had happened to her since then, and she had the scars and nightmares to 
prove it. And due to the closeness she now shared with her old man, she knew that 
gruesome things would be done to make that evil right with the universe. People would 
bleed, hurt and die because of what happened to her and the Rebel’s president’s wife, 
Trinny. 
 
If a person was cruel enough to put his hands forcefully on a woman, there was nothing 
he could do to convince her he didn’t deserve to die. As Lilli gave a rundown of what the 
three of them had been doing away from the fire for so long, Gertie was overwhelmed 
with her own recollections of what had happened to her in that disgusting clubhouse. To 
her surprise, she felt no panic as the memories flooded back, just intense relief she’d 
made it through all that.  
 
She wanted to cry. Feeling like she was on the outside of these women was silly. The 
way they’d come together to protect Thea without question was inspiring. Warming. And 
the fact that some slug had been killed barely registered for her. And not just the act, the 
fact that Lilli was now telling them all what had been done was an extra slap of solidarity 
she never would have expected, given her previous discomfort with this whole scene.  
 
Shit, she was right in with the old ladies now.  
 
There was quiet around the fire once Lilli stopped her emotionless dissection of what 
amounted to murder, then the hiding of the crime. No one really looked at each other, 
there was no horrified uproar. Gertie met Jolene’s gaze, and her friend just nodded. 
 
Gertie took a deep breath at that and sighed. “I have no idea what you lunatics are talking 
about,” she said, unimpressed. “You’ve been sitting here with us all night.” 
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Eva quietly listened to Lilli’s recollection of what had gone down beyond those bushes. 
Her first thought was disbelief that the mama of the sweet baby girl still asleep was 
capable of such an act. Did the guy deserve it? Uh, yeah—he’d tried to rape a pregnant 
woman, for Pete’s sake. 
 
Her second thought was one of hypocrisy. Here she was—a woman who had a business 
degree, built a successful card and gift store and owned her own home. She preferred 
pretty dresses over jeans, boots, and black leather. She hobnobbed with merchants, 
haggled with vendors, and loved working the room at networking events. On the outside, 
she looked and acted every inch a normal, everyday civilian woman. 
 
On the inside, she was Eva Lawson, daughter of a late mafia don and wife of a man 
who’d shot his own sister in the head. A man who’d had his hands around her throat 
when he’d thought she had betrayed him. A man who’d done the same exact thing to her 
estranged mother when she’d shown up after twenty-six years to blackmail Eva into 
killing her real father. If anyone was to judge someone else’s actions, it certainly wasn’t 
her. 
 
This was her first Sturgis—a honeymoon of sorts, as Ben oddly tried to justify it. She was 
out of her element, but her natural independence had led her to this spot to ‘make nice,’ 
as Ben had charged her. She was never afraid to walk up to strangers and introduce 
herself. Owning a business, you had to be bold and be prepared to have your fifteen-
second ‘elevator speech’ and business cards on hand if you wanted to market yourself for 
free. But these weren’t suppliers and customers. These were old ladies of outlaw bikers. 
 
Just like she was. 
 
She wasn’t that much different. Would she ever be able to do what Lilli had done? Now 
wasn’t the time to wonder about her own actions. It was about proving who she really 
was. Ben had ‘brothers’ who lived and died by a code. Who was to say old ladies 
couldn’t have one of their own?  
 
Right now, that code would be one of silence. 
 
“Okay, then.” She rubbed her hands together. “I brought several bottles of wine for this 
trip. Who wants to help me empty them?” 
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VIOLET HATES STURGIS, DAY TWO 

Bart gets some important ink—and meets a fellow geek. 
 

 
 

Sturgis was fucking awesome. Bikes and babes everywhere. Oh man, Havoc was gonna 
be so pissed he’d gotten stuck staying home in charge in Signal Bend. He’d been talking 
the place up for weeks—and then he’d gone and lost his shit at Tuck’s. Instead of cooling 
out a brawl, he’d gotten deep in it. He’d thrown a chair and taken out half the liquor 
behind the bar. Broken out the mirror and everything. 

That wasn’t how the Horde was running things anymore. They were legit, keeping things 
quiet at Tuck’s. All the regulars were chafing at it, maybe Havoc most of all, but Signal 
Bend was turning around. Until they had a new place the fancy people could drink at, 
they were supposed to be playing it cool, not tearing shit apart. 

Hoo, Tuck had been pissed. Nowhere near as pissed as Isaac, though. Hav would be in 
the shitter for a long time. There wasn’t even any question that he wasn’t invited on the 
Sturgis run. 

But if he knew what he was missing, he’d bust a seam. Bart was making sure to take a 
shitload of pictures and guarantee that Hav would see exactly what he’d missed. Hello, 
ladies! 

He was getting all the pussy he could eat. Bitches on tap around the clock, and they were 
totally into him, everywhere he went. It was fucking awesome. Three days in, and he was 
starting to get a little sore from all the play. But he wasn’t about to slow down. 

He’d met up with Rick, too, and a couple hackers from other clubs, and they’d been 
talking shop. Some good ideas he was looking forward to playing around with when he 
got back home. A couple of other guys had hit them up for help. He was surprised about 
what some clubs considered a good hacker. Some of these guys didn’t seem like they 
could hack their own email with a brute force attack.  

No shit, this was one of the best weeks of his entire fucking life. He hoped like hell the 
Horde would start making Sturgis an annual run. Now that things were quiet and steady, 
maybe they’d be able to do it. 

Today, he was getting ink. He’d decided before they left Signal Bend that he wanted to 
commemorate his first Sturgis run with some righteous ink, and he’d heard that a bunch 
of great artists set up there. He’d been asking around whenever he saw a piece he thought 
was really top shelf. He’d been hearing a lot of good things about this Violet chick, old 
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lady to a guy from a club out west somewhere, Arizona or New Mexico. Word was, her 
lines were better than anybody’s, but she was weird and quiet and wouldn’t talk much. 
That was a shame; Bart loved to talk while he got ink. Gave him something to do, sitting 
there for hours on end, unable to move much. Oh, well. If she was as good as everybody 
said, he’d deal. 

When he saw her, he was shocked. She looked about thirteen—really little and young, 
with long, vivid purple hair. Violet with violet hair; that was cute. She was doing club ink 
on a guy, staring so hard at her work it was almost like she didn’t even know there was 
anybody around her. He watched for a few minutes while she finished the piece. 

Damn, she really was good. The lining was fucking perfect, and the details were 
astonishing. Considering how much shitty ink most of the guys here had, it seemed like 
her talents were wasted on assholes who didn’t even know better. The guy she was 
working on was covered with shitty ink, a lot of it obviously prison ink.  

Bart knew exactly what he wanted. A steel horse—part horse, part motorcycle, with 
flames roaring off the back. Since he first wanted to be Horde, years before he was old 
enough to prospect, he’d wanted that ink, blending a Harley with the Flaming Mane patch 
of the Night Horde MC. Not his club ink—all the Horde bore the word ‘Horde’ for their 
club ink—but something that meant the club to him. His vision of it. Something that 
showed the power he felt in being Horde. 

He’d tried to draw it himself once or twice, and it always looked stupid and crippled, but 
he knew it would be awesome if he could get the right artist. He thought violet Violet 
might be just the girl to do it. 

 

The guy in front of Vi was his thirties and from a small town she’d never heard of. He 
seemed to really like it, though, because he kept talking about it. And his club, but they 
all did that. She’d stopped listening about twenty minutes earlier, just hummed when it 
seemed fitting. 

“Hey,” Mitch said as he sat down on by the wall. He winked at Eve; he’d been flirting 
with her constantly, and Vi suspected he’d volunteered to keep an eye on her in hopes of 
getting into Eve’s panties. She could’ve told him that Eve was gay, but she liked his 
company. Mostly because he kept talking to the customers, which meant she didn’t even 
have to pretend to listen to them, but also since he—as opposed to Sisco, Mace, and 
Bull—didn’t inform her about positions and quality of the girls he’d fucked since he saw 
her last. “I'm on guard duty, so you better entertain me,” he said to Vi with a smile. 

“You can fold napkins,” she answered. 
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“Yeah. That's not gonna happen.” He looked at Sami with a nod at Vi. “How is she 
doing?” 

“As always,” Sami smiled. 

Mitch leaned forward to look at the stencil. 

“That looks a little like the one on our patch.” 

“What!” the guy in the chair, Vi seemed to remember that his name was Bart, said. “Let 
me see.” 

“Not that much,” Mitch assured him. “Just the half horse, half bike, thing. Not a big 
deal.” 

“It’s flames on this one,” Vi added. “Didn’t you say something about a flaming mane?” 

“Yeah… We call our patch the Flaming Mane.” 

“Different angle, too,” she said. “But if you want something else…” 

“No. I want that one. You know. Horde, but not exactly Horde.” 

She had no idea what he was talking about because she couldn’t remember what club 
he’d said he was from, and she didn’t care. She’d done more patch symbols than she 
could even count during her years as a tattoo artist. With the exception of the symbols 
that signified the Marauders, she didn’t remember any of them. 

This guy had come to her with an idea, and they had worked out the design together. It 
had been obvious to her early on that he had a very set idea, so it was just a matter of 
letting him know what worked as a tattoo and what didn’t. 

She finished the stencil and put it on the inside of his forearm where he’d said he wanted 
it. 

“I’m borrowing your computer,” Mitch said from the corner. 

“If you mess it up, I’ll tattoo a dick on your forehead.” 

“I made it work better!” 

“It might’ve worked better, but I didn’t know how to work it!” 

He’d borrowed her computer when he came to visit at her and Mac’s house a few months 
earlier. She had no idea what he’d done, but it had looked completely different when 
she’d turned it on the next time. She didn’t even know what icon to click to go online. 
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And the art program she used to design some of the more complex designs was nowhere 
to be found. 

“Really, Vi, Windows is shit. Anyone can hack into it, and all those programs you use 
slow it down. I don’t understand how you have the patience to work with it.” 

“As long as it works, I don’t care. Besides, I couldn’t work on it all. I couldn’t find 
Photoshop.” 

“I installed Gimp. It’s the same.” 

“It really wasn’t. Just… don’t mess with it.” 

“What did you install on it?” Bart asked Mitch. “Linux?” 

“And my ungrateful sister-in-law called me in the middle of the night and yelled like I’d 
killed her firstborn.” 

“It’s better,” Bart said to her. 

“Do you want this tattoo?” 

He smiled and nodded. 

She held up her earplugs. “I’m gonna put these in because if I listen to Mitch over there, I 
might just go insane. He never shuts up. If you want something, just move your arm 
when I lift the needle. I’m assuming this isn’t your first tattoo?” 

“No,” he laughed. 

“Have you had any virgin skin since we got here?” Sami asked. 

“No. You?” 

“No. Don’t think I’ve had anyone with less than twenty-five percent coverage.” 

Vi plugged in her earphones and started. 

 

Mitch refused to even look at the napkins. He was so not going to fold napkins. It was 
bad enough that he had to sit and watch his sister-in-law work just because her dad was 
working himself up to a heart attack every time he remembered that his daughter was at 
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Sturgis. Leaving the booze and pussy just to babysit would not result in him folding 
napkins, though. 

He noticed Bart eyeing Vi, and cleared his throat. Time for the babysitting duties. 

“She’s marked. My brother’s old lady.” 

“I know. Was more wondering if she could hear us.” 

“She wouldn’t be able to hear us even without the earphones. Hyperfocus, or something 
like that. She disappears into her own little world. The earphones are more so that people 
don’t try to talk to her.” 

He found Vi’s hyperfocus really fascinating. When she was working on him he’d 
sometimes tested it, and it was perfectly possible to say anything to her. She really 
couldn’t hear anything at all. He’d once suggested to Mac that they tested it a little, 
nothing mean, just tested it—like if it was possible to touch her or do things in her 
presence. Actually, he’d asked Mac to whip it out next to her to see if she’d notice. Mac 
had pointed out that she was his wife and not a fucking lab rat. 

“So you installed Linux on her computer?” Bart asked. 

“I made her computer awesome. Really fast, with all the best freeware programs. She 
totally flipped.” 

“Why didn’t you ask her first?” 

“Yeah. Can just hear that conversation. ‘Hey, Vi, I’m gonna install Linux on your 
computer.’ Like she’d get what I was saying. It’s bad enough that I have point out that I 
don’t have to hack the LEO’s server every time Dad wants me to have a look.” 

Bart laughed and nodded, and the fact that he understood the humor in that statement 
made Mitch think that he might be talking to a fellow former 4chan member. They sized 
each other up for a few seconds, and then Bart started. 

“Elite or script kiddie?” 

“I can write my own fucking rootkits, dude,” Mitch laughed. “White, gray, or black hat?” 
he asked in return. 

“Don’t think I’d be here if I was a white, but I’m not an idiot and I don’t ruin the systems 
I hack, I use them. What kind of access do you have?” 

Mitch smiled, he knew what the guy was really asking, and this was complete nerding 
out, dick swinging, and exchanging notes at the same time. 
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“Rootkit in the kernel.” 

“Nice. Me, too.” He flinched and looked at Vi, so she’d obviously hit a nerve or 
something. She gave Bart her best annoyed look before going back to work. “She’s not 
really the kind of artist that says sorry when she hurts you, is she?” 

“Not really, no. Not much for small talk, either.” 

“I can tell. She’s got a good rep, though. There were some comments about her not being 
all that fucking charming, but she did the best lining.” Bart turned his eyes from Vi. 
“Elevated access?” 

Mitch just loved how this guy’s brain worked. 

“Nah, just for stealth.” 

“Nice,” Bart nodded. “Did you do her website?” 

“Yeah.” 

“That would explain why it’s good. Usually, tattoo artists’ websites are a heavy, slow, 
and completely user-unfriendly shit. Those are the good examples. Most often it’s like an 
old MySpace site.” 

“She suggested MySpace. Almost slapped her.” 

They both laughed, but Mitch was serious. Vi’d talked about it while he was doing her 
finances, and he’d told her that wasn’t fucking going to happen. His sister-in-law was 
going to have the coolest fucking website there was. He’d redesigned the site for Wicked 
Ink, too, and it had been fun. A bunch of artists who’d drawn anything he wanted, and 
he’d designed a great website for them. 

When Vi’d been working on Bart for over an hour, he offered to go get something to eat, 
and then they continued talking. It was definitely not the kind of talk he’d expected when 
he went to Sturgis, but it was great. 

Once Vi was done, Bart paid her and told her a hundred times how fucking awesome the 
ink looked, and then he turned to Mitch. 

“I’m meeting up with some friends, wanna tag along?” 

“Elite or script kiddies?” Mitch asked with a smile. 

“All elite and dot mil royalty.” 
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He looked at Vi who nodded. “Go! Mac’s gonna be here any minute. Have fun, don’t 
geek out.” 

“I never geek out,” he said and leaned down to give her cheek a kiss. “I’ll see you 
tomorrow.” 

“And get laid!” 

“It’s fucking Sturgis,” he winked. “That’s a guarantee here.” 
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TYLER DURDEN IS A PUSSY 
No bike rally would be complete without some bare-knuckle fighting. 

 

 
 

It was one of those perfect sunsets. The sky had been completely clear during the day, 
and even now it was still empty of clouds. There was nothing to interrupt the vast 
expanse of the heavens as they changed from every shade of blue, pink and gold, right up 
until they hit what was left of the fiery orb of the sun hanging low on the horizon. 
 
Fitz followed Samuel and Dizzy as they wended their way through the campsite, past 
bikes and tents and setups that were pretty much just blankets draped over bikes, some 
with a pair or two of boots sticking out one end. The dusk was filled with the chatter of a 
hundred conversations, laughter, shouts and the occasional moan. The air was perfumed 
by campfires and the smell of cooking meat, smoke of all sorts, beer, bikes and bodies. 
Terry flanked Samuel on one side, Dizzy on the other. Fitz, along with Cage and Shark, 
followed behind.  
 
There was no clear path to the Buffalo Chip water tower, but that’s where they were 
headed. Apparently, this was a ritual that they never missed on a visit to Sturgis. Samuel 
was already worrying about the grief he’d get when he got home, not from his wife, 
Moira, oh no, but Ashleigh his daughter would have something to say if Shark went 
home less than whole. Fitz couldn’t see why Samuel was worried; he didn’t doubt the big 
fella could hold his own in the bare-knuckle ring. 
 
A boxing ring had been set up under the water tower. It looked more like something out 
of an old black and white film, or the Gangs of New York, rather than the pristine 
arrangements that were the center of attention at the places like the MGM in Vegas. You 
wouldn’t find a Mayweather or a Lewis on such stained canvas and frayed ropes. It was 
barely even raised above the baked earth that had been worn clear of grass by feet and 
tires. There would by no sprung floor to cushion any falls, more likely hard wooden 
pallets and cement blocks. 
 
When they arrived at the crowd of people who were thronging around the ring, Fitz noted 
that Dizzy was doing exactly what he was also doing, scanning the crowd, keeping a 
careful eye on the faces, immediately picking out targets to keep an eye on, the ones that 
were piss drunk and mouthy, the ones that were bragging to anyone who would listen 
about how many fights they’d won and who probably had glass jaws. It was an 
unconscious habit, and one that was obviously still a hangover from Dizzy’s days as 
SAA. Now Dizzy was president of the Texas Charter and Fitz was his SAA, but since 
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Chiz, the SAA of the Louisiana charter, had been left at home, having been considered 
too much of a liability to be allowed to tag along, they were working a sort of double 
duty.  
 
It was an SAA’s duty to know the lay of the land before anyone else, but it wasn’t a bad 
talent to keep as a president. And then Fitz spotted a problem. A big problem, both 
literally and figuratively. Dizzy reacted to the fact that he had reacted to what he had 
seen. 
 
“What’s up, brother?” Dizzy asked, keeping his voice low. 
 
“See that big bastard over there?”  
 
Fitz indicated a point across the ring with a nod of his head. Dizzy followed his gaze. Fitz 
was looking at a group from the Freaks. In particular, one huge bastard, who was actually 
standing with another equally huge bastard, but Fitz was only interested in one of them. 
 
“Which one?” 
 
“The one with the long, blond hair and the beanie.” 
 
Dizzy looked over at exactly the same moment that the man in question locked eyes with 
Fitz. Fuck, the tension was right there like a laser cutting through the people, the noise, 
the humanity. 
 
“What’s the issue, brother?” Dizzy asked. 
 
“That there is Deke Samson. And there’s a fuckin’ good chance that he wants to kill me.” 
 
“Yeah, I’d say so, the way he’s lookin’ at you. What’d you do to him?” 
 
Fitz heard his president ask the question, but he didn’t answer right away. He was 
looking straight at Deke Samson, but he wasn’t seeing him, not in the here and now. He 
was seeing him twenty or more years ago. They hadn’t been in a field then, they’d been 
in the concrete underground parking lot of a something, somewhere. The details of the 
address hadn’t been important to Fitz at the time; he hadn’t given a shit whether it was an 
office block or a shopping mall. The only considerations of any importance on nights like 
that were the respect, and the money, that he was going to earn in the makeshift ring of 
the underground fight. It hadn’t even been a ring as such, just the crowd roughly arranged 
in a circle, with strict instructions to keep their hands to themselves. 
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Why the fuck had he agreed to this? Samson fucking hated Sturgis. This was all Tiny’s 
fault. ‘How ‘bout we hit Sturgis this year, brother? Be good to catch up with some ol’ 
faces and kick back for a few days. Think about it. No ol’ ladies, no kids, no church, no 
work.’ Fucking Tiny. Fucking Tequila. Fucking Sturgis.  
 
The campsite they were staying at was okay, he guessed; it was a little off the beaten 
track, and not swarming with people like this one. There were still too many civilians, of 
course, but they spent most of their time in town, and he had no intention of doing that. 
Crowds of idiots, in bars where patches weren’t welcome, with Spike, who would be 
spending his entire time trying to screw his way through the female population, and Tiny, 
who would be mentally calculating how long it would take for his latest annoyance to 
bleed out.  
 
Then there was the actual camping. Samson was a biker—an outlaw—he was not some 
pathetic loser who brought his bike on a trailer. He rode. Over a thousand fucking miles. 
Two fucking days on the road, just so he could spend five nights sleeping on the ground 
under a fucking piece of canvas. Just what a man in his fifties with a bad back and a trick 
shoulder needed.  
 
Spike nudged him with his elbow, and Samson looked up as three girls approached—
Jesus, were they even legal? As one, all three men sucked in their stomachs and pushed 
out their chests a little, and, as one, the girls rolled their eyes and giggled. Well, Fuck! 
When had that happened?  
 
“Did they just roll their eyes at us?” 
 
“Yes, Spike. They did.” 
 
“At us?” 
 
“Yep.” 
 
“Fuck. Why would they do that? To us?” 
 
“We got old.” 
 
“It’s you two. You got ‘married’ written all over ya. Shit, you’re gonna be cramping my 
style all week. I reckon… Samson? Are you even listening to me? Samson?” He felt 
Spike stiffen. “We got a problem?” 
 
“No, brother.” Samson never took his eyes from the group of Priests on the opposite side 
of the ring. “No problem at all.” 
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He’d promised Emma two things: that he wouldn’t screw around, and that he’d stay out 
of the ring. Well, one out of two wasn’t bad. 
 

 
 
“What did you do to him?” 
 
Well, that was a whole lotta question. The list of what he hadn’t done to Deke Samson 
that night was much shorter, and probably more easily answered. Fitz had had a 
reputation on the underground scene, a big reputation, justly earned. His party trick had 
been accepting challenges where his opponent was given a blade and he was left with 
only his fists. It had resulted in a fairly epic and comprehensive pattern of scars that 
covered his face, arms and torso. But he’d never lost a bout, not once, until… 
 
“I know Deke from way back in the day, the underground scene.” 
 
“He responsible for some of those scars?” Dizzy was giving Deke a hard look now. Fitz 
felt the comradeship in his president getting bent out of shape on his behalf, but he didn’t 
deserve it, and he was long since past pretending otherwise. 
 
“No.” Fitz sighed heavily. He wasn’t proud of this story, but he was determined to be 
straight about it. “Samson used to be part of the scene, too. He was a fighter. Straight up 
fists, though. We fought once or twice. Looks like he’s still sore about the last time.” 
 
“You put him down hard?” Samuel had been listening to their conversation and joined in 
now. 
 
“Yeah, too hard. I’d been approached by one of the main money guys. These were not 
men you messed with, not at all. It wasn’t like you couldn’t say ‘no’ to them, but you 
better have had Don fuckin’ Corleone backin’ your play if you did. Otherwise you were 
like as not to end up behind a dumpster before the last bout on the card. 
 
“They wanted to see a particular outcome to the fight, the one I was fightin’ against 
Samson, and they didn’t give a shit about how I got that outcome. Seein’ as I was, am, 
pretty happy with where my dick and my kneecaps are at, and I didn’t have big money at 
my back, I agreed.” 
 
Fitz paused a moment, reliving the memories of the suited goombah’s proposition, his 
shameful capitulation, the fight itself and the moment he’d thrown it. 
 
“It was a good match, a real good pairin’. It could have been one of the greats, but I had 
to make sure I won and by the last round I had nothin’ left. That guy’s got a left hook like 
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you wouldn’t believe. S’like bein’ clocked with a sledgehammer. He’d broken my jaw, 
my nose was mush, my ribs were screamin’. I shouldn’t even have been standin’. There 
was a split over my eye,” Fitz waved his fingers at a scar that bisected his eyebrow over 
his right eye, “that wouldn’t fuckin’ stop bleedin’. I looked like Rocky when Drago was 
through with him. I was tapped out. But it was nothin’ compared to what’d’ve happened 
if the money guys got to me. I’d taken a blade in with me. Nothin’ was against the rules 
unless specifically stated. I shanked him in the back durin’ a grapple, nicked his liver. It 
gave me the space I needed to get the knockout in.” 
 
“I’m guessin’ he wasn’t too pleased about that,” Dizzy observed. 
 
“No, he was not. It wasn’t illegal, if you can call anythin’ in that set up legal,” Fitz 
snorted a laugh, “but it wasn’t honorable, ‘specially considerin’ the way the match’d been 
goin’. He was righteously pissed with me, and looks like the motherfucker’s still holdin’ 
a grudge.” 
 

 
 
“Brother?” Tiny moved closer. Samson didn’t speak as he locked eyes with the man on 
the other side of the ring. “Samson?” 
 
“Been waiting more’n twenty years to catch up with that slimy piece of shit.” He felt the 
corners of his mouth twitch as he saw a flash of something—Recognition? Fear? 
Guilt?—cross the guy’s face. “You did say we’d catch up with old friends, Tiny.” 
 
“While I like shit-kicking as much as the next man, brother. I really could do with not 
getting into it with the Priests.” Spike had already adopted the stance and the space 
around them seemed to get a little bigger as the focus of the crowd shifted from the two 
men slugging it out in the ring.  
 
“Ain’t got no beef with the Priests. Jus’ got a score to settle, is all.” Spike opened his 
mouth and then closed it again, and Samson smirked. “What did my ol’ lady threaten you 
with?” 
 
“Tiny.” Spike scowled. “She actually said she’d set him on me if I let you go in the ring.” 
 
Tiny nodded. “She did.” 
 
As the conversation took place, never once did Samson’s eyes leave those of his 
adversary. “I want him in the ring. Tiny, set it up.”  
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He felt, rather than saw his brothers exchange a glance. Tiny shifted. “You sure ‘bout 
this, boss?” 
 
“Set it up, or I deal with him now.” 
 
“Who is he?” 
 
“Fitz Fitzgerald. Piece of shit nearly killed me, last time we met.” He grinned. “Time for 
me to return the favor.”  
 

 
 
Oblivious to the crowds around him, Samson stepped into the ring. Nothing mattered 
now but the man in front of him. Fitz had been a good fighter back in the day, and it 
looked as though he’d kept himself in good shape—a few more scars maybe, although 
he’d always resembled a road map. He wasn’t as big as Samson and he wasn’t as 
powerful. But he was quick, and he was tough.  
 
He knew why Fitz had shivved him. He’d known back then, too. And he knew that if 
he’d agreed to throw the match, it would never have happened. He’d been young then, 
and arrogant. He’d thought that his principles were more important than a big fat 
paycheck, and had believed himself to be untouchable. Now, if he were asked, he’d take 
the money and take a dive. Deke Samson was still a man of principle, but he was wiser, 
and he knew that some things just weren’t worth dying for.  
 
There was no posturing between the men as they faced each other. As they appraised 
each other, he wondered what Fitz saw. He still worked out regularly and would spar on 
occasion, but Samson wasn’t the man he was twenty years ago. A natural southpaw, his 
edge had been somewhat diminished by the injuries to his left shoulder, but Fitz didn’t 
know that, and he didn’t know that he’d worked hard on his right hook. He wouldn’t have 
missed the slight limp as he’d entered the ring, but Samson didn’t give a shit about that—
he’d never been one for dancing around the ring, and while Fitz focused on his 
weaknesses, he’d be missing his strengths. 
 
There were no rules. No rounds or referee. Just two men slugging it out until one 
submitted or was unconscious. Samson pulled the Ka-Bar from his belt and passed it to 
Tiny, his eyes never leaving Fitz, and stepped forward. “Fitz.” 
 
“Samson.”  
 
Any ideas that, maybe, Fitz would go easy on him were quickly dispelled by a body blow 
that nearly knocked the wind out of him. Okay, then. Time to put the fucker down. 
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Samson quickly recovered and, as Fitz danced around like an idiot, blocked the blows, 
and bided his time. That’s the way, motherfucker. You keep bouncing around guarding 
your right—he jabbed with his left—you’ll tire yourself out before I do. “You dancing or 
fighting, asshole?” He jabbed, again, this time with his right, connecting with Fitz’s 
eyebrow. He was a bleeder, and while it didn’t slow him down any, blood running into 
your eye was a pain in the ass. Samson jabbed again but Fitz blocked and punched low 
into his gut.  
 

 
 
Fitz hadn’t been sure what his chances were as he stepped into the ring with Samson. The 
guy looked to still be in pretty good shape, none of the mass from his chest and shoulders 
had descended into a paunch. It did look like somewhere through the years he’d done 
something to fuck his leg up. He was limping, but with the hitched gait of someone who 
limped all the time. He hadn’t twisted an ankle falling over his own boots at the end of a 
drunk. 
 
There was something off in the way he was punching, too, but Fitz couldn’t get a handle 
on it. He kept his guard up, remembering well that Samson led with his left, but there was 
something not quite even in the way he was throwing his punches. Fuck it. He’d keep 
moving, draw Samson out, get him tired and slow. Samson had a lot of weight on him, all 
muscle, unfortunately, but still, that was an extra fifty pounds or more to keep moving 
round the ring until one of them cried for mercy. 
 
Fitz suspected that Samson’s grudge was giving him extra purpose and energy, and that 
was going to be a big problem. 
 
He got in a couple of good body blows, but Samson slipped in a right jab that had opened 
his eyebrow again. It was quickly becoming apparent to Fitz that Samson was not the 
same fighter he’d faced twenty years previously. He had two decades more experience 
now. Well, so did Fitz. They’d both learned new tricks. Samson might be an unknown 
quantity, but his own style had developed somewhat, too. 
 
He’d handed his shirt to Dizzy before he’d climbed between the grubby ropes. He’d 
wanted to make it plain to Samson that he was unarmed this time, a feeble olive branch. 
It didn’t hurt that the scars crisscrossing his chest and arms were an impressive sight, and 
would make more than a few of the cockier observers think twice before heckling him or 
trying to overestimate the size of their ball sacks after the match. He could feel the sweat 
running over his bare skin, down his chest and in between his shoulder blades. The night 
air cooled it immediately, and he would have shivered if he hadn’t still been moving.  
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Fitz blinked the thin trickle of blood out of his eye, ignored the jibe, blocked a jab and 
landed a gut shot of his own. He followed it up with another fast combination before 
backing off to catch his breath. Two decades was two fucking decades, no matter how 
much time you spent in the gym. He wasn’t in his twenties anymore. 
 

 
 
At least one of the punches in that combination had found its mark, and as Fitz backed 
off, Samson took the time given to catch his breath. Back in the day Fitz had been 
quick—real quick—it had been like trying to swat a mosquito, but he’d slowed down, 
they both had. But Samson had never been particularly quick. He didn’t need speed, he 
had power.  
 
Fitz came forward again, and again, Samson jabbed with his left. The sharp pain in his 
shoulder told him that he wasn’t going to be able to keep this up for long. He followed up 
with a jerky right that found its target. The crunch as his fist connected with cheekbone 
told him that he’d done real damage this time. He grinned as Fitz staggered slightly, but 
he was well aware that it would take more than that to put him on his ass. A lot more. Not 
giving him the chance to recover, he moved in again and, with his right, went for a gut 
shot of his own—right up under Fitz’s diaphragm—then staggered back as a left hook 
glanced across his jaw, and his thigh screamed in protest as his weight shifted onto his 
left side. Fitz hadn’t missed that. Fuck.  
 

 
 
Fitz wanted to be happy about having found a true weakness in Samson that he could 
exploit, but he couldn’t capitalize on having knocked the bigger man off balance. He was 
gasping like a landed fish from the last gut shot, and his head was ringing like the town 
hall bell. Pain was still radiating out across his cheekbone, turning half of his face into 
lava. Even the blood pouring from his eyebrow felt cool on his skin by comparison. He 
knew what that meant. Fuck. His face was cracked.  
 
He poked at his teeth on that side with his tongue and saw black spots across his vision 
when two of the molars wobbled. He took the seconds during which Samson limped a 
few steps, trying to regain his balance, to lift his hand to his face to assess the damage. 
Pain exploded again as he touched his cheek, but he’d had his face smashed in before, 
this was cracked, not broken; he could deal. The teeth would probably be the bigger 
problem. They might survive if he could keep them in his gums, but he wouldn’t be 
chowing down on steaks for the rest of the week. 
 



89 

Using every ounce of experience, skill and strength, he pushed the pain back, and 
blocked out the fact that he was rapidly losing the use of his left eye due to blood and 
swelling. He staggered the steps forward that allowed him to launch a combination at 
Samson, a flurry of punches that he hoped would tip his balance back onto his weak leg. 
 

 
 
Samson had expected Fitz to seize the advantage, but just for a second or two, there had 
been a hesitation. Long enough for him to regain his balance and bring his arms in close 
as Fitz launched himself forward, his fists flying. Most of the blows fell harmlessly onto 
his upper arms, and there was no real power behind them. Fitz wasn’t trying to find a 
target. He was trying to unbalance him. He could feel his quad tremble as he shifted his 
weight onto his left leg, and brought up a right hook, connecting with Fitz’s jaw and 
knocking him clean off his feet.  
 
Fitz was down, but not out, and the stubborn fucker was scrambling back onto his feet 
almost as soon as he’d hit the deck. Samson stood back, watching as the smaller man 
shook his head and, swaying slightly, adopted a defensive stance, then allowed his own 
arms drop to his side. “That’s it, brother. I’m done.”  
 
For a moment he thought that Fitz was going to get his crazy on and come at him, but he 
too dropped his arms as his eyes met Samson’s. “We even?” 
 
“Reckon so.” Ignoring the murmur of disappointment from the crowd, he climbed back 
through the ropes and retrieved his cut and blade from Tiny, then pushed his way through 
the sea of people towards the nearest bar.  
 

 
 
Fuck. 
 
If he’d had any blood left in his face that hadn’t been flowing out of his eyebrow and lip, 
or into his mouth from his loosened teeth, he would be fucking burning with 
embarrassment. 
 
Samson had just handed him the match. 
 
Tactically, it was a brilliant move. He knew, fucking knew, that Samson had been feeling 
the blows as he had. He knew that the big man had weaknesses in his shoulder and leg 
that would have caused him serious trouble before long. And he knew that despite that, 



90 

Samson would still have beaten him fair and square. At least this way, Samson’d left him 
conscious enough to drink himself into oblivion to drown the humiliation past and 
present. 
 
And the grudge was gone, evaporating into the night like a puff of smoke. Samson was an 
honorable guy. He’d won this bout, no cheating, and that would be the end of it as far as 
he was concerned. Fitz knew it was no less than he deserved. If he had his time again, 
he’d make the same choices he made then for the same fucking reasons. And he would 
still have stepped into this ring with Deke Samson this night. 
 
He stumbled as he pulled the ropes apart and tried to swing his leg over the lower one. 
Fortunately he caught his balance and didn’t add insult to injury by falling out of the 
fucking ring. 
 
His brothers from both charters surrounded him as he limped away from the ring, 
consoling him with sympathetic claps on his shoulders which shook the loose teeth in his 
mouth painfully. He was going to have to be real careful about what and how he ate for 
the rest of this week, or find a dentist fast. 
 
As they finally emerged from the last of the dregs of the crowd surrounding the ring, 
hearing the boos of the jeering mob that had been baying for blood reach a crescendo of 
cheers as new challengers took their places in the ring, Cage slung his arm around Fitz 
shoulders. Or tried to—his VP was several inches shorter. 
 
“Come on, brother,” he said quietly, for Fitz’s ears only. “Let’s get you back to the RV. I 
want Lexi to check you over for concussion. I know you’re a hardheaded son of a bitch, 
but I’d hate for you to keel over from a bleed on the brain or some shit and kick it right 
there on the ground next to your bike tonight.” 
 
“Wouldn’t be a bad way to go, brother,” Fitz mumbled, swallowing blood. 
 
Cage chuckled. “No it wouldn’t, but it’d be handy to keep you around for a bit longer. 
We’ve got enough recruiting to do as it is. Come on.” 
 
They said their goodbyes to the rest of their group and wandered away into what was left 
of the night. 
 

 
 
“What’s your name, brother?” 
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“Ben.” Ben did not intend to elaborate any more than that. He’d handed his cut to Taz 
before climbing in the ring. If people had been too ignorant to pay attention to the 
Mountain Skulls patch before he’d taken his leather off, then he wasn’t going to spell shit 
out for them. 
 
“And what’s your name, friend?” The compere, if you could call him that, was asking the 
piece of cocky shit weekend warrior, who’d been riding Ben since he’d gotten ringside.  
 
Ben hated crowds, in a way that he’d never fully explain the extent of to anyone, save his 
wife. Even the thought of Eva confined to an Airstream for the evening (and he was even 
beginning to consider taking his bed to the ground) made his chest heavy. But out here, 
even in the swell of the crowd, the openness of the boxing ring offered release from some 
of that constriction. Bare-knuckle boxing was one of the most interesting spectacles in the 
chaos that was the Buffalo Chip campsite. He wasn’t interested in the live music playing 
on the brightly lit stages, or the strippers working the mobile poles that had been set up. 
He wasn’t ready to be drunk yet, so violence it was. To get away from the crowd, he’d 
shouldered his way ringside, Taz travelling behind him smoothly in his wake. At least 
there the press was only one three sides instead of four. 
 
The downside? This drunken idiot in a leather vest—Ben would not dignify it by calling 
it a cut, it had plenty of embroidered badges, but no club patch—had decided he could 
take him. It happened sometimes. They saw his cut and his size, and the glow of the 
alcohol in their blood made them brave, and they never had the sense to leave well 
enough alone. 
 
“Tyler Durden.” His opponent shouted, assured in his drunkenness that he was the 
funniest, most original person on the planet. The mob cheered in sarcastic delight. 
 
Ben immediately knocked a couple more IQ points off the man’s intelligence. No 
MENSA member, he. This would be quick, embarrassingly so for his challenger, but still 
Ben was concerned about Taz’s ability to keep out of trouble while left basically 
unsupervised. He’d have to put this loudmouth with a death wish down hard and fast. 
 
The crowd, sensing a bloodbath and working themselves into the appropriate frenzy, was 
yelling insults and encouragement to both parties. 
 
Ben didn’t move. His challenger looked bemused for long moments and just a touch 
deflated. Then, emboldened, thinking he had more of a chance than he did, he bounced 
forward, fists up. 
 
Ben would have laughed, but it was never wise to laugh at someone heading your way 
with the intention of doing violence. He didn’t laugh. Ben waited for the man who had 
obviously watched one too many Stallone movies to get within his considerable, and 
obviously underestimated, reach. He took a half step to the left, the better to get moving 
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and shift his weight into the punch, and then launched a heavy right jab into a gut that 
had probably been honed to semi-solidness by weekend trips to the gym. This was not 
someone used to maintaining peak physical fitness because it might be required at any 
time. 
 
The man staggered several paces backwards, almost falling to his knees as he gasped for 
much-needed oxygen. 
 
Ben waited. 
 
The fool came forward again. He’d regained half his breath. He hadn’t figured out that he 
was outmatched, despite the flashing neon sign that Ben had just driven into his 
diaphragm. This guy was roadkill waiting to happen. 
 
Ben bounced into a snappy left jab that his opponent almost fell into. 
 
Tyler Durden’s head, topped with carefully styled hair, snapped back, and he stumbled. It 
took him several seconds to shake the daze from his eyes, and when he was able to face 
Ben again, his nose was streaming blood. 
 
Ben had no interest in playing cat and mouse. He drew no pleasure from drawing this 
farce out needlessly. Unless a more worthy opponent appeared afterwards, he planned to 
dispatch this douche, wash up, get a drink then head back for some ‘honeymoon’ time. 
When the man, with no discernible sense of self-preservation, came at him again, Ben 
credited him with an idiotic kind of bravery, and then let loose a right hook that had his 
full weight and power behind it. 
 
Tyler Durden hit the mat. He rolled, not unconscious then, and tried to get his feet 
underneath him, but his legs looked like spaghetti, and the effort failed miserably. He 
made no further efforts to rise. 
 
Ben loomed over the bleeding man lying supine on the disgustingly stained canvas, who 
was looking up at him with saucer-wide eyes. 
 
“Tyler Durden is a pussy.” 
 
He spat, the spittle landing by the man’s left ear, and stalked out of the ring. He’d barely 
broken a sweat. 
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By the time Isaac and Len got to the ring at the Water Tower, the stained canvas was 
already glistening with new blood. The big Mountain Skull enforcer he’d met and almost 
taken out the first night—Big Ben, Isaac remembered—was climbing through the fraying 
ropes and grabbing back his cut from his buddy, Taz. The poor asshole he’d just mowed 
over rolled to his hands and knees and spat a massive clot of blood and teeth onto the 
mat, then crawled to the ropes and heaved himself up. Except for his friend helping him 
down, the loser had been forgotten. 
 
A real need to do violence had been riding Isaac since the Horde had arrived at Sturgis. 
Besides Show being a glowering pain in the ass, and Bart tearing around like a 
hyperactive toddler who’d slipped his leash at Six Flags, the vibe here this year was way 
off. Girls were coming at him from all sides, baring their tits or their asses at him right in 
front of Lilli—and in front of Gia, too—begging him for fucking autographs. They all 
wanted pictures, too. 
 
Maybe that would have been great a few years ago—Bart sure as fuck thought the wild 
play he was getting because of the Night Horde’s new fame was great, and Len was 
trading on it, too. But Isaac was well and truly married, and his old lady was well and 
truly pissed off. He’d thought she was taking it in stride, but today she’d been hostile and 
moody. Why she was pissed at him, he could not get his head around. But he’d left a 
silent, fuming woman back in the RV, holding a very much not-silent, exhausted toddler 
in her arms. 
 
It wasn’t just Lilli. Isaac was seeing hostile looks at nearly every turn around town, and 
sensing more than he saw. Every time some little piece of ass and her bouncing bimbo 
buddies came up to him, giggling about the Night Horde and trying to get their hands in 
his jeans, he could feel a collective wave of aggression coming at him from the men 
around. He sent aggression right back. Which was stupid. He’d asked for a leadership 
meeting specifically to set concerns to rest. Going toe to toe with members beforehand 
wasn’t exactly good diplomacy. 
 
It was a fucking miracle he hadn’t brawled already. But Show and Len were managing 
him. He knew it, and he knew they were right to, but it just pissed him off more. But 
thank fuck, he’d finally gotten his ass over to the Water Tower and could burn some of 
this tension off. 
 
The ring was still standing empty since Big Ben’s victim had slunk off. Isaac shrugged 
out of his cut. When he held it out to Len, he saw his SAA scanning the area with avid 
eyes—not just getting a read on the crowd, but scenting blood. Len wanted to get his 
fight on, too. 
 
“Not tonight, brother, You’re on duty. This is me.” 
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Len looked disappointed but took Isaac’s cut, and then his shirt when he yanked it over 
his head and tossed it. “Yeah, boss. I got your back.” 
 
Isaac nodded, handed Len his rings, and climbed through the ropes onto the canvas, 
which was becoming slick with blood. It took a minute before he had a challenger, but he 
wasn’t surprised. He was bigger than almost every biker in Sturgis. Still, he knew 
someone would step in. 
 

 
 
The crowd had cheered the bloody beatdown of some unfortunate fool. Deke didn't feel 
an ounce of pity for him; he'd gotten what he’d signed up for. He knew all the risks, and 
now he'd be paying a dentist thousands of dollars to put the pieces of his mouth back 
together again. 
 
“Fucking idiot.” Houdini grinned from ear to ear. “I really love Sturgis. You gonna fight, 
Fire?” 
 
“Nah. Not feeling it,” Fire replied. He was never a man of many words, but he'd been 
unusually quiet since they arrived. 
 
“You're not going to fight. You're not fucking. Why the hell are you even at Sturgis?” 
Houdini demanded. 
 
“Shut the fuck up before I take you in that ring and break your jaw.” 
 
“I'd like to see you fucking try.” 
 
“Enough!” Deke shook his head. “Let's see who's up next.” He was surprised when the 
big fucker with the scar from The Horde walked towards the ring. It was a bold move. 
There had been buzz about The Horde since they arrived, talk of the shootout and the 
soon-to-be-shot Hollywood version. Some people were pissed. 
 
Deke could give a fuck less. The way he saw it, the Horde had done what they had to do, 
same as The Vikings. The situations were different but the intent was the same, keep the 
town and the clubs whole. Just thinking about all they had been through riled him up. The 
smell of blood and sweat combined with the adrenaline of the crowd had awakened 
something in him. Something primal. 
 
No one stepped forward right away. “I'll fight ‘im.” His voice carried, the crowd quieted. 
Deke heard Houdini sigh next to him. “Hold this.” Deke slid off his cut. “And these.” 
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One by one, he slid off his rings. “And don't fucking look at me like that. You think he 
can beat me?” 
 
“Never said that, Deke.” Houdini took the rings and dropped them into the pocket of his 
own cut. “Never said anything, but if you're asking, this is a bad idea.” 
 
“I wasn't asking.” Deke started towards the ring. The crowd parted, and the chatter 
intensified. He heard people wondering who he was—The Vikings were one of the 
smaller clubs there—and others questioning his sanity. Most of all he heard Vera, or 
more accurately he felt her. She'd realized what he was doing. He couldn't help but grin. 
She was going to be so fucking pissed. 
 
He pushed her out of his mind before he parted the ropes and got in the ring. The crowd 
was still buzzing. They wanted blood, and they were going to get it. Deke rolled his neck, 
felt his shoulders pop. Isaac sized him up. He returned the man's stare and moved towards 
the center of the ring. 
 
Deke held out his hand. “Deacon Hawke, call me Deke. Vikings President.” 
 
“Isaac Lunden, the Night Horde,” the man replied with a twitch of his eyebrow. He 
gripped Deke's hand tight. Tight enough for Deke to know that this was going to be one 
hell of a fight. 
 
“Pleasure to meet you, Brother,” he said and meant every word. “You ready to do this?” 
 
“Fuck yeah,” Isaac replied. 
 

 
 
Taz whistled low, catching Ben’s attention as he hastily wiped the sweat he barely broke 
with a damp towel. “What?” 
 
“Now there’s a worthy opponent, brother.” 
 
Ben turned to the corner of the ring, where two Vikings were standing. The slightly taller 
one—with neck-length dark hair and a pretty shredded physique—was handing his cut 
and rings to the other before climbing between the ropes. 
 
“He would’ve been a better steam-blower than that Brad Pitt douche,” Taz said. “Dude’s 
ripped.” 
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Ben raised an eyebrow and regarded his partner-in-crime when it came to club business. 
“Haven’t you tagged enough tail that you’re scamming guys now?” 
 
Taz screwed up his face, then readjusted. “Hey, I’m secure enough to admit when guy is 
buff. Not a bad lookin’ dude. Kind of…wolfish.” 
 
“You’re scaring me. Shut up.” Ben finished wiping himself down, then tossed on his t-
shirt and cut before noticing Wolfman’s opponent. “Don’t think your boyfriend’s got a 
chance. Look who he’s up against. Ain’t seen a lot of guys my height, but I swear 
Lunden’s got an inch, maybe two, on me.” 
 
“But can he move?” 
 
“I don’t know. Why don’t you get a closer seat with the rest of the creaming chicks and 
bat those big, black lashes at him.” 
 
Taz snorted. “Ben, either hang around and find someone better, pick a fight elsewhere, or 
go back to your ol’ lady, cuz you’re tense as fuck.” 
 
Ben considered his options. Heading back to camp, waking up his wife and relieving 
some stress seemed the best option. He was done fighting—at least for tonight. But Eva 
would have to wait just a little longer. He needed to see this match between Wolfman, 
who now looked a bit familiar, and the Horde’s president. “Think that Viking is its 
president. Lunden better not go balls-out on the guy, especially before this meet. He may 
need an extra friend or two.” 
 

 
 
Isaac thought it was fitting that, with his club’s Norwegian heritage and adoption of 
Viking traditions, he would face the President of a club called the Vikings. 
 
The Vikings were one of the clubs that had agreed to meet with the Horde later in the 
week. The thought of meeting their President now, first, in the ring, gave Isaac a 
moment’s pause. If he delivered a beatdown on this Deke now, what would that mean for 
the amity he was hoping to build later? 
 
Then Deke stepped back, raised his fists, and…growled, and Isaac didn’t care about later. 
He put up his own fists and growled right back. Best man wins. 
 
Isaac never lost. 
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Deke was nearly as tall and broad as Isaac and just as muscular. Isaac knew he wouldn’t 
go down with a quick punch. The crowd, which had lost some of its enthusiasm during 
the last, fast, badly matched fight between Big Ben and the wannabe, started to rile up 
again as the two big men moved in. They circled the ring, face to face, each taking the 
measure of the other, each waiting for the other to show something first. 
 
Isaac was quickly fed up with their dance. His weakness, as always, was impatience. He 
compensated for it with will, strength, and a good deal more speed than people expected 
from a man his size. Now, he made first contact, an uppercut right, connecting with the 
underside of Deke’s chin. Usually, he saved hits to the head for the end of a fight, to save 
his hands. But if Deke was going down with a single punch, that would be the punch to 
do it. 
 
Deke’s head flew back, and he staggered a couple of steps. Isaac waited, hands up, ready. 
Deke didn’t fall. He barely looked dazed. He shook his head, sweat flying and showing 
like a halo in the strung-up lights around the ring, and then he focused again on Isaac, his 
face drawn into a snarl. 
 
It was on. 
 
Deke put his head down and charged back in, bringing a fast, hard combination and 
connecting with Isaac’s ribs with bone crushing force. Isaac put his shoulder in, using his 
greater weight to shove Deke back, and then pistoned his right arm out in a jab, putting 
his back into it. He connected with Deke’s solar plexus and sent all his air straight out his 
mouth. As Deke took in a huge gasp and, his efforts thus divided, swung wild, Isaac 
broke his own rule again and sent a left into Deke’s face, catching high on his right 
cheekbone and hurting the fuck out of his own hand. He felt the sickening give that told 
him he’d at least dislocated a finger, but Deke was back on him so fast he had no time to 
force it back. Thank fuck it was his left and not his right. 
 
Maybe in retaliation, Deke abandoned body blows, too, and went for Isaac’s face. He 
ducked but not quickly enough, and caught Deke’s big fist right on his temple. That rang 
his bell. He shook it off, though, and kept his hands up and his feet moving. 
 
And then all strategy and thought at all were just gone, and they simply whaled on each 
other, fists flying, blood spraying, both of them grunting and growling like wild animals, 
the crowd roaring its approval. 
 

 
 
Deke couldn't remember the last time that he'd been in a fight where he wasn't sure he 
would win. Normally his size and strength were all the advantage he needed but not here, 
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not now. There was no way to dodge the next punch, and his ribs took the full impact. He 
was pretty sure he felt one crack, hell, maybe more than one. 
 
The pain didn't matter, the blood didn't matter. Nothing mattered but the fight. Deke 
somehow managed to dodge Isaac's follow-up blow. He took the opportunity and drove 
his fist into Isaac's stomach with a snarl. The other man let out a whoosh of breath, and 
Deke swung again but missed as Isaac's fist connected with his jaw. Deke stumbled back 
a few feet, dazed by the strength of the blow. The crowd was frenzied. They wanted 
blood, and they were getting it in spades. He wiped his hand across his mouth and met 
Isaac's eyes. Isaac smirked. 
 
From the corner of his eye, he saw Houdini in deep discussion with a big son of a bitch 
wearing a beanie and a Horde cut. He noticed Isaac notice them as well. They were about 
to be dragged apart like kids on a playground, but he wasn't ready to be done. It seemed 
that Isaac wasn't, either, as they rushed each other one more time. It was brutal. It was 
vicious, and all that Deke could smell was blood. It invaded his senses; the taste of it 
filled his mouth and snapped something inside of him. 
 
One moment he and Isaac were slugging it out for all they were worth, and the next, they 
were being pulled apart. “Get the fuck off of me, Houdini.” Deke hit out at his own man, 
but Houdini held him tightly. “Don't you fucking ever do that again. Ever.” Across from 
him he could see Isaac in a similar hold. 
 
“You need to calm the fuck down, Deke. Now. Control it.” Houdini spoke in his ear. 
“Control it.” 
 
Deke looked down at his hands. He'd felt his knuckles pop during the fight, put it down to 
the force that he was using, but that wasn't all of it. “Get off me. I'm good.” 
 
Houdini released him. Deke wiped more blood from his mouth. Fuck. Isaac had gotten 
him good more than once. Across the ring Isaac was free again as well. Their eyes met. 
Despite the interruption, they could continue, but Deke knew that it would just happen 
again. 
 
“It's a draw.” The big ass blonde with the beanie spoke in a booming tone. Some in the 
crowd hissed and booed, but for the most part all Deke heard was cheers. They'd gotten 
the show they'd come for. 
 
And he'd gotten the fight he hadn't realized that he'd been looking for. And even if he'd 
lost, he wasn't a sore loser. Deke crossed the canvas to where Isaac stood. “We're good, 
Show. Stand down.” Deke looked over to Houdini, who held his hands up and stepped 
back as well. “Good fight.” 
 
“Best I've had in a long time.” Deke extended his hand. “We'll have to do that again.” 
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“Fuck yeah.” Isaac replied with a grin that showed bloody teeth. He took Houdini's hand, 
shook and pulled him into a one armed embrace. “I'm hoping to still see The Vikings at 
the meeting.” 
 
“And you will.” Deke replied. 
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WHAT HAPPENS IN STURGIS STAYS IN STURGIS 

You never know what could happen. 
 

 
 

Fitz Gets Fixed 
 

Getting back to the RV seemed to take forever. It hadn’t been the beating of his life, but 
those great fucking ham-sized fists of Samson’s hadn’t exactly tickled. The biggest 
problem had been his interrupted vision. The cut in his eyebrow had pretty much stopped 
bleeding, but his face on that side was a mess of swelling, bruising and smeared blood. It 
was crusty and tender, and the puffiness was getting in the way. In the darkness and 
chaos of the constant party of Sturgis, Fitz concentrated on following Cage’s taillights, 
trusting his VP to find a clear path through the crazy. 
 
There were other riders out and about who were clearly the worse for booze and 
shouldn’t have been allowed anywhere near their machines. Between them and the drunk 
bitches with lemming complexes who seemed determined to jump in front of his bike, 
especially on his impaired side, it turned into one of the hairiest rides he’d ever taken. 
 
He was exhausted from physical and mental effort by the time they got back to the little 
corner of Sturgis that they’d staked to call home. The RV with its little complement of 
tents was a welcome sight. Samuel’s old lady had found them these little things that all 
you had to do was unzip the pocket and the tent popped out ready to go, no muss, no fuss, 
no messing with instructions or poles or stakes. They’d set them up inside of five 
minutes, and then looked at each other, knowing that there was no way in hell that they’d 
be able to get the damn things back into their little pockets. These babies would be 
staying here. 
 
For now, he just wanted to nurse his wounded pride with one of the bottles of Jack that 
was locked in his saddlebags. The alcohol, along with the tent, a toothbrush, a couple of 
changes of clothes and some condoms, had comprised the extent of his luggage. But Cage 
had insisted that he wanted his old lady, Alex, to make sure that Fitz was okay. Alex had 
been a nurse until she’d lost her license. Fitz didn’t know the details, only that it had 
something to do with one of the doctors at the hospital she’d worked at. Now she was a 
stripper, working at the Dusky Kitten in their town of Ravensbridge, Texas. She looked 
like she’d been born to be a model, all long, golden limbs, and equally golden hair, and 
eyes that… fuck. Thoughts like that were not helping his muzzy head at all. 
 
Alex was outside the RV, lounging on one of the cheap lawn chairs they’d brought. She 
was drinking straight from a bottle of what looked like red wine and reading a battered 
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copy of the Godfather. Fitz kicked the stand down on his bike and took a breath before 
swinging his leg over the back. He was pleased to find he was a little steadier than he had 
been on his way from the ring to his bike. He was standing under his own steam, but that 
ride, following that beating, had taken it out of him. He wasn’t sure how much longer that 
would be the case. 
 
“Jesus! What happened to you?” Alex was jumping up out of the chair, bottle and book 
forgotten. Even in her shocked concern, her voice was soft. If it had been hoarse as well, 
Fitz would have been concerned that it was the result of some sort of hurt to her throat, 
but it was smooth, she just had a naturally low, soothing, tone. 
 
“A grudge match against a yeti,” Cage explained. “A big yeti.” 
 
“Okaaay.” Alex drew the syllables out. The shock changed to amusement now that she 
knew he’d brought this on himself. “You need ice.” She paused with her hand on the door 
to the RV. “Thea’s asleep. You okay doin’ this out here?” 
 
“I’ll be in my tent.” Fitz still had some pride left. He wasn’t going to sit out here with 
half of Sturgis and his dog walking past while he got himself nursed, not even by Alex. 
Getting nursed by her would make any red-blooded male jealous, but Fitz didn’t give a 
shit about that. In fact, the idea pissed him off. 
 
He snagged one of the bottles out of his saddlebags and crawled into his little piece of 
nylon-coated privacy. He was surprised when Cage followed him in, it’d be cozy with the 
three of them, but there’d be room. Fitz wasn’t sure what Moira’s thinking had been 
when it came to giving them tents that accommodated more than one person. It wasn’t 
like the others’d be sharing their space with anyone, he was the only unattached man in 
their party, but she’d gotten tents big enough to sleep a couple of folk. Maybe she just 
wanted them to be comfortable. He switched on the large, industrial-sized flashlight he’d 
left in the corner and sat down, cross-legged. He felt like a Boy Scout, but without 
furniture this was as good as it was going to get. 
 
Within moments, Alex was working her way through the zippered portal, juggling a 
ziplock bag of ice and the first aid kit. She made it look elegant where everyone else 
seemed to get snarled up and damn near turned the things inside out. She was looking 
good: pale, broken-in jeans and a black top that was tied behind her neck and left most of 
her toned abdomen bare. 
 
Fitz cracked the seal on the bottle in his hand and took a healthy swig. The sting of the 
liquor flooding the split in his lip brought immediate mental clarity, the kind that he knew 
would eventually be cancelled out by the effect of the liquor in his blood 
 
“I shouldn’t let you drink that ‘til I check you for concussion.” 
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“Like that’d stop me.” He punctuated his statement with another swig, wincing with his 
good eye at the sting. 
 
“Well, at least wait ‘til I’m done.” Alex fished a small penlight out of the first aid kit and 
knelt in front of him.  
 
She checked his pupils first. If she found anything, it didn’t concern her, because she 
didn’t say anything. She swapped the penlight for different supplies, soaking some cotton 
in alcohol, and began to clean his face. She started with the unbroken skin, and swiped 
away the blood that had dribbled down his neck and shoulder and dried there. He 
passively let her work, feeling the gentle sweeps of the gauze over his skin, until she got 
near his lip and his eyebrow. Then, he held her off with a raised palm and took another 
couple of swigs of Jack for the anesthetic effect before he let her continue. He repeated 
the action as she checked his cheekbone. Every time she carefully touched the skin with 
her pads of her fingers, assessing the extent of the damage, it increased the ache and the 
feeling of pressure across the bridge of his nose, and it nudged his loose teeth, sending 
pain shooting through his jaw. He clamped down on the urge to cry out and instead used 
the hurt as a gauge of how drunk he was getting. He wasn’t drunk enough, not anywhere 
near drunk enough; he was barely breaching tipsy. 
 
The pain was almost enough to distract him from her scent. Her natural scent was 
stronger now, since there wasn’t anyplace where she could safely spend longer than five 
minutes in the shower stall. She hadn’t bothered with her usual perfume; it was just her 
and the clinging aroma of Sturgis. 
 
“Can you bring your teeth together?” 
 
“Yeah, but I’m not gonna. A couple are loose.” 
 
“Jeez, someone got on a testosterone kick.” 
 
“Whatever.” Fitz didn’t care whether she approved or not. Twenty years of shit had been 
cleared out of his head tonight. It had been worth a few bruises and a couple of teeth. 
 
Alex went to probe his cheek again, but he reared back with a pained wince. He’d had 
enough of being tended to. He took another hit of Jack. 
 
Alex gave him her sternest nurse look, but handed him the ice without argument. He took 
it gratefully and put it on the side of his face. His eyebrow still wasn’t bleeding, despite 
the prodding and poking. If he was lucky, he’d be able to see out of his left eye the next 
morning. Maybe, if he kept the ice on ‘til it melted… and got another bag… and did the 
same with that. 
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“I don’t think your jaw is broken. You’re not concussed. But your cheek bone is 
fractured. It’s hard to tell whether it’s bad enough to need surgery. I don’t s’pose I can 
persuade you it’d be a good idea to visit the ER.” 
 
Fitz gave her the look that suggestion deserved. 
 
Alex sighed in resignation. “Didn’t think so. You plannin’ on drinkin’ all that to 
yourself?” She motioned at the bottle in his fist. 
 
He paused in the action of lifting it to his mouth again. “Yeah. why?” 
 
“One, you owe me for playing nurse. Two, I just finished my wine.” 
 
Cage chuckled, and for the first time Fitz remembered they had company. He offered the 
bottle to Alex. “Sure. I’ve got another out there.” 
 
“You leave room for clothes?” she quipped before taking a healthy swig. She only 
winced a little at the alcohol burn. She looked like a lady and drank like a sailor. It was a 
dangerous combination. 
 
“Some.” Fitz watched her hand the bottle to Cage, who took several gulps before passing 
it back to him. 
 
“Is this where you tell me I should see the other guy?” Alex held her hand out for the 
bottle. Fitz passed it over. 
 
“Nope. I lost. The other guy’s probably off gettin’ winner’s pussy about now.” 
 
Alex lowered the bottle and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. She cocked her 
head appraisingly as she handed the bottle off to Cage. When he went to take it from her, 
she held onto it and looked over her shoulder at him. Fitz saw the silent communication 
pass between them, but he couldn’t read the result.  
 
He had no idea what was happening until Alex leaned forward to pull the ice bag away 
from his face. It seemed initially like she wanted to check his injuries, but then she leaned 
further forward to bridge the handful of inches between them and brushed his lips with 
hers. She paused, and then leaned in, kissing him more firmly, until he could either deny 
her, or let her. He chose to let her. He parted his lips, ignoring the quicksharp pain of the 
split, praying that it wouldn’t start bleeding again, as he swept his tongue over and 
around hers in a silkywet, delicious dance. 
 
He had to fight to keep his hands limp in his lap. He had to master himself. He couldn’t, 
mustn’t, bury his fingers in those spun gold strands that felt so soft when they brushed 
over his skin. He couldn’t, mustn’t, fill his palms with those luscious, firm breasts. He 
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mustn’t… Alex put her hands on his shoulders to steady herself. Fuck, he remembered 
the feel of her nails in his skin as she held onto the muscles there. That got him to 
thinking about the feel of being buried balls deep in her sweet, hot pussy while she’d 
marked him, while Cage had watched as his woman lost control because Fitz was 
pounding his cock into her. 
 
No. He pulled back and held still, very still, except for his cock, which was trying to get 
out of its denim trap, having swelled to rock in his jeans. He endured the discomfort 
rather than move to reposition it. Alex rocked back onto her heels and looked him in his 
one available eye. 
 
Fitz shot a pointed look over at Cage. “This wasn’t supposed to happen again, brother.” 
 
Cage shrugged. “Whatever this is, it isn’t going away. I think trying to ignore it, trying to 
pretend that night never happened, is a mistake. I think letting it fester is going to cause 
us problems in the long run.” 
 
“Not sure I like your choice of words there, brother. That makes it sound like you think 
it’s a bad thing.” 
 
“You’re right, I’m sorry. I don’t think it’s a bad thing. Alex and I are both very much in 
agreement about exploring the potential here—that is, if you are. I think, if we leave this 
simmering, eventually it will boil over. If we don’t set ground rules, expectations, 
boundaries, limits, that’s what’s going to cause us the kind of problems that we can’t 
afford.” 
 
The roar of engines split the tuned-out, general din that had become background noise to 
their world, coming closer than any others that had passed the tent. Samuel and the others 
were returning. 
 
Fitz looked down at the ice pack that was melting in his hand, forgotten, then he looked 
up at Cage, then Alex. “Yeah, I wanna explore this. But not in a tent in the middle of this 
fuckin’ circus.” 
 
Cage laughed.  
 
Alex was smiling as she shifted to sit cross-legged in front of him. “In that case, I 
propose we get the second bottle and agree to talk about this when we get home.” 
 
“Yeah.” Fitz took a long slug of bourbon and looked between his brother and his 
brother’s old lady. “When we get home.” 
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Deke Is Discovered 
 
“Yeah, sweetheart. Ride me to the finish line.” 

Fully dressed, save for his jeans yanked down to his knees, Taz blocked out the pain from 
a rock jabbing under his ass as a pretty, little thing with tri-color striped hair rode his 
cock. The thin material of the pop-tent offered visual privacy only, and this chick wasn’t 
trying to muffle her sex-sounds. 

“Yeah. Yeah. Oh, yeah. Oh, baby I love your dick!” 

“Of course you do.” Taz twirled a section of her multicolored hair in his hand, tilted her 
head back and gave her a hard stare. “But less tell and more show, cupcake.” 

Stripe got the hint and picked up the pace—rocking, grinding, pumping and gyrating with 
less verbal enthusiasm. He didn’t mind the dirty talk. Hell, he loved it. And he really 
couldn’t give a fuck who heard them. But even after five chicks in a two-day time span, it 
all sounded the same. Chicks here turned on the theatrics around bikers—especially one-
percenters—with fantasies of becoming an old lady.  

The only thing Taz didn’t want to leave Sturgis with, other than an STD, was an old lady. 

But the girl on his lap was an exuberant thing and gave it all she had until he reached his 
erupting point. He let go just as she broke out into some sexual aria as she came. 

Okay, then. His pipes were clean. Time to fill up on something else. 

Stripe had obviously done this dance before and slid off before being told. Taz popped 
up, glad to be relieved of that rock which now felt like glass. He grabbed a nearby roll of 
paper towels, ripped one off and wrapped the used condom in it, then zipped up. He 
clipped Stripe’s chin and gave her a wink. “Awesome. Later.” 

Outside, he found a metal garbage can, tossed the remains of his fuck, then went in 
search of another vice. 

After he and Ben had hung around at the water tower watching that Viking and the Horde 
president give each other a decent beat-down, they’d decided to go their separate ways. 
Ben opted for his wife waiting for him to return, while Taz went in search of more 
lascivious pleasures. Locating a guy he’d seen earlier last night who reeked of pot, Taz 
scored a nice, fat doob before rendezvousing back at the campsite to retrieve the bottle of 
Devil’s Cut he brought for his own special occasion. It had a burning sensation when it 
went down that got him drunk fast. He also had a fondness for the name due to the 
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nickname his ma had given him when he was ten. On his own for the evening, he strolled 
off to find a spot to indulge his satisfaction. Pussy, booze and weed—a biker’s trifecta. 

Finding some quiet and shelter was nearly impossible. All the eye could see was a span 
of flatlands littered with tents, trailers and bikes. It wasn’t like him to need space, unlike 
Ben. He relished being where the action was, especially when he couldn’t be in on the 
action. He loved a good rumble between the ropes as much as the next dude, but Taz 
wasn’t an idiot. Sure, he could’ve taken that Tyler Durden douche. Hell, his ma could’ve 
taken him. But he knew when he was in over his head, and a good majority of those guys 
getting in the ring were out of his league. Guys like Big Ben Lawson knocked fists with 
the likes of that Viking and Isaac Lunden. Taz settled for causing his own type of pain his 
own special way. 

That’s the action he itched for as he found an area near the lake with a few sparse trees. 
He found one with a healthy-sized trunk and slid down it until his ass hit the ground. 
Taking one deep swig of bourbon, he then reached inside his cut and pulled out a book of 
matches. As he lit the joint, his mind wandered to how much things had changed back 
home. Not for the bad, especially club business. Going from being gophers for the 
Santagio family to having full protection and steady security work from the Caprese 
family was a huge upgrade. In a way, they had Ben’s wife to thank for it. Guess it paid to 
be screwing the secret daughter of a mafia boss.  

Then he’d gone and married her. 

He pulled a drag off the joint, holding the smoke tight in his lungs before releasing it into 
air thick with the remnants of the week so far. Raising the bottle to his lips, he chugged 
until the liquid caused a cough to erupt from his throat. Ben married. Well, if the big lug 
had to get hit hard, it might as well have been with a bat built like Eva. Shit, even he 
might consider a ring which wasn’t affixed to his facial region if he snagged a chick like 
that. It wasn’t like he didn’t get hot ass left, right and sideways—just not the kind Janice 
Morrell would consider daughter-in-law material. And if there was one person in the 
world he’d rip the piercings from his face for, it was his ma. 

Ah, well, he thought to himself as he took another toke. Better to be single. He liked to do 
too many nasty things to people, and he’d have a hard time boxing up that part of his life 
to go home to a wife. Ben found a way, but Taz arrogantly felt his ‘job’ was a little more 
cringe-inducing than cleanly putting a bullet in someone’s head. 

“Fuck, this is good shit.” He liked to talk. He loved to talk. Even to himself. And right 
now he had no one but himself to gush over the super-massive-fantastic high he was 
getting. He’d spent yesterday and today bonding with old faces, doing shots with new 
ones, tagging tail and beating his chest. Now was about mellowing out before ripping into 
the remainder of the week, eclipsed by this almighty officers’ meeting at the behest of 
Isaac Lunden.  
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“Better you than me in that room, Vic,” Taz said out loud. Even though he sat firmly on 
the ground, he felt like he was floating. Damn, fucking good shit. He needed to track 
down that dude before he left and score some to take back. Right now, he savored the rest 
of the joint and washed it down with bourbon. He wasn’t worried about making it back. If 
he was too out of it, well, he’d just keep his ass planted right here. He was far away 
enough from the craziness to keep his big-mouthed self out of trouble. He was alone. All 
by himself. Spinning sky high. 

Yep. It was all good. 

Until he heard footsteps. 

“Aw, fuck,” he muttered, his double-intoxication now beginning to slur his speech a bit. 
He kept quiet, hoping that whoever it was infringing upon his ‘me’ time would quickly 
take a piss or (hopefully not) a shit and move on. He didn’t want to share, wasn’t in the 
mood to chat (surprise, surprise!), nor, especially, in any condition to fight. Not good for 
an outlaw to be so out of his wits in public that he couldn’t throw down if needs be, 
which was why Taz took himself away from the crowds and away from trouble. But 
someone had infringed on his utopia of solitude and sounded as if they were now pacing 
around in some kind of frantic rage. 

“What the fuck, man?” Taz thought to himself. Rolling to his right, he practically toppled 
onto his face as he strained around the tree to see who the fuck was raining on his parade. 
Through his highly impaired senses, he recognized who it was. That Viking dude who’d 
taken on Lunden in the ring. He was pretty beat up, but didn’t appear like it had taken a 
toll. In fact, his pacing and wringing hands told Taz he was ready to go for Round Two. 
He quietly watched the Viking, still thinking he was a pretty good-looking dude with a 
razor sharp physique. Hell, he didn’t care if he noticed that shit. He knew he was straight 
as an arrow and his love for pussy came second to the club. Well, third if you counted his 
ma. But he could see how a dude could be attracted to another dude in a sexual way.  

Yeah, okay, he needed to check that shit. Being secure was one thing. He didn’t need to 
add another vice to his long list. The Viking suddenly stopped his pacing, and Taz was 
about to praise baby Jesus, hoping he’d give up his post-fight tantrum and go lick his 
wounds elsewhere. But instead, he fell to his knees and made some animalistic sound. It 
started out low, then slowly got louder. The moon didn’t shed enough light in his 
direction for Taz to make out what the hell was wrong with him. Maybe Lunden had 
fucked him up more than he looked. Maybe he was really hurt. Maybe… 

“What the…?” Taz’s mind spoke what he was too stunned to say verbally as he watched 
the Viking practically writhing in pain on his hands and knees, all while making sounds 
which didn’t sound human. He then heard what sounded like knuckles cracking 
or…bones breaking or…a snarl that sounded as if it had come from a wild dog. 

Using the trunk of the tree to pull himself up, Taz decided to play the Good Samaritan 
and see if the guy needed help. But as soon as he was barely standing, he caught the 
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grounded and twisted Viking staring over at him with a pair of glowing eyes, hunched 
back and…and…were those fucking fangs? 

No, this shit wasn’t real. He was too fucking wasted and seeing things. Weird, horror-
movie-style pot hallucinations. That was it. He’d just crawl behind the tree and stay the 
fuck quiet until that Viking or…whoever that was left. Head back against the tree, he 
decided not to reach for the bottle and, instead, looked up at the moon—just as he heard a 
guttural howl behind him. 

Holy fuck! That shit behind him was real! 

 

 

The pull of the change was proving to be too much for Deke to resist. He'd felt the 
restlessness start to build as soon as they'd arrived in Sturgis. The fight with Isaac had 
made it go from an itch to an outright burn. Houdini had been right to step into the fight. 
If he hadn't, well, Deke didn't want to think about that. 

As soon as he could slip away from the ring and the crowd, he had. He'd gone into the 
woods, sought quiet and hoped he could calm himself enough to push it away. No sooner 
than he'd begun to find some sort of calm inside, he'd felt Vera push through. 

He could feel how pissed she was and how scared she was. And he could feel that she 
thought he should have known better and that he was lucky he hadn't slipped and changed 
in the ring. The connection that they shared was a beautiful thing, but there were times, 
like right now, when it was nothing more than a royal pain in the ass. 

Deke heard something, a rustle in the woods. He shut the door between him and Vera, 
hard and fast. Focused on what was around him. There were the usual scents, woodland 
animals who would give him a wide berth for the most part. And then there was the scent 
of a human. Fuck. Of course there'd be someone else in the woods. 

He paced back and forth, the sound of his own frantic heartbeat the only thing that he 
could hear. Even if there was someone around, he couldn't deny the change any longer. 
His temperature rose, and then the change had begun. It would never be pleasant to 
transform, but the moment his hands hit the ground as paws, it was all worth it. It was all 
fucking worth it. The wolf threw back its head and howled, long and loud, before heading 
out into the night. 

 

This was why you didn’t get too wasted. 
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Whatever was behind him had paws now, which meant Taz needed to get his stoned ass 
out of there before he got his throat ripped out. Scrambling up, he quietly stumbled his 
way out of there until he reached the soft, grassy area of the campsite. Then he broke into 
a full-blown run, bobbing and weaving among bodies and tents, careful not to trip and 
fall on a stake and kill himself. Stakes, his loaded mind thought. No, wrong legend. 
Those kill vampires. Silver bullets kill werewolves. Then he stopped cold. 

Did he just admit that was a werewolf? No, did he just admit he’d seen that Viking turn 
into a werewolf? 

“Hey, either bail or join in.” 

A couple fucking while wrapped in blanket had shouted that from three feet away. Under 
normal circumstances, he’d probably join. Right now his addled mind spun as he tried to 
figure out which direction his site was at. Without a word, he kept running as the images 
of what he’d witnessed kept forming in his mind. There had been no one else there but 
that Viking. He’d never seem him leave to replaced by some coyote or feral dog 
or…wolf. He’d seen him on the ground, bent and twisted. That was how it started. Well, 
that was how it started for that poor schlub in An American Werewolf in London. Yeah, 
he had hidden back behind the tree waiting for the Viking to leave, only to see an animal 
of some sorts had taken his place. Quickly. Too quickly. 

Could it? Had it been?  

He saw the silver Airstream and felt relief. It was late. Ben would be pissed. But he had 
to tell someone, so he pounded on the door. “Ben! Yo, bro, come out here. Hurry.” 

Several people had looked over to where Taz was banging and yelling, until Ben yanked 
open the door in nothing but a pair of boxers, giving him a hard, pissed look. “What the 
hell’s wrong?” 

Words were never a problem for Taz, but how was he about to coherently explain in his 
condition what he’d seen to a man he’d just pulled out of bed and from his wife? 
“Uh…look, I know you ain’t gonna believe me, but,” he paused and turned towards the 
clearing he’d just escaped from, which was now a good distance away,” Ben, I swear…I 
saw…I mean, I think I saw…” 

Ben backed away from him. “Dude, you reek and your eyes are glassy as shit. What the 
fuck did you ingest?” 

Just bourbon and weed. Okay, very strong bourbon and a primo doobie. He couldn’t 
remember the last time he’d had such a strong high. But he knew what he’d seen. 
Or…did he? Yeah, yeah, he did. “Usual. Well, it was top shelf shit.” His knew his 
slurring words and current state wouldn’t convince. “Ben, you’re not gonna believe what 
I saw.” He stumbled forward, grasping Ben’s enormous shoulders to keep from falling. “I 
swear, man. I ain’t kiddin’. That…that Viking who fought Lunden? He’s an animal.” 
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Ben removed Taz’s hands. “What? He kicked someone else good?” 

“No. I reeeeally mean he’s an animal. You know, the kind that snarls and howls and rips 
your throat out with one swipe?” 

“You mean like what I’m gonna do in about fifteen seconds if you don’t shut up?” 

“But…but…” 

Ben pushed Taz away. “You’re fucking wasted, Taz. Go find your tent and sleep it off.” 

The slammed door made Taz spin around to look for his tent. Miraculously spotting it, 
his balance finally gave way and he fell, crawling the rest of the way to its confines. Once 
inside, he lay on his back and felt the effects of his high trying to clash with his 
exhaustion. He didn’t even have the strength to get undressed. Ben was right, he was shit-
ass wasted. He was seeing things. He had to have been. And really, even if he was sober, 
who would’ve believed him anyway? Werewolves were nothing but an urban legend, 
right up with non-sparkly vampires. He closed his eyes and let his body and mind calm 
down, even as the faintest sound of a howl rippled in the distance 

 

Deke realized the mistake in turning the instant he was himself again. He was fully 
healed of the damage he'd sustained in his brawl with Isaac. “Fuck!” There was no one 
around to hear him, which was probably a good thing since he was also completely 
naked. 

Thankfully, even at the early hour, no one even seemed shocked to find a naked man 
strolling through the campgrounds at Sturgis. In fact, several people called out to let him 
know that they'd been there before. One man approached him with a pair of pajama pants 
and a grin. “Someone got you good, huh?” 

 “Yeah,” Deke agreed with a grin. What else was he supposed to say? The truth certainly 
wasn't an option. He put the plaid pants on, and they fit well enough around the waist but 
were a good six inches above his ankles. It wasn't ideal, but it was better than walking 
around with his cock hanging out. 

Houdini and Fire were both awake when he got to the campsite. Actually, it looked like 
neither man had slept much. “Hey.” 

 “Idiot.” Houdini shook his head. “You're a fucking idiot, and that's the nicest thing I can 
think to say.” 

 “Glad that you're feeling hostile,” Deke replied. “I've got a little problem.” 
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 “More than one, Brother. More than one.” Fire's hands were clenched into fists. “We 
were out half the fucking night looking for you. Most of that time was spent talking your 
old lady down. She was on her way here.” 

 “Susan took the spark plugs out of her truck.” Houdini added. 

 “Thanks for that. And I'm sorry but after that fight…” Deke shook his head. “I had to. 
And speaking of the fight, I should look a lot worse than I do now. I'm going to need a 
hand with that.” 

 “Oh, I've got two hands right here for you, Pres.” Houdini let out a whoop of laughter. 
“Can't do it here. Gonna have to head into the woods.” 

 “Perfect.” Deke replied. He wasn't looking forward to getting his ass kicked by his 
brothers or to the call he was going to have to make to his old lady, but that didn't change 
the fact that both needed to happen. “Let's do this.” 

 
Samson Finds Some Quiet 

 

 

No matter where you went in the world, or how big an event, somewhere, tucked away, a 
little off the beaten track, were bars like this. Whether it was by accident or design, 
Samson wasn’t sure. And at a rally the size of the one at Sturgis, where, if people weren’t 
drinking or fucking, they were probably riding, you had to travel a little farther to find 
one. But it would be there, if you looked hard enough. A quiet bar, with a handful of 
clientele, who probably came in every night, women wearing clothes—which in his 
opinion was, in most cases, an improvement—and a jukebox that played the same songs, 
over and over at a level that made conversation possible. Even in his younger days, 
whenever he did the Black Hills run, he’d come here to recharge and escape the crush. 

The bartender, Marlene, who had probably been there for as long the bar itself, smiled. 
“Another beer, Samson?” 

“Sure. An’ have one yourself.” 

“Thanks. Mind if I join you?” 

He shrugged. “Nope. Come around here an’ take the weight off.” 

She pulled up a barstool next to him and pulled a pack of cigarettes from her ample 
cleavage. “Smoke?” 
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“Thanks. I’m impressed you remembered me. It’s been a long time since I’ve been here.” 
He coughed. Menthol. Fuck. “Shit. Can’t you smoke real cigarettes?” 

Marlene’s laugh was one of those things that had always stuck in his mind; it was deep 
and warm—the complete opposite of the shrieks and squeals from the tarts back at the 
rally. She must’ve been nearly sixty now, but was little changed from the big, busty 
redhead he’d met nearly three decades ago. “You’re pretty hard to forget,“ she looked 
around, “especially in a place like this. Not many bikers venture up here.”  

“Maybe you should put one of those big-ass signs at the end of the road.” 

“Nah. People in here come for a quiet drink. These folk are my bread and butter. I’m not 
going to risk that for a few extra bucks.” She patted his arm. “And where would you go 
then, if this place was like every other bar for miles around?”  

“Reckon, this’ll be my last rally. Although I’d like to come this way again when things 
are quiet. Bring my ol’ lady, she’d love the scenery.” 

“Is she at home?” 

“Yeah. She’d hate all the crowds.” He grinned. “And we probably wouldn’t get through 
the first day before she went all women’s lib on my ass. Pretty sure she wouldn’t leave 
Lottie for over a week either.” 

“Please tell me Lottie’s your daughter and not a poodle.” 

“Yeah.” He grinned. “She’s my kid.” He wasn’t sure why, but he pulled out his cell, 
flicked through the pictures, and passed it to her.  

“She’s very cute. How old?”  

“Nearly a year an’ has me wrapped around my finger already.” 

“Oh, you wait till you have a tribe of them.” 

“One’s enough. How many kids do you have, again?” 

“Four daughters and six grandkids.” She beamed, proudly. “Just need to get the youngest 
married, and I can sit back and relax.” 

“Sure you will.” Samson didn’t really know Marlene, but he’d been coming here, on and 
off for nearly thirty years, and knew her enough to know that she’d be still in the thick of 
things. He wasn’t sure if her ol’ man was still around, but from what he remembered he 
was a lazy, unreliable piece of shit, and he could remember comforting her on one 
occasion, a long time ago—before her youngest was born—after he’d taken off and left 
her alone with the kids. “They still live close?” 
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“Close enough. And the youngest is still at home. She‘s at the rally at the moment, but 
will be in later. ” She glanced at Lottie’s picture again. “You must be missing her.” 

“Yeah, I do.” 

“You should call home.” 

“I will, later.” He’d called this morning as well. And yesterday, and the day before that.  

Marlene slid off the stool and headed back behind the bar, leaving him alone with his 
thoughts. He was missing Lottie, even though she drove him nuts sometimes. He was 
missing Emma, too. He’d gotten used to waking up in the morning with her legs tangled 
around his and settling down in the evenings with her wrapped around him on the sofa 
and the cats and dog fighting for the remaining available space on his lap. He’d even 
gotten used to vegetarian food—the burgers here tasted like crap. Fuck it. He’d call her 
now. 

As he was about to climb off his stool, the rumble of a Harley broke the quiet, and 
seconds later a cute little blonde rushed through the door. “Hey, Mom. I’m just gonna 
pick up my stuff.” She glanced over at Samson and smiled. “Hey.” 

“Hey.” 

“You remember Samson, don’t you?” Marlene passed her daughter her bag.  

“Don’t think so. Should I?” She cocked an eyebrow at him. 

“Nah. Last time I saw you, you were an itty bitty thing.” He grinned. “Real little tomboy, 
always getting into scrapes.” He glanced out of the window. “You sure you still ain‘t?” 

Her smile reminded him of someone—not her mom—but he couldn’t figure out who. 
“I’ll be fine. Not everyone’s an asshole.” 

“True. But it ain’t always easy to tell.” 

Her eyes met his—they were green and real pretty—and her smile got a little wider. “It’s 
easier than you think.” She turned and raised her hand. “Bye, Mom. Don’t wait up. Nice 
meeting you, Samson.” 

“Bye, Amelia. Be careful.” Marlene turned to Samson and shook her head. “She’s a wild 
one. I worry about her.” 

“I’m sure you do.” He watched as she climbed on the back of the bike. 

“Should I worry, Samson?” 

He knew what she was asking. He shrugged. “She’s your kid, you know her. But I’ve got 
a feeling she’ll be fine.” 
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HAPPY BIRTHDAY JOLENE 

Mickey gives his Old Lady a very special night. 

 
 

Jolene had found her old man delightfully high on pot. Gertie was stowed away in a tent 
with Buck, so Jolene took Mickey’s hand, and they went strolling through the campsite. 

Mickey was giggly and cuddly; his hand stayed deep in the ass pocket of her jeans as 
they walked. This was fun, this felt … good. Like old times. Mickey had produced 
another joint, and Jolene had it pinched between her lips, freeing her hands so one arm 
could link around Mickey’s waist and the other could keep hold on the neck of the fifth 
of tequila she’d found. Or, she’d brought. Either way, once she was free of Gertie Watch 
she’d cracked this baby, and it was over half gone. 

Mickey placed a sloppy kiss to her neck, making her giggle, before panting in her ear, 
“Let’s find a friend for the night.” 

Jolene’s heart skipped ahead a few beats. She grinned at her man, stopping in place. He 
came to stand in front of her as she removed the joint from her mouth. Mickey wrapped 
his arms around her. “Let’s find a couple friends?” she asked hopefully, pressing a kiss to 
his lips. 

He’d know what she was asking. Mickey had been her one and only. Since then, they’d 
had women in their bed for fun. Mickey had only ever fully coupled with Jolene since 
then. Usually the third party had been strictly for Jolene’s enjoyment, even though she 
liked men. She wanted a guy, really wanted a guy with them, even just once. But it was 
not something they could ask of anyone in Mickey’s MC. That was too close, too … 
weird. It was a real Catch-22 since there were no men in Markham outside of the club 
they knew well enough for this kind of thing. 

Mickey frowned now, sighing and pressing his forehead to hers. “What day is it?” 

Jolene giggled. “August 6th.” 

“And what’s August 6th?” 

She sighed happily, closing her eyes as he kissed her softly. “My birthday,” she answered 
as he pulled back. 

“I’m fucking toasted, baby.” 

“I know. You’re adorable when you’re high.” 
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“I’m actually stoned enough to consider this.” 

Jolene’s stomach trembled. Her eyes flew open, her breath stopping. “Really?” 

He reeled her in closer with a smile. “Yeah. For your birthday. It’s a big one.” 

She rolled her eyes. She did not need to be reminded that it was the big 35 this year. 

“My fucking hot wife wants to get fucked by a dude, then that’s fine with me,” Mickey 
promised. “But I’m there. I get to watch.” 

Jolene was already nodding. “Of course, baby.” 

“No oral. Only I get to eat you out. That is, unless she wants to. I’d watch that.” 

“Of course. Same goes for you.” She threw both arms around his neck now. “I want to 
watch you screw some broad, knowing that I’m the one that gets that treatment all the 
time, whenever I want.” 

Mickey grinned at her now, kissing the tip of her nose. “You’re such a dirty slut.” 

She grinned as he kissed her again, bending her right back with it. There were a few 
whistles around them as they parted mouths, Jolene laughing as he set her back on her 
feet. Her joint had gone out, so he let her go while she relit it, hugging her to his chest 
and walking her forward to the edge of a circle of folks around a roaring bonfire. It 
wasn’t all-out debauchery yet, but it was less than an hour away. There were half-dressed 
women sitting on the laps of bikers, drinking and passing around pot and whatever else 
they’d brought along. Mickey slumped to his ass right on the dirt, passing his happy-
stoner smile around the circle. Jolene sat behind him, and he leaned into her leg heavily 
while she passed him the spliff and took a long draw of tequila. There were a few 
“Hellos” thrown their way, but all in all the vibe was mellow. One dude even had a 
guitar, singing out classic rock for whoever else wanted to join in the sing-along. 

Her buzz was a happy one, and her excitement over her birthday present had her all but 
shaking in anticipation. Mickey was offering the joint to the blonde on Jolene’s left, 
which was nice. The blonde was California-cute, deep tan, adorably freckled. The hint of 
her breasts was tasty under the peasant-style sleeveless blouse she wore. Not too much 
makeup. She’d be fun, and she was grinning at Mickey like he was a puppy dog. 

There wasn’t any jealousy. Jolene knew how hot her old man was. 

“He your old man?” 

Jolene turned to the right, the biker there suddenly leaning towards her. She nodded, 
taking a pull of tequila while studying him. Not the young, hot, muscle-bound type. He 
was older, with long tangled hair, a grizzled beard and weathered face. But as she met his 
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eyes there was something else there, something … caring. Friendly, sure. But there was a 
kindness there. 

Jolene smiled, leaning into her new friend. “Yeah, he is.” Then she held out the tequila. 
“Wanna share?” 

 
 
Sisco’d looked at the brunette with the biker sitting between her legs, and he wondered if 
he’d gotten that right, or if he was just stoned out of his mind. He was pretty sure he 
wasn’t that stoned, though. It wasn’t the first time someone had offered to share a bottle, 
which meant sharing something completely different, but this chick had done it right in 
front of her old man. And that wasn’t that fucking common here. 

He took another look at the brunette and concluded that she was right up his alley. There 
were mischief and play all over her face, and that was something that always turned him 
on. Those were the best. That was when he noticed that she was definitely eyeing him. 
With a look at her old man, he realized that he was very aware of what was going on, too, 
and Sisco smiled. This could turn into something really good. 

If they were up for some playing, with or without the blonde who seemed eager to join in, 
he wouldn’t turn it down—as long as it was for the chick. He’d make sure the dude was 
serious, too, because it wasn’t worth a beat-down. He took a shot and leaned over to 
them. 

“Wanna go somewhere more private?” he asked. 

“Yeah,” the guy said and got up. He turned to the blonde. “Wanna come with us?” 

She took one look at the brunette, who smiled widely, and nodded. “Excellent!” the 
brunette declared, jumping to her feet. “We have a three-person tent. It’s gonna get 
cuddly.” 

“It’s my old lady’s birthday. Thought I’d give her something special, and she seems to 
have her eye on you,” her old man explained, still looking calmly blitzed. 

“You sure you’re okay with that?” Sisco asked. It was always good to be clear, and 
slightly crude. If the dude couldn’t hear it spelled out, he wouldn’t be able to watch it 
actually happen. “Just wanna make sure you don’t break my nose when your old lady 
comes all over my dick. Actually wouldn’t be the first time that happened.” 

“I’m fine with it,” he smiled, grinning too widely, but it was genuine. “It’s her birthday. 
It’s what she wants.” 
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They were both pretty fucking stoned, but Sisco actually didn’t think that was the reason 
they’d decided to celebrate her birthday like this. He looked at the woman they were 
discussing, and she was so ready. He could probably just pull down those jeans and get 
started, but it was her birthday, and he wanted to help the guy make it special. “You’ve 
done this before?” he asked her. 

“Just other women.” 

“Your old man is a lucky guy,” he smiled. 

“Have you done this before?” she asked, and took a careful step towards him. “I don’t 
mean a threesome, I’m married to a biker so I know how that shit works, but like this, 
with a married couple?” 

“Yeah,” he chuckled. “My wife wasn’t the monogamous type. We liked playing with 
other people and couples.” 

“Is she here?” 

“Nah, which is too bad. She’d love you. You’re definitely her type—and mine.” He 
turned to the guy. “You’re a very lucky guy. Are we doing names… or?” 

“Mickey,” he said and held out his hand. “This is Jolene.”  

“I’m Sisco,” he said as he took his hand, and then he took Jolene’s. Finally he turned to 
the blonde to get her included in the conversation. “And you, darlin’?” 

“I’m Amelia.”  

“So, limits?” He thought it was best to get that shit out of the way before they got started. 
It was such a fucking buzz-kill to interrupt a good finger-fucking to ask if it was okay 
that he was trying to find a guy’s wife’s g-spot. 

“No oral,” Mickey answered. “You cool with that?” 

“Giving or receiving?” he asked, but he was glad the answer came that fast. 

At least they’d talked about it. Not that Sisco wasn’t up for fucking, but he didn’t want to 
ruin what looked like a good marriage in the process. There was far too much available 
pussy around for him to get that desperate, no matter how hot the woman was.  

“Either way,” Mickey asked. “Oral is for me. Unless it’s girl-on-girl. Kissing is great, 
fucking is the goal, really.” 

“That’s a good goal.” He smiled and looked at the blonde. “And you, sweetheart, you up 
for this and clear about the rules?” 

“Yeah,” she smiled. 
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“We’re here to make this special for them, but I think we’ll get off in the process, too.” 
He winked at Jolene. “Am I right?” 

She eyed him, and the visual exploration ended with a pleased and sultry smile. 
“Definitely.” 

Oh, this was his kind of girl. 

 

 
 
Mickey couldn’t wipe the grin off his face. His old lady was so excited she was bouncing. 
In truth, her 35th birthday had him realizing how young she’d been when they got 
together. In an effort for her to never wonder what she was missing, they’d invited 
women to play along, mostly because of his own issues. Not that his problem was with 
guys being in on it. There was just no way one of his brothers was fucking his old lady. 
That was far too close for comfort. 
 
But Jolene had a type: a face with character. And she liked bikers, too. And in a small 
town like Markham tongues would wag if word got out about the swingers in their midst. 
Sturgis was actually the perfect spot to give her what she wanted, what she deserved. 
She’d asked from time to time but never held it over his head when he put her off. It was 
just her way of reminding him what she wanted.  
 
The guy, Sisco, had seemed mellow and cool about the arrangements. He was down, and 
he’d done this before. How the hell Jolene had homed in on that at first glance he had no 
idea. The blonde Amelia was added window dressing. 
 
Having a man blatantly check out your old lady sent some guys into a tailspin of rage. 
But Mickey had never been bothered by it. Jolene was gorgeous, and she put an effort 
into it. Men should notice that. She was fucking hot, and he was married to her. Point of 
pride that his ink was on her. And when she was hot, bothered, and coming? He had 
never seen anything better in any porn flick. 
 
Their foursome picked their way past bonfires and tent cities. He trusted Jolene to know 
where the fuck they were going. On roads he had a great sense of direction, but out here 
she was the one who knew where everything was. Assuming she wasn’t too off her 
rocker, too. 
 
Pleasantries were exchanged on the way. They might as well have been placed at the 
same table at an overcrowded restaurant for how comfortable their conversation was. 
Sisco could easily become a pal; the guy’s vibe was mellow, and that transferred to the 
group. 
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“This is us,” Jolene declared, stopping to unzip the opening of a nylon tent. “Let me find 
the flashlight.” 
 
Mickey offered Amelia his joint, then motioned for Sisco to take a hit as well. A light 
came on inside, and he motioned Amelia in ahead of him, then their new friend. 
 
He zipped them into the tent, and Jolene set the lit flashlight to the side, lighting up the 
interior of their little dome tent. Amelia got the giggles, and when Sisco asked her what 
was up she just said, “We’re going to make some crazy shadows.” 
 
Jolene cut up at that too. 
 
“Jolene,” Mickey cut in. “What do you want to do first?” 
 
She tilted her head and chewed her lip. “I want to kiss Amelia.” 
 
On cue Amelia crossed to Jolene on hands and knees, stopping all but in her lap and 
pressing her lips to his wife’s. Eyes on that kiss, Mickey shrugged out of his cut, then 
pulled his shirt off over his head.  
 
Jolene broke away from the blonde with a gasp, her cheeks pink and her breathing 
rushed. At that, Mickey’s cock was fully at attention. Amelia eased back to rest on her 
heels, then whipped her cute top off over her head. Braless. He couldn’t get a read on her 
tits, but Jolene’s hands went to them and she was lowering her mouth to one. Amelia’s 
head slung back as she moaned, and Mickey knew he was grinning.  
 

 
 
Two very hot women were playing around in front of him, and he fucking loved that. 
Mickey had already pulled off his cut and shirt, and after passing the joint along, Sisco 
did the same. 

“Fuck, that’s hot,” he groaned when Jolene caught Amelia’s tit in her mouth. Live girl-
on-girl action—he’d never get tired of it. 

When Jolene stood and pulled off her top, he chuckled again. She was amazing. Perfect 
curves and great tits hidden under a bra. She immediately took it off, though, and Amelia 
was quick to return the favor and get to work on her boobs. When Amelia started to 
unbutton her jeans, Jolene tipped her head back in a long moan. 

Sisco was pretty sure that Jolene had been ready to pop since he’d caught her eye by the 
campfire, and he didn’t think she’d want to wait for the first round. They had time, and 
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he’d be up for another go, but the woman deserved her release. It was her birthday, after 
all. 

He looked at Mickey, who nodded and waved towards the two women. 

“I’ll send the blonde over,” Sisco said in a low voice, and Mickey let out a small laugh. 

The tent wasn’t big. It was actually pretty fucking tiny, and he was kind of worried they’d 
flip it over when things got serious. So it wasn’t a long distance to cross to get to the two 
girls. He gave Amelia a kiss, then pointed towards Mickey. 

“Show him some love,” he smiled, and she nodded eagerly after an eye in Jolene’s 
direction. 

He wasn’t sure Jolene had even noticed it, her eyes were fixed on him, but she looked 
slightly nervous. Or just really fucking eager, it was hard to know. He turned them 
slightly, to make sure Mickey could keep an eye on them. He seemed like the kind of guy 
who wanted to keep an eye on things, and Sisco didn’t want Mickey to think he was 
trying to hide what he was doing. 

Jolene gasped when his hand went into her jeans and underwear, and she was very 
fucking ready. Soaking wet, and Sisco smiled and gave her a kiss. She wasn’t pleased 
with the short, quick one, but grabbed his beard and shoved her tongue into his mouth. 
He was so fucking hard it was ridiculous. 

“How do you all feel about us getting off really fucking quickly so we can get to the 
proper playing?” he asked. 

“Man, I like you,” Mickey rasped, so he was obviously as painfully hard as Sisco. 

Jolene nodded, too, and started to immediately skim out of her jeans. Butt naked, she was 
beautiful. Just fucking stunning. He ran his hands along her sides to flick her nipples with 
his thumbs, and he knew he was sporting the same silly grin as Mickey was. Fucking 
hell, he was glad she’d picked him for this, and he was sure as shit gonna make sure she 
had a good time. He had a feeling that a good time for her would mean an even better 
time for him. 

He turned her around, and she immediately got down on all fours. Sisco couldn’t help it, 
he just fucking had to feel it again, and he ran his hands along her slit. Definitely soaking, 
and she moved towards his hand with an impatient groan. 

“Ready?” he asked as he quickly rolled the condom over his very hard dick. 

“Yeah,” she panted. 
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He put his arm around her chest, and with a firm grip of her tit, he pulled her up with her 
back flush against his chest. She kept her eyes shut, and he kissed a trail up the side of 
her neck, and rested his mouth just by her ear. 

“Open your eyes, baby,” he whispered after a quick nibble at her earlobe. “Trust me, 
darlin’, you wanna see what he looks like.” 

She did, and her eyes were directly at her old man, and even if he had Amelia right there 
with him, he was looking at his wife, and he definitely liked what he was seeing. No 
weirdness going on at all, and his smile was as huge as it had been the entire time. He 
loved this, and Sisco thought Jolene would want to see that. 

As Sisco slid into Jolene, she moaned, but she kept her eyes open. He knew he’d been 
right; she wouldn’t have want to miss what her old man looked like. Because Mickey 
seemed to enjoy this almost as much as Jolene, and that made her even more eager—a 
perfect circle. Sisco moved his other hand down to her clit, and with her eyes still on 
Mickey and the blonde, Jolene started panting heavily. 

“Happy birthday, sexy,” he mumbled next to her ear. 

 

High on pot, Jolene was always in love with everything. The taste of tequila, the feeling 
of Mickey’s thumb stroking the back of her hand, anything and everything was amplified 
tenfold in gorgeous Technicolor. And sex? For Jolene, sex while high was the most 
amazing coupling in stereo. 

Amelia’s tongue on her nipples had been so intoxicating she was barely aware of it when 
the girl stopped. The feeling echoed on and on while she realized Sisco was in front of 
her, moving closer, and she licked her lips. She couldn’t help it; all her nerves were 
tensing up in one place, and without much prelude his hand was in her underwear, 
touching her in a glorious way that she also fell in love with immediately. The quick 
brush of his lips was nice; the crush of his beard and the taste of him was exciting. Brand 
new. She had to have more, so she grabbed him to get it. 

Jolene was wet. She didn’t realize it until his hands slid through it, and she felt the 
arousal jump suddenly, making her cry out against his mouth. She wanted, needed to 
come. It was desperation; she wouldn’t be able to think of anything else until Sisco did 
this for her. He read her mind when he suggested they get the first go out of the way. She 
could only nod in eager agreement, and immediately scrambled out of her clothes. 
Sisco’s unfamiliar hands running over her skin was another sensation to wonder at, her 
brain focusing and also losing itself in that touch. It was agony when he stopped, rolling 
her to her stomach, but her body acted despite her brain’s protests. She arched her back, 
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offering herself unabashedly, and his hand found her wet folds again, probing and 
teasing. She tried to fuck his fingers, but he was just playing with her. When he took his 
hand away she wanted to whine but he yanked her to her knees, arm across her torso, and 
she gasped in surprise. Her body was pulled tight to his chest, and that was another touch 
that had her reeling.  

Her eyes flew open on his command, and that was when she saw her husband, on hand 
and knees over the blonde who was naked and open in front of him. His hand was playing 
at Amelia just like Sisco had been to her.  

Jolene’s pulse quickened. She knew that touch very well, knew how Mickey took such 
pride in his attention to her body. Amelia liked it and was learning the same thing. She 
writhed and whimpered. 

Jolene was ready, and she answered quick as a reflex when asked. From behind Sisco 
joined them and she gasped, fighting the need to close her eyes. Only Mickey had known 
her this way, and Sisco was … different. Not better, certainly not worse, just new. And 
exciting.  

The sounds she always made started then, as Sisco rocked into and out of her 
rhythmically. His free hand played over her clit gently, teasing. His voice next to her ear, 
so close, reminding her that this was someone brand new inside her, made her clench 
again. One hand grabbed his wrist that kept her pinned to him, the other went to her 
nipple, circling it softly. She was stoned, that was all the stimulation she really needed. 

Mickey’s eyes on hers became her primary focus. As the blonde came, she arched 
sharply, gasping, a silent scream pulling her mouth wide open, and still Mickey was 
staring at Jolene. Fuck, he was gorgeous. Naked now, erect and proud, and as Sisco’s 
breathing became harder and faster so did Jolene’s. Now she pulled at her nipple, making 
herself squeak. Mickey was smiling wider, rolling on a condom. Her eyes watched that 
now, and she rose higher, crying out his name as he plunged into Amelia. She made the 
exact same sound Jolene did. She watched her husband pound into the blonde, finding the 
same rhythm Sisco had set. Jesus, that did it for her. That really fucking did it. Her 
husband’s arms were bunched, the muscles of his back rolling with the motion, and still 
he was looking at her. 

Shit, why wasn’t she coming? Because she was fucking high. In love with all these 
sensations and sights and sounds, unwilling to let go of any of them. She started to relax 
into them, the arousal finding even newer heights until they all hit the same stride, the 
same note, the same peak. Her nails dug into the skin of Sisco’s arm, her other hand flew 
back to grab him by the hair. Her back bent into him, her head nestling in the crook of his 
shoulder. She stayed that way through her tremors. When her cries were reduced to 
gasping attempts to breathe she sought out Mickey’s gaze again. He was still smiling, 
panting, and he gave her a wink. 
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Jolene grinned back, moving her hips to find that Sisco was still hard. She tilted her face 
towards him, biting her lip as she whimpered out a pitiful, “More, harder.” 

Then she collapsed forward, wrenching herself from his hold and landing on her hands. 
She shoved her hips back onto his cock, relishing the newness of him. The unexpected 
difference that she was in no state to pinpoint.  

Mickey growled to see her position and she grinned at him. He fucked her this way when 
she went down on girls, and she knew what he was thinking. “Mickey, you wanna see me 
get Amelia off?” she panted. 

Mickey’s gaze was hot, not possessive but aggressive. “You know I do. I wanna see what 
this looks like.” 

She knew what he meant in that, too. He was behind her when they did this. He wanted to 
watch it. “Come here, Amelia,” Jolene cooed, patting the sleeping bag in front of her 
hands. “Let me eat that pussy. I bet it’s nice.” 

Amelia eased off of Mickey, and the sight of her husband’s hard cock made Jolene shove 
back against Sisco roughly. She kept her eyes on it while Amelia got into position, then 
with another smile at her husband she lowered her mouth to Amelia’s clit, moaning to 
add a bit more sensation to it. Amelia liked that; she grabbed Jolene’s hair. That’s when 
Jolene got down to the business of eating Amelia out for the entertainment of all 
involved. 

 

Sisco was pretty sure this would be the best night of this year’s Sturgis, because he had 
two insanely hot women right there, and a very cool guy who seemed very into what was 
going on. Playing with couples like Mickey and Jolene was just the fucking best, and he 
was dying to get a taste of Amelia, too.  

But at the moment, taking Jolene from behind, while she was eating out the stunning 
beauty in front of her, gave him the perfect view of both women. He loved it, and this had 
always been one of his favorite positions. He ran his hands along Jolene’s sides and over 
her back. She had the most amazing waist, and her back was shaped like a cello. He 
grabbed a hold of her hips and started to thrust into her, but kept it careful, since he didn’t 
want her to break her nose in Amelia’s pussy. That would put a damper on things, and 
Sisco wanted this to last for as fucking long as possible. 

Sisco’s attention moved from Jolene’s back to Amelia whose back had arched from the 
ground from Jolene’s ministrations. At the same time, it felt like Jolene might be able to 
come soon again, too, and Sisco really wanted to see her when she did. It had been pretty 



124 

fucking spectacular to just feel and hear it, but Mickey’s eyes had told him that the view 
of Jolene mid-orgasm was something else. 

She was close, and Mickey looked like he was about to burst where he was sitting with 
his dick in his hand and watched as his old lady gave Amelia the head of a lifetime. He 
leaned over Jolene and gave her shoulder a kiss. 

“How about we let those two finish each other off while I get to see you come all over 
my dick again?” When she pulled her fingers from Amelia’s pussy, they were soaked. 
“And let me taste those,” he groaned. 

She pushed her fingers into his mouth with something between a groan and a chuckle. 

“And now me,” Mickey said, and after dipping them again, she put her fingers into his 
mouth. “Move over, honey,” he said once he’d let them go. 

Sisco pulled out and sat down slightly out of the way to leave room for Mickey and 
Amelia. It was a bit hard to leave room in the tiny tent, though, but he was starting to like 
the closeness. Jolene looked at him for a few seconds before straddling him. 

“Want me to turn around so you can keep an eye on your old man over my shoulder?” he 
asked, and he chuckled a little when she nodded eagerly. He turned, and when she sat 
down on his lap, he put one arm around her and licked her nipple. “I hope he knows how 
fucking lucky he is.” 

“I do,” Mickey said behind him. It was followed by a grunt, which Sisco assumed meant 
he was inside Amelia again. “Oh, fuck.” 

Jolene reached between them, held his dick in her hand for a little while, like she was 
examining it, and then kissed him while she slowly impaled herself on him. She tasted of 
herself and of Amelia’s pussy—the perfect fucking combination. 

 

Mickey knew his wife well. Fifteen-plus years of always having open and honest 
exchange of their desires and wants could be thanked for that. So he knew that tequila 
and pot would have her horny as fuck no matter what else happened. Sisco in the mix had 
her hotter than anything he’d ever seen her go through. 

Watching her get off, stretched up against Sisco’s torso, was gorgeous. Her eyes on him 
the whole time had him more turned on than he could ever remember being. He felt bad, 
but Amelia provided a tight, damp spot to entertain himself while watching his old lady.  
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When his woman had wanted Amelia to herself as well, Mickey couldn’t wipe the grin 
off his face. She was a greedy thing when it came to sex, always hungry. The last few 
years she’d been insatiable, and he sure as shit wasn’t complaining. This was all perfect, 
all a good mix. He liked watching, Jolene liked being watched. Sisco was so in tune with 
her he’d be suspicious they’d already met once, if he was the jealous type. 

Amelia was under him, he was buried deep in her, and she was smiling back at him with 
her mouth dropped open, eyes soft and hazy. He pressed a hard kiss to her mouth, and she 
wound her arms around him, then her legs, one of her bare heels digging into the meat of 
his ass. He knew Jolene was watching; he’d heard them talking. Hard not to. So Mickey 
gave over, swinging his hips with abandon.  

Hearing Sisco coaching Jolene was turning him on, too, especially when he could hear 
her enthusiastic participation. 

“You feel good,” Amelia was whispering, eyes closed, chin rising up as her back arched. 
“Fuck, this is good. So fucking good.” 

Mickey took the chance to watch her, using the roll of his hips to sweep across a spot 
inside that she really seemed to like. Each time, her leg quivered, and he knew she was 
close. Her tits were so perfect it was ridiculous, and real to boot, smattered with adorable 
freckles. They made for a great show on their own. 

Jolene’s soft gasps and cries interchanged with Amelia’s, and before long the little blonde 
was scratching at his back. 

In over fifteen years he’d only been in Jolene. Staring down at Amelia then, still hearing 
his wife’s groans and panting, he knew how lucky he was. Sisco wasn’t kidding. He 
exchanged a lazy smile with Amelia, still hard and moving inside her. “You’re beautiful,” 
he told her with a kiss, then looked to Jolene. 

She was clutching at Sisco’s shoulders, eyes on his, face soft and beautiful in that post-
orgasm rosiness she got. With a wink she mouthed “I love you.” 

 

He wouldn’t last much longer, and was basically fighting to make sure she came first, but 
she still seemed calm, so he decided to speed it up a little. 

“Touch yourself, baby,” he mumbled, and once again felt her hand between them. Her 
moan told him she’d found her spot, and he arched to get deeper inside her. “That’s it, 
keep that up, darlin’.” 
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When she tipped her head back, he latched on to her breast and sucked her nipple in 
between his teeth. 

“Oh, shit!” she groaned. A tit woman, how awesome was that? Those were usually not 
that hard to get off. He flicked it with his tongue, cupped her ass in his hand, and pulled 
her down over his dick. “Fuck!” 

“Fucking hell,” Amelia groaned behind him at the same time. He and Mickey seemed to 
be trying to synchronize the women’s orgasms. 

Jolene’s eyes flew open, and she fixated on the couple fucking behind him, while Sisco 
was pulling her over his dick in a relentless tempo, all while alternating between her 
nipples. Her arms circled his neck, but now she buried her face into the crook of his 
shoulder. She was pulsating around his dick, and he was getting closer, but her legs were 
getting tired. Either that, or she was one of those women who had a hard time moving 
while they were coming. 

He flipped them around, her on her back next to Amelia, who had reached her orgasm. 
With a, “Oh fuck me,” Mickey came, too, and now Sisco was fucking Jolene with 
determination. He hitched her leg up, hooking it over his lower arm, put his other hand on 
the ground just above her shoulder to keep her in place, and pounded into her. 

“Fuck! Oh my fucking god!” she yelled. When her back left the ground, her tits were in 
the air, and she came, he almost faltered and missed a thrust or two. He knew exactly 
why Mickey couldn’t take his eyes of her when she climaxed. 

“Goddamn, babe, you are smoking hot when you come,” he grunted, and once she started 
to pulsate around his dick, there was no way he could’ve been able to hold himself up any 
more He lay down to rest on his elbows, and with a few hard thrusts he came, and he 
came hard. 

“Fuck,” he howled. There was no other word for the sound he was making. It was just so 
fucking amazing, and the woman beneath was so damn hot. 

With a deep sigh, followed by a chuckle, he rolled off her. 

“Hey, babe,” Mickey mumbled as he leaned over his wife and gave her a kiss. “That was 
insanely hot.” 

“Yeah,” Amelia agreed and gave all three of them a kiss. “How about we hook up when 
it’s my birthday, too?” 

“Give me five minutes and let’s go at it again,” Sisco mumbled and pulled Amelia down 
next to him to give Jolene and Mickey a moment to themselves. 
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He wanted more, though, and he hoped they weren’t done yet. 

 
 
Jolene collapsed into her husband’s open arms with a gasp, catching her breath and 
closing her eyes on a long, loud sigh. 
 
“You feeling good?” he asked quietly, pushing a chunk of loose hair out of her eyes.  
 
She replied with a long “Mmm,” willing her heart to calm itself down. When she opened 
her eyes again, Mickey was grinning at her, his hand running up and down her arm softly. 
“I really liked watching you with Amelia,” she said softly. 
 
“Yeah? You were okay with that?” 
 
She nodded, rising up on her elbows next to him, sprawled on her stomach. The tent was 
very warm and cozy, she felt no need to cover up. Neither did Mickey. “I was fine with it. 
I really liked seeing it from a different angle.” She grinned and ran her fingertip around 
his nipple. “I was thinking about how you feel so good, knowing what Amelia was 
getting.” 
 
“And did you like being with Sisco?” 
 
In another relationship a woman would worry about bruising an ego with that question, 
but she and Mickey had never been anything but open and direct. “I did. He’s really good 
at it, too.” She had to giggle. “How lucky am I?” 
 
“Very lucky, baby.” Mickey brought his head up to quickly kiss her. “You are so 
beautiful when you come, baby. I could watch it all night.” 
 
Jolene bit her lip and wrinkled up her nose, playful again. “Okay.” 
 
Mickey grinned too, pulling her half onto him so he could give her a real kiss, deep and 
thorough. Impossibly, Jolene was turned on again immediately. The pot, that fucking, 
fantastic pot. 
 
She loved it when Mickey was slow and lazy with her, the way he usually was when 
stoned. At least, to get her going he was. Absolutely in no hurry, running palms over her 
skin with the slightest cushion of air between their skin, making her arch or move to 
initiate actual contact. He did that until she squirmed, then rolled her onto her back and 
pressed her into the ground with his weight. Jolene took the opportunity to glance across 
the tent at their guests, shooting a smile at Amelia, then Sisco. 
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“Mickey’s going to go down on me very soon,” she informed them, meeting Sisco’s eye. 
He winked at her, and Jolene lost her thought as she watched his hand run across 
Amelia’s stomach to cup a breast.  
 
“How are you so sure of that?” Mickey murmured before pulling one nipple into his 
mouth, pressing with both lips.  
 
She groaned, completely distracted until she heard Amelia gasp, too. Sisco was doing the 
same thing to her.  
 
“You boys did so well timing us last time,” Jolene decided, humming again as Mickey 
suckled her nipple. “I think you should coordinate a couple more orgasms for us. With 
your mouths.” 
 
Mickey chuckled, releasing a nipple. “You’re getting bossy now,” he warned, his voice 
dropping low. 
 
She shuddered as her husband moved lower down her body. “You like me bossy,” she 
reminded him, gasping as his tongue played around her bellybutton. 
 
“I do,” he admitted, bending both of her legs at the knee. “So I better get to it.” 
 
As her old man did what he was told, she gasped, back bending before she turned her 
head to see Amelia watching Mickey. The blonde’s pretty pink lips were parted, her eyes 
getting a soft, fuzzy look as Sisco was making a meal of her tits, too. 
 
Jolene reached out and took Amelia’s hand. The girl’s gaze met hers, and they shared a 
smile.  
 

 
 
They were holding hands, and for some reason that turned Sisco on. Or rather, turned him 
on even more. He kept circling Amelia’s very pretty nipples and looked at the two 
women smiling at each other. 

“This is like some really fucking hot porn version of Cinderella and Snow White,” he 
said, and Mickey chuckled between Jolene’s legs before looking up at her. 

“You got a point,” he said, and kissed the inside of Jolene’s thigh. “You’re a hot porn 
Snow White, babe.” 

Sisco rose up and gave Amelia a kiss. “Still got a nice buzz?” he asked her. 
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“I think I could do with some more,” she answered. 

“Okay.” He reached for his jeans and found a joint and a condom. He gave Amelia the 
joint and another long kiss. She did fantastic things with her tongue, and he was curious 
about what she’d be able to do with it on his dick, but he’d been ordered to give her head 
first, and he didn’t mind at all. “Share with porny Snow White if she wants some, but I 
think she’s still pretty fucking stoned.” 

Amelia giggled, and he gave her yet another kiss before stroking the freckles sprinkled 
over the bridge of her nose. He wondered how old she was, because she didn’t look much 
more than twenty. Not that it bothered him, especially not when she was as willing as she 
was. It might’ve been the handsome Mickey that had made her come with them, or 
possibly Jolene, because she’d definitely liked playing with her, but either way, she was 
eyeing him like she couldn’t wait for him to get going now. It was probably Sisco getting 
Jolene off that had made her curious, but he honestly didn’t give a fuck either way. 
Amelia gave him a sweet smile and ran her hand through his beard while taking a long 
drag on the joint. 

“Are you gonna make me come with your mouth now?” 

“Abso-fucking-lutely,” he smiled. “Then I’ll make you come with my dick, too.” 

“Get going,” Jolene moaned next to them. “You’re behind.” 

“She’s bossy,” Amelia laughed. “You should do as she says, and I’ll just get the buzz 
going again while I enjoy your mouth between my legs.” 

He glanced down her body, which was quite different from Jolene’s luscious curves, but 
still sexy. She was skinnier, but she had heavy, hand-full tits. Her legs were his favorite 
feature, though, they went on for days, and he couldn’t wait to get them wrapped around 
his waist. 

He couldn’t resist another kiss before getting down between her legs; she was a real 
beauty, and definitely way above the usual Sturgis standards when it came to women. He 
ran his fingertips along the inside of her thigh while playing with her tongue, and with a 
smile against his lips, she closed her eyes and spread her legs wider for him. She was still 
wet, which wasn’t strange considering she’d already had a couple of orgasms. On his way 
down her body, he gave both her breasts some extra attention. 

When he finally got comfortable between her legs, she spread her legs wider for him. 

He leaned down and took a first, careful, lick, and she tasted just as good as the hint of 
her he’d gotten from Jolene’s lips. Sisco had always prided himself as a guy who gave 
good head. That was what all the chicks said, anyway, but he thought it simply was that 
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he fucking loved doing it—as long as it was the right kind of girl. Amelia was the right 
kind of girl. 

He took his time with her. As good as the fuck with Jolene had been, he’d taken the 
sidelines with it, and he knew Amelia had, too, so he was going to make this about the 
two of them. It would work as a good show for Mickey and Jolene anyway, so it didn’t 
matter. Besides, Amelia had been a good sport, she deserved some proper attention. 

Once his face was buried between her legs, he realized that she didn’t just have a great 
taste, she had the right kind of sound effects to go with it. The honest, but not shrieking, 
moans and sighs. The ones that just kind of slipped out of a woman because it felt 
fucking great to her, and Sisco loved those noises—they made him rock-fucking-hard. 

“Please,” she mumbled and lifted her hips towards him. 

“Want some fingers?” 

“No. Dick,” she said and sat up to pull him over her.  

“I haven’t made you come with my mouth yet,” he chuckled and let her taste herself 
around his mouth. “Sure?” 

“Yes,” she panted. “I want your dick.” 

“Since you’re asking in such a sweet voice...” 

He quickly rolled on a condom, and then sank into her with a content groan. She felt 
fucking fantastic. He leaned his elbow next to her head, and gave her a long kiss while 
slowly rolling his hips against her and trying to remind himself that there was no hurry, 
that he was could to take his time to really enjoy her. 

He actually managed to almost forget about Jolene and Mickey next to them, but was 
reminded about it now and then when he heard them—Jolene mostly. Amelia turned her 
head towards them and she smiled. 

“They look great.” 

“They sure do,” he agreed. “Wrap those killer legs around me, baby,” he mumbled. “I 
wanna feel every single fucking inch of them.” 

Amelia wrapped both her legs and arms around him, and he caught her mouth in a long, 
deep kiss with lots of tongue. When he almost lost his breath, he let go, but stayed face to 
face with her. 

She grabbed ahold of his beard and gave him a big smile. “I wanna be on top.” 
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“Yeah, let me get a good look at that body,” he laughed and turned them over. They 
damn near rolled out of the tent with that stunt, which made them all giggle a little. He 
stopped when he saw Amelia on him, though. Her slender upper body with her amazing 
tits, and the blonde, slightly tousled hair. He cupped her breasts in his hands and teased 
her nipples. “Damn, girl, you are beautiful.” 

 
 
It was nothing for Mickey to make her come with his tongue and fingers. Jolene never 
worried about losing that release from him; he knew damn well she fought to hold off on 
it, especially when she was wild like this. He wouldn’t let her down, and she never 
disappointed. 
 
Jolene writhed, moaned, wrapped her legs around his back and ground against his mouth, 
and when he hooked his fingers inside she came apart, noise-wise and physically: one leg 
kicked out and her hips jerked.  
 
He pulled his mouth from her, smiling down on his “Porn Snow White.” He loved that 
one; he’d have to remember it. He crawled up over his wife, catching how warm and 
fuzzy her expression was. “You’re not getting tired, are you?” he asked, smiling as the 
irritation flared in her eyes. 
 
“No,” she hissed, grabbing a handful of hair and pulling him in to kiss her. He chuckled, 
then sighed as he lowered his chest to hers, falling into that familiar cradle of her chest, 
arms and legs. It had been wonderful fucking Amelia, absolutely. She was gorgeous and 
so unlike Jolene in form it had been a revelation. But as he slid into his wife, completely 
bare, his entire body sighed.  
 
Jolene moaned, nails going into his back. She didn’t release his mouth, and they fell into 
a warm and familiar rhythm. He’d never say it was boring making love to his wife; she 
was still the most beautiful, perfect woman he’d ever known. She was giving in all ways, 
willing to do anything to make sure he was happy. And he’d do the same for her. 
 
“Look,” Jolene finally whispered, her eyes darting to the side. 
 
Not stopping, Mickey checked in on their new friends just to catch Amelia astride Sisco. 
His hands were on her spectacular tits.  
 
“She’s so beautiful,” Jolene added, sounding wistful. 
 
Mickey buried his face along the side of her neck, “You’re more beautiful,” he insisted, 
meaning it.  
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“Honey,” she cooed, hands running down the back of his neck.  
 
“Gorgeous, so fucking perfect.” 
 
“Mickey,” it was a whimper now, and he had to grin. For how frisky and adventurous she 
was, him telling her how hot she was always did it for her.  
 
The sounds Amelia was making ramped him up, too, and before he lost it he had to pull 
out. “Ride me like that,” he growled, popping her hips up to wrap an arm around her 
lower back, turning her onto him and collapsing onto his back. He had to grin. Her curves 
were even more tantalizing like this, and he had to groan at the way her breasts swayed as 
she swung her hips. Her hands were braced on his chest, keeping nearly his full length 
inside as she ground on him. His eyes were on her, but she was casting her gaze to 
Amelia, smiling at the slight blonde who smiled back. With these positions their legs 
were braced against each other, reminding Mickey of the closeness of the tent. It was 
perfect that this was the place and occasion where they tried this new thing, this one thing 
that Jolene had wanted for so long. Amelia had been the perfectly sweet, quiet addition, 
and Sisco had been on fucking point the whole time, clearly used to doing this as a 
couple. And now his wife broke her rhythm to lean over and kiss Amelia hotly, hands in 
her hair as Amelia did the same. 
 
He was buried deep inside as she did it, and he nearly finished from that but he held off. 
Again. He wouldn’t make eye contact with Sisco, not right then, but he heard how the 
guy clearly liked the sight of that as well with this guttural, “Fucking hell, ladies.” 
 
Mickey chuckled, then moaned as Jolene palmed one of Amelia’s breasts, giving one 
nipple a pull before pulling back and settling on Mickey’s hips again. Amelia’s eyes were 
glassy and her smile was chill. 
 
Jolene met his eyes again, biting her lip. Mickey sat up, reaching up the back of her neck, 
grasping a handful of her hair, using both arms around her to slide her up and down his 
cock. A gathering pressure in his gut heralded the beginning of the end, and he was 
grunting into her mouth. 
 
“Mickey!” 
 
“Jolene,” he groaned, eyes falling closed. They stayed that way until he felt the tightness 
of his wife increase, her sounds growing shorter and sharper. That’s when he had to see 
it, he had to watch it. 
 
Her eyes blazed on his, mouth open; a wonderful look of soft surprise so well known to 
him now. He could never get tired of it. “Fucking beautiful,” he groaned. 
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“Mickey …” 
 
“Show me, baby. I need to see it.” 
 
At the moment of orgasm she was silent, leaning back, her spine arching away from him 
sharply as her body milked him. He grunted and held on, eyes on her as her body 
twitched and quivered like she’d lost control of herself. When she was done he relaxed 
and let go himself. 
 
Jolene fell quiet again, wrapping her legs around behind him and winding both arms 
around his neck. Her satisfied smile was wide and soft, kissing his lips with it before 
tucking her head into the crook of his neck, watching Amelia and Sisco. Now Mickey did 
the same, his cheek resting on his wife’s head. His hands slid up and down her back, 
damp with perspiration, bringing out goosebumps on her skin.  
 
Amelia was crying out prettily, working herself through orgasm astride Sisco, who was 
watching her, his attention completely on her. Their breathing was fast, in sync with each 
other. Mickey had the irreverent thought that he hoped he and Jolene looked that in tune 
with each other when they fucked. It sure felt like they were.  
 
Jolene smiled back at Mickey then, kissing him sweetly, then pulling free of him to lean 
over Sisco and give him a kiss. Then she did the same to Amelia, who returned to Mickey 
with a soft kiss as well. 
 
“Thank you,” Jolene said softly as Amelia slid off of Sisco’s hips and lounged on her 
side, still catching her breath. 
 
Looking back at his wife Mickey realized she was crying when she wiped at her eyes 
roughly. 
 
“Baby, what’s wrong?” 
 
“Nothing.” It came out as a gasp as she tried to calm herself down. 
 
Mickey cradled her jaw with both hands. “What’s going on?” 
 
“I’m just so happy. And I love you so much.” With that she collapsed into tears again. 
Mickey tucked her into his chest, holding her close. 
 
Sisco was sitting up too, rubbing at Jolene’s bare arm. “Happy to be part of your 
birthday,” he said softly, and Mickey nodded his thanks. 
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“You guys are welcome to hang out,” Mickey offered Amelia a smile as well. “We got 
weed. Water to make coffee in the morning. And if we feel like playing again that’d be 
great. Even if Jolene’s birthday ended at midnight. 
 

 
 
She had no idea why she was crying, but it was embarrassing nonetheless. She let Mickey 
invite Sisco and Amelia to stay, then listened to the exchange with her face buried in his 
neck. 
 
“What do you think, gorgeous? You wanna just stay here?” 
 
Amelia must have nodded as answer, because there was rustling around as people got 
their sleeping quarters sorted out. Mickey told them to go ahead and get cozy in the other 
sleeping bag before someone flicked off the flashlight.  
 
That’s when she sat up straight, letting go of Mickey and struggling to get herself into the 
sleeping bag in the somewhat darkness of the tent. Her body was completely relaxed and 
blissed out, but her heart felt too big somehow. She didn’t think her high was crashing, 
she was just … really happy. 
 
Once they were tucked into bed, as much as you can be, naked in a sleeping bag sharing a 
three-person tent with two other people, she rested her head on Mickey’s chest and let 
him slide his fingers up and down the back of her neck, calming her. She wasn’t ready to 
sleep, but she really needed a breather.  
 
She could hear Sisco and Amelia whispering, Amelia’s giggles barely contained. They 
weren’t done yet, and she was glad she hadn’t completely spoiled the mood with her 
waterworks.  
 
“Hey, you alright?” Mickey asked softly, kissing her forehead. 
 
“I’m happy. I’m really fucking happy.” 
 
He chuckled, and it rumbled under her cheek. “I’m glad, baby. That was fun.” 
 
“Yeah, it was.” 
 
“There’s nothing worrying you?” 
 
She raised her head to look at him, but she could barely make his face out in the dim. 
“What do you mean? What would worry me?” 
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His tone was all calm concern. “I thought you might have gotten a bit freaked out 
afterwards, once that horny little devil in you was satisfied. You’ve only been with me 
before, honey.” 
 
“Shh,” she said, softly, not angrily. She didn’t want anyone to know that. And she 
certainly didn’t want to freak out Sisco. Not if there was the possibility they could run 
into him again.  
 
“He’s not paying attention to us,” Mickey assured her, laughter in that whisper. “Trust 
me.” 
 
On cue there was a feminine sigh next to them, followed by a low, “Atta girl.” 
 
Jolene had to laugh too, silently.  
 
“Just want to make sure it was what you were hoping for. Because I really liked that, too. 
Don’t want to push you into more of that kind of thing if you changed your mind about 
it.” 
 
She shook her head and pressed her cheek to his chest again. “No, I really like it. All of 
it. Even seeing you with Amelia turned me on. It was a lot of fun. And I love that you’re 
confident enough to have that kind of fun with me.” 
 
“Ditto, baby.” 
 
“Best ol’ man ever.” 
 
“Yeah, that’s me.” 
 
They fell quiet again, interrupted by a low bellow that could only mean that Sisco had 
once again been happily serviced by something Amelia had just done. Mickey and Jolene 
cut up at that, getting a not-sorry-at-all “Shit—were you two sleeping?” 
 
“Not at all,” Mickey replied, shifting to roll over onto her. She smiled, letting him move 
her, wrapping arms and legs around him by instinct.  
 
“You got more in you?” she whispered as his lips pressed a warm, thrilling trail down the 
side of her throat. 
 
“Fuck Jolene, I’m never gonna be done with you. You know that.”’ 
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Sisco looked at the couple standing in front of him, and smiled. It had been an awesome 
fucking night, and Amelia had been a wonderfully horny girl. In combination with the 
equally horny Jolene, they’d ended up spurring each other on until the early morning 
hours. He’d quickly figured out that he and Mickey were just along for the ride, but what 
a fucking ride! 

He’d thought they were done more than once, but Amelia had even woken him up in the 
morning for a morning romp, and she’d done it by simply sucking his dick. Sisco was a 
big fan of morning sex, so it hadn’t taken her long to get him going. 

She was standing there, too, and he had a feeling he might be able to lure her with him 
for a day or two. But he turned to Mickey and Jolene first. 

“If you’re ever anywhere near Phoenix and want to play, give me a call,” he said, and he 
meant it. 

Jolene gave Mickey a quick eye, and smiled back at him. 

“Okay,” she said with a nod. “Can I ask you something?” 

“Sure.” 

“It never bothers you to watch guys fuck your wife?” 

“Bothered,” he corrected her. “She’s gone.” 

It had been at the back of his head since the first time he saw them, but it didn’t hit him 
fully until just then why he liked them so much. They reminded him of him and Trudy. 
Jolene looked at Mickey the same way Trudy used to look at him. And he figured he’d 
had Mickey’s slightly idiotic grin whenever Trudy was around, too. 

“But no, it never did,” he continued to answered Jolene’s question. 

“Why not?” 

Sisco laughed and nodded towards Mickey. “He’ll tell you, but make sure you’re up for 
some fun if you ask him about it.” Mickey laughed, too, and winked at Jolene. Sisco 
reached for her and gave her cheek a kiss. “Make sure he keeps remembering how 
fucking lucky he is.” 

“No worries,” Jolene said and hugged him tight. “I will.” 
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Then he turned to Mickey and caught him a hug with a few pats over his back. “Take 
care of your woman. She’s one in a million.” 

“I know,” Mickey said. “Thanks, man.” 

“My pleasure.” He turned to Amelia, who was standing at his side, and she seemed to be 
waiting. “Wanna tag along for the day?” he asked her with a wink. 

“Yeah,” she smiled. “I’ll tag along.” 

He left Mickey and Jolene there and took off towards his own tent with his arm around 
Amelia. He hoped they’d give him a call sometime, because, god fucking damn, that had 
been good. 

When he felt Amelia’s arm circle his waist, he gave her cheek a kiss. 

“So, Amelia, what’s your story?” 

 

Mickey watched Sisco and Amelia head off in the relatively early morning light. Jolene 
wound an arm around his waist and sighed, smiling up at him while he kissed her 
quickly. 
 
“What’s the sigh for?” 
 
“Sisco. I can’t believe I asked him about his wife.” 
 
“He seemed okay with it, babe. How would you have known?” 
 
Her brow furrowed. “But still. How terrible.” 
 
Mickey nodded, watching the two as they picked their way through the campground. “It 
is terrible. I don’t know what I’d do without you.” 
 
Her arm tightened. “I think he’s a good person. A kind soul.” 
 
“I liked him, too. He had a good vibe, didn’t he?” 
 
“Yeah. We should try and look him up.” Now she grinned again. “For your birthday.” 
 
Mickey chuckled. “That’s a better gift for you than me, honey. As long as I got you I’m 
good.” 
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“Well, that makes me sound like a greedy whore.” 
 
He shrugged one shoulder. “I didn’t want to say it out loud but—” Jolene gave him a shot 
in the ribs and he broke off that thought with a chuckle. “Ow! Easy!” 
 
“How can you two possibly be up this fucking early?” The zipper on the tent just four 
yards from theirs opened with the grumbled question. 
 
Jolene covered her mouth and the following giggles. “Tank! I’m so sorry. Did we keep 
you up?” 
 
It was like Grizzly Adams himself was climbing out of the ridiculously small nylon tent. 
He stretched his heavy arms over his head, scratching his chest through the grungy T-
shirt he’d had on for a few days now. “Fuck you both. You haven’t had a quiet night 
since we got here. Christ, Jolene. Get a ball-gag or something.” 
 
Mickey had to laugh at that, too, but he bit it off before Jolene could become outraged. 
“Hey, easy man. Sorry we kept you up, though.” 
 
Tank was still yawning like a bear and getting his bearings. “I’m fucking hungry, man.” 
 
“Pancakes!” Jolene shouted, bouncing out from under Mickey’s arm and grabbing his 
hand. 
 
Mickey was grinning and nodding like a loon. “That’s right babe, time for pancakes.” 
The only thing his woman wanted after a night of weed, booze and the best kind of 
debauchery was a pancake breakfast. Then he jerked his chin at the Red Rebels’ VP, who 
was surveying the area like he was curious as to who the Graingers’ overnight guests had 
been. “You coming for breakfast, man?” 
 
Tank was nodding as another yawn hit. He reached back into his tent for his cut and 
cowboy hat. “Of course I’m coming. You’re buying me breakfast to make up for all that 
fucking noise.” 
 
Jolene giggled again, going up on her toes to kiss Mickey once more. “Love you so 
fucking much,” she basically breathed against his lips. 
 
“Love you too, baby. More than anything.” 
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HEAVENGOING  

A series of vignettes focused on couples connecting throughout the week. 
 
“Ah, it was a fine night, a warm night, a wine-drinking night, a moony night, and a night 

to hug your girl and talk and spit and be heavengoing.”  
― Jack Kerouac, On the Road 

 
 

HEAVENGOING 1 
Deke and Vera Hawke 

 

 
 
Deke pulled out his phone, dialed Vera's number and waited for her to answer. She didn't 
the first time he called or the second. She was pissed. She'd also put up her own wall 
against him. Deke rubbed a hand over his jaw and dialed again. 
 
“You're a fucking fool,” Vera answered without preamble. “What do you want?” 
 
“I'm sorry that you were worried. Thought you might want to know that I'm fine. Well, as 
fine as I can be after getting my ass kicked, again.” Deke hoped to she'd go easy on him 
because of it, even though he knew that she wouldn't. 
 
“Oh, poor baby.” Sarcasm dripped heavily from her words. “It serves you right.” 
 
“Serves me right?” Deke couldn't help but grin. “That's cold, Baby.” 
 
“It's a cold world out there. You know what else would have been cold? The probes that 
they'd have used on you if you'd have been caught! Do you know how fast the 
government would be up your ass? And the attention and questions it could have brought 
to us? To the town? To the pack? To The Strays?” Her voice rose closer to hysterical 
with each passing question. 
 
“Vera, I've been doing this long enough to be safe.” 
 
“That's when you know where you are and aren't surrounded by outsiders. You have no 
idea how lucky you are that no one saw or heard you.” Vera huffed out the words. Deke’s 
mind automatically went to the human who'd been around when he changed. Who knew 
what he'd seen? “Motherfucker! Someone was there?” 
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“I didn't say that.” Deke tried to backtrack, but it was too late. She'd taken down the wall 
and slipped right in without him realizing it. “Guess I didn't have to,” he sighed. “Look, 
whoever it was, I could smell what they'd just smoked. It was strong. They're gonna think 
they got slipped something laced. And even if they don't, who is going to believe them?” 
 
“Maybe more people than you think, Deke. More people than you think. Every day I find 
people posting about sightings. We're not as hidden as we think, so we've got to be 
careful.” There was no anger left in her voice. “I need you to promise me that you're not 
going to do it again, not there.” 
 
“That's a promise I can make,” Deke replied. “I'm sorry.” 
 
“I know you are. I've got to get going, Susan just pulled up. She's going to see if she can 
figure out what's wrong with my truck. Damn thing wouldn't start last night.” 
 
“Wait,” Deke suddenly didn't want the call to end. “You haven't told me how you're 
feeling. How's the kid?” 
 
“Big and on my bladder or in my ribs. These last two months can't go by quick enough. 
Son of a bitch, Susan has it started already. How the hell did she do that?” 
 
Deke forced his mind to go blank and it worked. Vera didn't realize that her friend had 
swiped her spark plugs, and she never would. “I'm sure that she'll tell you.” 
 
“Why wouldn't she? Alright, you're off the hook. Go back to the boys and behave!” 
 
“I will. I promise. I love you.” 
 
“I love you, too, even if you're an idiot now and then. Bye.” Deke laughed as Vera hung 
up on him. Christ, he loved her. If there hadn’t been a sit-down planned with the Horde, 
he would happily leave. He'd given his word he'd attend, and he'd keep it. 
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HEAVENGOING 2 

Deke and Emma Samson 
 

 
 

If he didn’t have to be at this meet that the Horde had called, Samson would’ve packed 
his stuff and headed for home. The crowds and noise were at odds with his need for 
solitude, and he was too old to be drinking himself into oblivion every night.  
 
A thousand miles from him was a beautiful woman who understood him better than 
anyone and a child that melted his heart every time she smiled. He’d known he’d miss 
them, but hadn’t realized just how much. Since Lottie had been born, he’d been home 
pretty much all the time. There had been runs, of course, but his days of being out on the 
road for weeks, or even months at a time, were long behind him. He was a family man 
now, and for the first time in his life, the club wasn’t his number one priority. 
 
A cute little thing, in a tiny miniskirt and bikini top, caught his eye and smiled. “Hey, big 
fella. What ya doing looking so sad? You want some company?” 
 
It would have been so easy to just nod, take her back somewhere a little more private and 
fuck her brains out, but she wasn’t his little witch and right now, that was the only 
company he wanted. “Nah, I’m good, sweetheart.”  
 
“That’s too bad. We coulda had a lotta fun.” 
 
“Plenty more fish in the sea, love.” He gave her a smile, and began walking back to his 
bike. It was still early, but he’d had his fill of the strippers, drunks and noise at Buffalo 
Chip.  
 
He wasn’t even aware of pulling his cell from his pocket as he walked. Emma had 
already made fun of him for calling twice a day, but he needed to hear her voice.  
 
“Hey.” He could hear Genghis barking and Lottie squealing in the background. 
 
“Hey, baby girl. Is she beating up the dog again?” 
 
“Your daughter is a bully. She’s stolen all his toys and put them in the cats’ bed.” Emma 
laughed. “And your badass dog is too chicken shit to get them back. So how’s Sturgis?” 
 
“Same as it was last time we spoke. Too many fucking people.” 
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“Poor baby. All those scantily dressed girls pushing up on you. It must be terrible.” 
 
“Jealous?” 
 
“I don’t do jealous, Deke. I trust you.” 
 
Her trust was the reason he hadn’t fooled around. He knew that if he wanted, he could’ve 
jumped every silly tart who looked his way, and Emma would’ve been none the wiser. 
But he’d know, and every time he looked at her, the guilt of betraying her would eat him 
away. Briefly, he wondered if she knew just what a powerful force her trust was. “I’ve 
been beating them off with a stick all week. I’m one hot motherfucker.” 
 
“Who happens to have an exceptionally hot wife at home.” 
 
“You’re okay, I guess.” 
 
She chuckled. “Just okay?” 
 
“Well, I suppose you’re kinda cute.” 
 
“Only kind of?” 
 
“You fishing for compliments, baby?” 
 
“Yep.” 
 
“Fine.” He sighed theatrically. “You’re hot.”  
 
“That’s it?” 
 
“You’re very hot.” 
 
“Deke!” 
 
“You’re hotter than any woman here. Not one of these bitches is as beautiful as you.” It 
was true. And the novelty of bare tits and nearly bare asses wore off pretty fucking quick. 
They’d always been around, not just at Sturgis. Wherever bikers gathered, pussy 
followed. Semi-naked girls who, for whatever reason, paraded themselves around and 
were happy to be fucked by anyone in a cut. In the past he had been an eager participant, 
but now he barely even looked their way. He wasn’t sure whether it was Emma’s 
influence or that he now had a daughter back at home, but he found himself questioning 
these girls’ motivations. Surely they realized that they were viewed as just a fuck and that 
no self-respecting patch would ever look at taking one of them as an ol’ lady. “You’re a 
classy, hot bitch.” 
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“And you are all charm.” She fell silent for a beat. “I’m really missing you, Deke. We all 
are—even the goat.” 
 
“I’m missing you, too.” 
 
“Maybe next time, I should come with you.” 
 
“You’d fucking hate it, baby girl. An’ I ain’t sure there’ll be a next time.” 
 
“Feeling your age, big guy?” 
 
“I guess.” He laughed. “Although I never did much like the Black Hills run. You know 
me and civilians, Emma. Don’t much like being a tourist attraction.” He reached his bike 
and swung his leg over. “It is kinda pretty here, though. Was thinking we should maybe 
borrow Bugs’ RV and come for a real family vacation when things are quiet.” 
 
“I think I’d like that.” Her chuckle was low and throaty. “Although I like the idea of 
leaving Lottie with Felix and James and taking off on your bike for a few days better.” 
 
“I like that idea, too. Been a long time since I fucked you on my bike.” 
 
“Too long, big guy.” 
 
“How ‘bout you get Felix to come over when I get home. I’m sure he won’t mind 
babysitting for a while.” 
 
“I already have. I‘m going to need you all to myself for a little while.” There was a whine 
in the background and she sighed. “I was going to talk dirty, but I need to rescue the 
dog—the cats are picking on him now.” 
 
“I can wait, baby girl. Kinda hard to ride with wood, in any case. Call me when 
everyone’s asleep.” 
 
“I will. Ride safe. I love you.” 
 
“I love you, too.” He hung up and grabbed his helmet. He needed to be somewhere a little 
more private when she called back. 
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VIOLET HATES STURGIS, DAY THREE 

Show stops by. 
 

 
 
Bear was watching Vi as she was cleaning up her station. She’d just done a skull on a big 
dude in his forties, who’d flirted with her the entire time. For a while there, Bear had 
been forced to physically hold himself down to not just fly over to the workstation and 
beat the shit outta him. In general, he’d seen her tattoo more big, old dudes flirting with 
her in the last few days than he’d hoped to see in his entire life. He had no fucking idea 
how Mac could stand it, but he didn’t seem that bothered at all. When Bear brought it up, 
the kid had just shrugged and said he doubted Vi even noticed it when she was in 
hyperfocus, and if she did, she didn’t care, so why should he give a fuck. Bear assumed 
they were still in the post-wedding bliss. The wedding had been only months earlier, and 
the two of them were still all over each other the entire fucking time. That didn’t bother 
him as much anymore, though. 

“Katze…” he started, but wasn’t sure how he wanted to finish that sentence. 

“I’m not an idiot, Dad, I can handle it. And I don’t know if I’ll make it better or worse if I 
tell you that this is what it’s usually like. Whether I’m at conventions, at a guest spot, or 
just at Wicked Ink, they do that,” she mumbled. “It’s not like they’ll ever talk to me like 
I’m one of the guys. I mean, look at me!” 

That really wasn’t what he wanted to hear, but he couldn’t deny that he’d probably do the 
same if he was being inked by a tiny, cute girl with violet hair, who looked like she was 
just on the right side of legal. That’s how he dealt with cute, barely legal girls when they 
weren’t one of his daughters. Or… it used to be, until his own daughters became barely 
legal. 

He waited while she cleaned up the entire area, and then she finally carried the trash 
outside. He stood up when she came back and held out his arms. She didn’t hesitate and 
hugged him back. 

“I’ll try to calm down a little.” 

“We both know you won’t,” she chuckled against his chest. “Just don’t expect me to not 
get pissed. It’s probably gonna get worse when I get more and more tired.” 

“And I’ll get more tired and more hung over each day, too.” 

“Perfect storm,” she mumbled. 
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He kissed the top of her head with a laugh. “Yup. And I’m not gonna say I’ll stay away 
and just let the others keep an eye on you. I need to fucking see you at least once a day!” 

“Okay.” 

“But tell me you hate it here, and that you probably won’t come back.” 

“I hate it here, and I probably won’t come back.” She leaned back and looked at him, and 
she was smiling, so they were apparently okay for now. “And you’re an overprotective, 
rude asshole, but I still love you.” 

He could tell her that this was Sturgis, and shit went down in Sturgis. Quite often with 
cute girls who were barely legal and thought they could ‘handle it.’ They often found out 
in a very direct and hands-on kind of way that they actually couldn’t handle a bunch of 
drunk, high, big bikers who got caught up in the general ‘get drunk and fuck everything 
you can grab’ mentality. That’s why he’d been terrified when he found out that Vi 
wanted to put herself right in the middle of it, and in a spot where she was sure to be 
noticed. He wanted Marauders’ eyes on her constantly, and it wasn’t because he didn’t 
trust Sami. It was simply that he wanted it really fucking clear to everyone that she was 
one of them. As long as other bikers knew that, they wouldn’t touch her. 

But as much as he wanted her protected, he didn’t want to scare the shit outta her either, 
so he didn’t explain. It was better if she stayed calm and thought it was all about him 
being an overprotective asshole. Instead, he smiled and gave her forehead a kiss. 

“Love you too, Katze. You’ll be rid of me soon. Dawg is gonna keep an eye on you for a 
while, and then Mac’ll be here.” 

 

Show was knocking around the idea of getting new ink, and he had some time on his own 
while Isaac was off with his family, so he was wandering around checking out the tattoo 
artists at work. 

He didn’t really have a clear idea of what he wanted, if anything, but he’d seen some 
excellent new work around town this week, and he was perfectly happy to bare some of 
his remaining bare skin and tell the artist to do what made him—or her—happy. 

He caught a flash of purple—he’d been hearing about a little girl with purple hair doing 
some of the best work. He’d heard how young and small she was, but he hadn’t paid it 
much mind. The ink that was being credited to her couldn’t have come from any little 
girl. 
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But there she was, hunkered down over some big, hairy fella. Well, big was relative. The 
guy was trying to push up on the little girl, but she was deaf, engrossed, or just ignoring 
him. Sitting nearby, glaring bullets at the guy under the needle, was another relatively 
big, definitely hairy fella. And Show recognized him. 

“Bear?” At Show’s question, the man in the Marauders cut looked up, still glaring 
murder. Then recognition entered his expression, and he smiled. 

“Showdown Ryan! How you doin’, brother? Been an age.” He clasped Show’s offered 
arm, and they embraced quickly but sincerely, a hard hug and a firm slap on the back. 

He’d met Bear Warren years before, when he and his buddy, Brick, had done a cross-
country bike tour and bunked for a couple of nights in Signal Bend. He guessed he hadn’t 
seen him since his last Sturgis, and that had been years, too. Bear was one of the good 
ones—a tough son of a bitch, and no one to fuck with, but not one who took joy in the 
hard things they had to do. The best kind of outlaw. 

“It’s been a while, yeah. You waiting to get ink?” 

Bear laughed. “Nah. Keeping an eye on my baby girl. This is my daughter, Violet.” He 
gestured toward the purple-haired girl. Just then, she lifted the needle and turned to pick 
up some ink, and Bear put his hand on her back. “Vi, I want you to meet an old friend. 
Showdown Ryan, this talented artist is my little girl, Violet War—uh, Baxter.” 

The girl looked up and gave him the tiniest possible smile. “Hi.” Before he could 
respond, she went back to work. 

Probably for the best. The wind had gotten knocked out of him a little, as Daisy’s face 
had looked briefly up at him. He didn’t know why—Violet looked nothing at all like 
Daisy, and if she was tattooing, then she had to be several years older than Daisy had 
ever been. It was something about Bear’s fatherly hand on her, maybe. Whatever the 
reason, Show’s chest had gone tight, and he could only nod at the purple head of the girl 
who was no longer paying him any attention at all. 

He finally got his breath back and turned back to Bear. “Your girl? This place must be 
driving you crazy.” 

“You got no idea.” Bear chuckled, then got serious, and Show girded himself for what he 
knew was coming. “I was sorry to hear what happened to your girl, brother. I don’t know 
what I’d do if…fuck, that’s not right. I know what I’d do.” 

“Yeah.” There was not much else he could say. 
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After an uncomfortable second or two, Bear cleared his throat. “If you’re thinking about 
getting ink, I can make sure she keeps a spot open for you. You won’t do better than my 
girl.” 

Show looked again at Bear’s girl. He could see she was good, but he couldn’t cope with 
the thought of sitting there for a couple of hours thinking about Daisy while Violet—
another little girl with a flower for a name—pierced his heart and his skin both. 

“She’s good, I can see. She’s getting props all over town, too. But you know, I think I’m 
gonna pass this time.” 

The look in Bear’s eyes told Show that he understood about more than just the ink. 
“Alright, brother. Catch you for a drink later?” 

Bear held out his hand, and Show clasped it with sincere affection. “Sounds good. Take 
care of your girl, brother.” 

Bear tipped his head, and Show moved on, feeling shaken and sad. Violet had barely 
noticed his presence at all. 
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HEAVENGOING 3 

Show and Shannon Ryan 
 

 
 

Show had been thinking about his family ever since he’d walked away from Bear’s 
daughter, Violet, earlier in the day. Meeting up with Bear later that night hadn’t helped 
matters any. Knowing they’d drink past the point that they could ride, they’d picked up a 
couple of six packs and a couple of bottles of Jack and found a quiet cluster of rocks near 
the lake, and they’d sat there drinking and talking about being family men in this life. 
 
Show missed his girls. He missed Daisy, whom he couldn’t have, and he missed Rosie 
and Iris, whom he couldn’t get enough of. The drunker he got, the more questions he’d 
asked of Bear, who’d gotten more voluble and philosophical with every swig. Usually, 
Show was a quiet drunk. Hell, he was quiet just in general. But tonight, he’d had a lot to 
say. 
 
He didn’t even know Bear all that well—or he hadn’t, anyway, before tonight. Before 
tonight, Bear was just a good man, a brother he’d met a long ways back and had enjoyed 
his company. But tonight, he’d felt a simpatico he didn’t have in Signal Bend. He loved 
his brothers. He’d die for any of them. And he’d reach in and pull his beating heart out of 
his own chest if Isaac had need of it. But the Horde were not family men. Isaac was the 
only other patch with an old lady or a child, and what he had with Lilli was still new. 
That relationship had been tested, and harshly, but not by the constant abrasion of time 
and familiarity. 
 
Bear had been married a long time, too, and his marriage had ended badly. Not with the 
hellfire that had ended Show and Holly, but still, he understood the way the life wore on 
a woman and on a love. On this night, steeped to his snoot in Jack and Budweiser, Show 
had said something aloud he rarely let himself think: that he was worried that someday, 
Shannon would feel the same kind of contempt for him that Holly had come to feel. 
They’d only been married a couple of weeks, and already the Horde had drawn him away 
from her. 
 
Now, he reeled toward the campsite and Lilli’s SUV. They’d put a mattress in the back 
for him—he was too fucking old, and, since the wreck last December, too stiff—to sleep 
on the ground like Len and Bart. And—unlike Len and Bart, who were both getting so 
much play this week he felt sure their dicks were going to end up in traction—all he 
needed was a place to lie down. 
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Which he did, crawling in through the hatch and collapsing on the mattress. He didn’t 
even bother to get his boots off. The world tilted and spun for a while, and then found its 
level again. Show closed his eyes. 
 
He couldn’t sleep. Bart was making a racket in his tent with some chick with a Minnie 
Mouse voice. Gia was crying inside the RV, and he could hear both Isaac and Lilli trying 
to soothe her. 
 
Show was lonely. He fished in his cut for his phone and dialed his old lady. She answered 
on the second ring. 
 
“Hi, handsome.” He’d woken her; her voice was husky and low with sleep. His cock, 
despite the booze, stirred and thickened. 
 
“Hey, hon. Miss you.” He really did. They hadn’t done more than send texts for a couple 
of days, and hearing her voice was making his chest tight. 
 
She laughed, and his cock filled out more. “I miss you, too. You are drunk out of your 
mind, aren’t you?” 
 
“There’s a chance.” 
 
“Are you having a good time at your biker thingy?” 
 
He grinned, feeling better already—horny, with nothing to do about it unless he was 
prepared to jack off in Lilli’s truck, which he was not, but better. “Rally. And you say 
‘biker thingy’ just to poke at me.” 
 
“There’s a chance. Is it good?” 
 
“It’s not my thing, you know that. And there’s something damn odd goin’ on, too…” He 
trailed off, deciding that he wasn’t sure Shannon would want to hear about all the girls 
trying to get up under his cut, some of whom seemed convinced they’d fucked him 
already some time back. Which they had not. He’d probably tell her at some point, but 
when he was home, and when he was sober. 
 
“What’s odd?” She was interested. It sounded like she’d sat up in bed. “Are you okay?” 
 
“Yeah.” Now he had to lie a little to his lady, and that made him feel tired. “Things just 
went and got commercial. It’s odd.” 
 
“Oh. You still don’t sound okay.” 
 
“I don’t ever want you to feel disappointed that you chose a life with me.” 
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There was silence in their bedroom in Signal Bend. Shit, maybe it was already 
happening. 
 
“Shannon?” 
 
“You’re drunk, so I’m not going to get mad. But Showdown, you hear me right now. I 
love you so much sometimes it overtakes me completely and I have to stop what I’m 
doing and just feel it. I love you so much I feel cheated that I met you in the middle of my 
life instead of at the beginning. The only thing you could ever do to disappoint me is not 
give my love for you the full credit it deserves.” 
 
“You don’t think someday you’ll want more in your life?” 
 
“Show. You fill my life to the brim. You need to sleep this off. I’ll call you in the 
morning.” 
 
“I can’t sleep.” 
 
She was quiet for a few seconds, and Show pulled the phone from his ear to see if she’d 
just hung up on him. But no, she was there. He put the phone back to his ear in time to 
hear her say, her voice low and husky again, “If you were home, I know what I’d do to 
help you sleep. You want me to tell you what I’d do?” 
 
His cock was fully hard and looking for freedom now. Show grinned and opened his 
jeans. “Yeah, I do. I love you, Shannon.” 
 
He’d clean up. Lilli would never know. 
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HEAVENGOING 4 

Fire Firestone and Adelaide Hawke 
 

 
 

It was the quietest moment that Fire could remember since they'd arrived in Sturgis, and 
he found himself enjoying it. He'd left Deke and Houdini both asleep at the campsite and 
wandered off on his walk of shame. A few girls tried to catch his eye, but he ignored 
them. 
 
He'd come to Sturgis armed with a box of twenty-four condoms. Two were in his wallet, 
unopened, and the rest of the box sat in his pack. It wasn't like him to pass up getting laid, 
but he'd found himself doing so time and time again. What was wrong with him? 
 
The question rolled around his mind, over and over, and he walked farther than he’d 
intended too. The tents had given way to RVs, and there were more people out and about. 
Again, it was a lot of women, but he could tell the difference between them and the free 
pussy he'd seen earlier. 
 
“Gia, slow down!” A female voice called out and caught his attention. “You're going to 
fall.” He looked over to see a pretty, no, scratch that, a beautiful brunette walking at a 
sedate pace behind an adorable little girl who seemed hell bent on running full speed. 
 
The little girl laughed as she came towards him. She was about three feet away when 
something, most likely a hole in the ground, sent her tumbling face first to the ground. 
Fire reacted out of habit, walked over to her and helped her to her little feet. “You okay, 
Sunshine?” She let out a wail at the question, and he looked down to see she'd torn the 
knee of her jeans. He could also see the small gash on her knee. “Uh oh. Someone has a 
booboo.” 
 
The brunette jogged over, knelt down next to him to assess the situation. “That's why 
we're not supposed to run, Gia. Let Mamma look. I think you'll live. Come on, let's go 
and get you a bandage.” She looked over at Fire then. “Thanks for the hand.” 
 
“I've got a bandage if you need one.” Fire rose to his feet and reached into the inner 
pocket of his cut. He pulled out several paper-wrapped bandages and a packaged 
antiseptic wipe. “They get a lot of ouchies at this age, don't they? And I'm not some 
weirdo, I promise.” 
 
“You're a Viking.” The woman took the bandages and wipe. “Your President and my Old 
Man beat the... tar out of each other last night.” 
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“I'm Fire.” 
 
“Lilli,” she replied. “And our patient here is Gia. Can you say ‘hi’ to Fire, Gia?” 
 
“Hi.” The little girl had tears in her eyes as she watched her mother open the wipe.  
 

 
 
Lilli sat Gia on the table of a nearby picnic bench and pushed the leg of her jeans up over 
her sore knee. Not too bad, but bleeding. Gia bent over and studied it carefully, then 
looked up at her mother. 
 
“Owie. Da.” 
 
“Yeah, cara. Now you have an owie like Daddy does.” Isaac had come back from the 
fights last night looking like he’d faced a worthy opponent. Good. Her old man had 
gotten used to being the biggest and the strongest, and he’d needed an ego check.  
 
She opened the wipe and, with her free hand, lifted Gia’s chin. “Can you be brave, G.? 
 
Gia nodded, and, as gently as she could, Lilli dabbed the antiseptic wipe over her knee. 
Her leg twitched, but she didn’t make a peep. Lilli looked up to see her daughter 
watching with clinical interest, a wrinkled forehead her only sign of pain. 
 
When the wound was as clean as she could get it, Lilli spread the bandage over it. “Good 
girl, G.” She pulled the leg of Gia’s jeans back down. 
 
The helpful Viking was still standing with them. “Wow, honey. You are really brave and 
strong.” 
 
Gia looked up at him and nodded seriously. 
 
Lilli helped her daughter down from the picnic table. Immediately, she ran off toward the 
RV and her toys. 
 
“Thank you…Fire, right?” 
 
“Yeah. You’re welcome.” He smiled and offered his hand, which she shook. He was 
really good-looking and had a great, friendly smile. Good-looking bikers were in short 
supply in Sturgis. The ratio of fuckable women to fuckable men was way off. Of course, 
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the ratio of stupid-wasted women to eager men was in perfect alignment. To Lilli, it was 
all just a scholarly observation anyway. Her own personal fuckability ratio was golden. 
“Do you have kids?” 
 
“I do. A little boy. His name is Chase.” Fire reached into his pocket, pulled out a well-
worn photograph and handed it over for her to see. 
 
Lilli took the picture, saw a cute little towheaded boy with a wide smile, who looked to 
be a few years older than Gia. There was also a dark-haired little girl with wide eyes and 
chubby cheeks. “Cute,” she told him. “Is that his girlfriend?” 
 
Fire laughed, the sound a low rumble. “That is Stella. She’s…” He fell silent and then 
seemed to realize that he’d been quiet too long. “She’s actually Deke’s niece. Those two 
kids are inseparable.” 
 
Lilli sensed that there was more of a story there. “She’s a stunner. Her father’s going to 
be beating boys off with a stick.” 
 
“He’s… not around.” Fire cleared his throat. “She’s got a lot of uncles wearing Vikings 
cuts. Those boys aren’t going to stand a chance in hell.” 
 
“Yeah—same thing for Gia.” Lilli chuckled. “I think there’s a legitimate chance my little 
girl won’t date until she’s old enough to get out on her own. Even if I can rein her father 
and uncles in, the boys in Signal Bend won’t take the risk. Her adolescence is going to 
be…interesting.” 
 
Fire was quiet beside her. He seemed to be watching Gia play, but Lilli could feel that his 
attention had wandered far away from the present moment. Though she wasn’t one to 
pry, especially not into someone she just met, the silence spanned uncomfortably, and 
finally she asked, “Something on your mind?”  
 
It took a second for her question to sink in, but then he turned to her. For another second, 
he simply stared. Then he asked, “Is it worth it?” 
 
“Is what worth what?” 
 
“The life. It’s a hard life, especially for family. Is the good worth the bad?” 
 
“That’s a heavy question for knowing me five minutes.” Lilli prepared to go on the 
defensive with this guy if he was going to turn out to be an intrusive asshole. 
 
“Yeah. Sorry. That was a dumb thing to ask.” 
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He looked sincerely abashed, and Lilli took pity on him. “Yeah, it was. But yes. I 
wouldn’t be here if it wasn’t. I love my life. I love my family. No one would fight harder 
for me and my girl than my old man and his whole club. That’s worth it. Yes.”  
 

 
 
One conversation with a woman he didn’t even know, and Fire found the clarity he’d 
been lacking since they’d left Center City. He’d been brooding around, not fighting or 
fucking, for one simple reason: he hadn’t really wanted to be here in the first place. He 
wanted to be home with his son and with Adelaide. Fuck. He’d gone and fallen for his 
President’s little sister. Yeah, that was going to go over well, but he no longer gave a shit 
about that.  
 
He didn’t realize his phone was in his hand until he’d dialed and pressed it to his ear. 
“Let me guess,” Adelaide’s voice lifted his heart, “you’ve all gone and done something 
stupid and need bail money?” 
 
“Not quite.” Fire cleared his throat. “Actually, I needed to talk to you, Addy.” 
 
“Don’t worry about Chase. He’s fine. I check in with Sam every day, even though there’s 
no need. She’s got him under control.” She began to rattle off everything that his nanny 
had been doing with his son. 
 
“No.” Maybe his voice had come across a little too forcefully, because she made a little 
yelp before her end of the line went silent. “I want to talk to you about you.” 
 
“About me?” She cut in. “Wait, what the hell is…” 
 
“Addy, shut it for a second and I’ll tell you.” Fire smiled into the phone, able to picture 
her expression clearly. He drew in a deep breath. Now there was no choice but to say 
what he was feeling. “I miss you. I miss your face, your smile, and the way you can never 
keep your hair under control.” He heard her suck in a deep breath, but she stayed silent. 
“I want to take you out when I come back, like a proper date, because I…” 
 
“Yes.” She blurted out the word, and then he heard her laugh. He heard Stella start to 
laugh in the background, even though she’d have no clue what was going on. “I never 
thought you’d ask. I don’t know why you did, but I am not going to complain. When?” 
 
Fire was caught off guard by her enthusiasm. “Day after we get back, we’ll go wherever 
you’d like to go.” 
 



156 

“Even if there’s dancing?” Adelaide questioned. Fire sighed. Not even one date and here 
he was, contemplating dancing. “Don’t worry, there won’t be dancing,” she said with a 
laugh. “But there will be tablecloths and candlelight.” 
 
“Perfect,” Fire replied. “I should go, get back and wake your lazy-ass brother and 
Houdini up.” 
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VIOLET HATES STURGIS, DAY FOUR 

Houdini gets some ink. 
 

 
 

Violet was looking at the humongously, freakishly big man in front of her. She really, 
really hoped he didn’t want anything big, but on the other hand something small would 
look ridiculous on him. He was flipping through her portfolio but wasn’t paying any 
actual attention to the pictures. 

“If you have a general idea, we can work from that,” she said. 

“I was thinking somethin’ with a bear.” 

“Okay. Realistic or tribal?” 

“Realistic, but… I don’t want it to look mean. Just a bear.” He shrugged. “Or maybe a 
paw print?” 

Her mind set off, and she loved it when that happened. “Maybe both?” 

“What?” The humongous guy looked confused. 

Violet picked up her pen and notebook. “Give me a few minutes.” 

“Okay?” 

She hoped he wouldn’t feel forced to talk to her while she sketched, but knew he 
probably would. Most people did. And she’d been right. 

“I like bears,” he started. She nodded. “So I don’t want it attacking or nothin’.” 

“I get it,” she answered, hoping he’d shut up for a while. 

This always happened, but this guy didn’t seem to really want her to know why he 
wanted a bear, which was a bit unusual. Most people couldn’t wait to tell her why their 
idea was so brilliant and full of symbolism. She really, really hated the girls who talked 
about their spiritual souls and how a pink fairy was just so them. Or how some guru in 
India had said that the lotus visualized the journey their soul was taking, so they wanted it 
as a tramp stamp. Luckily, not many of the bimbos were getting ink in Sturgis. They were 
busy with people like Mitch, Mace, Sisco, and Bull. 
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Before he could say anything else, her dad walked in and threw himself down a chair. He 
was in his usual shitty mood, and now he glared at the huge guy for a few seconds, before 
getting up and holding out his hand. 

“Bear.” 

“Yeah?” 

“That’s his name,” Violet explained. “Not a comment on the sketch.” 

“Oh!” He laughed a little. “Houdini.” And then he stiffened and even Violet noticed. 
“You’re a Marauder?” 

“Yeah,” Bear said and nodded towards Vi. “Just keeping an eye on her while she’s 
working.” 

“Okay.” Houdini’s eyes shifted between Bear and her a couple of times, and she could 
see him wondering. 

“He’s my dad, not my old man, in case you’re wondering.” 

“I was wondering,” he admitted. 

Then he leaned over to look at the sketch. She’d done the outline in the shape of a paw 
print, and inside was the face of a bear. It didn’t take that long to do the first sketch of the 
idea. He wanted the eyes more golden, and they agreed on having only the eyes in color, 
a nice warm amber, and the rest in black and white. He seemed really happy with it. 

“Where do you want it?” 

“On my chest. Left side.” 

“Strip.” She pushed the computer towards her dad. “Find me some bear pictures for 
reference.” 

“Are you shitting me?” he answered and stared at the computer as if it were a beehive. 

“I’ll help you, JB,” Sami laughed, and if she’d used her head, she would’ve asked him 
first. 

Once Houdini’s shirt was off, Violet sighed. It would take forever. He was wide as a 
fucking barn door over the chest, and even if it was just half his chest, it was still insanely 
big. She was glad he was the first customer of the day. On the plus side, that would let 
her make it more detailed, which would mean a better tattoo. She held the sketch against 
his chest, and shook her head. 
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“A lot bigger,” she mumbled, and he laughed. 

She ripped off the gloves and started to redo the entire thing a lot bigger. After finishing 
it, she shaved him, put it on, and pointed towards the mirror. 

“Have a look.” 

He stood there for a long time. Long enough for her to make some additions on the paper 
sketch to be able to show him what it would look like. 

“This is what it’ll look like with the amber eyes. But there’s no hurry. If you want me to 
change it, or if you have a different idea, or whatever, I’ll fix it for you.” 

“No,” he shook his head with a big smile, and put his arm around her shoulders, still 
staring into the mirror. “Fuckin’ perfect.” 

He hugged her right, and she basically disappeared under his arm. Not even mentioning 
that he’d obviously completely forgotten about his muscle mass and the effect it had on 
someone her size. 

“Hands off!” her dad growled, and Violet sighed. 

“Sorry! Just… this is perfect.” 

“She’s married and marked! Keep that in mind the entire fucking time.” 

“Dad!” 

Then his eyes fell on her hands, and she knew he could see it even through the rubber 
gloves. 

“Why the fuck aren’t you wearing your wedding band? Are you out of your fucking 
mind?” 

“The rubber gloves, Dad. I can’t wear the engagement ring with the gloves, so I left them 
at home.” She turned to Houdini. “Just sit down. Don’t worry about him.” 

That’s when Mac arrived, and she almost felt sorry for him, because she knew her dad, 
and he’d find some way to make this Mac’s fault. He was holding a burger and a Coke, 
and he looked tired and hung over. He’d picked her up late the night before, and he’d 
been pretty drunk. Since she was tired, he’d taken her to the camp, but he’d gone back 
out. Judging by the pukish green color in his face, he’d kept drinking after leaving her. 

”Did you know that she's not wearing her ring?” Bear yelled to Mac. “How the fuck 
could you let her go here without a wedding ring? Especially when you put that tattoo 
where no man should ever look.” 
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“It’s on my hip, Dad! Jesus. Just leave! Mac is here, he’ll stay.” She pulled off her gloves 
and picked up a new pair. “I’m never coming here again unless you stay home.” 

“Okay,” Mac sighed. ”What did I miss?” 

“He got handsy,” Bear muttered. 

“He gave me a shoulder-squeeze, since he was happy with the ink. It’s not his fault he’s 
so huge I disappeared under his arm.” 

Mac chuckled and pointed towards the doors. “You can go, Bear. I got this.” 

Bear stomped off, and Violet gave Houdini an apologetic smile. 

“He’s a bit cranky. I’m his youngest daughter, and this is Sturgis. You know what it’s 
like.” 

“Yeah,” he nodded. “I definitely do. It’s good, though, that they’re keeping an eye on 
you.” 

“He’s also hung over as fuck,” Mac added. “He met up with some old friend yesterday. 
From when he and Dad were riding around.” 

She remembered that some big guy had come into the Tattoo Café the day before, and he 
and Bear had hugged and talked for a while, but she hadn’t paid much attention, since 
she’d been in the middle of a job. 

“Would be great if he kept an eye on me without scaring off the customers, though, ” she 
said and leaned over Houdini to do a quick plan of the work in her head. 

“Still here, aren’t I?” 

“Yeah, but I doubt all that many things scare you.” She did the last check of the machine 
and the needles, and then smiled at him. “You ready?” 

“I’m ready.” He replied. “Maybe a little nervous, first time that I’ve had a chick… I mean 
woman ink me.” 

“I get that a lot.” Violet hoped that he wasn’t going to chatter the entire time she had the 
needle on him, but if a little chitchat kept him from tensing up, she guessed that she could 
deal with it. 

“This is a surprise, for my old lady. Susan, she likes bears too.” 

“Is she here?” 
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Houdini let out a laugh. “No. She was glad to stay home when we made this a guy trip. 
Probably a good thing, too, her head would have exploded as soon as my sister showed 
up. They don’t exactly get along. Hell, no one really gets along with Shandie-Boo.” 

“Your sister is named Shandie-Boo?” 

“She added the Boo herself when she was a kid, talked my mother into amending her 
birth certificate when she was thirteen.” He let out another chuckle and Violet realized 
she hadn’t controlled her ‘what the fuck’ face too well. “That was pretty much my 
reaction to it, too.” 
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BECAUSE I CAN 

Houdini’s sister gets what she came for. 
(Shandie-Boo is a character specific to this collection.  

Her POV was written by Catherine Johnson.) 
 
 

Shandie-Boo was pouting by the time she got to the Full Throttle Saloon, but it wouldn’t 
do to make her entrance looking miserable. This was fucking Sturgis, baby! It was her 
return to the world of bikers and MCs, and she was going to blow their fucking minds. 
She put aside the fact that she’d had to park her ‘70 Dodge Charger with the lush, cherry-
red paint job, like, three miles away and walk to the center of the action in her Louboutin 
Black Guerilla spiked, peep-toe, ankle boots. It was all good, though, she could walk 
another ten miles in these babies before her feet would even begin to hurt, so she was still 
good for some dancing. And there was no way she was not wearing these boots tonight. 
They were the perfect accompaniment for her faded Daisy Dukes. 
 
Pulling her white beater a little further down, all the better to expose some more of her 
perky cleavage, Shandie-Boo rolled her lips to make sure her candy-pink lip gloss was 
perfectly distributed over her pillow-like pout and strutted through the crowds hanging 
around outside the drinking hole. As if they recognized that someone of importance were 
present, they parted like the Red Sea and allowed her to pass. Her D-cup tits had just the 
right amount of bounce—no bra needed here, baby—and she enjoyed the leers and 
catcalls that rightfully announced her arrival like a fanfare. 
 
Head high, all the better to show off the line of her neck, she scanned the crowds casting 
disparaging looks at the girls who thought they were putting on a good show on the 
stripper poles. She could show them a thing or two, or twenty. This was a target-rich 
environment, but for an initial boring moment, there was someone here that she needed to 
find, and this bar, on this night, was a sure bet. She sighed inwardly, not letting her 
expression betray her emotions, as she spotted the person she had come here to find. She 
was virtually unbeatable at Poker, and she employed those skills to their fullest now. 
 
Continuing to cut a swath through the packed bodies, Shandie-Boo made her way over to 
the group of bikers standing around one of the barrels that someone, no one with taste, 
had thought would look good dotted around the room as tables. The place smelled like 
sweat, eeewww, and beer, thirsty-much, and joints and cigarettes, both of which she 
would be bumming at the earliest opportunity. 
 
She knew when her big brother had spotted her, because he looked absolutely horrified 
before he plastered a wide smile on his face. Jerk. No doubt he’d try and lecture her about 
the fact that her nipples were showing through her top, but what was the point of having a 
great rack if you never showed it off? Shandie-Boo had very little time for most of her 
family, but having just graduated early from Harvard with her Masters in Law, she 
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figured she should drop in on her big brother and say ‘hi’ before she took the prestigious 
job in the top flight law firm in New York that she’d been offered on her graduation day. 
Hell, she could give him her card, not that he or any of his brothers would be able to 
afford her. 
 
Houdini hadn’t changed. Still the same long, greasy black hair. Still the same scruffy 
beard. Not that she didn’t have a thing for long hair and beards, especially on her 
brother’s friend Deke, Whoa-Mama-Super-Cali-Hot Deke, but all that hair on Houdini 
just made him look like a wannabe, in her opinion.  
 
She continued to cast her baby blues over the packed bodies as she sashayed over to 
brother dearest, so she didn’t miss the heads that turned in her direction, and nearly all of 
them did, natch. There were a few interesting potentials. The one that really caught her 
eye, since he was standing at the bar and she was thirsty, was a tall dude with full, thick 
beard. There was something about the full-bellied laugh he’d been sharing with his 
brothers just before he’d caught her scent that made her think he’d be good times. He was 
interested, she could tell by the way he eye-fucked her as she strolled by him, so she 
threw him a wink. He winked back; that one was definitely on her card for later. But first, 
uurrghh, family duty. 
 
She reached the knot of Vikings, and made a space for herself by Deke’s side, making 
sure to rub up against him a little, a lot, as she did so. He’d been saying for years that she 
was too young for him, but that was bullshit, in her opinion. She had more than enough 
experience, and it would only be a matter of time before she had him begging at her feet. 
So she was only twenty-one, age ain’t nothin’ but a number, baby. She’d celebrated her 
milestone birthday with typical debauched insanity at her sorority house, just after 
graduation. She was responsible enough to put off the celebrations until then. Well, 
maybe not—there had been that tiny, little, private party at the Omega Kappa fraternity 
house. Of course, her sorority sisters hadn’t been invited to that little soiree, the lovable 
boys of that particular brotherhood—who were predominantly on football scholarships—
had wanted her all to themselves, and who was she to deny such a buff buffet on her 
birthday? 
 
“Sis, don’t you think it’d be an idea to put your tits away?” 
 
As predicted, the first thing out of big brother’s mouth wasn’t ‘hi’, or even ‘what’re you 
doin’ here?’ It was a nag. He was such a buzzkill. 
 
She stuck her raspberry-pink tongue out at him, just a little, in what her sisters had told 
her was totally a cute way, and flipped her platinum blonde curls over one shoulder, all 
the better to show off her best assets. Her hair was waist length, almost reaching her 
second-best asset, her peachy ass. 
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“S’good to see you too, big brother. Surprise! Aren’t you even a little bit happy to see 
me?” 
 
“Not lookin’ like a cheap whore in a bar full of bikers, sis. Have you any idea what could 
happen to you tonight, walkin’ around like that?” 
 
“Only good times, big bro’, only good times. I bet you don’t complain about all the girls 
walkin’ round with pasties on their tits.” 
 
“I ain’t related to ‘em. And half of ‘em are sweetbutts. They’re used to gettin’ the livin’ 
daylights fucked out of ‘em.” 
 
Deke cleared his throat. Even that little cough was sexy. Standing this close to him, so 
close his arm was virtually around her back, Shandie-Boo knew her panties would have 
been soaked already, if she’d been wearing any. 
 
“Hiya, Scrappy Doo. You gonna enlighten us as to why you’re here?”  
 
“Hey there, Deke. How’s it hanging? Wait, no, let me guess, long and loose and full of 
juice!” 
 
“Whatcha here for, Shandie?” 
 
Shandie-Boo pouted. She knew she looked cute when she pouted, and, entrance made, 
pouting was acceptable. “You’re not simply ecstatic to see me? Deke, I’m wounded. 
Actually, I just thought I’d drop in and say ‘hello’ to my darling brother before I head to 
the Big Apple. I’m sure you’ll all be too busy to come visit me in the big city.”  
 
“It’s a long way. It’s not about havin’ any free time Scrappy, it’s about havin’ enough of 
it. Ain’t that right, brother?” 
 
Shandie-Boo saw how her brother scowled at Deke before he answered. That was 
interesting. If those two were on less-than-great terms, maybe there was a chance she 
could get into Deke’s Levi’s without her brother going all Mount St. Helens on her. 
 
“Yeah, it’s a long ride to the East coast, sis. Some of us got jobs we need to hold down. 
You’ll know what it’s like to have to pull your weight soon.” 
 
Shandie-Boo tried not to snort a laugh. That shit was not cute, not at all, although the idea 
of her brother’s silly little job being that important was totally hilarious. “Yeah, well, I’ll 
text you my number at Shyster, Phisher and Lyers as soon as I can on my first day. You 
never know, maybe they’ll let me do some pro bono for you, or at least give you a family 
discount.” 
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“Shandie, why’re you really here?” 
 
Goddamn Deke, he was beginning to sound just as condescending as her brother. Well, 
fuck him. She wasn’t just here to see this bunch of sad sacks. “I just wanted to see my 
brother before I move two thousand miles away. But I guess y’all weren’t that bothered 
about seeing me. You guys suck at this gentleman shit, too. I’ve been here forever and 
not one of you have offered to buy me a drink. But don’t you worry, I’ll make my own 
way.” 
 
“You shouldn’t try to take on Sturgis on your own, baby sister.” 
 
“You tryin’ to say I can’t take care of myself, big brother? Because I can.” 
 
She pivoted on her spike heel and headed over to the bar, specifically over to that tall 
hunk of man-meat that she’d spotted on the way in. Fuck ‘em, fuck ‘em all. She’d driven 
all this way to connect, to be nice—and yeah, okay, maybe to have a last ditch at Deke—
before she moved to New York. Fuck ‘em if they couldn’t appreciate the effort she’d 
made. 
 
Mr. Tall and Bearded had noticed her again as she walked his way. Of course he had. She 
insinuated herself at the bar, squeezing right up against him as she did so. His patch was 
the Marauders. Interesting club name. Maybe she’d let him maraud her. Who was she 
kidding? She definitely wanted a piece of that. Unless he turned out to be a complete ass. 
 
“Heya, baby. Buy a girl a shot?” 
 
“What’s your poison, sweetheart?” 
 
Mmmmm, Poison was the Alice Cooper track that had hit her CD player as she’d pulled 
into the crazy shit that was Sturgis. Very appropriate. And not a complete ass. “Tequila, 
big man. The good stuff.” 
 
“You sure a little bit like you can handle the good stuff?” 
 
“All night and then some, baby. Just bring it.” 
 
“You got it, darlin’.” 
 
Thankfully he stopped questioning her ability to handle alcohol and turned to catch the 
attention of the young bod behind the bar. Shandie-Boo leaned forward, just a little. She 
knew the extra percentage of cleavage would detract from the fact that she was checking 
the server’s ass out. It wasn’t that good an ass; she’d stick with full-fledged bikers. 
 
“You want the lime and salt shit, sweetheart?” 
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“No, sir. I like my Cuervo straight up.” 
 
“Good girl.”  
 
Mr. Lush Beard lined up the two shot glasses that the bartender had left and filled them 
both full to almost overflowing with the light gold, delicious fire that was tequila. 
Shandie-Boo lifted her glass and threw the alcohol down her throat almost before he’d 
finished pouring. 
 
“Fuck, yeah! Just what the doctor ordered.” 
 
“Damn, girl,” he commented, as he poured her another shot. 
 
Shandie-Boo made sure to shake her hair out, fix her beater and jiggle her ass before she 
pounded the next shot. She was well aware that she had the eyes of her new friend’s 
brothers, as well as the entire contingent of the Vikings, on her. Might as well give them 
a show. She wasn’t worried about the effects of the tequila. She could hold her liquor 
better than most men. As long as she had two aspirin and a mug of black coffee the next 
morning, she was good to go, no matter how much she’d had to drink. She could shoot 
better than most of them, too. She’d left her ‘Dezzy’, her .50 cal Desert Eagle, at home 
this weekend. There was simply nowhere to put that hand cannon where it wouldn’t ruin 
the line of any of her outfits over the next couple of days.  
 
They did another two shots in quick succession before she realized they’d been joined by 
a man from another MC. She’d mostly realized that was the case because her new best 
friend had pulled himself up to his full, pretty damn impressive, height and was squaring 
off. The guy he was fronting up to was leaning over the bar on her other side, motioning 
for another glass, and was that another bottle of tequila as well? He was shorter, with 
crazy hair and a quirky smile that assured her that he knew a whole lot of interesting and 
downright dirty shit. What the fuck, she was here for good times. If these two ended up in 
a brawl, preferably shirtless, so much the better. And maybe she’d let the winner fuck 
her. 
 

 
 
Spike was bored. This was Sturgis, for God's sake. He should be getting shitfaced with 
his brothers or thigh deep in pussy by now. Not propping up the bar, alone, while Tiny 
tried to recoup his losses so he didn't get his ass kicked by his ol' lady—like that would 
happen—and Samson hid out at the campground hoping his bruises would've disappeared 
by the time he got home. Pussies. Both of them too scared of their women to kick back 
and have some real fun. 
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Truth was, the whole trip had been a disappointment. It wasn't like the old days, before it 
turned into Disneyland for bikers. Back then, he'd had to fight the bitches off, and no one 
jostled him on their way to the bar. Disconsolately, he scanned the room. Not that there 
were any bitches he wanted to fight off here. Just more of the same old whores that hung 
around, year after year. That wasn't what he was looking for. What he wanted was 
something different, something fresh. He wanted... That! 
 
She was young and blonde, with the most perfect pair of tits jiggling under that tight little 
beater. The little bitch had 'fuck me' written all over her, and Spike was more than happy 
to oblige. His eyes met those of the Marauder she was pressed against, and he raised his 
glass. 
 
The Marauder smirked and did likewise, before throwing the shot down his throat and 
holding up the bottle. “Wanna share, brother?” 
 
Oh, yeah. Spike wanted a share of that. 
 
Blondie giggled as he turned to face his new buddy, and the two men sized each other up. 
“You’re not going to fight over me, are you?” 
 
Ignoring her, he nodded to the Marauder and slammed his bottle on the bar. “Name’s 
Spike.” 
 
“Sisco.”  
 
Blondie giggled again. “And I’m Shandie-Boo. So do you guys like to party?” 
 
“We ain’t here for the scenery, sweetheart.” Sisco grinned wolfishly. “Although, it’s 
looking pretty good right now.” 
 
There was that fucking giggle again. Briefly, Spike wondered if she’d still be up for a 
fuck if he punched her in the mouth, but decided that the answer to that was probably no. 
“Saw you talking to those Vikings over there. You belong to them?” 
 
Blondie screwed up her face and stuck out her bottom lip, in what she probably thought 
was a cute manner. “You think I'm a sweetbutt?” 
 
“Don't think shit, sweetheart. Just don't wanna be messing with someone else's property 
is all.”  
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Houdini watched, and winced, as Shandie-Boo was surrounded by two men from other 
clubs. He didn't know them, but he knew just what they saw when they saw his sister: 
meat. Fresh young meat ripe for the taking. 
 
“You good with that, Brother?” Deke questioned. “If that was Adelaide...” 
 
Fire let out a laugh from next to Deke. “Adelaide wouldn't be that fucking clueless. 
Coming in here, dressed like that, is like ringing the dinner bell for a bunch of starving 
dogs.” 
 
Houdini remembered quite clearly the last time he'd tried to intervene in Shandie-Boo's 
personal life. She'd been in high school, with the body she had now. It seemed she'd just 
woken up a woman one day. He'd seen her sandwiched between her boyfriend, the 
football team quarterback, and some other guy. He'd beaten the shit out of both of them, 
and she'd gotten mad at him! Told him that she didn't need his help and promptly 
punched him in the face. He'd sported one hell of a black eye for a week after. “She'll be 
the first to tell you, she can take care of herself.” 
 
“That doesn't mean that she actually can.” Deke pointed out. 
 
“Yeah, well, maybe it's time that she figured that out,” Houdini replied. For too long, 
Shandie-Boo had had everything handed to her by everyone around her. Even now, it was 
only his mother's intervention which had kept him from strangling her himself. He 
watched the two men, knew that they were going to eat her up and spit her out. “It's past 
time that she gets a dose of reality. She came here because she thinks all bikers are soft 
and sweet under the leather and grease.” 
 
Fire laughed again, loud enough to draw attention of several of the groups around them. 
“Yeah, she's in for a rude awakening.” 
 

 
 
“I don’t belong to anyone but myself, cowboy. One of ‘em’s my brother, but he’s a real 
stick in the mud. We don’t get along. He doesn’t give a rat’s ass that I drove all this way 
to see him, so I don’t give a rat’s ass what he thinks. Why? That gonna be a problem?” 
 
“Not for me, Blondie.” Tiny and Samson were elsewhere, but he was pretty confident he 
could hold his own. He looked over to the knot of Vikings. The big one was scowling, 
not good news, but two of the others raised their bottles in salute to him. He figured that 
was go ahead enough. He briefly wondered which one was her brother; there was no 
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resemblance anywhere. If it was the big fucker, he might be a little bit screwed, but it 
looked like the rest of them didn’t give two shits. 
 

~oOo~ 
 
Shandie-Boo threw back another shot and added her little dance routine to make sure 
everyone’s eyes were back where they belonged, on her. Spike, the second of her new 
friends, was spending entirely too much time looking in her brother’s direction, and she 
didn’t want to waste one more ounce of grey matter on her family. 
 
“So, boys. Is this the only party in town or have you got the dope on the VIP 
happenings?” 
 
The way that Tall and Bearded, Sisco, looked at her made her want to squirm with 
excitement, but she wasn’t going to lead him all the way on yet. Just because he was the 
first good prospect she’d seen didn’t mean that he was the best one, and this Spike guy 
looked like fun, too. Yeah, target-rich environment, and she was packing heat-seekers. 
 
She wasn’t fond of the way Sisco kept looking over her head to Spike. Being five-foot-
one was a bitch sometimes, even if it did mean that she could always persuade a guy to 
give her a piggy back whenever she was feeling a bit lazy. But then Sisco looked down at 
her again and she got that squirmy feeling and all of her irritation at being overlooked 
flew straight out of the faux barn door of the bar. 
 
“I got the word on a quiet party happening down by the creek over at the Elk View 
campground. That sound like your kinda bag, sweet thing?” 
 
“Private parties are my thing, big guy. Let’s go.” She cast a jaunty grin look over her 
shoulder. “You joinin’ us, Spike?” She drew out the sound of his name, wondering if he 
was a big spike or a little spike in his denim. 
 
“Oh yeah, Blondie. I’m there. Let’s get movin’.” 
 
Sisco grabbed the bottle of tequila and turned for the door. Shandie-Boo did a quick 
check to make sure that Spike had grabbed his bottle, too—and he had, good little 
biker—before she followed Sisco through the crowd. She made sure her sway popped 
just right. Just because she was leaving with these two appetizers didn’t mean she might 
not come back later for a little dessert, if she was in the mood. She hated that she couldn’t 
stop herself glancing back to her brother to see if he’d noticed her leaving. He had; he 
saluted her with his bottle. Ungrateful bastard. Well, fuck him. Time to let the good times 
roll. 
 

~oOo~ 
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Sisco hadn’t been lying. It was a quiet party, just a little knot of people around a small 
fire set up by the creek, hidden from the main campground by a small cliff of banking 
and some scrubby brush. It was kind of a sandy spit in the bed of the creek, obviously 
created by high waters at some point in the year. But this had been a dry summer, and the 
ground was more hard-baked mud, nice and solid, rather than gritty sand. It was cozy and 
friendly, and the waft of bud was strong. The first thing, or more accurately, the first 
person, Shandie-Boo noticed was the inked honey with his scalp shaved strokably 
smooth. He was sitting by the side of the fire with a brunette in his lap. That was okay, 
the brunette wasn’t unfortunate-looking, kinda hot; she could make that work for her 
without everyone getting bent out of shape.  
 
She had a weakness for beards and ink, and she didn’t mind them coming in separate 
packages. She followed Sisco over to a log worn smooth of its bark by weather and 
denim-clad asses and situated herself between Sisco and Spike. The delectable living 
artwork, who, from what she could see, was covered in tats up to his jaw, leant over and 
offered his joint. Sisco took it and handed over the bottle of tequila, which their new 
friend accepted with a nod before taking a slug straight from the bottle. It was a good 
thing that the season had been without rain; she would have hated to have gotten clods of 
mud on the heels of her Loubies on the walk over. 
 

 
 
Len let the tequila slide down his throat while the little piece on his lap chewed on his 
ear. He pulled away. 
 
“Easy there, doll. Want to keep that attached.” 
 
She giggled and kissed him, squirming against his cock—which forgave her for the ear 
abuse. She was a hot number, a brunette with good tits and some meat on her ass, 
wearing a denim skirt so short it was barely a belt, an orange bikini top, and a pair of sky-
high, thigh-high black boots. 
 
Fuck, he loved Sturgis. 
 
It had been awhile since the Horde had been able to get up here. Riding into town with 
Isaac, Show, and Bart had felt like a homecoming, a honeymoon and heaven all at the 
same time. Bikes fucking everywhere, the air resounding with the roar of Harleys. Their 
people everywhere. And in every direction, mobs of women looking like they’d stepped 
off the pole and right out into the street. And giving him the eye that said he was going to 
have a very, very good stay in Sturgis. Even the obvious newbies, like this little chick 
he’d caught, were eager to please. 
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He’d been on his own since dark—Lilli and Gia had come along, so Isaac was off playing 
house with his family. Show had met up with another old, long-haired fuck—an old 
friend, Len guessed. Show had been quiet this trip. Not that he was ever the life of the 
party. 
 
Len hadn’t seen Bart in a while. It was Bart’s first Sturgis, and the kid was acting like 
they’d taken him to fucking Disneyland. He’d met up with his buddy Rick and some 
other club geeks. 
 
Geek bikers. How had that even become a thing? 
 
He handed his brunette the bottle of Cuervo. She sipped at it daintily and then made a 
face. He laughed and tipped it up to her mouth again. “Come on, doll. Gotta do better 
than that.” 
 
She drank, and he licked the dribble that escaped her mouth and ran down her chin. Then 
he handed the bottle back to Sisco. He was sitting with Spike and a little blonde who 
looked like nothing if not trouble. As if to prove his point, she snatched the bottle from 
Sisco and, her eyes glued to Len’s, tipped the bottle up and took a long swig, swallowing 
three times before she stopped. Well, now. 
 
She handed the bottle back to Sisco, and then gave Len a coy nod. She stood and 
shimmied her hips to adjust her tiny little Dukes. The movement made her tits shake—
little chick was braless. Nipples like dimes, the firelight making shadows on her white 
beater. Nice. 
 
Len liked at least a couple of chicks in his hands, but he wasn’t in the mood for a brawl 
right here at the fire, so he turned to Spike, the other of Blondie’s companions, and 
cocked an inquiring eyebrow. Spike was from the Freaks MC out of California, and that 
fucker was nuts. Blondie wasn’t so special, in this ocean of pussy, that Len was going to 
poach anybody’s catch. 
 
Spike just grinned that maniacal fucking grin and crossed his arms. “Go for it, bro. Warm 
her up. We’ll watch.” 
 
Blondie turned and looked down at Spike for a second, then swiveled back and gave Len 
the kind of smile she probably thought was sultry. 
 
Sisco chuckled quietly and took another hit from the joint. Then he made a sideways 
gesture with his hand, the universal symbol for ‘after you.’ 
 
Okay, then. He didn’t mind an audience, so long as there wasn’t any audience 
participation. “C’mere, doll.” 
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~oOo~ 
 
The tequila was warming all the delightful places down low in her body. Shandie-Boo 
was feeling gooood. She knew she looked smokin’ hot, and she had the attention of these 
three fine masculine specimens. She’d already proved that she could keep up better than 
the chick cuddled into lap of the guy that was beckoning her over. Her throat barely even 
burned from the long swig of alcohol. She snagged the joint from Sisco and took a long 
hit, holding the smoke deep in her lungs before blowing it out in a long, thin stream. She 
could handle her tequila and her weed thankyouverymuch. Now to show them just what 
else she could handle. 
 
“Make a little room there, sugar.” She motioned to the brunette. Up close she could see 
better the bad ombre dye-job that was magenta at the bottom and black on top. With an 
orange bikini top? This bitch had no style sense. Ahh well, she didn’t need to critique her 
outfit. Hopefully she played better than she drank straight liquor. 
 
“Room enough for two, doll.”  
 
The guy, who was hitting all her sweet spots for big and muscled, shifted the Snooki-
wannabe onto one knee, spread his thighs, and patted his free leg. Shandie-Boo took her 
perch, shifting a little to relieve some of the tension from the tequila-fuelled arousal she 
was feeling, and slung her arm around his shoulder. Oh! Oh, those were some nice 
muscles. Not that there were any bad muscles in the male form, but she could feel the 
bulge of his trapezius muscles under his cut. If they were that defined, she couldn’t wait 
to get a good look at the rest of him. 
 
She was sure that within the next five minutes she’d have all of them ready to eat out of 
the palm of her hand, as long as Little Miss Bad Hair Day played along. 
 

 
 
Blondie kissed her finger, and pressed it to his lips. Cute. She thought she was Marilyn 
Monroe or some shit. His brown-eyed little mouse was giving Blondie the stinkeye, 
though. 
 
“Nah, doll. Don’t get jealous. We can all play, right? You ever kissed a girl?” Len really 
fucking loved watching girls get it on. 
 
She shook her head—but she didn’t look shocked. Her regard of the blonde shifted to 
curiosity. 
 
Blondie was looking like she was game. “How ‘bout you, Tits?” 
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She pooched out her lips in a little pout. “My name’s Shandie. Everybody calls me 
Shandie-Boo.” 
 
“Do they now?” Of course they did. With a name like that, looking like she did, Len 
figured she’d done everything. “Why don’t you show her how it’s done?” 
 
Miss Shandie-Boo grabbed Brown-Eyes and laid one right on her. At first it was stiff and 
awkward and not hot at all, but then Brownie started to get it. Her hands went to 
Shandie’s arms. And then her shoulders. And then her tits. 
 
And then Len had a lap full of chicks getting it on with each other. Score. 
 
They weren’t paying much attention to him, not yet, but that was okay. He pushed a hand 
under each ass and found himself some pussy. Brownie was wearing a thong, easily 
dispatched. Shandie-Boo was commando inside those barely-there shorts. A girl prepared 
for Sturgis. 
 
He shoved his fingers into them both, and they both reacted, arching their backs and 
gasping sweetly. For a while, he just watched the show. 
 
He looked past them to Spike and Sisco. His little party had their complete attention. 
Both chicks were really fucking themselves with his fingers now. He wiggled inside them 
a little to get them even more stirred up, and Brownie moaned and abandoned sucking 
Shandie’s tit to come over and lay one on him. She was good. Strong tongue. He’d been 
worried she’d be all over the place, what with the way she’d gone at his ear, but no, she 
was using her mouth just fine. 
 
Then suddenly, she jerked away—Shandie had pulled her off by her hair. She came in 
herself to kiss him. With his eyes open, he saw Brownie looking disappointed. So he 
shoved his fingers up farther in her—wait, she was the left hand, right—and really went 
to work, until she was bouncing and clutching her own tits, baying like a bloodhound. He 
didn’t like to see a chick disappointed. 
 
Speaking of disappointed, he was glad to watch the girls play, but he was needing some 
action himself. And maybe Brownie deserved a little apology for getting her hair yanked 
like that. 
 
He pushed Shandie back and encouraged Brownie off his thigh. “Here, doll. Sit across 
the log.” He took her hand, and she complied, straddling the log so that she faced him. 
Then he stood Shandie up. “You’re gonna need to lose those itty bitty shorts, Shandie-
Boo.” 
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She wriggled out of them, showing a pert little ass and a tramp stamp of a dream catcher 
framed with tribal blackwork. Of course. The feathers dangled into the crack of her ass. 
 
Len turned to straddle the log himself. He pulled Shandie over and sat her on his lap, 
facing Brownie. “Take care of her, doll. I wanna watch you eat her out.” 
 
“We all wanna see that, baby.” Spike’s voice carried over the crackle of the fire. Len had 
forgotten about their audience. He looked over and grinned, getting a thumbs-up in 
return. 
 
“You boys are naughty,” Shandie laughed, and then she leaned over, popping that sweet 
ass and its dream catcher right up so Len could get his hands on it. He looked over 
Shandie’s back at Brownie, who looked…surprised. But then Shandie dug in, and 
Brownie forgot surprise. 
 
Len grabbed a condom out of his pocket—he’d gone into Springfield and bought the 
biggest box he could find for this trip, and he’d been going through them. He opened his 
jeans and suited up. 
 
“You ready, doll?” 
 
“Mmm-hmm,” Shandie muttered from deep in Brownie’s pussy. Brownie, for her part, 
was looking like she was going to be a great damn fuck. She was totally into it, writhing, 
whining, moaning. Like a pro. She’d yanked her bikini top down and her hands were full 
of her tits, clutching and pinching. Oh, yeah. He’d keep hold of her for a while. 
 
First, though, he slid his fingers through Shandie’s folds, making sure she was still good 
and wet. He flicked at her clit until her ass was shaking and baking, and then he sank in 
deep. Not the tightest pussy he’d ever been in, but she had good muscle tone and knew 
how to use it. 
 
He shifted on the log, getting closer to his little doublemint duo. Shandie sat up a bit and 
gasped as Len’s movement drove him even deeper. Then she got back to work. Now Len 
could reach Brownie, too, and he grabbed her legs, in those naughty boots, and pulled 
them up, guiding her to cross her ankles over Shandie’s back. Then he leaned back and 
gave Shandie a little smack on the ass. “Ride me, doll. Giddyup.” 
 
And she did. While she got Brownie off, she flexed on him some, keeping him deep. It 
was okay. He wasn’t in any hurry. Then Brownie was done, lying there panting like she’d 
just finished the Boston fucking Marathon—good going Shandie!—and Shandie sat up 
and really went to town, riding him like he was a rodeo bull. 
 
Brownie sat up, and Len yanked up Shandie’s beater. He took Brownie’s hands and put 
them on Shandie’s tits, and they played with them together. And then Len felt his big 
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finish coming and he closed his eyes and grabbed Shandie’s hips, moving her on him the 
way he wanted until he groaned and went tense. 
 
There was just no such thing as a run-of-the-mill orgasm. Any pussy would do it. They 
all felt fantastic. Damn, he loved chicks. 
 
Just as he was finishing, Shandie squealed and started bouncing like an electric current 
was running through her. 
 
While she did her porn star routine, her hands in her dyed blonde hair, moaning and 
gasping like he’d just given her God’s gift—and hell, maybe he had; orgasms were the 
best thing God had ever made—Brownie was looking out of sorts again. Remembering 
how she’d looked while Shandie was on her, Len grinned. 
 
He gave Shandie another gentle swat. “Think you got an appointment, Tits.” She looked 
over her shoulder at him and then stood. He couldn’t hold back a groan when he slipped, 
still mostly hard, out of her. 
 
With a grin, he turned to their audience and met Sisco’s eyes. “Got her warmed up for 
you. You kids have fun now.” 
 
Grabbing hold of a leg wrapped in shiny black pleather, Len grinned at Brownie. 
“C’mere, doll. You and me aren’t done.” 
 
As he pulled her close, he caught the eye of a trim little redhead sashaying by in skintight 
jeans with laces up the sides. He crooked his finger and she gave him a saucy grin. 
 
He fucking loved Sturgis. 
 

~oOo~ 
 
Shandie-Boo was only a little disappointed that it didn’t look like she was going to find 
out just what a damn fine set of muscles were under that cut, because the cock in his 
denim had been prime beef. But it wasn’t the end of the world. There was still plenty of 
Sturgis left and she was sure she’d be able to find him again, minus the newbie. There 
was plenty of ink walking around Sturgis, but even in a biker convention it was unusual 
to see someone with artwork up to their chin and down to their knuckles. He’d stand out 
in the crowd. 
 
But for now, Sisco, her first friend, was waiting for her. Spike, looking devilish in the 
light of the fire with that crooked smile firmly in place around blasts on the joint, a new 
one from somewhere, and swigs from the bottle, was clearly enjoying the show. Her 
pussy was still twitching from her orgasm, and the warm night air and aura of heat from 
the fire felt delicious against her bare skin. Wanting to feel more of it, she grabbed the 
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hem of her beater, clothes were only in her way now, and pulled it up and off. She flung 
it somewhere in the direction that she’d left her shorts. She’d worry about clothes later. 
Much later.  
 
She licked her lips, tasting pussy and liking it. Her lip gloss was long gone. She knew she 
looked fine, all long, golden limbs, carefully tanned, no lines, with a flat stomach 
maintained by a complete carb ban and the occasional visit to the gym. She had a 
naturally fast metabolism and generally only went to check out the eye-candy. She felt 
sexy and strong and knew with absolute certainty that she looked fucking irresistible. 
 
Now, she had an appointment to keep and a man to please. Naked as the day she was 
born, save for her fifteen-hundred-dollar boots, she went to him. 
 

 
 
“Oh, for fuck’s sake,” Knuckles muttered, watching the Korean bitch slump to her right 
and spew the contents of her stomach—some fruity shit by the stench of it—for the 
second damn time. 
 
Drunk was drunk, but this broad went to shit show pretty fucking fast. He stuffed his 
cock back in his jeans, shaking his head. Why the hell she was at the campsite was a 
fucking wonder to him. This wasn’t for civilians, this was for bikers, sweetbutts and 
claimed women. Girls out looking for a walk on the wild side were a huge pain in the ass, 
as evidenced by his aching erection and instant bad mood. 
 
“Get out of here,” he mumbled, crouching down to grab her arm and drag her to her feet. 
Fucking three-inch heels at a bonfire. Fucking genius, this one. Of all the broads he’d 
picked around that bonfire, he got the great puking wonder. He shook her arm. “It’s only 
been a couple days since my last shower,” he mumbled, basically dragging her out into 
public from behind a tent so her idiot friends could take responsibility for her. “Can’t 
smell that fucking bad.” 
 
She slurred a response along the lines of “You done already, baby?” but he was letting go 
of her and striding back to where he’d started the festivities. The broad he’d started out 
with on his lap had moved to another one, the guy from Missouri he’d been playing poker 
with earlier. Whatever, he liked the guy. Dude had even managed to find a second one to 
play with. Len had game.  
 
Knuckles stopped, letting his eyes adjust to their new friends, who had taken up residence 
around the growing blaze. Digging a pack of cigarettes out of his cut, he pulled out a joint 
and lighter, setting it off and stowing his shit away while he figured out what the fuck 
he’d missed. 
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A blonde was ripping off her clothes for the assembled audience. Well, that was 
interesting.  
 
Apparently he’d picked the right time to come back.  
 
His past brunette was occupied, but he didn’t mind watching. She’d completely forgotten 
about that bikini top he’d been trying like hell to get into. It was trapped under her tits. 
She looked pleasantly weary, and from the look on this Len guy’s face he knew why. A 
redhead was joining the team as well, so there was no play there. So Knuckles granted his 
attention to the blonde again, putting on a show such as she was. It’d be rude to ignore it 
with all the trouble she was going through. 
 

 
 
Sisco watched the blonde with huge tits, aptly named Shandie-Boo, walk towards him. 
He’d always had a thing for watching girl-on-girl action, and Shandie had worked that 
brunette very well. He was rock hard, and pulled her down for a kiss to get a taste of 
pussy from her lips. She immediately straddled him, threw her arms around his shoulders 
and started grinding his crotch like a pro stripper. With a firm grip of her ass cheeks, he 
thrust against her and buried his face against one of her amazing tits. She moaned, and 
grabbed his hair to pull him closer, still rolling her hips on his lap. 
 
He felt her reach for his belt buckle, and he let go of her tit to lean back slightly to give 
her access. While she was fiddling around, he took another kiss. Everything in and 
around her mouth tasted of the brunette. There were few things better than kissing 
woman who’d recently given head. 
 
“Condom?” she asked. 
 
“Not yet,” he smiled and winked. “Get down there first.” 
 
She made a thing of standing with swirling hips, licked her thumbs, and circled them over 
her nipples before pulling them. 
 
“Those are some fine tits, sweetheart.” 
 
He reached into his pocket and pulled out a small bag with coke and crushed sildenafil. 
He had a feeling he’d be going most of the night, judging by the number of people who 
seemed to be migrating towards the campfire. After a measured snort, he held the bag in 
Spike’s direction with raised eyebrows. “Coke and V?” 
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“Oh, can I have some?” Shandie asked. 
 
“Sure, just take it easy.” 
 
She took some, and then threw it in Spike’s direction. He hoped she’d had the brains to 
seal it before she’d done that. 
 
Then she finally got down between his knees and immediately took his full length in her 
mouth. With his hand in her hair, he guided her while taking in the show Len was 
providing with the two girls. Len had always been a greedy dude, and he didn’t like to 
share with guys. He was also always inventive, which made for great shows to watch. 
 
Len seemed pretty attached to the brunette, since he’d insisted she’d stay with him, but 
the redhead might be available later, and she was fine. Sisco wouldn’t mind her as the 
main course once he was done with the appetizer he had between his legs. Len might be 
greedy, but once he was done, he was usually willing to pass them along. 
 
He had to give it to Shandie, though, she gave him a class A blowjob. This girl had done 
her homework, and the gag reflex seemed to be long gone. As soon as he felt the coke 
and V kick in properly, he pulled her off, and got her down on her hands and knees on the 
blanket and pulled out the condom pack. He’d brought plenty of condoms, wise from 
previous years, when it was sometimes hard to get ahold of any towards the end of 
Sturgis. 
 
He got up on his knees behind her and didn’t even bother to check if she was ready; he 
was convinced that she was. With a firm grip of her hips, he slid in. He wasn’t sure if it 
was the fact that he was sloppy seconds after Len’s massive dick, or if she was just a very 
experienced girl, but she was not that tight, but still really good. Most pussy was good. 
And when she started to work her muscles, it even got really good. 
 
He’d had a hunch earlier, during her mechanical bull stunt while riding Len, that she was 
the kind of girl who thought all guys got off on loud women. Sisco was not one of those 
guys. She moaned and squealed about how she wanted him to shove that big dick all the 
way inside, all while she threw her head around to the extent that it was hard to keep a 
grip on her fucking hips. 
 
Despite coke and Viagra, it was distracting. 
 
Since there wasn’t any other girl around for Shandie to give head, he looked at Spike, 
who seemed to be enjoying the multiple shows going on around him. Sisco’d offered to 
share, so he caught his attention to honor that deal. 
 
“Wanna help me out and put your dick in her mouth?” he asked. 
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“Sure,” Spike just smiled and stood up while unbuttoning his jeans. “Why don’t you get 
her ass ready for me?” 
 
Sisco had no problem with that. 
 
When Shandie finally got quiet, he started to truly enjoy the first fuck since dinner. He 
loved Sturgis. 
 

 
 
“Here you go, guys. Looks like maybe you could use this.”  
 
Spike wasn’t sure when Len had gotten up from the log and left the bonfire, but he was 
standing over them now, on the edge of the banking, with the redhead under one arm and 
his brunette by his side. He was holding something rolled up in his hand. Spike held his 
arms out and Len dropped the bundle into them. It was a sleeping bag. Yep, that would 
come in useful. It was a damn sight thicker than the threadbare blanket that Sisco had 
flung down to save Blondie’s knees. Spike didn’t fancy kneeling on what was basically 
hard ground with a few threads of wool over it. The sleeping bag would definitely be 
handy. 
 
“Thanks, brother.” 
 
“Any time,” Len laughed. 
 
“Hey. Think I can get a piece of that action?” Sisco nodded his head in the general 
direction of the redhead. 
 
“What say you, doll? You ready to party?” Len asked the woman who was wearing a 
neon-pink fishnet beater with pink glitter pasties on the nipples of her generous tits. The 
effect against the vivid dye-job on her long hair was a little dizzying under his coke-
induced high. 
 
“Always, big man, always.” 
 
“You heard the lady.” Len seemed quite proud of having snagged another party girl. 
 
Sisco was off the log like a shot and up the banking twice as quick. Spike watched as Len 
handed the red-head off to him and slung his arm around the brunette instead. They all 
wandered out of sight into the night, probably on the lookout for even more pussy. 
 



181 

Blondie had given Spike a professional-grade blow job, but he wanted to fuck. He hadn’t 
been able to skull fuck her while Sisco had been working his magic behind her, the 
rhythm and position had been off to get a really good thrust going. She wasn’t showing 
any signs of flagging, though. It was time to take his turn good and proper. 
 

~oOo~ 
 
Shandie-Boo was flying hiiiiigh, baby. The bump of coke that Sisco had given her was 
still working its wonders, electrifying her blood. Her skin literally felt like it was zinging. 
She wasn’t altogether sure what the ‘V’ in it was that he’d been referring to, but it made 
the tinglesparkle in her blood coalesce in the most sensitive places on her body. Her 
nipples felt like they were going to ping right off her tits. Her pussy was crying out for 
more of the same. She was invincible, the sexiest, most irresistible woman in this whole 
fucking show, and despite having been royally fucked twice already, she was still 
epically fucking horny. She needed something else, something more. 
 
Spike had indeed been packing a big spike, a fucking railroad spike, in his jeans. He’d 
tasted positively delicious and she knew for an absolute certainty that she’d given him the 
head of his life. There could not be any doubt; it was one of her particular talents. Sisco 
had been slipping his thumb into her ass while he fucked her. It had been essential in the 
moment, but it left her feeling… bereft, now. She needed to get rid of that feeling. She 
needed to fill the emptiness. 
 
She spotted a guy she hadn’t noticed before. He was sitting alone on one of the other 
logs, and had clearly been watching the show. He was smoking a joint. Good, she wanted 
this feeling, the best feeling ever, to last. 
 
“Can I get a hit on that, baby?” 
 
“Sure baby.” 
 
He held out the joint. Shandie-Boo took it and took two decent hits before she handed it 
back. It didn’t counteract the coke so much, but she was beginning to feel floaty, light as 
air. It was a fucking beautiful sensation. 
 
There was only one thing missing. Cock. She wanted, needed, more cock. 
 
Spike still hadn’t tucked his back into his jeans, and he was eye-fucking her a thousand 
ways from Sunday, getting hard again, too. Good. That was just how she wanted him. 
 
She turned back to her newest friend. Another nice full beard. God she did love a beard, 
especially when she was getting head, but that wasn’t what she wanted now. He had 
crazy, intense blue eyes that seemed to spark in the light of the fire. Something in that 
thought made her giggle, and she had to catch herself to keep from doubling over with 
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laughter. When she’d calmed down a little, she looked over at him again. Yeah, still 
watching. Couldn’t keep his fucking eyes off her. None of them could. She was a fucking 
goddess! 
 
“Care to join us, baby?” 
 

 
 
The more the merrier, as far as Spike was concerned, and Blondie seemed to have the 
same mentality. His kinda girl. She was beckoning to a guy he’d seen at the bare-knuckle 
fights the night before. He hadn’t caught his patch; he’d been too busy watching Samson 
get his rage on, and his revenge on, that scarred up fucker from the Priests. That had been 
one hell of a fight, a real grudge match. 
 
“You cool, brother?” The new guy was asking him, with a nod in the direction of the 
naked piece of ass who was tottering slightly on her high heels. 
 
“Yeah, I’m cool with it, but that ass is mine. You down with that?” 
 
“Sure, brother. If you don’t mind getting personal, I’ll take her pussy.” 
 
Spike unrolled the sleeping bag that Len had tossed down. It was thick, decent quality, 
and perfect for what he had in mind. He shook it out flat in the space in between the log 
and the still-blazing fire. 
 
“Hey, Blondie. Think you can get down here?” 
 
“Sure thing, darlin’.”  
 
She was slurring her words a little, and teetering more than she had been, and so she 
fucking should be. That blow of Sisco’s had been quality shit, the best Spike had had in a 
while. Like a good little girl, though, Blondie dropped down onto the down-filled, shiny 
polyester padding, and automatically got onto her hands and knees. Oh yeah, she was a 
good little girl. 
 
Spike fished into his cut pocket, digging past the little baggies and wraps, and pulled out 
a small, brown glass bottle. 
 
“Here, Blondie. Take a hit on this.” 
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Knuckles let the blonde bogart the last of his second joint. He’d just had a front row seat 
while two guys had choo-choo-trained her and his shitty blow job attempt had not helped 
the pain of his erection any. Now it was fucking uncomfortable, and when she’d asked 
him to join he’d damn near forgotten good form and undone his pants right there. But 
there was another guy watching her, and he looked far from done himself. He was with 
the Freaks MC, Knuckles knew that much. Rebels had no beef there, so it was just good 
manners to ask permission. 
 
Hadn’t shared a girl this way in a while. At the clubhouse he never thought to ask a 
brother. It was a bit … intimate for all parties. Knuckles had never given a shit if he got 
cunt or tail though. And this blonde looked like the type who didn’t have much of a 
preference, either. 
 
Like a good girl, she dropped to her knees as Knuckles stood, unbuckling his belt. The 
Freak was offering her something, so in the meantime Knuckles concentrated on getting 
covered because he was pretty sure this wasn’t one to ride bareback.  
 
He gave a chin-nod to the dude behind her. “Knuckles,” he introduced himself, figuring 
that they were about to do something private enough to warrant the exchange of names.  
 
“Spike,” was the equally gruff but still respectful reply. 
 
“I’m Shandie-” 
 
“Shut up,” Knuckles cut her off. “No one needs to hear you talking.” 
 
She gave a pout, which someone had likely told her was cute at some point. But she still 
ran her eyes over him, eyes widening as they fixated on his cock. Jesus, with the action 
she’d just had, she was still gagging for it. 
 
Knuckles waited for his new pal to get in position on his back, lowering Blondie onto 
himself nice and slow, facing his feet. Immediately the theatrics started up; the bitch was 
shrieking and mewling and pulling at her own hair. Blondie’s talents did not lie in acting. 
 
When Knuckles got to his knees in front of her, reaching out to tweak one nipple already 
looking a bit bruised, she opened her eyes and smiled at him, all hazy and off-center. 
Knuckles crawled his way up over her, leaning her back onto Spike’s chest. He let the 
guy have one of her oversized tits, and in return he was nice enough to leave one open. 
Knuckles lowered his mouth to her nipple, sucking it hard into her mouth. Her back 
arched with a loud cry and underneath them Spike gave a grunt. Knuckles had room 
between both their legs to move, so he got into a comfortable position. 
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Knuckles kept up with the ministrations on her tit, sliding into her evenly but forcefully. 
She was loose and he could feel her muscles trying to tighten, but maybe the bitch was 
too worn out. The only thing making up for it was the cock buried in her ass. He could 
feel it, a hard ridge that added some interest to a well-used pussy. 
 
Knuckles closed his eyes, trying not to think too hard on the fact that it was basically two 
cocks rubbing against each other with some slick, thin girl parts in between. He was 
plenty turned on, again having been denied the release of that previous blow job and then 
the eyeful he’d gotten in the glare of the bonfire.  
 
Problem was, sugar tits kept shrieking. It felt like it was basically in his fucking ear and 
he didn’t need a fucking headache this early into the evening. When he couldn’t take it 
anymore he forced a hand over her mouth, her head wedging back into Spike’s shoulder, 
but at least she got quieter. Plus his forearm was blocking his view of Spike, which was 
just fine. Knuckles lowered his mouth to her breast again, getting lost in the swinging of 
his hips and the adequate wet tightness of Miss Shandie Whatever. His teeth bit into that 
soft skin, making her squirm. Spike made more sounds like it was working for him, too. 
Knuckles bit harder. 
 
He didn’t know if he was making her come. It didn’t really matter to him, but she was 
squirming and scratching at the leather on his back, then shaking. That did it for him. On 
a roar he let the relief come, shooting out of his body violently, originating somewhere 
lower than his belly, feeling so fucking good he forgot where he was and what he was 
doing. His jaw even cracked. 
 

~oOo~ 
 
Oh! Oh! Oh! Fucking Jesus Christ! Mother Mary and God in Heaven! This was fucking 
insane amazing! It was beyond...beyond… 
 
Shandie-Boo couldn’t remember the last time she’d ever felt like this. She wasn’t sure 
she ever had, but her brain was too full of sensation to go searching through memories for 
confirmation. She fucking owned these guys. They adored her. They were worshiping 
her. She was the best thing that had ever fucking happened to them and they fucking 
knew it. They all wanted a piece and she was happy to bestow some Shandie-Boo magic 
on them. She could sprinkle herself all over them like pixie dust. 
 
The hit of popper that Spike had given her, on top of the coke and that V shit, had made 
her feel like she was going to fucking explode. She was glad she’d had it. She was 
experienced in these things, but if she hadn’t had that hit, without lube, he’d have 
struggled to get his bigger-than-average cock in her ass and she wouldn’t have missed 
this for the world. She was full to overflowing with cock, and it was just THE BEST 
feeling ever! She didn’t have much room to move between the two men, but her newest 
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conquest, Nibbles or Knuckles or something, was pounding into her in the most fucking 
glorious way which was moving her over Spike’s cock and it was all just… just… just… 
 
Oh God! Oh fucking God! Oh fucking baby Jesus! She was coming, coming so fucking 
hard! Her heart felt like it was going to pound the fuck out of her chest and her skull was 
tight, too fucking tight, and her blood was fucking lava and her lungs were screaming for 
air past the hand over her mouth… 
 
But now there was a new player in the game, fear, real bone-freezing fucking fear, 
because the orgasm changed to agony. Her body was being ripped apart joint by joint. 
Her organs were being ripped out. Her skin was being peeled off. Shandie-Boo wanted to 
cry, or scream, or fucking something. She needed it to stop. It had to stop. It had to stop 
now. And then it did. 
 

 
 
Knuckles let his orgasm ebb away, not worried about the two other bodies involved. He 
stayed right where he was, catching his breath, face buried into the luscious chest 
underneath him. Spike seemed to finish not long after him, and when all were still, 
Knuckles eased out on a groan, resting back on his heels and removing the condom, tying 
it off and tossing it away over his shoulder. He slapped one of the tanned thighs in front 
of him then started setting his junk to rights. “Good job, baby,” he mumbled.  
 
She didn’t move. Knuckles finished with his belt and zipper, then slapped at her thigh 
again. “Shandie? Brandie? Whatever the fuck your name is. Let the big guy up.” 
 
Still no reaction. Spike sat up, the blonde cradled to his chest. With a chuckle he asked, 
“Did she pass out?” 
 
Knuckles laughed too, leaning forward and catching her chin in one hand while Spike 
untangled. He’d have a harder time cleaning up than Knuckles had.  
 
“Shandie, honey? Wake up. I think you’re done for the night.” 
 
She didn’t stir. A cold sensation washed down the back of Knuckles’ neck. He slapped 
her cheek, not too hard, shaking her arm with his other hand. “Shandie?” 
 
The world had gotten awfully quiet. Especially the blonde. Not just quiet. She was 
fucking dead. 
 
Knuckles got up fast, backing away, covering his mouth. “Shit man,” he mumbled, 
shaking his head. “What the fuck did you give her?” 
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As Knuckles stood, she fell forward and landed face first in the dirt. Spike scrambled to 
his feet, pulling the condom off, and dropping it onto the ground next to her. “Fuck. This 
is bad, man.” 
 
“You’re not kidding.” Knuckles prodded her prostrate body with his toe. “Ahhh, shit. We 
can’t leave her here.” 
 
Spike was already pulling out his cell. “I’ll take care of it. I feel kinda responsible—it 
might’ve been the poppers that finished her off.” He looked up at his companion. “We 
gotta keep this real quiet. Her brother is a Viking.” 
 
“Fuck.” Knuckles sank onto the log and pulled out a pack of cigarettes. He passed one to 
Spike and lit his own. “If word gets out, we’re screwed.” 
 
“I’m on it, brother.” Spike flipped open the burner. “Samson, we got a problem.” 
 

 
 
Samson’s burner buzzed, and he rummaged around in the inside pocket of his cut and 
pulled it out. “Yeah?… You did what?… Fuck, Spike… Okay….Who? Shit man, this 
better not come back an' bite us. Where are you?… Fine, I'll be there in half an hour.” 
 
He hung up and pressed call. “Tiny? We got a situation. Meet me at Elk View.” 
 

 
 
“What the fuck happened here?” Samson glared at the two men sitting on a log, sharing a 
joint, like it was a Sunday fucking picnic. In front of them lay the naked body of a gash 
that had literally had the ride of her life. 
 
“We fucked her to death.” Spike sounded just a little too proud. 
 
The guy next to him looked up. “We got another problem. Her brother's a Viking.” 
 
Perfect. Fucking perfect. “Anything else I need to know? You sure she ain't married to a 
cop?” He looked over to Tiny, who was already surveying the scene. “Find her clothes, 
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then put them and her in that sleeping bag. You two, pick up those condoms and throw 
them onto the fire.” 
 
“All of them?” 
 
“All of them, Spike.” He snatched the joint and sat down heavily on the log. “I knew 
coming here was a bad idea.” 
 
Tiny returned with a pair of shorts and a beater. “Got car keys an' a cell, boss.” He began 
scrolling through the cell. “There's some pictures of her with a sweet little Dodge, reckon 
that's what we're looking for. I'll head into town. It has to be parked up on the outskirts.” 
He scanned the area again. “There's a road just on the other side of the creek. I'll call as 
soon as I've found her cage.” 
 
Samson nodded. “Okay. Good.” He looked around. “We need to get her out of sight. 
Spike, you an' your new buddy can carry her over to those trees over there an’ get her 
dressed.” 
 
Spike’s new buddy—a Red Rebel—hauled himself to his feet and helped Tiny as he 
stuffed the rapidly cooling corpse into the sleeping bag. “I owe you for this, man.” 
 
“Damn straight, you do.” Tiny zipped up the bag and pocketed the keys. “I finally hit a 
winning streak, an' I get called away to clean up your shit.” 
 

 
 
Knuckles enjoyed the silence of his new friend Spike as they pulled Shandie’s clothes 
back in place. Dressing a bitch was hard, especially when she couldn’t help out. And how 
the fuck had she gotten these shorts off over her boots? He contented himself to rip the 
side open a bit, figuring it was plausible she wore clothes to Sturgis that were damn near 
falling off. 
 
“Jesus, these tits are ridiculous,” Spike mumbled, trying to wrangle them into the strappy 
top she’d been wearing. 
 
Knuckles found himself laughing. “Didn’t seem so bad about hour ago.” 
 
They shared a buddy-chuckle again, then assembled Shandie-Boo’s lithe limbs into the 
sleeping bag Len had left for them. Zipping it up was quick work, and Knuckles strong-
armed her up onto his shoulder. She was petite and small, hardly difficult. 
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He followed Spike towards the stand of trees that Samson, big fucker that served as the 
Freaks’ VP, had declared their meeting point. Spike picked out an even path, which was 
helpful since Knuckles couldn’t see a fucking thing out here. Once they were well out of 
view of prying eyes, Knuckles unceremoniously dropped the body and took a seat against 
the root of some big fucking tree, leaning back with a groan. He relocated the joint he’d 
been working on when Samson and Tiny had come to their aid, lighting it up and inhaling 
before offering it back to Spike. 
 
“Shit, man,” he said thinly, exhaling. “She’s with the Vikings?” Knuckles shook his head. 
“What the fuck was she thinking coming out here without them?” 
 
Spike shrugged, not seeming to be as affected by all this, drawing on the joint smoothly. 
“Wasn’t thinking. Trying to prove something.” 
 
They were quiet again, Knuckles sizing up Spike and wondering if he wasn’t just as 
stupid. He was the only Red Rebel in the vicinity that he knew. Spike’s brothers had 
swooped in to clean this up, and he was royally outnumbered now. They could kill him or 
pin it all on him. 
 
Spike immediately set his mind at ease, likely without realizing it. “She wasn’t even that 
great of a fuck, was she?” 
 
Knuckles snorted with laughter, having to agree with that assessment. “I’ve jerked off in 
tighter socks,” he returned, passing the joint back. Then he got serious. “I really 
appreciate this. You need help anywhere around Southern Cali, I want you to know you 
can ask the Rebels. I owe you guys, really.” 
 
Spike gave that indifferent one-shoulder shrug again. “It’s my ass, too.” 
 
Knuckles snorted. “You got your two boys here. My ass is outnumbered.” 
 
Spike’s smile was crazy, and that was comforting. “Yeah. But if I’m going to bury a guy, 
it won’t be over a bit of gash at fucking Sturgis, man.” 
 
Knuckles had to grin back. “Fair enough. But thanks.” It was quiet again, and there was a 
familiar tightness in his neck that made him sigh and rub the back of his head. “So much 
for fucking the edge away.” 
 
They shared another laugh then waited for the death car. 
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It hadn’t taken Tiny long to find the cage. There were only a couple of parking lots on the 
edge of town, and the selfies she’d taken gave a good indication of the route she’d taken. 
The Charger stood out like a beacon, surrounded by a sea of bikes. He eased himself into 
the driver’s seat and pulled out his cell. “Got the cage, boss. Can you get Blondie to the 
road without being seen? No way we’re gonna be able to bury her, so I figure we might 
as well lose her an’ the car at the same time.” 
“Makes sense, brother. If I remember right there’s a picnic area, pretty well hidden from 
the road. I’ll get Tweedle Dum and Tweedle Dee to take her there an’ follow you on my 
bike.” 
“I know where you mean. Should be quiet there now. Later.” Tiny turned the key and the 
Dodge burst into life. It really was a sweet ride. 
 

 
 
The two men watched as the car disappeared under the water. Samson guessed it would 
be found eventually, but the girl in the driver’s seat was full of drugs and tequila, and 
there’d be a good chance the cops would conclude that she’d croaked at the wheel and the 
car had rolled into the lake. 
 
Tiny scowled. “Fucking nice car. Pity we had to dump it.” 
 
Samson shook his head. “You’re a sick fuck, Tiny.” 
 
As they walked back to his bike, Samson’s cell rang. “Hey, baby girl…Nah, you’re not 
disturbing anything…Nope, nothing much, just a few beers with some old friends. Pretty 
boring, really.” 
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OF BONDINGS AND BEATINGS 

The guys get heroic. 
 

 
 

Fitz had decided to go off by himself for a while. His head was full, thoughts and 
emotions were buzzing like angry hornets between his ears, and none of it was helped by 
his healing injuries from the fight. The swelling on the left side of his face had gone 
down, mostly; now it was just a spectacular array of colors as the bruise spread from his 
hairline and down his jaw. Alex had said it wasn’t broken, but that didn’t mean it didn’t 
ache like a son of a bitch, and it was feeling more and more likely that he’d be going 
home minus a few teeth. His eyebrow still felt lumpy around the newly formed scab. 
 
He’d ridden for a while, enjoying the warm evening air rushing past him and the scenery 
all lit up in the sunset. He never could figure out how the dying light made everything 
glow so much brighter, how it made the colors so much more intense, almost as if 
everything was lit from below as well as above. Even the ache in his face hadn’t 
distracted him from being able to appreciate the way the heavens seemed to set on fire as 
the sun bedded down for the day. 
 
Eventually, he’d headed back to town, but he still didn’t feel like being company. 
Somehow he couldn’t muster the energy for conversation. The idea of the concentration 
required to listen, especially over the din of the crowded bars, and to make suitable 
responses, exhausted him. The smell of Sturgis, all exhaust fumes and warmed blacktop, 
with cooked meat and smoke over the top, and alcohol underneath, was beginning to 
smell like home. That was always the way of it. Just as the novelty and newness wore off, 
it turned time to ride home. 
 
Looking to be alone without being lonely, he headed back to the Buffalo Chip campsite. 
The crazy circus would be plenty distracting. He wasn’t worried about taking shit for his 
loss in the ring. For one, it had been an honorable loss, for another, as long as he guarded 
the left side of his face like a motherfucker he was still capable of putting anyone fool 
enough to mouth off back in their place. His hands and shoulders were good. They’d 
been a little stiff the morning after, but they were fine now. 
 
Fitz’d been meandering through the crazy for a while, past people fucking in tents, and 
people fucking outside them, past strippers and wannabe strippers. He was careful to pick 
his way around the groups of people sitting smoking and drinking as he waded through 
noise and scents so loud and thick they felt like a fog, and then something caught the 
corner of his eye. 
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He was going to walk on. Whatever it was, it was likely none of his fucking business, but 
a sharp female cry had his feet moving in its direction before his brain had fully engaged. 
 
The floodlights from the music stages, the candy striped disco lights of the mobile 
stripper vans and campfires merged with the sodium lights of RVs and the dim torch 
glow of the tents to provide enough illumination for a body to find its way through the 
obstacles, but they threw crazy shadows, dark shadows. There were places that a whole 
group of people could stand and not be seen. Following the dying echo of the shout, he 
found a group of six men dragging a girl by her hair and arms into a black space between 
two unlit RVs. He wasn’t even at the edge of the site; that was still more than a mile from 
where he was. He was in the thick of it all. 
 
He could not walk away and let this happen. 
 
Fitz patted his hip to reassure himself that his blade was still where he’d put it. He could 
feel the one in his boot with every step, a reassuring tap against his leg. He didn’t need to 
check that one. 
 
“You okay, miss?” Fitz called into the darkness. He was barely able to make out the still 
struggling form. 
 
“Help murrphgh.” The whimpered plea was cut short by the sound of a slap. 
 
“Unless you wanna party with us, pretty boy, this here ain’t none of your concern.”  
 
Fitz’s eyes were adjusting to the dark, and he could see more clearly now as his retinas 
grabbed hold of the stray rays from behind him. The men were all much bigger than her 
in one way or another. One was tall and junkie thin, one was short, almost dwarfish. The 
other four were the average biker build, average height, wider than average girth around 
their middles from beer and doing fuck-all. 
 
The girl was wide-eyed and frantic. Her long blonde hair was snarled in the fist of the 
junkie-looking beanpole. She was wearing the almost obligatory Sturgis uniform of 
cowboy boots, denim skirt and a bikini, this one patterned with the Stars and Stripes. She 
might have been cheerleader pretty once, before life happened, but even in the half 
darkness Fitz could see that time had taken its toll on her. She looked like someone who 
should’ve known the game well enough to have avoided sliding down this snake on the 
board. 
 
“I’m makin’ it my concern.” Even though the men were wearing cuts, he couldn’t bring 
himself to call them ‘brother’. 
 
As he stepped forward, fists raised, five of the men stepped to meet him. He was 
outnumbered, but he would not use that as an excuse to turn his back and feign ignorance. 
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Despite his best efforts not to, Samson had enjoyed today. He’d wandered around the 
Buffalo Chip campsite, checking out the bikes, and sharing beers and joints with a few 
old friends. He’d even stood and watched some bands.  
 
Somewhere along the line, he’d managed to lose Tiny, who’d found himself a poker 
game in an old buddy’s RV, and Spike had wandered off in search of entertainment, and, 
despite the niggling concern that Tiny and Spike, off the leash, usually ended in someone 
winding up dead, it was good to have some time to himself.  
 
Now though, he needed to be away from the crowds and noise. His shoulder was hurting 
like a bitch, and his back was beginning to object to him being on his feet all day, but he 
was in no hurry as he picked his way between the tents, bikes, and bodies back to where 
he’d left his bike.  
 
In a place as crowded as this, it was hard to stay fully alert to what was going on around 
him, but above the sounds of laughter, music and engines, his ears picked up something 
else. A scream. That wasn’t so unusual here, but his gut was telling him that something 
was wrong. And Samson always listened to his gut. He scanned the area, trying to make 
out figures in the shadows. It was hard to make anything out, but in the dim light, 
between two RVs was a lone figure, and when he looked closer, beyond him he could just 
make out the outlines of five others. Not good odds. Any debate about whether or not he 
was going to walk on and leave the guy to his fate was ended when he caught a glimpse 
of his patch. Fuck. Squaring his shoulders he walked over. “We got a problem?” He 
grinned as Fitz turned and his eyebrows—eyebrow—shot up. “Or would you prefer to 
take ‘em on your own?” 
 
Fitz ignored him and nodded to the shape of a girl struggling to get free of the asshole 
that was holding her. “The lady don’t wanna party.” 
 
Samson grinned a little wider as the men in front of them shuffled their feet awkwardly in 
the time honored way of those who outnumber their opponents, but are prevented from 
taking advantage of the situation by the voices in their heads screaming that they were 
facing a psycho—or in this case, now two psychos—and should get their asses out of 
there.  
 
To be honest, he didn’t like their chances, but fuck it. Even in the poor light he could see 
that these were hardly men at their peak of physical fitness. With his eyes never leaving 
them, he unclipped his wallet chain, and, after stowing the wallet safely away in the 
inside pocket of his cut, wrapped it around his left hand. “How about you let the lady go, 
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friends. There’s plenty of tail out there, and I’m sure even someone as ugly as you can 
find someone willing to party.” 
 
“How about you fuck off. You‘re outnumbered six to two.” The smallest of the men 
stepped forward.  
 
Fitz snorted. “Five and a half.” He too, was sizing their opponents up. “Fuck this shit. We 
gonna do this, brother?” Without waiting for an answer, he launched himself onto the 
little guy, and took him out with a single punch.  
 
Well, fuck.  

 
 
Eva was right. This was the suckiest idea for a honeymoon. What the hell was he 
thinking? 
 
The campground was beginning to cramp Ben’s style both literally and figuratively. He 
wasn’t exactly petite, and the Airstream, though a lot more comfy than the ground, was 
beginning to close in on him like a sardine can. There were only two days left, and he 
was ready to go home to their little Victorian house with its spacious backyard, his 
favorite chair in front of the fireplace and the brand new California king-sized bed. 
 
“Here.” Eva plopped down next to him in one of the small picnic chairs with a cup of 
wine in her hand and placed a bag of hamburger buns on a round, plastic table. Vic and 
Elle had equipped the Airstream with some essentials which they’d found stuffed inside 
upon arrival. Eva had spent a good portion of the first day getting the stuffy capsule aired 
out, arranged and cleared out enough so that Ben wouldn’t need to breathe into a paper 
bag. He couldn’t help it. He’d grown up in cramped quarters all his life, from fitting four 
people into a 3-room apartment, to a trailer no bigger than this, then to a jail cell before 
finding himself on the front steps of the Mountain Skulls clubhouse. He made no excuses. 
He liked his space. And being six-foot-six, he liked plenty of it. 
 
He opened the package of buns while Eva got paper plates and napkins. There was also a 
tiny Weber charcoal grill packed away, and, right now, several burgers sizzled on it. With 
Vic having dinner with some old acquaintances and Taz off on a night ride, Ben had 
decided to forgo the more manly festivities and spend some quality time with his wife. 
Though the heavy atmosphere filled with smoke, sweat, dirt and honkytonk music made 
for a less-than-romantic evening. “You ready to go home?” 
 
Eva cast him a look as she popped open her laptop then plugged her cell into it, which 
acted as a mobile hotspot. She didn’t trust the free wifi the Chip offered and had brought 
her own so that she could check in at work. Plus, they used it to watch Netflix at night. 



194 

Again, this was a sucky-ass honeymoon. “I am. Don’t get me wrong, this is 
an…experience.” She swirled the wine in her cup. “Guess I’m not cut out for this kind of 
atmosphere, after all.” 
 
“Ah, you did fine. I’m the one who feels like shit leaving you to your own devices at 
night.” Other than the scant time they spent together when he returned at night, the 
second day, when they’d gone into town to look around and pick up some supplies, and 
now, they really hadn’t had any solid couple time. She did ‘make nice,’ as he put it, with 
a couple of old ladies several nights ago, one of them being Isaac Lunden’s wife. She 
didn’t say if the ladies had talked ‘shop,’ but Lunden’s wife had an adorable little one 
with them so he imagined there was some ‘baby talk’ thrown into the mix. Babies. Yeah, 
he really needed to get on that wagon. 
 
“Don’t overcook mine, Ben. You know I like it medium.” 
 
Ben took a spatula and scooped one off the grill. “Hand me a plate, darlin’.” 
 
Instead of the plate, he took her hand and pulled her onto his lap. “I promise our next 
honeymoon will be better.” 
 
Eva put her arm around his neck, then bent down to nibble his ear before whispering into 
it. “I choose.” 
 
If she kept that up, she could do whatever she wanted. Damn, how much wine had she 
drunk after all? He knew she’d brought at least three bottles. “If you don’t want your 
burger getting cold darlin’, you best quit it, else we’re going inside for a little 
procreating.” 
 
“Isn’t that what we came for?” 
 
Fuck it, they could always throw the burgers back on to warm. He stood up with his arms 
still around her and was ready to head inside when he heard it. A scream. A female 
scream. His astute senses picked it out of the various other sounds filling the campsite. 
Eva obviously hadn’t heard it. “What is it? What’s the matter?” 
 
He dropped her on the ground and jerked his head towards the Airstream. “Get inside. I’ll 
be right back.” 
 

 
 
Fitz spat, and one of the two molars on his left side that Samson had loosened flew out 
onto the grass with the mouthful of blood. Guess that one wouldn’t be coming home with 
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him, after all. Short Stack was still out cold. If Fitz’d stopped to think for a minute, he’d 
have realized that it might’ve been a good idea to draw the guy out from the tight space 
between the RVs. Now he was having to concentrate on not tripping over the legs which 
were splayed out from the body slumped against the metal siding of one of the vehicles. 
 
He and Samson were engaged with two men each. Junkie was still holding onto Blondie. 
He had her pinned against an RV, her face mashed into its side, his fist still knotted in her 
hair. For now, he was keeping her in place while he watched the confrontation. Fitz sent a 
quick prayer to somewhere that he wouldn’t do the deed that he and Samson were trying 
to prevent while they were otherwise occupied. This had already descended into enough 
of a clusterfuck as it was. 
 
Fitz had to trust that Samson was holding his own. The space was too badly lit, and he 
was too preoccupied trying to get the upper hand on the two guys he was facing off 
against, to be able to get a read on how Samson was doing. Fingers crossed no one saw 
the hitch on his left side, or forced him to throw that haymaker left hook too often.  
 
For himself, he was guarding his left side like a motherfucker. The swelling had gone 
down and he had uninterrupted vision again, but a fractured cheekbone was a fractured 
cheekbone. If he caught a blow on that side he’d be seeing stars long enough that Stinky 
and No Brain would be all over him like a rash. Guarding with his right meant punching 
with his left, not his strongest side, and he couldn’t get enough of an opening to snag his 
knife. The girl squeaked again, and Fitz remembered why he’d jumped into this white-
knight-on-a-suicide-mission in the first place. He just hoped that all three of them didn’t 
get fucked over thanks to his sudden whim to play hero. 
 
“You boys need a hand?” 
 
Fitz couldn’t break his concentration long enough to see who had spoken from behind 
him. He could only hope whoever it was wasn’t hoping to get a piece of Blondie. 
 

 
 
Quick assessment of a situation was one of Ben’s strong points, and now was no 
different. Two patches against five wannabes while a sixth had a woman pushed up 
against one of the trailers. It didn’t take a NASA engineer to figure this one out. 
 
His paltry action in the ring two nights ago had him raring to go. He didn’t wait for an 
invitation and just jumped right in, heading over to the Priest whose face looked as if it 
had been recently danced on. And then he recognized him as the guy who’d taken on the 
Freak laying into the other two guys. He thought to save the guy further injury by pulling 
both off him, but the Priest gave Ben a look as if to say, ‘I got his one.’ Even with a 
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fucked-up face, a man still had his pride, and Ben respected that. Laying his big hands on 
the back of the shoulders of the other guy doubling up on the Priest, Ben pulled him off 
with a hard yank. 
 
“Who the…?” 
 
He obviously hadn’t heard Ben coming into the fold, especially since the Freak was 
holding off his other two buddies. Spinning him around, Ben cocked his right fist back. 
“Me, asshole.” Putting every ounce of his huge size into his swing, he clocked the guy in 
the face and watched him go down hard, which is where he stayed. He quickly caught the 
eye of the Priest who’d just ducked the other dude’s left hook and saw the guy Ben put on 
the ground. He looked impressed. Ben just shrugged. “Just tired him out for me, brother.” 
 
The Priest grinned through his broken face while Ben spun to see if the Freak needed 
assistance. Shit, the guy was huge—nearly Ben’s size and looking a bit familiar. If he 
hadn’t had that Freak patch on his back, Ben would swear it was Lunden’s number two. 
Seeing Ben’s hands were free, the Freak pushed off one of the guys in his direction. No 
doubt the guy probably could handle the two pussies on him, but it now made the playing 
field even. Each patch had his own victim, but the real one was the chick being held 
against her will. Now it was a matter of finishing these guys off and dealing with that 
tweaker-looking asshole holding the woman. 
 

 
 
If this had been a Jackie Chan movie, Samson’s opponents would have taken turns to 
attack him, but it wasn’t, and these fuckers were all over him. Every time he swung with 
his left, shockwaves ran down his arm, but the chain wrapped around his fingers went 
some way to compensate for the lack of power. He would have preferred to favor his left 
side, but that wasn’t an option in the confined space between the two RVs.  
 
Whether it was by design, or just by pure luck, Samson wasn’t sure, but the shorter of the 
two men landed a kick on his left knee and it was only adrenaline that had kept him on 
his feet. Hopping, he swung with his left and connected with the guy’s temple, hitting 
him hard enough to draw blood, but not enough to put him down. Maybe these assholes 
weren’t as soft as they looked.  
 
Fitz seemed to be still standing, but he was guarding his left side and Samson didn’t 
fancy his chances if a lucky punch got through. And if Fitz went down, he didn’t fancy 
his own chances, either.  
 
A fist glanced across his jaw and he countered with a punch to the gut. As much as 
Samson loved brawling, he would’ve preferred to have some space to work with, and to 
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be in a little better shape. In his peripheral vision, he saw another—big—figure join the 
fray, and pushed Short and Fat towards him. Now that things were a bit more even, he set 
about putting Bald and Bad Breath out on his ass.  
 

 
 
It seemed like hours, but it was probably only a matter of minutes. Either way, it was 
mayhem. Fitz had to concentrate on keeping his feet with two bodies on the ground, and 
on not getting the shit beat out of him by the fat fuck he was facing off against. At least 
the odds were even now. He couldn’t see Blondie, and he didn’t look for her. He had to 
trust that she would still be alright, that she would even still be there, once they were free 
to do something about her. He couldn’t check on what was going on around him to see 
how Samson and the new guy were getting along. His world narrowed down to a space 
defined by the reach and aggression of his own opponent. 
 
And then it was over. The guy he was fighting was overweight, out of shape and way out 
of his comfort zone. The only reason that Fitz had been struggling initially was that he’d 
started with two guys to fight and that he’d had to be careful with his injuries. As the guy 
tired and started huffing like his lungs were about to explode, Fitz moved in with a jab to 
his solar plexus and an uppercut to the jaw. His guy went down, onto both knees, in the 
dirt and could not get the breath to get back up. Fitz landed a golden shot to the side of 
the guy’s face, and he was out cold with the others. 
 
When Fitz stepped back, he could see that Samson and Ben had taken care of their guys 
and were waiting on him. He was glad they hadn’t tried to step in and ease his burden, 
because he didn’t think he’d have been able to take the two of them, and he would have 
fucking well made the effort if they’d so much as hinted that he couldn’t deal with one 
ignorant slob. 
 
They shared a smile for a job well done, then, as one, looked up to where the last guy had 
had Blondie pinned against the RV. He was still there, he still had the woman trapped up 
against the side of the vehicle, but he looked decidedly less confident now.  
 
They took a step forward. 
 
Tall and Skinny released Blondie, turning and shoving her in front of him as he pushed 
her away, trying to make her an obstacle as he backed up, leaving his friends in the dirt. 
 
“Fuckin’ have her. Used up old whore ain’t even worth it.” 
 
He turned tail and ran, stumbling over power cables and bags of rubbish as he made his 
escape. 



198 

 
“Think we have to worry about him?” Samson asked, almost rhetorically. 
 
“Nah, don’t think he’s gonna be up to much without his posse.” Fitz replied. 
 
“You okay, miss?” Their new friend advanced a step towards Blondie. At first she 
seemed unsure of them. It was a typical reaction that Fitz had witnessed before. When 
someone had seen violence, even if that violence was to their benefit, they tended to be 
wary of the people who had committed it. 
 
“Yeah, uhm, I guess,” she stuttered, rubbing at her upper arms and then hugging herself. 
“Thank you, for… I guess you could’ve walked on by if you’d’ve wanted.” 
 
“No, we couldn’t.” Fitz answered. 
 
“You got some friends we can get you back to?” Samson asked. 
 
“Yeah, I kinda lost ‘em over by the main stage…” Blondie was interrupted by a reedy 
electronic tune, seemingly playing out of the middle of nowhere. She patted the pockets 
of her little denim mini, and that’s when Fitz realized he was hearing a ringtone, and it 
was her phone that she was looking for. 
 
She located the handset, illuminated by its white-blue LED glow, under one of the RVs. 
It had stopped playing its tonal rendition of “Mustang Sally” by the time she found it, so 
she swiped her fingers over it a couple of times, making a call back. 
 
“Neela? Is Cat still with you?... Yeah… Yeah… I’m over by…” She lowered the handset 
and looked at the three men, her face almost completely blank. “Where the fuck are we?” 
 
Samson glanced behind him, out into the happy crowd, which had paid them no attention 
whatsoever. “We’re by the Titty Twister mobile strip club.” 
 
Blondie relayed the location to her friend. “Yeah… Yeah, I got into some shit, but these 
three guys got me out of it. Yeah… I’ll look out for you. See you in five.” She ended the 
call. 
 
“I’ll wait with you, miss.” Fitz offered. It wasn’t like he had anywhere better to be. 
 
“Sally. My name’s Sally. And thank you, again, all of you.” 
 
“No problem, miss.” Their friend, a huge guy with a Mountain Skulls patch, Fitz noticed, 
nodded. He turned to Samson, then to Fitz. “You fellas okay?” 
 
“Yeah, we’re good.” Fitz held out his hand. “Thanks for the help…” 
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“Ben. Ben Lawson.” 
 
Ben took his hand and shook it. Fitz’s recently very battered knuckles protested, but he 
kept the wince in check. “Fitz.” Samson introduced himself next, and Ben shook his 
hand, too. 
 
“Well, I’m gonna get back to my old lady, then. I’ll see you fellas around.” 
 
“I’m sure you will.” Samson returned Ben’s head bob before Ben walked off and merged 
into the crowds, as much as anyone that much over six foot in height could merge. 
 
Another round of electronic chirping started up. Fitz glanced around the unconscious 
bodies strewn at their feet before he noticed Samson patting his cut pockets. 
 
“Yeah?…You did what?…Fuck, Spike…Okay…Who? Shit man, this better not come 
back an' bite us. Where are you?…Fine, I'll be there in half an hour.” 
 
He hung up and pressed the keypad to make a call. “Tiny? We got a situation. Meet me at 
Elk View.” 
 
Samson looked at Fitz. “I gotta go.” He glanced around the slumped bodies with disgust. 
“I don’t think these fucks are gonna bother you for a while.” 
 
“Yeah. They might think twice next time they wanna get friendly with someone who 
don’t wanna play their game.”  
 
“Unlikely.” Samson snorted.  
 
There was a pause. Nothing was said, but the empty space was full of words. 
 
“We good?” Fitz asked. 
 
“Guess so.” Samson grinned. When he stepped forward and folded Fitz into the standard 
bro-hug, Fitz could have sworn he squeezed extra hard just to make the point that he’d 
won in the ring, but Fitz’d be damned before he let him know that his ribs hit the high 
notes under the pressure. 
 
“Take care, miss.” Samson tipped his head at Blondie, Sally, and slipped off into the 
crowd, off to dig whoever out of whatever shit they’d landed in. 
 
Sally let Fitz take her by the elbow and guide her farther out into the carnival madness, 
well into the brightly lit area by the mobile stripper poles, which were occupied by 
whirling, mostly naked, bright orange women. Conversation wasn’t his strong point, and 
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he was still trying to think of a good topic for small talk when a dark-haired, dark-eyed 
woman who looked to be about the same age, or at least the same life bracket as Sally, 
pushed through the crowd, her head scanning from side to side. She was accompanied by 
a younger woman, a natural blonde with catlike green eyes. The blonde spotted Sally 
first. 
 
“Sally!” 
 
The brunette turned at the blonde’s exclamation. They altered direction and pulled up in 
front of Fitz and Sally. The brunette leaned around them and took a good look at the 
detritus of the fight left in the space between the vehicles. Fitz knew the men would still 
be there. Even over the music and chatter of the crowd he was sure he’d have heard them 
moving if they’d gotten up. And they’d been put down hard. 
 
“Damn, Mustang. What kinda shit did ya get into this time?” 
 
Fitz’s job was done, and his head was beginning to buzz again. He needed to find himself 
another distraction, something calmer, something that involved a fifth of Jack would be 
good. He put his hand on Sally’s bare shoulder. “I’m gonna shoot. You take care now.” 
 
He would have left without waiting for an answer, but Sally rose up onto her tiptoes and 
pressed a kiss to his unbruised cheek. “Thank you again, Fitz. My knight in banged up 
armor.” And damn if he didn’t blush. 
 
“Have a good night, ladies.” He tipped his head to the three women, two of whom were 
smirking broadly, and went to find a way to forget his own name for a while. 
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HEAVENGOING 5 
Ben and Eva Lawson 

 

 
 

Getting his hands dirty for the club was one thing. Using them to pummel a few assholes 
was another. 
 
Ben flexed his fingers to work out the kinks, the usual soreness beginning to form in the 
joints. He had a few cuts across the tops of his knuckles, but not much damage, since 
he’d put those two guys down rather quick. When you’re built like the side of a mountain 
and have hands the size of bear paws, you tend to have an advantage. It was a quick in 
and out, leaving Samson and Fitz as soon as his part was done. He hadn’t meant to be 
gone this long from Eva. But the noise he’d gone to investigate had turned out to be a 
five against two fight. Dirty assholes. 
 
He was certain the burgers were sitting under the domed cover of the grill, all dried and 
shriveled up by now. He hoped Eva hadn’t waited and had eaten, especially since she’d 
already been drinking. 
 
When he got back to the Airstream, he found their little picnic area all tidied up. The 
plastic table and chairs had been taken inside, and the grill, once he put his hand over it, 
was still warm. Lifting the cover, there was no evidence of the dinner-for-two they were 
supposed to have had. He frowned. She was no doubt inside wondering where the hell he 
had gone off to and why he hadn’t called. Sending a text while throwing a right hook 
wasn’t something he’d mastered yet. 
 
They were still on their own, since Vic hadn’t returned and Taz was still off God-knew-
where with his dick in God-knew-who. This was supposed to be a sort of honeymoon for 
him and his new wife, and tonight was the first night he and the guys had split off to do 
their own thing, so he was hers for the night. And then he’d gone and taken off. Damn 
dirty assholes. 
 
He pulled open the door of the trailer, which was a land yacht model, and locked it 
behind him. It was a good size with a decent layout, but it still made Ben feel like an 
elephant was on his chest. Just one more day to get through Vic had that big officer’s 
meet tomorrow, and he was ready to leave for home and his big bed. Right now, he 
needed to see how pissed his wife was. “Darlin’? Eva?” 
 
He noticed the burgers wrapped in plastic on the counter just as he heard the sound of the 
tiny shower turn on. The trailer held thirty-nine gallon tanks for both fresh and black 
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water, and they had a gas-powered water heater, so they were all able to take quick 
showers. For Ben, the quicker the better, as the enclosure was like being in a coffin. It 
was worse than the curtained ring he’d had to master in the claw-foot tub of their old 
Victorian home back in Tippitt.  
 
Slipping off his cut, he squeezed his way through to the bathroom area and found Eva 
sitting in the enclosure, gloriously naked while she worked the handheld shower over her 
head. An empty wine cup was perched on top of the toilet seat cover. The sight of her 
made his heart race and his cock swell. It also pissed him off. “Eva? What the hell, 
darlin’?” 
 
She seemed unfazed, as if she’d known all along he was here. “What does it look like?” 
 
“The door was unlocked.” She’d had a habit of that back home, especially with the slider 
which led from their kitchen to the backyard. It was a habit that she’d quickly broken 
after her estranged mother had snuck in to threaten her. As much as he tried to sound 
stern in scolding her, her wet, naked body was doing other things to him. 
 
“I saw you coming back,” she casually said. She never once looked at him. Her head was 
tipped back, her long, dark hair clung to her shoulders, her tits thrust out, her nipples hard 
from the chill of the open space.  
 
“Shit, Eva.” His voice snarled with lust as he began to tear his clothes off. It would be a 
tight squeeze, but it would be worth the indignity of having to breathe into a paper bag 
afterwards if he had to. Naked himself, he wedged his way in and took the handle of the 
shower. 
 
Eva’s eyes flew open, then swept over him in an earthy manner. Her hand went over his 
as she noticed the cuts. “What happened, Ben?” 
 
“Went in search of a scream and found a fight instead.” 
 
She stood up, their bodies flush in the tight space. She brought his hand up and kissed it, 
then regarded him with glassy, blue eyes. “Defending a lady’s honor?” 
 
“How’d you guess?” 
 
She took the shower handle, then began to wet him down. “Because of the scream. Must 
not have been much of a fight.” She inspected his hands again. “Not much damage.” 
 
“Had some help. And the damage was on the other guys.” The damage could’ve been 
worse. Unlike his brothers, Ben didn’t wear rings. Nor did he sport a lot of ink. Being a 
minimalist, he liked things simple and unadorned. Right now, he liked how his wife was 
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stroking the fine strands of dark-blonde hair on his chest. He could tell she was tipsy. 
“Shit, Eva, how much wine did you have?”  
 
She rubbed against him, her silky, wet skin driving him mad. She did horny well when 
she was sober, but when Eva had some fermented liquid in her, she was more 
uninhibited. “Just two glasses.” 
 
“Surprised you had any left after you shared with the other ol’ ladies the night of the 
bonfire.” 
 
He felt an uncomfortable shift in her body and wondered what he had said wrong. She 
turned off the water, dropped the shower handle, then threw her arms around his neck. 
“Now, Ben. Let’s make a baby—now. Right here.” 
 
It wasn’t as if they hadn’t had sex since they’d gotten here, so they very well could’ve 
made a baby already, but Eva probably had some internal clock that told her this moment 
was the exact time. And who was he to say no to his naked wife? 
 
The space was beyond cramped, and his size left barely any room to move. Being 
creative was key, but Ben was also a simple guy and there was only one way to do this. 
He crushed his lips against hers as he pressed her back against the wall of the enclosure. 
His hands went down to cup her ass and slide her up, smiling into her mouth when her 
legs instinctively locked around his waist.  
 
“Damn, darlin’,” he breathed against the corner of her lips. “You know how much I 
fucking love you?” 
 
“I love you too.” Even as she whispered back, her lower body shifted up and down until 
he felt the heat of her center against his stiff cock. “I…I…”  
 
She was using her body to search him out, but it was hard to move with barely any room 
to maneuver. He reached his hand down between them. “Here, darlin’. Let me…shit!” 
 
She found him, tilting her pelvis back until he was buried balls-deep inside of her. “Fuck, 
Eva. You feel so damn good.” 
 
“Ben…yeah.” Her voice was coarse and lusty in his ear. There was no room for her to 
throw her head back, so she had buried her face in the crook of his neck while he kept her 
anchored against him as he thrust up inside of her. She was also vocal when she was 
tipsy. “Yeah, that’s it. Ben that’s it. Do it. Please. Please, Ben. Give us a baby.” 
 
That pretty much did it. His testosterone already at an all-time high from the fight and 
finding her naked, this fuck was one for the record books in terms of speed. This wasn’t 
meant to be for form, foreplay or duration, but a purpose, even though it was still hot as 
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hell. “Shit, Eva…I’m gonna…” And he did, releasing himself deep inside of her, hoping 
that whatever female vibe she had was right and that their child had taken root. 
 
He released her, and she slid down the wall as he looked down at her. “No more wine.” 
 
“No more left,” she coyly replied. 
 
He kissed her hairline then palmed her lower belly. “Think we did it? Think there’s a 
little sprout in there?” 
 
She raised a brow. “Sprout?” 
 
“Yeah. I like it.” 
 
“Mmm.” She rested her chin against his chest. “Me too.” 
 
“Eva?” 
 
“Yeah?” 
 
“We’re building a walk-in shower at home. Case closed.” 



205 

 
HEAVENGOING 6 

Dizzy Disraeli and Thea Colby 
 

 
 

“I feel like I’ve been neglectin’ you, darlin’.” 
 
“Dizz, it’s a bike rally, you’re a biker. This is kinda what I’d expected.” Thea said with a 
wry grin.  
 
After today they only had one more full day at Sturgis; the day after that they would be 
going home. And now he developed an attack of conscience. Not when he’d been 
planning the trip and had fairly demanded that she come with him, not during the two-day 
journey when she’d thought she’d go insane from backache and boredom, not when he 
and Cage had left her and Alex to their own devices almost every day and every night 
while they went off to chat bikes and engine parts with complete strangers and fill 
themselves with whiskey. No, now, when it was almost over, now he was concerned.  
 
But Thea had expected it and had been prepared for it. It would have been nice if she and 
Alex could have gotten their groove on and gotten drunk a night or two, and she’d had to 
go to bed embarrassingly early on a couple of occasions due to sheer exhaustion. But 
given what had happened the night they’d met up with the other old ladies, perhaps it was 
a good thing that they hadn’t gotten out of their minds. Sturgis might look like a mad 
biker family gathering, but it wasn’t a safe place, not really. 
 
“You wanna do somethin’ today? The two of us?” She could tell by his tone that he was 
feeling a little repentant, maybe. 
 
“As long as you’re not thinkin’ about draggin’ me up and down a couple of miles worth 
of bikes to talk handlebar positionin’.” 
 
“Nope. I leave our day in your hands. Whatever you wanna do, we’ll do today.” 
 
Thea hefted herself up from her seat at the table where she’d been finishing breakfast, 
and went to her old man. It would have been nice if she could have been all graceful and 
elegant about this, but it felt like she was baking the next Incredible Hulk or King Kong. 
Graceful and elegant had flown out of the window a long time ago. She wrapped her 
arms around Dizzy as best as her pregnant stomach would allow. 
 
“I’ve got an idea.” She murmured. 
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“Really?” Oh, he looked way too excited for what she had in mind. 
 
“No! Not that you dirty-minded bastard.” She grinned and tucked her face against his 
neck, her mouth by his ear. She breathed deeply, the scent that was her man was fresh 
and a little sharp from the splash of cologne after his recent shower. His hair was still 
damp. “How ‘bout we get hitched?” She whispered. 
 
Dizzy pulled back, his hands on her arms. “Seriously?” She was a touch offended, but he 
wasn’t scowling, he was almost laughing, so he didn’t think it was the worst idea in the 
world ever. 
 
“Yeah. I was thinkin’ it’d be kinda nice, you know, before our kid arrives.” 
 
“We can do that here? Just like that, with no notice?” 
 
“Yeah, we don’t need any blood tests, just a license and a couple of witnesses.” 
 
Now Dizzy looked at her suspiciously. “Did you look into this before we came?” 
 
“I might have googled a bit.” Thea admitted reluctantly. 
 
Dizzy hadn’t lost his look of suspicion. “You google enough to know where we get the 
license from?” 
 
Thea shrugged. “I might have a couple of addresses.” Now it was her turn to be 
suspicious. “Dizz, I’ve kinda just proposed and you’re leavin’ me hangin’ here.” 
 
Dizzy didn’t answer her, but the grin that had been growing on his face faded. He slid his 
palms down her arms until he could circle her wrists, then he brought her hands from 
around him until they were in between them and turned them palm upwards. The 
abrasions from the other night had scabbed over and were accusingly dark against her 
skin. 
 
He caught her eyes before he spoke. “You gonna tell me what happened here?” 
 
“I did, I tripped.”  
 
“Yeah, while you were practicin’ for the pole at the Full Throttle, I’m sure.” 
 
“Are you sayin’ you don’t believe me?” 
 
“I’m sayin’ I don’t believe you cut your hands up this bad just trippin’, and that there was 
somethin’ up that other night when you’d been makin’ nice with the old ladies.” 
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“Do you trust me?” She asked him earnestly. 
 
“Yeah. You know I do.” 
 
“Then trust me when I say you don’t wanna know.” 
 
Dizzy looked at her for a long time. He seemed to be trying to see the answer in her face 
or eyes, but since the answer would likely start an outlaw war between at least four, 
maybe five, clubs and god knew how many charters across the country, Thea made sure 
she stayed good and blank. Maybe she’d tell him what had almost happened when they 
got home, when they were more than a thousand miles away, but not here, definitely not 
here. 
 
Whatever he was looking for, he found, or didn’t mind that he didn’t find it, because his 
face finally split into the wide smile that she loved. “Okay, let’s do it. You got any 
preferences for witnesses?” 
 
“Let’s just grab Cage and Alex and get goin’.” 
 
Dizzy laughed, deep and full and carefree. It wasn’t a sound she’d gotten to hear often 
through the past months, while business had been busy for the club. “I like that you’re so 
impatient.” Dizzy sobered, “but Josh ain’t gonna be happy to miss this.” 
 
Thea had thought of that, but she also thought she could make it right with her son. “We 
can do a big party when we get home, invite Samuel and his gang. As long as Jenny’s 
there, he’ll be happy as a pig in mud. It ain’t like we haven’t been livin’ together for 
months.” 
 
“Okay, sweetheart. Let’s do it, let’s get wed.” 
 
When he kissed her, it felt like forever. 
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VIOLET HATES STURGIS, DAY FIVE 

Lilli has a rough day. 
 

 
 

Violet leaned back in the chair next to Dawg’s. She didn’t have any appointments until 
that night, and she kind of wished it would stay that way. She was glad it was Dawg there 
with her, though. Besides Mac, he was her favorite guard dog. Not much got to him, and 
he didn’t complain about not being able to drink and chase pussy while he was watching 
her. 

“How’s the arm?” he asked, and she regretted her positive thoughts about him. 

“Fine,” she muttered. There was a lot of nagging about her arm, and it was fine. Sort of. 
Not too bad, at least. “How’s Edie?” 

“Good,” he shrugged. “Talked to her earlier. The kids were tearing up Mel’s place.” 

“They’re staying with Mel?” 

“Wanted to make sure they were fed while I was away.” 

Violet laughed. “It’s a bit mean how you’re all picking on her for her cooking. Not 
wrong, but mean.” 

“She’d be the first to admit it these days. And she doesn’t want to learn, so she’s fine 
with it. Besides, she’s got two people helping her there, and if she’s at home she’s alone. 
They are a handful.” 

“Yes they are.” Travis and Jacob were definitely a handful. 

When a brunette walked up to her table and picked up her portfolio, Violet sighed and got 
up. Might be time to work, but she kind of hoped she’d just move on. She didn’t look like 
the kind of woman who was into tattoos, at least not on her own body. 

She looked as at the brunette flipping through her portfolio for about ten minutes and 
tried to figure her out. She was either a civilian or an old lady. She looked quite normal, 
but had an air of ‘don’t fuck with me’ around her. Although most old ladies had that, 
especially here, carefully mixed with the ‘don’t even look at my man.’ As tired as Violet 
was, she was very happy that she didn’t have to walk around with Mac instead of 
working, because she wasn’t very good at the ‘don’t fuck with my man’ look. 

“Did you do these?” she asked and held up the portfolio. 
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Violet sighed. What the fuck did she think? That she’d just put random pictures of tattoos 
in a portfolio? 

“Yes.” 

“How long have you been working as a tattoo artist?” 

“Over four years.” 

“How old are you?” 

“Twenty. Twenty-one, soon.” 

The brunette eyed her, like she was considering just calling Violet a liar to her face. “Is 
that even legal?” 

“It is in Arizona. You don’t need a license to work there, and there’s no minimum age for 
working as an artist, either. I do have a license to work here, though. If you want to see 
it.” She didn’t even wait for her to answer, but pointed at the table in front of here where 
it was taped. They all put it there, since it was easier that way. “It’s there.” 

“I was thinking that I’d do a larkspur,” she said as she slammed the portfolio shut. “It’s a 
flower.” 

“I know.” Violet realized that her usually slim patience was growing even thinner than 
normal, but she’d been working for five days straight. To add to that, people had been 
fucking their brains out just outside their RV for the full night. People in Sturgis all 
deserved to die. “I’ve done a couple.” 

“Really?” 

“Frankly, I don’t think there’s a type of flower I haven’t done at least once, but it’s not 
among the more common ones. In case that would bother you.” She shrugged. “I can 
make you a sketch, if you want to see before you decide?” 

“Yeah. Let me see.” 

Violet turned the computer to her, did a search for pictures, and picked up her pen and 
paper. 

“Oh!” she said and stared at the computer. “Penis.” 

“What?!” 

“Sorry. Just… A guy in baseball clothes with his dick hanging out among the pictures of 
larkspurs. Wasn’t prepared for that.” 
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The woman shrugged and stood back up. Obviously no sense of humor then. Or she was 
as fucking fed up with Sturgis as Violet. That was of course an option. There were a lot 
of dicks hanging out at Sturgis. And tits. Lots of tits. 

“Anyway, it’s up to you if you want it in black and white or in color. I could do it as a 
tribal thingy, too.” 

 

Lilli scoffed. “I fucking hate tribal. No.” 

The girl sitting in front of her looked like she was about fourteen years old. People all 
over town had been talking up the little girl tattoo artist. She was as famous as much for 
her looks and personality as she was for her work. 

Maybe earlier in the week, Lilli would have been impressed. But Sturgis had gotten old 
fast. She was tired of it all. 

She was tired of the bimbos. Girls were all over the Horde like flies, especially Isaac, and 
sometimes they’d literally tried to yank Lilli out of their way. She’d laid out chicks on 
four different occasions this week, girls who had grievously underestimated the woman 
standing between them and—oh how dreamy—the president of the famous Night Horde. 
As the week went on, the wilder and stupider the girls got. And the itchier Lilli’s fist got. 

And the men weren’t exactly gaining brain cells. She was fairly certain that most of the 
guys here hadn’t been sober since they’d been within a hundred miles of Sturgis. Earlier 
today, some bastard had reeled out of a bar and fallen onto the stroller and then puked, 
scaring the fuck out of Gia. As her little girl shrieked, Lilli had found a new, interesting 
level of anger, and she’d gone for the guy—only to be grabbed and thrown against the 
side of the building by her old man, who’d started shouting that she was going to get 
herself killed. 

Okay, so flying at a guy wearing a particular and very famous patch was probably a bad 
idea. And the drunk asshole had been slurrily apologetic once he gained his feet. But 
being pinned to a wall on Main Street getting shouted at by her husband in front of an 
audience of bikers and bimbos would not be one of Lilli’s all-time best memories. 

If only Isaac knew what had happened earlier in the week. She’d tell him. Someday. But 
not until they were safely home. 

She was absolutely fucking OVER all the sexist bullshit, in which Isaac had been 
engaging more and more, like macho biker attitude was a fungus and he’d been taken 
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over. Not that he was all that fucking enlightened in the first place. But compared to most 
of the bloated assholes around here, he was practically a sign-waving feminist. 

He’d taken Gia and sent her off to cool down. Dismissed her. And, circled by what 
seemed like every person in Sturgis at that moment, she’d slunk off like a bitch. Now she 
was pissed and feeling petty. She’d get some ink, not talk to Isaac about it first, tell him 
to fucking deal with it. Maybe on her face. Asshole. 

What Sturgis needed was a good case of biker-eating zombies. 

And now this little twit had just rolled her eyes at Lilli’s opinion about tribal ink. And 
then she’d turned her back and focused on her laptop, like she was dismissing her. 

Lilli closed her portfolio. Sitting next to Violet was a guy in a Marauders cut. He seemed 
to be inked like Len, everywhere but his face. “You have any of her ink?” 

The guy sat straight in his chair. “Sure. Vi’s done ink on almost all the Marauders.” 

“Can I see?” She’d seen the girl’s ink all week, but she wanted to show the little eye-
roller up a little. 

Lilli understood that she was probably not in the best frame of mind to be interacting with 
other human beings just now. She was being a hell-fired bitch, but she was too pissed off 
to care. 

The guy just grinned. “Yeah, sure.” He stood and stripped off his cut and shirt, then 
started examining his fully-inked body—arms, chest, looking over his shoulder, twisting 
oddly, trying to see his own back. What an idiot. “Oh, wait. I know.” He went for his 
belt. 

Was he going to drop trou right there? Probably. Why would he be any different from 
any other asshole in town? “Fuck! Stop! What the hell are you doing?” 

The guy stopped, his belt undone, the buckle in one hand and the tail in the other. “She 
did a piece on my hip.” 

“Yeah, you know what? Never mind. I’m out.” She turned and stormed off. 

 

“Uhm,” Dawg said behind her and tapped her shoulder. They’d all learned that some 
physical contact was needed to get her attention. “I think she took off.” 
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Violet had gotten lost in her own world while working on a quick sketch, and she turned 
around to see Dawg in nothing but his jeans, and he’d actually started to unbutton those, 
too. 

“What the fuck are you doing?” 

“She wanted to see some of your ink. I couldn’t remember which ones you’d done, 
except the one on my hip.” 

She stared at him. “Are you stoned?” 

“A little,” he admitted. 

She looked down at the sketch of the larkspur. It was a single flower with water drops on 
it and some leaves behind it. Maybe the woman would come back. Then she looked at 
Dawg, who was putting his clothes back on. 

Probably not. 

She ripped the paper from the sketchbook and threw it in the bin. 

After stretching her back, she went to sit next to Dawg, who was now fully dressed. 

“I’m totally telling Edie you stripped in front of a woman.” 
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DOPPELGÄNGER 

It turns out that Sarah Osborne and Susan Fanetti used the same visual inspiration for 
their characters Deke Samson and Showdown Ryan, respectively. As we were 

brainstorming for this project, we had the idea to have them meet up at Sturgis—and 
that both of them might have been dealing with issues of mistaken identity while they 

were at the rally. The result is this story. 
 

 
 

“You could at least try to crack a smile, brother. This is Sturgis. It's like Mecca for 
bikers.” Spike trailed off as his eyes fell on a pair of tits jiggling past. 
 
Their owner looked up and licked her lips. “Hey guys. Wanna buy a girl a drink?” 
 
“Maybe later. Stick around.” He smirked as Samson scowled. “Just cuz you ain't getting 
any pussy for a week, don't mean I can't have a taste.” Spike checked out Titties’ ass as 
she shimmied across the room, and Samson rolled his eyes. It looked like two ferrets 
trying to get out of a sack. “Really, brother?” 
 
“Sure. Why the hell not?” 
 
“She ain't exactly in her first flush of youth, man.” 
 
“Neither am I, brother. An' I’m guessing she knows some tricks.” 
 
Samson had been adamant that he wasn't going to go into town unless he had no option. 
There was plenty of action going on at the campsite, and he was in no mood to fight 
through crowds of civilians for an overpriced beer in some theme bar. He had perked up 
as they'd wandered around, looking at the bikes, and a few times had stopped to talk to 
the owners of some of the sweeter rides. But he was, in essence, a loner, and although he 
liked to party as much as the next man, would never be comfortable in huge crowds such 
as this. And now his sour mood was back with a vengeance, and he gritted his teeth as 
they elbowed their way through the crowds to where his brother was waiting at the bar. 
He guessed he was gonna have to suck it up. This was where they were meeting Tiny, 
and he needed a drink. 
 
The bartender glanced over and poured a large Jack, which he placed in front of Samson, 
then nodded at Spike. “What can I get ya?” 
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“Beer.” He frowned. “How come you can use your psychic powers with him but not 
me?” 
 
“I'm sorry?” 
 
“You guessed what he was drinking.” 
 
“I didn't guess, I remembered.” 
 
Samson stared at the glass in front of him. “Last time I was in town was five years ago, 
bud.” He looked around. “Don't ever remember coming in here, though.” 
 
“You were in last night.” 
 
“Not me,” He glared at Spike, “I was busy elsewhere.” 
 
The bartender chuckled. “Reckon you've got a long-lost twin. It sure as shit looked like 
you.” 
 
“Two of the ugly fuckers? Nah, the world don't need that.” Spike grabbed his beer and 
scanned the room. 
 
“See me laughing, smartass?” 
 
“Ain't seen you laugh for a week. You should chill out, man. Get laid or something. This 
is Sturgis. Keep your junk wrapped an' Emma will never know.” 
 
No she wouldn't. But he would. “How many times you been married, Spike?” 
 
“Legally?” Spike shrugged. “Three times—maybe four. Ain't sure about the last one.... 
Oh sweet Jesus, just look at that.” 
 
Samson followed his gaze and grinned. “Now there's a blast from the past.” He pushed 
himself away from the bar and threaded his way through the crowd to a tall brunette, clad 
entirely in black leather, who was currently sucking the nipple of a little redhead. “Rosie, 
girl. Leave Red's tits alone and come an' give me a hug.” While he'd always been happy 
to get his pussy wherever he could find it, Samson had always preferred to fuck women 
he actually liked. And he'd liked Rosie. He had every intention of keeping his dick in his 
pants, but he was more than happy to have a drink with her. 
 
Although judging by her scowl, the feeling wasn't mutual. “Oh, so now you remember 
me.” 
 
“How could I forget you, Rosie?” 
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“I dunno, but you sure as shit didn't remember me the other night.” 
 
“I didn't see you the other night.” 
 
“Fuck, Samson. You going senile or something? You stood just over there.” She pointed 
to the bar. “And told me that I was mistaken, that you weren't Samson and that we'd 
never met.” 
 
“Rosie. That wasn't me. I haven't seen you for years. Not since I was last in Utah.” 
 
“If it wasn’t you, who was it?” 
 
“How the fuck should I know? But I wasn’t here, and it wasn’t me.” He grinned. “C’mon, 
girl. Would I lie to you? Come an’ have a drink, an’ I’ll introduce you to my brothers. 
Spike will just love you.” 
 
She didn’t look entirely convinced. “What about you? You gonna party, big fella?” 
 
“Nope. I’m a married man now.” He grinned. “Got a kid and everything.” He took her 
arm and led her through the crowd towards the bar. “Spike, Tiny. This here, is Rosie.” 
 
Spikes eyebrows shot up, and he grinned. “Rosie who can…?” 
 
“The very same.” 
 
“Oh, baby. I’ve heard all about you. You’re mine for the rest of the day. C’mon we’re 
gonna need some space.” Spike grabbed her hand and turned toward the door, then 
stopped dead in his tracks. “Well, fuck.” 
 

 
 
Showdown and Isaac dismounted and came around the side of the saloon, headed for the 
door. Just as Isaac reached out for the door handle, a brassy redhead with enormous tits 
overflowing her black lace beater came out of nowhere and immediately slid her arm 
around Show’s waist. “Samson, baby! I was hoping I’d see you! Wanna party?” 
 
Fucking Christ. How many times was he going to have to deal with this shit this week? 
Whoever the hell this Samson was, he spread himself around. 
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Ignoring Isaac’s eyebrow, cocked up like a fucking smartass, Show dislodged the chick 
from his waist. “Got the wrong guy, sweetheart. Not Samson.” 
 
She pouted and came back in, this time sliding her hands under the front of his cut, over 
his pecs, her fingers hooking in the neck of his black beater. “Don’t be like that, baby. I 
know you remember me. I’m Ember. You and me had a real party.” She batted inch-long 
black eyelashes up at him. 
 
Now Isaac was guffawing. Asshole. Again, Show pushed the chick—Ember, 
apparently—off him. “You have got the wrong guy. Go on now, I’m not interested.” 
 
She looked hurt and not at all convinced that he was telling her the truth, but she turned 
her attention to Isaac. “How about you, handsome? You want a little taste of Ember’s 
heat?” Her eyes darted to Show again. “I could take you both at once.” 
 
Well, she was ambitious, Show’d give her that. 
 
Isaac gave her his patented Smirk of Charm. “Sorry, darlin’. I’m spoken for.” 
 
Isaac had been beating chicks off with a stick all week, too—but they weren’t thinking he 
was some other guy. Watching Lilli pussyblock the chicks vaulting at Isaac had been a 
highlight for Show. But she was back at camp with Gia this afternoon. 
 
Ember nodded pertly, squared her shoulders and sashayed off down the street, wiggling 
an ass that had gone a bit too flabby for the shiny red Spandex pants she’d packed it into. 
Perplexed, Show watched her go. 
 
“Show, my brother, you got a secret you need to get off your chest? You been banging 
broads under an alias? ‘Cuz they are all here to see you. I’m counting, and that was 
number seven. Good thing you didn’t bring your old lady.” 
 
Show turned on Isaac and found his friend grinning. “Asshole. I don’t know what the hell 
is going on. You know damn well I don’t know any of these girls.” 
 
“Well, they know you. You’re breaking hearts all over town.” 
 
Show had enjoyed Sturgis in the past, but this run was on his last damn nerve. All the 
officers had to be here, but he didn’t have to like it. He’d left Shannon, his new bride, at 
home alone so he could crawl around in drunk crowds, fighting off pussy left and right in 
a weird case of mistaken identity. No one had ever mistaken him for anybody else before. 
He didn’t exactly look like your average accountant. What the fuck was going on? 
 
Isaac opened the door to the saloon and ushered Show in with a sweep of his hand. “Age 
before beauty, brother.” 
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Show flipped him off and walked through. Damn. This place was almost as crowded as 
the Full Throttle. He just wanted a fucking drink. 
 

 
 

Samson looked over to where Spike was staring. Through the dense crowd, he couldn't 
make out the patches, but the two men were a head taller than everyone else and he knew 
immediately who the taller of the two was: Isaac fucking Lunden, the president of that 
two-bit club that, until recently, had never even been a blip on his radar. Of course, that 
was before he'd decided to go all fucking Hollywood and started strutting around like a 
fucking movie star or something, bringing unwanted attention onto clubs all over the 
fucking States. 
 
It wasn't often that he and Vince saw eye to eye. But he was fully in agreement with the 
Bay View president; this insignificant club, from a town that was barely a dot on the map, 
was an irritation, but little more. However as all the big players had agreed to this meet, 
the Freaks should be represented. Although Tiny's suggestion that they just rode to Signal 
Bend with twenty pounds of C4 and blow them and their clubhouse out of existence 
seemed like an altogether better solution. 
 
Vaguely, he became aware of Tiny, Spike and Rosie laughing, and he shifted his 
attention to the man standing next to Isaac. “You think he looks like me?” He frowned. 
“Cos there ain't a million brothers with long hair and beards wearing beanies here.” He 
pulled off his hat at exactly the same time as the guy standing by the door and Isaac threw 
back his head and laughed. 
 
Rosie ran her hand down his chest and gave a throaty chuckle. “Two Samsons. Every 
girl's dream.” 
 
“He looks nothing like me.” 
 
“Don't you ever look in the mirror, brother?” Spike smirked. “The only difference is he 
doesn't have a bald spot.” 
 
“I don't have a bald spot, asshole.” 
 
“You keep telling yourself that, big guy.”  
 

 



219 

 
Feeling pissed off and disconcerted, Show yanked off his beanie and raked his hands 
through his hair. They were still just inside the door while Isaac scanned the room. 
 
Suddenly, Isaac laughed. “Well, I think I solved your mystery.” 
 
Show shoved the beanie back on his head; he felt naked without it. “What mystery?” 
 
“Showdown and the Case of the Confused Cootchie. Look over there.” He nodded 
toward the back of the bar, and Show turned in that direction. 
 
“What?” 
 
“You don’t see him? At the end of the main bar? Black beanie?” 
 
Show scanned the line of black leather backs along the bar Isaac had indicated. At the far 
end, two men, taller than the rest, both with long hair, faced forward. Another, smaller 
guy wearing a crazy smile stood with them. Looking in their direction. The broader and 
slightly shorter of the two big men was adjusting a black beanie over long, sandy hair. 
“Yeah? So he’s got a beanie. At least a third of the brothers in town are wearing black 
beanies, Isaac. You saying the girls around here are so fucked up they can’t tell one from 
the next?” 
 
Isaac turned from the guys across the bar and stared at Show, smirking. “Jesus Christ. 
You really don’t see it? Brother, he could be your twin. Look—your beards are even the 
same. His is fuller than yours, but otherwise.” 
 
Show looked harder. Yeah, they were probably about the same height. Yeah, they both 
had long, light hair. Yeah, maybe they had similar goatees, but Show’s was fuller and 
longer, he was sure of it. And he might not look like an accountant, but big, long-haired 
biker with a goatee and a beanie wasn’t exactly a way to narrow down suspects in this 
town on this week. 
 
Isaac shook his head and slapped him on the back. “C’mon. Maybe you need to get 
closer. Let’s buy your clone and his buddies a drink. They’re wearing Freaks patches. I 
saw before they turned around. That’s one of the California clubs we’re meeting up with. 
Maybe one of these guys is the president. Vince, I think. Be good to make our 
acquaintance beforehand anyway, right?” 
 
“According to Len, the last time you tried to make an early acquaintance, you almost 
started a brawl at the Throttle with a couple of Mountain Skulls.” 
 
“Len exaggerates. C’mon.” 
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No, Len didn’t. Show sighed and followed his President. Sturgis was for younger men. 
 

 
 
Tiny pulled himself to his full height. “Heads up, brothers. Looks like they're headed this 
way.” He smirked as Samson adjusted his beanie, he felt naked without it. “You gonna 
play nice?” 
 
“Sure. I'll just get their autographs an' take a selfie.” Samson could already feel his fists—
well fist, his left one was still kind of swollen—curl into a ball as the ugly fucker, who 
apparently looked just like him, and his arrogant piece of shit president made their way 
towards them through the heaving mass of bodies. Shit, he'd like to wipe that cocky smirk 
clean off his fucking face. “I'm all about diplomacy.” 
 
As they got closer, he noticed Isaac checking out their patches with a frown. Samson 
lifted his chin. “You Isaac?” 
 
“Yeah.” There was that fucking smirk again. “And this is your long lost twin, 
Showdown.” 
 
Showdown nodded. “You're gonna have to excuse him. He seems to think we look alike.” 
 
Tiny and Spike guffawed. Ignoring them, Samson shrugged. They kinda did look a little 
alike, he guessed, but Showdown's beard was stragglier and he was pretty sure his beanie 
hid a receding hairline. “Can I get you a drink?” 
 
“Beer.” Isaac looked around. “Vince not with you?” 
 
“Nope.” 
 
“Pity. I would've liked to sound him out before the meet.” 
 
“You wanna sound anyone out, it's gonna have to be me. Vince don't do Sturgis.” 
 
“He sent his VP?” Isaac was clearly not impressed. 
 
“Nope. His veep don't do Sturgis, either.” Samson grinned and turned so Isaac could 
better see his patch. “Best you're gonna get is the veep from Seattle.” 
 
“And Vince didn't think to square this with me first?” 
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“I guess not. Guess you an' your little club ain't that high on his list of priorities. ‘Course, 
if you don't want me at this meet, I'm good with that. Got better things to do than sit 
around listening to your bullshit.” Isaac took a step forward, and immediately, 
Showdown stood between them. Samson grinned. “Personally, I don't give a shit about 
this little movie you're planning, but I've been hearing whispers.” He leaned back against 
the bar. “You wanna play with the big boys, you better learn to rein in that attitude. Cuz 
from what I'm hearing, you don't have a whole bunch of friends right now.” 
 
There had been better face-offs. Isaac was pissed, of that Samson had no doubt. He’d be 
pissed at such a blatant disrespect. But the big man was thinking—appraising him—and 
allowing Showdown to keep his impulsiveness in check. So that was how they worked, 
and if you wanted Isaac to listen to the voice of reason, you went through Showdown. 
Samson stored that piece of information away; it might come in useful sometime. He 
blinked—he’d give that one to Isaac—and turned to Tiny, who was watching the two 
men carefully. “Stand down, brother. This ain’t the time or place.” 
 
The corner of Isaac’s mouth twitched. “You done?” 
 
“Yep.” He turned and raised his hand to the girl behind the bar, who was positively 
goggling at the newcomers. “Two more beers over here, sweetheart.” 
 
Showdown nodded his thanks and took the offered beer. Samson really didn’t get how 
anyone could think they looked that much alike. There were similarities, sure. But 
Showdown had less definition and his biceps were a lot smaller, so were his hands, and 
while it looked as though he kept himself in shape, he was pretty sure under that cut 
would be moobs and a paunch.  
 

 
 

Show took his beer and handed the other to Isaac, who stared at it. “Boss, take a breath. 
The man bought us a drink.” After another beat, Isaac took the bottle and put it to his lips. 
The swallow went down hard, but then Show could see tension easing from his shoulders. 
 
No use in telling Isaac he’d told him so, but he had. There was not a lot of enthusiasm for 
the meet the Horde was putting together. It was Sturgis, and there were better things to do 
than business. And the bigger clubs seemed to be taking issue with the Horde’s 
presumption in calling the meeting at all. 
 
Word on the wire was clear—none of the MCs, big or small, who worked the wrong side 
of the line were happy that what had happened on Main Street in Signal Bend was 
becoming a movie. One-percenters were men made of secrets. Hollywood had no secrets. 
It was a potentially explosive mix; the Horde knew that as well as anyone. They’d made 
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the choice to cooperate so that they could keep control of the story. The other alternative 
was to wipe out anyone who got nosy, and that option was no option. 
 
Concerned that heat from bigger clubs could start a war the Horde couldn’t win, Isaac 
was looking to explain their decision and assuage concerns. But what he’d intended as 
diplomacy had been, as Show had predicted, widely perceived as arrogance. Everybody 
thought fame had gone to Isaac’s head. And his natural self-confidence and impatience—
yeah, arrogance—was not making anyone doubt their perception. 
 
“I’m fucking sick of this shit. Disrespect right to my face.” Isaac grumbled, underscoring 
Show’s thoughts. 
 
He answered quietly, leaning in. “You’d rather it was behind your back? Isaac, we know 
what we’re facing Saturday. That’s good. Better they go toe to toe with us than stab us in 
the back. If this is the guy you need to sound out, then sound him out. Drink your beer. 
Make nice for a minute.” 
 
He’d been taking the measure of the Freaks standing with them, and he liked what he 
saw—the bigger guys, anyway. They looked reserved and serious, unimpressed with the 
delights Sturgis had to offer. Show pegged them both as family men. The third, still 
grinning widely, looked as amped up as most of the patches in town. In fact, as they all 
stood at the bar drinking, he grabbed a piece of ass and wandered off. 
 
Show turned to Samson. Up close, he supposed he saw a vague resemblance. But Samson 
was clearly older and more used up. His ink was faded and generally inferior, and there 
was flab around his biceps. His hair looked thin, too—Show bet that beanie covered a 
shiny-smooth dome. He was a little offended that everybody thought they looked so 
much alike. 
 
Trying diplomacy, Show smiled. “I gotta say, brother, I don’t see it much myself, but 
there must be something to us looking alike. I’ve been shaking off pussy meant for you 
all week.” 
 
At that, Samson grinned. “Shaking it off? Not your type?” 
 
“Spoken for. Got a brand-new bride at home.” 
 

 
 
Before Samson had the chance to respond, they were interrupted by a two giggling girls 
dressed in identical bikini tops and Daisy Dukes. “Oh my god! You’re Isaac!” The taller 
of the two gazed in awe at the Horde President, while her friend giggled furiously, 
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completely ignoring the other three men. As she pulled out her cell, her eyes fell on 
Showdown… And then Samson… Then Showdown again. “Oh My God!! Are you like 
twins? How cool is that?” Shit, what was wrong with people? “I’ve always wanted to 
party with twins. And you two are sooo hot. You wanna party with us?  
 
Before Showdown could open his mouth, Samson grinned. “Sorry sweetheart. We’re 
taken.” 
 
She pouted while her friend still stared open-mouthed at Isaac. “Well that’s just too bad. 
Can I at least get a picture of you both?” 
 
Next to him, Samson could feel Tiny shaking with laughter. Asshole. He glanced over at 
Showdown, who just shrugged. “Sure, darling. Why not.” 
 
Well fuck! He stared at the picture and then back at Showdown, who was scowling at a 
laughing Isaac. Fuck, who’d’ve thought it. He grinned. “It’s a shame we’re both married 
men, brother. This could’ve been a day to remember.” Isaac smirked and he chuckled. “I 
ain’t too proud to ride on your celebrity coattails.“ He slapped the girl’s ass. “Sorry 
darling, need you an’ your little friend to fuck off now. Me an’ my brothers need to talk.”  
 
As soon as they were alone again—or as alone as it was possible to be, surrounded by 
hundreds of people—he turned his attention to Isaac. He wouldn’t apologize for his 
disrespect. In his opinion, the big man had completely misjudged the strength of feeling 
following the events in Signal Bend, and he hadn’t helped matters by calling this meet. 
He was going to be dealing with an awful lot of pissed off brothers, and if he reacted to 
them in the way he’d just reacted to him, he’d be lucky to get out in one piece. No, he 
wouldn’t apologize, but he would give him a little advice. “I’m guessing you came over 
here to get the Freaks’ take on this.” 
 
“It seems you’ve made your position very clear.” Jesus, was he going to be like this with 
every dissenting voice? 
 
“My position will be clear after I’ve heard what you have to say.” Again, he felt Tiny 
stiffen next to him. “I’m just giving you a heads-up, brother. The Freaks are a big club, 
not the biggest by any means, but big enough. We got chapters all over the States and 
Canada, an’ we’ve been dodging the Feds for a long time. We ain’t too worried about any 
extra attention, but some of these clubs are in a similar business as you, an’ they have 
relationships with players that I, for one, would steer clear of. There could be 
consequences if you fuck this up. Listen to what they have to say, Isaac. And be very 
careful.” He nodded to Showdown. “An’ listen to him. Got a feeling if you’d listened to 
him in the first place, you wouldn’t be jumping into the lion’s den at all.”  
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Show could practically hear Isaac’s shoulders widen as he made himself as big as he 
could—which made him not much smaller than the average wall. Knowing that 
appearing to manage Isaac at this point, which would be perceived as proving Samson 
right, could only complicate a situation that now had the potential to be smoothing over, 
Show turned back to the bar, shifting his body as he did so to set himself squarely 
between his friend and trouble. He picked up the beer that Samson had bought him and 
took a long drink, finishing it. 
 
From the corner of his eye, he saw Samson, and then his brother, turn to the bar as well. 
Now Isaac was squared off alone. From the corner of his other eye, Show saw him realize 
it, relax, and turn to the bar with the others. He finished his beer, then waved the empty at 
the barmaid. 
 
When she came over, her eyes still goggling in their sockets as she took in Show and 
Samson, side by side, Isaac said, “We’ll do a round of shots, sweetheart.” He turned and 
looked past Show to Samson. “Let me guess—Jack?” 
 
Samson nodded. “Yep.” 
 
His big friend nodded as well. “Same.” He stepped back and extended a hand to Isaac. 
“Tiny.” It occurred to Show that he and Isaac didn’t look all that much fucking different 
themselves. 
 
Isaac shook Tiny’s hand with a wry chuckle, then turned back to the barmaid. “Jack and 
beer for me and my brothers.” 
 
The girl smiled perkily and served them up. When they all had shot glasses in hand, Isaac 
lifted his glass to the two Freaks. “Brothers.” 
 
Show turned to Samson and Tiny and nodded. They both did the same, and all four men 
downed their shots. They slammed the empty glasses to the battered bar, and Samson met 
Show’s eyes. 
 
That photo on the little chippy’s phone—that had done it. Show saw what the rest of 
Sturgis had been seeing. He’d heard it said that everyone had a twin somewhere in the 
world. Samson and he had found theirs. 
 
That knowing glint in Samson’s eye told Show that maybe their sameness went deeper 
than skin. They had each other figured out, and these men need not be adversaries. 
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He picked up his beer and tipped it toward his doppelgänger. 
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BETWEEN IRON AND SILVER 

The officers meet. 
 

“The most stable elements, Clarice, appear in the middle of the periodic table, roughly 
between iron and silver.”—Thomas Harris, Hannibal 

 
 
There was nowhere quiet to meet in Sturgis, and this meet required quiet, and calm. 
They’d had to ride for over an hour to the appointed place. It had taken more than a 
hundred miles to find a room with a table large enough to seat them all that didn’t have a 
selection of half-naked, used up, drunk and stoned gashes dressed in scraps of lace and 
smears of body paint dancing all over it. 
 
The men who strolled into the fancy corporate building, all shiny chrome and glass 
panels, looked as different from each other is it was humanly possible to be. Tall, short, 
fat, thin, long hair, short hair, bald, inked to their ears or not, heavily muscled, pot-
bellied, grim or laughing, there was a little of everything. The only thing that they had in 
common was that every single one of them was proudly wearing his leather cut with his 
club patch emblazoned on the back. 
 
In a scene reminiscent of the meeting of the Dons in The Godfather, the good, the bad 
and the ugly from the most prominent MCs across the country had arrived to discuss the 
happenings in a tiny town in Missouri. 
 

 
 
The Night Horde officers arrived first and took seats not at the head of the table but along 
one side. It had been Show’s idea, a gesture intended to demonstrate that though Isaac 
had called this meeting, he didn’t presume to think himself more powerful or worthy of 
respect than any other leader in attendance. The Night Horde was a small club, one of the 
smallest represented, and until their confrontation with Lawrence Ellis, they had been 
beneath notice. Isaac had been called arrogant to his face on more than one occasion 
during this week at Sturgis, and probably behind his back countless more times. 

Of course, he’d been called arrogant to his face and behind his back for what seemed like 
his entire fucking life—certainly his life at the head of the Horde’s table in their Keep. 
Maybe he was—but what people called arrogance, he thought of as commitment. 
Resolve. And a willingness to be the one who took the hits as well as called the shots. 
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If he was arrogant, then every leader here was, as well. To be a man of action, to be a 
man willing to hold the safety and well being of others—their trust—in his hand and 
respect the responsibility of it, was to be a man who left doubt behind the door. 

If he was arrogant, then he would wear it like a shield. Because he led from the front. 

As men from other clubs arrived and came into the conference room of the corporate 
suite, deserted on this Saturday afternoon, the Horde’s choice of table position caused 
visible surprise and some awkward jockeying. As if they had set an example, both the 
head and tail of the impressively wide, long table stayed empty, while patches filled other 
seats. Finally Samuel, President of the Louisiana Priests, sat at the head, and Brick, of the 
Marauders, took the tail. 

The men made their introductions or greetings as was appropriate and then settled with 
their eyes on Isaac. 

With Show and Len at either side, and Bart next to Len, Isaac let his eyes sweep around 
the table. What he saw there told him that some of the men there were irritated at best and 
contemptuous at worst. Others, though—men with whom the Horde had had the chance 
to work some diplomacy, or just share a couple of drinks and a story or two—looked 
ready to lend Isaac their ear. 

He opened with an enticement and a peace offering first. 

“Brothers. Thank you for taking the time for this meeting. I know that Sturgis is about the 
party, not about business, and we sincerely appreciate that you pulled yourself away to 
hear what we’ve got to say. To show our appreciation, when we’re through here, we’ll 
direct you to an address on the way back, not far from town. We’ve got a party of our 
own set up—free booze, beautiful, fresh women, and a long table of free food. Call your 
brothers and women on the way, have ‘em join you—or don’t. Up to you.” 

The tone around the table changed as several of the men demonstrated their endorsement 
of that plan audibly. Others nodded a terse thanks. A couple didn’t give Isaac a damn 
inch. 

But okay. This group was as primed as they would be. Isaac looked around once more. 
And then he leaned in, his forearms on the table. “You all know what happened in our 
town nearly two years ago, and you all know the media attention it drew. I’m not gonna 
rehash that history. What we’re here to do is try to ease your minds about exposure. Then 
we’re here to listen to what you have to say and answer questions if you got ‘em. Bart 
here”—he gestured past Len to Bart, glad to see that he had his serious, studious face on 
and not the kid-hopped-up-on-sugar-at-Disneyland look he’d been sporting all week—“is 
our IO, and he can answer any questions about information control. 
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“I’ll say that the Horde isn’t much excited about Hollywood nosing around our business. 
I told them they weren’t welcome, but they kept knocking. What changed our minds is 
this: the story was known. It was all over the news for weeks, and there wasn’t anything 
we could do about that. We did what we had to do to save our town when Ellis tried to 
mow it down, and we made some noise doin’ it. Working with Hollywood gives us 
control. Giving them authorized access keeps them from digging. Cooperating is the way 
we keep our secrets.” 

“And how’re you gonna keep them from digging anyway, if they don’t like what you 
give ‘em? Or somebody else digging?” That was Vic, President of the Mountain Skulls. 

Show answered. “We have what they call ‘script approval.’ They can’t say anything 
we’re not good with.” 

“It’s more than that, though,” Bart shot a glance to Show, and Isaac saw in it an apology 
that he’d cut in. Show leaned back, ceding the floor. “I’ll explain some of the Hollywood 
stuff and then some of the tech I’m using to keep a tight lid.” He then went into what 
Isaac thought was an overlong and slightly rapturous explanation of the film production 
process and the level of approval the Horde had. Then he described the ways he was 
keeping tabs on information traffic and blocking anything that needed to be blocked. 
Isaac had heard it all before, and he understood probably about sixty percent fairly well. 
The rest was geek jargon. Isaac watched Bart’s audience and could pick the IOs and 
techies out easily—they were the only ones paying keen attention. When the other men 
started to stir restlessly and Bart showed no signs of recognizing that fact, Isaac cut in on 
him. 

“What it amounts to…” He paused until Bart sat back. “…is that we have a lid. We didn’t 
go into this blind, and we didn’t go into it looking to be stars. I fuckin’ hate getting 
recognized. And I know that there’s blowback in one form or another just because it 
brings light to a life we want to live in the dark. But our choice was to let the story get 
told about us or to tell the story ourselves. We chose to protect our town and to keep our 
secrets.” 

Isaac paused and let that simmer for a couple of seconds while he read the table again—
or tried to. These men had learned through hard experience to be inscrutable. Isaac 
thought the afternoon was as likely to end in a brawl as a party. Either way, there would 
likely be property damage. 

“Now. If you got something to say, or questions to ask, we’re open to ‘em.” 
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Samuel had made an effort to stay relaxed in his chair. He didn’t wish to appear 
uninterested, but he wasn’t there to start a fight. Now, he moved forward and rested his 
elbows on the table, his hands clasped. He hadn’t understood all that the Horde’s IO had 
been saying, Crash would have been in his element with it all, but he had wider concerns 
that he wanted to voice. They weren’t completely futile concerns; if he thought that there 
would be a real impact on his business, on that of the Colombian cartel he dealt with, 
then he would move heaven and earth to protect his family. 
 
“Isaac, I know this movie is signed, sealed and just waitin’ to be delivered, but I have my 
concerns. I worry about cops stoppin’ us, thinkin’ that we’re their ticket to bustin’ the 
next Ellis. That’s a complication I can do without when my boys are carryin’ or escortin’ 
cargo across state lines. I worry about lunchboxes appearin’ with the Night Horde patch 
on, little Isaac and Showdown dolls appearin’ on the shelves of Toys ‘r’ Us, if these 
Hollywood men get the scent of success. I worry about civilians thinkin’ we’re all 
friendly Robin Hood types and approachin’ us when we’re on a run. I do not need some 
soccer mom comin’ up to me in a diner, when my saddlebags are full of twenty-five to 
life, askin’ if her kid can have his photo taken with a patch. 
 
“You’ve come out of this mess with a good image, and you’re askin’ every individual 
patch that the men in this room represent to help you maintain that image. There are 
clubs, far bigger than yours or mine, who don’t worry so much about that. Their business 
is shrouded in myth and legend. No one knows their reality, only their reputation. I worry 
that more TV shows with patches wearing pristine white sneakers and reality shows that 
make us look like feeble-minded idiots will chip at those myths until we have no 
defenses. 
 
“And like I said, we’re small organizations compared to the ones that span continents 
with their chapters, but mine is not the only club in this room whose business involves 
ruthless people who do not share our values of honor and decency. You’re workin’ with 
Hollywood. Whatever your reasons, that’s what you chose to do instead of closin’ your 
door in their face. But that gives this project of theirs legitimacy. It makes it harder for us 
to dismiss as some California surf-bunny’s flight of fancy. 
 
“So there it is. I can’t make you stop this movie locomotive that you’re on, but I worry 
that the ripples are gonna spread further, much further than Missouri.” 
 
At the last he unclasped his hands and spread them wide, palms up. He sat back in his 
chair, rested his hands on the rests, and waited for the answer. 
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Isaac nodded at Samuel. “All fair concerns, brother. We’re doing all we can to keep any 
ripples contained. We have control over…what d’ya call it, anything they sell—” 

“Licensing,” Bart cut in. 

“Licensing. Merchandising. And there will be none. Our town does a little—t-shirts and 
coffee mugs, that sort of thing—but that’s Signal Bend, not the club. The club is 
sacrosanct. Our colors mean the same thing to us that yours do to you. But you bring up a 
point, Samuel.” Isaac made eye contact with each man around the table. “Hollywood is 
up all our asses already. It’s not the Horde that’s got people chasing all of us down for a 
closer look, taking pictures of our bikes, asking for autographs—” 

“Nobody’s askin’ for my autograph, pretty as I am. That’s you boys.” Again, he’d been 
cut off, this time by the Houdini, a Viking, and he felt the adrenaline charge of rage pop 
at the base of his skull. 

“You’re right,” Show answered, leaning forward. Isaac let him have the floor and sat 
back to let his blood settle. “No question our troubles and the media attention have made 
us known. But what you all saw this week here isn’t what it’s like for us. Sturgis is not 
what the world is like. This is bikers and wannabes. People with a particular interest. 
Some soccer mom in a minivan isn’t gonna know who we are any more than she did 
before. It’ll be the actors they chase down, not us.” 

Show hadn’t made the point Isaac had been in the middle of before he’d been interrupted, 
so he picked the thread back up. “Hollywood was already looking at all of us. Our trouble 
turned their eyes our way, but we were just convenient.” He turned back to Samuel. The 
man had a calm, intelligent air about him. “Samuel, you say that we’re looking for help 
maintaining our good image. I’d say that’s not quite true. I’d say we all benefit from that 
image. We all do charm offensives. We all do charity and goodwill work, and we don’t 
do it just because it’s the right thing. We do it because it gives civilians an image of us 
that makes room for the things we do that…need room. It’s exposure, yeah, but I guess 
I’m askin’ you to trust me when I say we’re makin’ sure it’s the right kind of exposure.” 

Samuel held his gaze steadily on him, and Isaac had the strong sense of being examined. 
Then the older man nodded and sat back. That was all. 

Isaac tipped his head down once, an answering nod, and then scanned the table again. 
“Other concerns?” 

Yes, there were. Isaac forced himself to stay calm and open. 
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He'd had enough of this. For nearly two fucking hours he'd sat in this sterile box in 
silence as the same questions were asked over and over again, and now it was getting real 
old. 
 
He'd listened carefully to what Isaac had to say, and his opinion of him had shifted. He 
still thought he was an arrogant fuck, but so was every man that had ever worn a 
President Patch, himself included. But Isaac Lunden was a man with integrity, and he 
cared, not just for his club, but for the town he called home. 
 
There was no glory-seeking in what they were doing, nor did they want their choices to 
blow back on any other clubs. The Horde and Signal Bend were fighting to survive, and 
he wasn't going to stand in their way. 
 
He suppressed a groan as yet another President felt the need to get bent out of shape over 
this fucking movie. Yes, it was based on real life events, and yes, he got that some of the 
smaller clubs might be worried, but once those Hollywood types were done with it, it 
would be about as true to life as Sons of fucking Anarchy. Fuck, how many times was he 
gonna have to hear this?  
 
Isaac was struggling to hold on to his temper, and Samson watched as Showdown, with 
little more than a look, brought his President back down again. There was a bond 
between these men that Samson couldn't help but admire. The men around the table all 
called themselves brothers, but he wondered how many really understood what it meant. 
 
For two hours he'd been silent, but now he wanted to speak. With his hands flat on the 
table he leaned forward. “Name’s Samson.” He looked around the table. “I'm VP of the 
Seattle chapter of the Freaks, but for nearly twenty years before that I was President of 
the west coast nomad chapter.” He stared at Isaac and let that little bit of information sink 
in. “Done a lot of travelling in my time, an' met a lot of patches from a lot of clubs. 
Sometimes they weren't breathing afterwards, of course.” He grinned—everyone here 
knew the role of nomads.  
 
“I've listened to what Isaac has had to say, an' I understand some of your concerns. But I 
think he's an honorable man, an’ I believe him when he says that he’ll do whatever it 
takes to keep the other clubs clear of this little circus he’s planning.” He grinned and, 
again, locked eyes with the Horde President. “I've been asked to speak for the Freaks, so 
this is what I'm doing. The Freaks are good. You don't need our approval, but this is me 
giving it. I'd also like to apologize. I was wrong about you Isaac, and I'm sorry for that.”  
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Jayce had listened quietly, knowing he wasn’t one of the guys with the biggest dog in the 
fight. But the fight was in his backyard, so to speak, so he still felt the need to be part of 
the discussion.  
 
Spaz had been keen to hear how the Night Horde’s tech geek was apparently “keeping a 
lid” on the Signal Bend feature presentation. When he felt his president’s gaze he gave a 
slight nod, like he understood what they had going on and that it seemed appropriate for 
him. Good enough for Jayce; he’d had to ask Spaz’s help when Trinny wanted to print 
from her laptop anywhere in the house. Engines he got, computer shit he was 
begrudgingly trying to understand. Not because he wanted to, but because it was moving 
fast and anyone left behind deserved to be trampled, in his opinion. 
 
He’d never seen the Night Horde guys before. When the rumblings had started about 
their big “Shoot Out on Main Street” it had been Spaz who’d found it on the news. He’d 
asked Jayce if the shit got real in Markham if the locals would arm themselves against a 
common enemy. Jayce told him point-blank “No.” Markham put up with the Red Rebels 
to a degree. But Markham was bigger than Signal Bend; there were still people who made 
a good living there, people who had shit they liked and wanted to protect. They’d side 
with whoever let them keep their shit where it was.  
 
Isaac Lunden and his VP, Showdown Ryan, were fucking monsters, size-wise. Jayce had 
heard they were big, but shit. The only one of the Rebels remotely close in size was Tank, 
and he was still likely two or three inches shorter, twenty pounds lighter. Must be Viking 
stock in Missouri.  
 
The Freaks’ Seattle VP was big, too. For a moment Jayce thought he’d been seeing 
double, rubbernecking between Showdown and Samson like he was missing a punch line 
somewhere.  
 
When the room had fallen quiet again, Jayce cleared his throat, hearing the creak of a 
couple dozen leather cuts give way to the shifting of large, important men. 
 
“Red Rebels are a small club. One chapter, two allied clubs. We get hired for transport 
because we’re small, small enough law enforcement doesn’t worry themselves with us. 
Our associates know this. I liked it a hell of a lot better when four guys on bikes was just 
a noise nuisance, not an amusement. I don’t want to be on someone’s fucking Facebook 
page at a place and time I told the cops I was elsewhere.” 
 
He caught sight of his VP on his left. Tank gave him a nod. 
 
“We’re in California. South of LA, but close enough that people mistake us for stuntmen 
and shit like that. It’s annoying as fuck, but there’s nothing to be done about it—not since 
that fucking TV show started.” There were a few grumbles of agreement at that 
statement. It made Jayce feel a little less small in the grand scheme of things.  
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“But we’re also from a smaller town, built on the promise that the suburbs from 
Bakersfield would extend our way and make everyone running a business in Markham 
rich. it didn’t happen. That was in the days after my dad started this club, after coming 
back from Vietnam. There wasn’t a lot to be happy about in those days, and the club was 
a home to guys who were fucked up and forgotten. A metaphor for the whole damn town. 
Promises made, none delivered.” He met the Night Horde Prez’s eyes, nodding. “So you 
do what you gotta do for your town. I might not like it, but I get it. And I know you’ve 
got a few connections with other clubs, but if there’s anything the Red Rebels can help 
with down the line on the California end of things, you have our help.” 
 
An offer that wouldn’t be taken. Jayce knew the Horde held an alliance with the 
Scorpions, who were a damn sight more powerful, especially in LA, but he couldn’t think 
of a better way to show he was on side without basically saying Don’t tell your friends 
we’re assholes. 
 
When they’d all first sat down he saw nothing but men who were big and scary. So Jayce 
had to admit when he was wrong; they were men just like him, trying to make a living the 
way they wanted to. Probably the only way they knew how. 
 

 
 
Brick understood why the Horde wanted this meet, and he appreciated the gesture, but 
none of it really mattered to him. At the same time, they had some friendly ties to the 
Horde, and he’d wanted to show his support. It didn’t seem to be necessary. There was 
some complaining, but most people knew that the Horde had done what they needed to 
do to save the town and their club. 

He’d paid some extra interest when the president from the Priests had talked. He’d heard 
of them, and not mainly through other MC clubs, but through their cartel contacts. There 
had been some rumors, and his comment about people who didn’t share their view of 
honor and loyalty had made Brick think that the rumors were true. It didn’t matter at the 
moment, though. They weren’t competitors, and he tended to stay out of the cartel wars 
as much as possible. So far that had worked, and he wasn’t about to cause trouble 
because of something that could be a problem in the future. 

He noticed the silence, and cleared his throat to catch their attention. 

“I’m Brick, President of the Greenville Marauder Charter. Don’t think there’s much that 
hasn’t been said. I know some have concerns, but I gotta say, none of this matters to us, 
to any of our charters. I appreciate you calling for this meet and taking time to explain it,” 
he added with a nod to Isaac, and he kept smiling while he lit his smoke. “This might be a 
thing for a while, but it’s gonna disappear. Either way, this is your problem, and I don’t 
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envy you. I think you’re gonna hate the rest of the world a little more by the time you’re 
done with the movie industry.” 

 

As he thumbed the back of the skull ring on his right hand, Vic’s attention bounced 
between giving proper eye contact to whomever was speaking and the reactions of the 
other men. 
 
And Isaac Lunden’s reaction to them as well. 
 
This wasn’t an easy thing. Hell, it was a ballsy move on the Horde president’s part. He’d 
been coming to Sturgis for years and never had it end in such a manner as this. It seemed 
like the table in this stifling glass and chrome enclosure looked split.  
 
Some men leaned back, listening intently and nodding with a kind of relief that what 
Isaac explained would be enough for them. Others needed to get shit off their chest. The 
Priest president was diplomatic, yet straightforward. And he was spot-on. It was bad 
enough that some television series gave civilians a somewhat glossed-over version of 
how things really went down in an MC. Then along came a reality show that portrays 
them as arrogant buffoons. Now there was going to be a movie that was going to leave 
God-knows-what kind of perception in people’s heads. 
 
The Freaks V.P. gave a short-but-sweet opinion on the matter, looking as if he just 
wanted to put this drama behind him and get the hell out of here. Shit, everyone pretty 
much looked like that. And after the Red Rebel and Marauder presidents took their turns, 
Vic decided to take his. 
 
Standing up, he looked over the room, eyes landing on Isaac last and nodding in 
acknowledgement, which Isaac returned. “Vic Connors, gentlemen. I’ve been president 
of the Mountain Skulls in Tippitt for,” he smoothed his graying hair caught tight in a 
slick ponytail and chuckled, “well, a long time. Our town’s probably no bigger than 
Signal Bend, and what happened there gave us a taste of what our town could’ve turned 
into if we hadn’t recently avoided a war ourselves.”  
 
He paused, letting that last line sink in, remembering how close they came to bringing a 
possible war to Tippitt with the Santagios, before the Caprese family stepped in at the 
eleventh hour with an answer to their prayers. Sturgis was a mass of pressing bodies, and 
noise went two ways—it either got drowned out, or it went straight to your ears. He heard 
the chatter, the quiet assumptions of the Skulls having mafia ties. But swimming with the 
big boys didn’t negate the Skulls’ humble beginnings. He wanted to get down on the 
small-town street where Lunden lived so others here who ruled bigger cities understood. 
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“We barely escaped having to deal with a threat that would’ve brought a lot of firepower 
to our small town. But who saved us—well, let’s just say that it was someone who 
would’ve made this Lawrence Ellis look like a schoolyard pot dealer. These people 
handle their business quietly and methodically, and one of the reasons we’re in with them 
is because we are small and, well, drama-free. And we want to keep it that way. In 
addition to three other charters in West Virginia, a brother club in Ohio and several new 
charters we’re creating to handle the business out of our territory, this is who we are. 
Aside from what can’t be mentioned, we all have lives outside the club. Wives, kids, 
families, as well as legitimate jobs and interests we all still hold. Our small-town roots 
run deep. 
 
Vic watched Isaac and his V.P. share a quick look before he brought this to a conclusion. 
“I know there’s been a lot of shit talk this week about you, this movie and especially 
calling this meeting. I, for one, don’t like to speculate about a man’s reasons before he 
has a chance to speak his mind. I don’t see it as an act of arrogance, but an act of a man 
whose concern reaches far beyond Signal Bend. Both you and your V.P. got rings on 
your fingers, so I know you don’t make these promises lightly, as you’ve got more than a 
town to keep safe.”  
 
With one final deep breath, Vic looked straight into Isaac’s eyes. “I still believe that a 
man’s word goes beyond any signed contract. You say we have nothing to worry about, 
then that’s all I need to hear.” 
 

 
 
Deke listened to the different opinions of the various clubs around the table. He could 
understand the concerns every club had. He, too, worried about the exposure the movie 
would bring, but for a different reason. The Vikings had more to hide than the other 
clubs. If their secret was exposed it would warrant more than a movie, likely some 
intense government involvement with humans who were a little bit more than most. 
 
“First, I got to say that we're a small town, too, a small club. We've had our problems, 
just like the rest of you. I see one thing in common for all of us. If we were the ones 
threatened, the ones who had to do whatever it took to protect what was ours, none of us 
would have given a fuck about the consequences as long as we got it done, kept our 
people safe.” Deke looked around the table. “The movie was going to happen with or 
without the Horde cooperating. In my mind, it’d have been a lot worse if they hadn’t been 
keeping things locked down tight. Sure, some people might feel like bikers are all warm 
and fuzzy all of a sudden,” he shrugged his shoulders. “Those are going to be the same 
sort of people who think that we're all cuddly after that damn television show about 
bikers.” Houdini let out a snort of laughter at the mention. So did several other people 
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around the table. Deke had to grin himself. He was glad that the tension he'd felt earlier 
seemed to be draining away.  
 

 
 
They’d all had their say. The Horde had been committed to letting everyone say what it 
was they needed to say, trying to ease every mind. The meeting had started with tension 
scenting the air with the acrid fire of arcing electricity. But in the end, it was clear that the 
men of this table—short and tall, fat and thin, flabby and fit, bald and long-haired, 
bearded and clean-shaven, inked heavily and barely—were, in their hearts, brothers. They 
lived the life they lived, when it all boiled down, for the same reason: family. They did 
what they did to take care of what mattered most. The civilian world hadn’t had much use 
for any of them, so they’d made a world of their own. 
 
Isaac grinned. He’d been grumbling all week that Sturgis had become Disneyland for 
bikers. But that was exactly what it was. The regular people got the mouse ears. His 
people got painted tits and titty shots. 
 
Fair trade. 
 
Isaac put his hands around the squared edge of the plain, veneered table. “Well, brothers. 
I want to say, again, that the Horde feels real gratitude—I feel gratitude—for the respect 
you’ve paid us to ride all this way and sit in this ugly damn box with us to talk this out. I 
hope we’ve put your minds at ease. If there’s anything the Horde can do to help your 
clubs out, I’m putting that offer out now and letting it stand. 
 
“Now that school’s over, there was some talk about a party?” 
 
That was Houdini again. Isaac grinned at him. “Indeed, brother.” He looked around the 
table, still grinning. “Few miles outside of Sturgis proper, right at the end of Deadman 
Road, there’s a big old barn. Can’t miss it. Booze, babes, food, music. Invitation only, so 
only as crowded as we all want it to be.” He stood. “What do you say, brothers? Can we 
end this night—this whole week—gettin’ drunk together?” 
 
It was agreed that they could. 
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HEAVENGOING 7 

Isaac and Lilli Lunden 

 
 
It was late, and Isaac was exhausted, when he and Show got back to the RV on the last 
night of Sturgis. The leadership meeting had gone as well as anyone could have expected, 
and the party afterward had been roundly appreciated—was still being appreciated, in 
fact. Isaac and Show had pulled out early, leaving Bart and Len ‘in charge,’ to the degree 
anybody was in charge at that point. Those two were wringing every possible delight out 
of their rally week. Isaac sure as hell hoped they weren’t headed home with some kind of 
crud or something worse. 
 
At least a couple of Horde had enjoyed Sturgis. Isaac would just be glad to get home, and 
he knew Show felt the same. 
 
As they dismounted and headed into the campsite, Show simply nodded and turned 
toward Lilli’s truck. Not surprisingly, he’d been a monk all week, and had grown steadily 
more taciturn. Isaac stood at the side of the RV and watched his friend climb up into the 
back of the truck and close the hatch. After a second, he saw the glow from his phone 
screen. Calling home. 
 
Isaac smiled wearily and climbed the metal steps up into the RV and opened the door. He 
had to step in sideways to get through the damn narrow thing. 
 
“Shhh,” Lilli hissed as soon as he stepped in. “Took forever to get her down tonight.” 
The door to the sleeping area—far too fucking small to call that a bedroom—was closed; 
he figured Gia was in there, in her little portable crib thing. 
 
Lilli sat at the banquette with a bottle of cheap tequila, a glass, and a paperback. As he 
closed the door, she laid the book on the table, page-side down. He glanced at the title—
one of her French novels, Pere something or other. He was more interested in the bottle. 
Lilli never drank when she was on Gia duty. 
 
“You’re drinking? You’re designated parent tonight, Sport.” 
 
He’d spoken without thinking, and without much intended censure, but the look he got in 
response foretold trouble. Great. 
 
“Fuck you, Isaac.” Whispering had no cooling effect on her tone at all. “I’ve been 
designated parent every night we’ve been here. I fucking hate it here. Gia hates it here, 
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too. We went for a hike, for something to fucking do that wouldn’t include drunks puking 
on our daughter, and I guess the bugs finally built up a tolerance to the atomic repellant I 
got. Because she’s covered in mosquito bites, and she shrieked for a solid hour before she 
finally passed out. I had two shots to chill out, so fuck off.” 
 
He and his old lady had been out of sync most of the week. The first night and the 
following day had been great. She and Gia had set up camp, and she’d hauled the fancy 
all-terrain stroller around, hiking, riding into town to meet him. They’d walked around, 
taking in the show that was Sturgis during bike week. Show had taken Gia for a few 
hours that first full day, and Isaac had taken his woman out for an epic fuck near the lake. 
She’d seemed to be enjoying herself.  
 
And then the second night, as he was heading into town with the Horde, Lilli had 
mentioned a plan to go over to the bonfire and see if there were any other old ladies 
who’d been abandoned. He knew she’d found some women; she’d told him as much 
later, and he’d seen her speaking with a couple different women during the rest of the 
week. But it was that night she’d started getting short-tempered and even withdrawn. 
Lilli, as a rule, didn’t stew. She fought, and fought hard, unless it was something 
particularly traumatic, so he was worried. He hadn’t been able to do anything right for 
days, so he was also pissed. 
 
And then today had happened. In an effort to smooth out whatever was wrinkled between 
them, he’d taken his girls into town. Gia had enjoyed the attention she’d gotten 
everywhere, but today, some asshole had tripped over the stroller and almost started a 
whole, nasty chain of events. Lilli had tried to go for the guy—who was from a club 
everybody knew and everybody feared. For very good reason. 
 
Isaac had pulled Lilli off and shut her down. For her own good, and the good of 
everything they held dear. Jesus fuck, if he’d let her attack that patch? And the guy had 
apologized. She could have started a war over a drunken stumble. So he’d shut her down 
hard. 
 
With the meeting and the party happening shortly thereafter, Isaac had forgotten about 
that altercation until just now, facing his wife’s furious regard. 
 
He took a step and squatted at the side of the banquette. “I’m sorry, baby. I know you 
wouldn’t get fucked up around Gia. I spoke before I thought.” He reached for her hand, 
but she pulled away. He hated this fucking silence, and he hated not knowing where it 
came from. “I’m sorry about draggin’ you here, too. I honestly thought you’d like it.” 
 
“I thought I would, too.” 
 
She looked at him, and he knew there was something else going on. He could see it in her 
gorgeous grey eyes. “Lilli. Talk to me, baby.” 
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One beat, two beats, three beats…and then she turned from him and poured her glass half 
full with tequila. “You’re designated parent now. Sit down. I need to tell you something.” 
 
Curious and concerned, he swung around and sat facing her in the narrow banquette. She 
emptied the glass down her throat with one toss of her head and then set it down. 
 
Isaac put his hand on the table, palms up, both an offering and a request. After a moment 
of consideration, Lilli set her hands in his. He curled his fingers over hers and waited. 
 
“I need to tell you something, but first I need two promises from you. One—you will 
chill the fuck out and hear me all the way through. And two—you will let it lie. It’s 
handled, and I need you to believe that.” 
 
His heart began to heave with adrenaline. Fuck, whatever it was, it was bad. When Lilli 
twisted her hands in his, he realized that he was clenching his fists, and he eased up. 
“You have to tell me now, Sport. Promises or not.” 
 
She simply stared back at him, her eyes steely with resolve. 
 
“Fine. I promise.” 
 
She told him a story about another drunk son of a bitch she’d encountered. A son of a 
bitch with rape on his mind—the rape of a pregnant woman, old lady to one of the Priests 
he’d met with earlier—and then of her companions, all old ladies to men he now knew. 
And Lilli. That bastard had gone for Lilli. 
 
And she’d bashed his head in. Days ago. This had happened days ago. 
 
It wasn’t blood in Isaac’s veins any longer. It was acid. It was fire. 
 
Again, Lilli twisted her hands in his grip, and this time she pulled free. Isaac lunged 
across the table and grabbed her arms. “Don’t pull away, Lilli. Don’t.” 
 
“I need you to stay calm, Isaac.” 
 
“Why would you keep something like this from me?” He spoke quietly and not only 
because of Gia sleeping nearby. He was furious, and he didn’t want to send it at Lilli, 
though he was almost as angry at her for the secret as he was at the man who’d tried to 
hurt her. 
 
“I intended to tell you when we got home. I wanted you clear of this place and away from 
his club before you knew. But after that scene today, I guess I’m not as on top of myself 
as I thought I was.” 
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Shit. Lilli and a crew of old ladies had killed a fucking patch. “What club?” 
 
“Dirty Rats.” 
 
Outlaw. And no small-time player, either. “Fuck, Lilli. It was wrong to keep it from me. 
This could blow up in all our faces.” 
 
But she shook her head. “No. We got rid of his body, and I took his ink.” 
 
“What do you mean?” 
 
“We cut all his Rat ink away. We gutted him and filled him with rocks, and we dumped 
him, his ink, and his guts in the lake. Separate packages. His ink and organs are fish food 
already. We burned his wallet. I burned his cut later. He’s disposed of. Even if he’s found 
and identified, none of the clubs we’re attached to has a connection to that club or that 
guy. It’s handled.” 
 
He was still angry at her secrecy, enraged by what she’d gone through, and buzzing with 
a thwarted need to protect her, but pride and awe pushed through that thicket and came to 
the fore. His warrior woman. She’d have made a good SAA. He grinned; he couldn’t help 
it. 
 
She didn’t like that, and her eyes darkened in a way so familiar it was like a 
homecoming. Angry Lilli was vastly better than sullen Lilli. He knew how to handle 
angry Lilli, and he knew how to turn that anger into something fantastic. 
 
“Why the fuck are you grinning?” 
 
“I’m picturing a bunch of chicks dragging a body through the woods and it’s comin’ up 
funny.” Actually, what he was seeing was Lilli in battle mode, bossing around a bunch of 
women while they all dragged a body through the woods, and that was coming up 
hilarious. He chuckled, imagining what the other women must have thought of her. 
 
She jumped up to her feet, and he followed. “Nothing funny about it!” She wasn’t 
whispering anymore, and he really didn’t want her to wake up Gia, not now. So he 
stepped up to her and put his hand around the back of her neck. 
 
“Quiet. You don’t want Gia screaming again, do you?” He smiled and leaned in close. 
“You kept sayin’ ‘we.’ Who skinned the guy? Who gutted him? It was you, wasn’t it?” 
He dropped his voice to a murmur. “C’mon, Sport, ‘fess up.” 
 
She blinked, and then she saw what was on his mind. “This is turning you on, isn’t it?” 
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“Baby, you haven’t let me fuck you in four days. Everything turns me on right now. But 
yeah, the thought of you taking apart a perv bastard, yeah, that’s doin’ it for me.” 
 
“You’re sick, you know that?” She pushed on his shoulders, and he caught a wrist in his 
hand and yanked her hard against him. 
 
“And you are a badass chick.” He flexed, resisting the urge to let his eyes roll back as his 
cock pressed into her belly. Four days was the longest stretch they’d gone without since 
right after Gia was born. “C’mon, Sport. Let me in.” He tucked his face against the side 
of her throat and took a little bite. She jerked in his arms and then sighed. 
 
Yeah, he had her. 
 
“Gia’s asleep in there.” Disappointment turned her voice nearly to a whine. 
 
“Since when do we need a bed?” He kissed her, and she opened her mouth and let him in 
right away. As their tongues writhed together, Isaac went for her jeans, ripping the 
buttons open and pushing them and her thong down to mid-thigh. She was barefoot, and 
she wiggled the rest of the way out of them, then kicked the puddle of denim and lace to 
the side. He pushed his hand between her legs and found her ready, as he knew she would 
be. She was as horny as he was. 
 
He pulled his mouth from hers. “You should have come to me right away, Sport.” He 
pushed his fingers inside her, and she arched backwards over the little kitchen sink. 
 
“Fuck, Isaac,” she gasped. “Shut up.” She lunged forward and kissed him, one hand 
reaching back to grab his braid. Goddamn, he loved that. 
 
With his thumb, he flicked her clit, and she moaned into his mouth. He pushed his other 
hand up her t-shirt and ripped the cup of her bra down to expose a breast to his touch. 
Now she was wild, fucking his hand with abandon, whimpering into their kiss, her hand 
wrapped up in his braid and pulling him simultaneously away and toward her. 
 
Again, he pulled away a little, just enough to see her. “That’s it, baby. Come for me. I 
love to watch you come.” He curled his fingers and firmed his thumb, and she came, 
biting down on her lip and yanking his braid so hard she turned his head. Christ, what a 
thing it was, to have her in his hands like this, to be able to take control of her like this. 
 
While Lilli was still in the daze of afterglow, Isaac grabbed a condom out of his pocket 
and opened his jeans. Before she’d come fully down, he picked her up, set her on the 
counter, and was deep inside her, getting her going again with that first thrust. She 
hooked her arms around his neck and her legs around his hips, and he lifted her off the 
counter. 
 



242 

For a moment, they simply stood in the narrow walkway, smack in the middle of the RV, 
staring into each other’s eyes, connected in that way, soul to soul, as deeply as they were 
body to body. And then Lilli began to ride him, using her legs to rise and drop, flex and 
rock. Isaac spread his legs and locked his knees and let her have her way with him. 
 
Their eyes locked, she set a languorous pace that was going to drive him insane. “Jesus 
fuck, baby,” he growled. “Inside you is the best place in my whole fuckin’ life.” 
 
She smiled at that and kissed him, and he felt her muscles clench around him and then 
release. He couldn’t let her have her way anymore. He set her back on the counter and 
took over, driving frantically into her until he could feel her lose herself. She bit into his 
chest and screamed, letting his body muffle the sound. A couple more thrusts so deep 
they made his hips ache, and he finally came, too, screwing his face up tight to hold back 
the roar that filled his throat. 
 
They stayed as they were, tangled and panting, and then, when he had control of his 
limbs again, Isaac pulled out and discarded the condom in the bin under the sink. When 
Lilli tried to unlock her legs, he held her where she was. Then he picked her up again and 
carried her to bed. 
 
Gia was sleeping quietly in her little crib, and Isaac laid Lilli on the bed with care. As he 
stripped to his boxer briefs, Lilli worked herself out of her bra, leaving only her t-shirt on. 
And they settled in together to bed. 
 
For a long time, they were quiet. Isaac was thinking about everything Lilli had told him. 
Lilli, he knew, was also awake; her fingers traced over his arm. He wondered if she was 
thinking about the same thing. 
 
And then she said something that answered his unspoken question. “It won’t blow back 
on you, Isaac.” 
 
He kissed the back of her head. “I know.” He didn’t know, actually, but it didn’t matter. 
She had done everything he would have done in the same situation. And that asshole 
deserved to die. If it brought trouble later, it was trouble worth fighting. “I’ll have Bart 
dig around, make sure we’re in the clear, but you did the right thing. I’m proud of you, 
Sport.” 
 
She shrugged in his arms. “Don’t be. I didn’t even know what I was doing when I killed 
him. I totally fucking lost it. I went...somewhere else.” 
 
That made his heart hurt, and he hugged her closer. “You handled it, and you handled it 
right. You did what needed doing.” That was Lilli’s way. “I fuckin’ love you, Sport.” 
 
“I love you, Isaac. I want to go home. I just want to be home.” 
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“Tomorrow, baby. We’ll blow Sturgis off our wheels in the morning and go back where 
we belong.” 
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HEAVENGOING 8 
Brick and Mel Baxter 

 

It was the last night, and Brick’s entire body was aching—he was definitely too fucking 
old for Sturgis. He’d known that the last night wouldn’t mean that people calmed down. 
It was almost the opposite; most of them were trying to take full advantage of the fuck 
buffet before it closed. 

He raised an eyebrow when Sisco came to sit next to him, and he didn’t even have a girl 
under his arm. It wasn’t as if Brick was keeping tabs on how many women his men 
fucked, but it would’ve been impossible to not notice how busy Sisco had been. Brick 
would have been highly surprised if Sisco’d gone a full six hours without pussy. 

“Need a word, prez,” Sisco said, and then cast an eye around the campfire. “In private.” 

“If you have surprise pussy, I’m not interested. Not even if it’s that freckled blonde you 
had your arm around for almost a full day.” 

“No,” Sisco smiled. “She was nice, though.” 

She had been very nice, and it had been obvious to everyone that she’d been a catch 
because a tent wasn’t soundproof in any way. He had no idea where Sisco’d found her, 
but Brick had almost been worried that the little blonde, apparently called Amelia, would 
be on Sisco’s bike when they went home. But as usual, she’d been gone the next day and 
hadn’t been mentioned since. Sisco never got attached to women. He loved them all in 
one way or another, but he didn’t get attached. 

When they were private enough, he turned towards Sisco. “So?” 

“A few days ago, I picked up a gash at the Full Throttle,” he started. Sisco had a very 
definite hierarchy when it came to women. Woman, girl, chick, pussy, and gash was the 
declining order of fuckable women. Then it was the other women, the ones he wouldn’t 
fuck, where ‘cunt’ was the lowest possible and Old Lady the highest. So when Sisco 
called her ‘gash,’ it gave Brick some clue about what kind of a woman they were talking 
about. “I was me and this guy from the Freaks.” 

“Which one?” 

“Spike, their SAA.” 



245 

Brick knew who he meant. “And I’m assuming it’s not the gossip value that makes you 
tell me this?” 

“Nah. I ran into him yesterday, and it turns out that the chick died.” 

Brick stared at him, and some really fucking gruesome pictures of a chick being strangled 
or bleeding from every possible orifice filled his head. He sighed and shook his head. 

“When you say it ‘turns out’ that she died, I assume she was breathing when you left?” 

“Yeah, I took off with Len and two other girls. 

“Len?” 

“Horde SAA.” 

“What else did he say?” 

“Not much. They’d fucked her to death, sounded like her heart gave up, but it was 
cleaned up.” Sisco shrugged again. “That was all. The slight problem would be that she 
was someone in the Vikings’ sister.” 

“That’s what you call a ‘slight’ problem?” 

“They saw us leave with her, and they didn’t gave a flying fuck, so I don’t think it was a 
beloved sister. It seemed like fucking us was some kind of revenge thing for her.” 

“Relatives tend to be slightly more beloved when they’re dead,” Brick sighed and ran his 
fingers over his moustache. “Don’t mention this to Bear yet. He’s so fucking tightly 
wound he might snap.” 

“I know,” Sisco agreed. “He said it was clear, no blow-back, but,” he shrugged again, 
“figured you should know.” 

“Yeah. Thanks.” Brick gave him a hug. “Take it easy tonight. No more dead gashes.” 

Sisco chuckled and strode away. With yet another sigh, Brick pulled the phone from his 
pocket and called Mel. 

“Hey, honey,” she said, and Brick smiled. 

“Hey, babe. Just wanted to hear your voice.” 

“You know, if this is the effect of you going to Sturgis, then I think you should go next 
year, too.” 
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“Just wait till I get home, and you’ll see the full effects. I’m gonna fuck you for days.” 

“Aww, is my poor man walking around with a hard-on?” she laughed. 

“I’m not dead, and there’s a lot of live action here,” he admitted. 

He might not feel like joining in, but seeing and hearing all the fucking going on was 
definitely taking its toll. And more than anything, it made him miss Mel—his soft, sexy-
as-fuck woman with tits to die for. He wasn’t kidding; he was going to fuck her blue 
when he got home. 

“Good, because I bought this new set with a corset today. It’s in fuchsia with lace 
flowers.” 

Bear had no fucking idea what fuchsia meant, and he didn’t give a fuck, he was rock 
hard. He knew that no matter what color it was, or what kind of set she’d bought, she’d 
be dead hot in it. His woman knew how to make full use of her curves. 

“Does it have garter clips?” 

“Yes it does. And I my cleavage—“ 

“Fucking hell, Mom. I’m right here!” Eliza yelled in the background, and Brick’s hard-on 
went down while he was laughing. 

“Tell my other girl I love her, when she’s talking to you again.” 

“That might take a while,” Mel muttered. “I miss you.” 

“I miss you, too, baby. Love you, and I’ll see you the day after tomorrow.” It was an 
eighteen-hour ride, so they’d stay a night somewhere in Utah. “I’ll call you tomorrow, 
though, and make sure you’re alone. I wanna know more about that fuchsia set.” 

“If you figure out what color it is, I’ll get you off on the phone,” she laughed, and then 
she was gone. 

Brick was definitely going to find out what fucking color fuchsia was. 
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HEAVENGOING 9 

Buck Buckingham and Gertie Dénise 
 

 
 

Gertie’s hand was tight in his, and she was doing her best to look interested in the rows of 
bikes they’d already scoped out. She did it for him, and Buck knew he’d owe her big time 
after this trek and campout. Surprisingly, she was adapting very well, but it was a lot for 
her to “get used” to, with no real option of taking a break from this lifestyle. 
 
The world itself she’d gotten to know far too well, and that hadn’t been his fault. Not 
entirely, anyway. But as Sturgis lived up to its rowdy reputation around her, his girl had 
just stayed on her even keel, maybe sticking a little closer to him than usual, but that was 
fine by him.  
 
Checking her out now, in her heeled boots, tight jeans and a new Harley T-shirt, he had to 
wonder again how he’d managed to land such a hot broad. He reeled her to his side under 
his arm, squeezing her in tight. “Honey, you look so damn good today.” 
 
She just smiled up at him, raising her chin so he could kiss her.  
 
“Can I tell you about this crazy idea I had before we left Markham?” 
 
“Sure,” she replied easily, hand rubbing across his stomach. 
 
He stopped short, right in front of the building he’d been looking for, smiling as she 
stopped, too, and looked up at him, startled. “What is it?” 
 
He looked up at the façade of the old-West-style building, then took her hand in his and 
got down on one knee on the boardwalk. 
 
Gertie blinked, looked at the building, then back down at him. “Wait—what?” 
 
He grinned, kissing the inside of her wrist. “Gertie, will you marry me?” 
 
She just stayed in that bewildered, frozen pose, not even breathing as far as he could tell. 
When he began to get a little worried, she just simply said, “Okay.” 
 
In a surge he got to his feet and wrapped both arms around her back. He was kissing her 
deeply, wildly, and she was kissing him back with both hands wound up in his hair, her 
nails trailing along his scalp. He loved it when she did that. 
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“Wait,” she panted, pulling away from him to catch her breath. “What am I doing?” 
 
He’d half expected her to say no, she wasn’t ready, all that kind of thing. Still, after 
hearing her say yes and realizing it was all he’d wanted in life, having her pull away from 
it had his heart dropping. “What’s wrong?” 
 
Gertie sighed. “Nothing’s wrong. It just … this doesn’t feel very smart. It’s too 
impulsive.” 
 
Buck swallowed, letting her go and nodding. “Okay. I get it. Sorry, that was too much to 
put on you.” 
 
She was gazing up at him with those hazel eyes, something running through that brain of 
hers. He just waited. He was getting used to waiting for her to be ready to tell him things, 
show him things, share things with him. 
 
“Let’s do it,” she breathed, and he had to frown. 
 
“What?” 
 
“I want to. That just convinced me.” 
 
“What did?” 
 
She threw her arms around his neck, smiling. “That you understood. That you’re always 
looking out for me, being so careful with me.” 
 
“So you’ll go into the Hitchin’ Post with me? Officially become my old lady all legal-
like?” He couldn’t help but grin as she giggled and nodded. 
 
“Yeah. But … let’s not tell everyone right away.” 
 
“Why not?” 
 
“Just have it be us, only us, that actually know. Kind of like a honeymoon that only we 
know about. Then we can tell people when I’m ready to get inked.” 
 
Buck nodded, kissing her quickly. She was four months away from being a year sober. 
Her friend Brady was going to do her first tat, and he thought she’d wanted something to 
do with her one year of sobriety or something. But if she wanted his fist, well … that’d be 
pretty awesome, actually. 
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Inside a cowboy with a six-shooter on his hip performed the civil ceremony, their 
witnesses a chick dressed up like a wild west saloon girl and a second, fatter cowboy who 
was pretty drunk. They sprung for a cheesy bouquet of silk yellow and white roses, and 
the place even had costumes. Buck wasn’t wearing rented fucking clothes, but Gertie 
slipped into some crazy western dress that wasn’t too much classier than the saloon girl, 
but whatever. She looked hot.  
 
They even had an old sepia-toned photo taken at the altar which was, in fact, behind a 
hitching post. He’d prepared for a marriage license, but not rings. So they picked 
something out from the crappy display case full of costume jewelry. Their rings each 
sported a horseshoe rimmed with fake rubies.  
 
Buck never would have believed his trust-fund woman would have been smiling this 
broad and laughing this loud at such a cheesy spectacle as this wedding, especially as it 
was turning out to be her wedding. But she looked … happy. His girl was actually 
enjoying this. 
 
As they left the Hitchin’ Post, Gertie tossed her bouquet at a passing group of Sturgis 
groupies. The one who caught it seemed quite shocked, then all her friends took in what 
had happened and started goading the girl while shouting shrill “Congratulations” at the 
two of them as they set off, arms around each other, back to where he’d parked his bike. 
 
“Let’s ride somewhere a ways out,” Buck suggested, mouth close to her ear. This time 
when she looked at him her smile slipped, but there was something else in her eyes to 
make up for it. Heat. 
 
With his girl—no, his wife—wrapped around him Buck left the town behind, roared past 
the campgrounds and went looking for somewhere quiet. It took some time, since many 
of the one-percenters had also fled the main drag in a bid to keep their business private. 
Buck wasn’t worried about anyone seeing his patch; there wasn’t a single Gypsy in 
attendance. They were too busy with their own shit to even think about Sturgis. 
 
So this was about as free as life got. 
 
The spot that caught his eye was a stand of trees off a dirt track about two hundred yards. 
The hard-baked dirt gave him no trouble as he parked in the shade, helping his woman 
off the bike and leading her into the brush.  
 
There was no one here, and no evidence that someone else had found it first. The tall 
grass came about knee-height, and when he saw the brook on the outside he had to laugh. 
“Well damn,” he muttered, pulling Gertie into his side. “I found an oasis for you, honey.” 
 
She giggled. “You knew this was here.” 
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“I honestly didn’t. I just thought we’d go somewhere private so I could fuck you out in 
the sun.” 
 
She shuddered a bit, and he grinned. Yeah, she still liked when he talked to her like that. 
 
He turned her to face him, sliding his hands under the hem of her T-shirt to rest on her 
sides. “I’m gonna get you a saloon girl costume. With the corset and those little boots and 
everything.” 
 
“You like that?” 
 
“Absolutely.” 
 
“Will you wear a cowboy hat and Wranglers? With chaps?” 
 
Buck made a face. “You telling me you got a crush on Tank?” 
 
Gertie broke into giggles, which he cut off with his mouth. As always, she melted into his 
hold, cleaving into his chest and tilting her head so he had all the room he needed to kiss 
her thoroughly.  
 
When he broke away he was chuckling. “I gotta get the blanket out of the saddlebags. My 
fancy bride doesn’t need stones poking at her.” 
 
Gertie laughed. “Yeah, I’m a fancy bride, alright.” 
 
He performed that task quickly, coming back to find Gertie already pulling off her T-shirt 
and unbuttoning her jeans. He shook the camp blanket out, setting it on the stubbly grass 
and shrugging out of his cut while watching her closely. She struggled to get out of the 
boots, which was comical, but as she shucked the jeans and stood there in the sunshine 
wearing just her underwear he had to growl. 
 
“Honey,” he mumbled, pulling his T-shirt off and tossing it. As he reached for his belt 
buckle, she bent her arms back to unclasp her bra. He froze, hands on his fly, forgotten as 
those breasts tumbled out and the pretty scrap of lace hit the ground.  
 
His jeans and boots came off fast. So did her panties, then she was climbing him, arms 
around his neck and legs around his waist. With a lot of control he lowered her to her 
back on the blanket, then went searching for his cut because on one level he remembered 
he needed a condom.  
 
Jesus, she was hot for him today. He wasn’t sure what had brought it on, hoped it was 
their marriage, but either way he didn’t mind. He slid in easily, eliciting a cry that he 
hadn’t heard in a while. 
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They’d made love plenty since getting back together, but there was a reserve to Gertie 
that troubled him. He didn’t take it as a sign she was uncomfortable, just not as 
unrestrained as she had been.  
 
Her soft arms and legs tightened around him, her hips angling to give unlimited access to 
every inch of her. As the tension started to build in her body, tightening her limbs, she 
started making those sounds, those sweet soft sounds he’d missed. He hadn’t realized it, 
but he really had.  
 
“Buck,” she moaned, and he hid his smile against the side of her neck. Yeah, he 
remembered that too. Shit, he’d missed all of this. 
 
“Honey.” 
 
“Oh God … Buck!”  
 
His wife trembled and shook, and he stayed planted deep until she was through it. That’s 
when he rose up to both elbows, smiling down at her as she blinked rapidly. “Love you, 
Gertie,” he whispered against her lips. 
 
She smiled and kissed him back, still trembling. 
 
“You okay?” he asked when she released his mouth. 
 
“I’m great,” she replied, biting her lip.  
 
He wanted to say something, ask her what had changed, but he didn’t want to jinx it. 
Leave it to her to tell him what had happened today, this time. 
 
“I love you, too,” she eventually said, her voice sounding thick. He stroked her cheek, 
noting the wet that seemed to be gathering in her eyes. 
 
“Everything okay?” 
 
“Everything is perfect,” she assured him with a quick kiss. “You’re not done yet, are 
you?” 
 
He had to laugh, gripping her around her back and lifting her up enough to flip them, 
hitting the ground on his back a bit hard but forgetting the pain of being winded as he saw 
Gertie sit up, on his hips, taking all of him into her, her heavy breasts swaying as she did 
it. 
 
“Oh God,” he groaned, fingers tightening on her hips. “I love my wife.” 
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HOME SWEET HOME 

All things must come to an end. 
 

 
 

The Vikings 
 
“We ready?” Deke questioned as he surveyed the nearly empty campsite. The exodus had 
started early that morning; tents were broken down, belongings packed up and trash 
placed in piles for collection. He wanted to be on the road early. He was ready to go 
home. 
 
It had been a wonderful time, even if he was going to catch one hell of a lecture and cold 
shoulder from Vera for the bruises he had from his time in the ring with Isaac from The 
Night Horde—or, rather, the bruises that he’d gotten in an attempt to replicate the bruises 
he’d had from his time in the ring with Isaac. Before he'd even gotten out of the ring she'd 
left several text messages telling him he was a testosterone-driven idiot. He didn't even 
want to think about what more she was going to say about his decision to shift at Sturgis, 
but how could he pass up that opportunity. Deke knew that he was just going to have to 
bury the fact that Taz of The Mountain Skulls had caught him in the act deep down 
inside. 
 
“Hey, Deke.” Houdini walked over to him. “I know that we're set to ride out, but I figure 
I should take one last look around for Shandie-Boo.” 
 
“I thought you decided that she'd taken off, maybe ridden off on the back of someone's 
bike as a newly-crowned MC Princess.” 
 
“Yeah or something like that, but I just talked to Susan. My mother just called her in 
hysterics because she hasn't heard from her precious baby since she got here.” The large 
man sighed. “I've got to at least be able to say I looked.” 
 
“Kind of late to be concerned,” Deke pointed out. “You let her traipse off dressed like 
hooker Barbie without a qualm the other day. More likely than not, she's somewhere 
licking her wounds because she got a taste of what a biker is really like.” 
 
“Good for her if she did, maybe it'll make her realize the world doesn't fucking revolve 
around her and actions have consequences.” 
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“You want to tell me what your real problem with your sister is? I know why you hate 
your brother. I can't figure out why you hate her, too.” Deke had never pressed Houdini 
too hard on his past and wondered if he'd made a mistake doing so now. 
 
“You really want to know? You want to know who told those fuckers that came for my 
family where I'd be? It was her, because she was pissed that I’d stopped her from getting 
double teamed by a couple of jocks months before. She told them it was James driving 
my car.” 
 
Deke hissed in a sharp breath. “You know what? Fuck her. Tell your mother you looked. 
I'll back you up.” 
 
“Yeah,” Houdini nodded. “That sounds just about right.” 
 
“We ready to go or what?” Fire came over. He'd been packed and ready the moment the 
sun came up and had only stepped away to say goodbye to a few people. “I just want to 
get home. I've got something that I need to do there.” 
 
“What? Get laid? Because you sure didn't get laid here.” Houdini shook his head. “Waste 
of a pussy bonanza if you ask me.” 
 
“No.” Fire's expression went dark. “It's not about getting laid. Are we going or what?” 
 
“Let's ride.” Deke figured there'd be time enough to figure out what had crawled up Fire's 
ass and died once they got back to Center City. Next year, if they took this run, it was 
going to be everyone, including the women, because everyone should experience Sturgis 
at least once. 

 

 
 

The Red Rebels 
 
Jayce woke up in a haze of confusion and still-drunk-despite-having-slept. His mouth 
was dry, his head was pounding. And something was laying on him. 
 
He looked down, seeing the top of a blonde head, and he groaned. Shit. That’s right. 
 
Her name was … Patty? That sounded right. She’d been stuck to him all rally, and he 
honestly hadn’t cared. She was good in bed and that’s all he’d needed. 
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He carefully rolled her to the opposite side, and she mumbled something, but he didn’t 
catch it. Didn’t care. He pulled his jeans on, found the rest of his clothes, and dressed 
outside where he could stand up. 
 
It was the day they all went home, headed back to where they were most comfortable. 
Happy. Or in Jayce’s case, just the house where he’d lived for the last six years. 
 
Once dressed, he dug out his Marlboros and lit one, exhaling and trying to get his 
bearings. He thought the Rebels had set up their camp east of this campground, but 
fucked if he could remember.  
 
“Jayce! Hold up!” 
 
He grinned and turned. Fritter was jogging up to him with his T-shirt and cut over one 
shoulder, buckling his belt. His SAA had been following him around like a bad smell the 
whole rally, but if he remembered where the hell to go it’d be worth it. 
 
“The chick from the bar again?” Jayce asked, falling into step with Fritter. 
 
West, not east. Shit. 
 
“Who?” Fritter frowned, digging out a cigar stub out of his jeans and lighting it. “The 
Japanese chick. Never been with one before.” 
 
“And?” 
 
Fritter shrugged. “I think she had a busy Sturgis, too. Not as tight as they say.” 
 
Jayce snorted and they walked in silence while Fritter righted his outfit.  
 
“How about you? You’re letting that blonde get ideas, Prez.” 
 
Jayce snorted. “Nah. She knows what Sturgis is.” 
 
Fritter shook his head, not convinced, but he didn’t say another word. 
 
At their camp, half the tents were already down. Spaz had pulled the cargo van closer to 
load up all the tents and bedrolls. Jayce offered to help Jolene with a heavy water bottle 
she was hefting into the back of a club van, but she pointedly ignored him and did it 
herself, and that was when he knew what his activities had been noted. 
 
Whatever. 
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He took apart his own nylon tent, which he’d only spent two nights in. Buck helped him, 
noticing that he was in rough shape. Jayce nodded his appreciation. It was one thing to 
feel like dog shit, it was another to have everyone silently hating you. 
 
Not his brothers, of course. Their women were giving him dagger-glares. He swallowed 
the lump he felt then, carrying on. Whatever. Fuck that. He was the president of this club 
and a goddamn adult. His wife had left him. Sent him divorce papers every two months. 
He didn’t deserve their derision. 
 
Fuck them. And fuck Trinny, too. 
 
Mickey gave him coffee, that magnificent bastard. Jayce smiled his thanks, downing that 
cup fast and feeling marginally more human. “You okay to ride?” Mickey asked, pouring 
another serving out of his Thermos. 
 
“Yeah, I’m clearing up here. Thanks Mick.” 
 
“Might wanna have a word with Knuckles,” his treasurer suggested. “Apparently there 
was … an accident with some broad the other night.” 
 
His headache came back a bit. “What kind of accident?” 
 
Mickey motioned and the club enforcer in question came forward, calm and steady as 
anything. Well, at least he wasn’t shaken by this terrible “accident.” 
 
“What broad?” Jayce snapped immediately, back in president mode. At least, mostly.  
 
Knuckles swallowed once and shrugged. “Me and this guy from the Freaks doubled up 
on a bit of gash. He gave her a bump of something. I think her heart stopped. I don’t 
know. But we handled it. The Freaks stepped up.” 
 
Jayce’s teeth ground together. “Why am I just hearing about this?” 
 
“What?” Knuckles was too fucking calm all the time. It made Jayce want to deck him. 
 
“No call when you need to get rid of a body?” 
 
He shrugged again. “They were quick to handle it, Jayce. No blow-back.” 
 
“Well,” Mickey cut in, and Jayce was again reminded he was still there. “She was the 
sister of a Viking member.” 
 
“I didn’t know that until after,” Knuckles clarified. 
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“What the fuck does that matter?” 
 
“Never would have fucked her if I’d known. But the Freaks were cool. I owe them a 
marker, but they’re cool.” 
 
Jayce drained the last of his coffee. “We owe them,” he corrected, a distinction that he 
knew even Knuckles understood. Then he thrust the camp mug back at Mickey. “I need 
more of that shit.” 
 
With a jerk of his head he sent Knuckles back to continue loading up the van with Jolene. 
After he stole the last of Mickey’s coffee, Jayce rested on the back end of his bike, 
savoring his third cup of java. The sun was clearing the horizon, and the world felt 
warmer for it. He was waking up, enjoying his coffee, absorbing all the news, when a 
loud, shrill voice cut through his growing calm. 
 
“Jayce? What the hell?” 
 
He blinked and frowned, twisting around to see where the commotion was coming from. 
Then he felt his headache return with reinforcements. 
 
“Shit,” he mumbled, pushing upright and dropping his second cigarette, grinding it under 
his heel.  
 
Patty—or was it Cathy?—was stalking his was. She’d pulled on the short shorts she’d 
worn the night before with a button-down flannel, only fastened in the center. He might 
have felt rough, but she looked it.  
 
“You’re just leaving?” she continued, ratcheting his headache up another few points.  
 
“What the fuck?” he asked, leaving it at that.  
 
“You’re leaving? Not saying goodbye?” 
 
He laughed. Oh, she was too fucking funny. “Yeah. I have to go.” 
 
She pulled out a pout, which wasn’t cute in the daylight. It looked ridiculous now. And 
she was too old to be doing that anyway. “I thought we had fun. I thought … well, I 
thought I could come back with you.”  
 
Her fingers were playing with the front of his cut, and he knocked them away. Her eyes 
came up to his, startled. 
 
“Are you nuts?” he laughed. “What the hell makes you think some slut from Sturgis is 
getting on the back of my bike?” 
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She took a step back at that. “Jayce!” 
 
“Listen, I don’t even know what your fucking name is. You were someone I fucked, and 
now you’re no one.” 
 
“But, but last night you told me how lonely you’d been.” 
 
That made him pause. Did he? He had no idea. He’d been fucking plastered. He couldn’t 
have been trusted to honestly relay his own damn phone number.  
 
“I want to come with you, Jayce.” 
 
He felt his skin shrink, and he checked to his left. Sure enough, his happy campers had 
stopped what they were doing to watch. 
 
“Get back to your camp, Cathy.” 
 
Her lip quivered, and tears were in her voice. “It’s Patty, you know that.” 
 
“I don’t know anything. Go back to your camp. Sturgis is over.” 
 
“Jayce—” 
 
“What did I just say?” Overreaction, the shouting at her. But something was wrong, 
something had him really pissed off and he didn’t want to think about why for too long. 
 
“Jayce.” Tank was suddenly at his elbow, not touching him but managing to hold him 
back with just his voice. 
 
“It’s fine,” Jayce answered, eyes on Patty, willing her to just turn around and fucking 
leave with the sheer force of his glare. 
 
Patty left. She was sobbing, crying, but she turned and ran in the opposite direction. 
 
Watching her go, something cramped tightly in his chest. He didn’t care about her, she 
meant less than she’d ever guess, but he felt sick anyway.  
 
Jayce turned back to his bike, everyone still staring at him, too fucking quiet. “What?” he 
asked, knowing he sounded hollow. Disjointed. But he didn’t give a shit either way. 
Sturgis was done. It was time to go home. 
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The Priests 
 
Dizzy felt almost completely content, yet undeniably restless at the same time. By rights, 
he should’ve had a beast of a hangover, but he’d behaved himself the previous night, in 
anticipation of the first leg of the long journey home, and had made it back to the RV 
only slightly the worse for wear. Thea had bitten her tongue this past week, so much so 
he was shocked that she hadn’t gone mute, but he planned on making it all up to her once 
they got home. He fully intended on being her slave for the next few weeks until the 
birth.  
 
He’d been beyond selfish, dragging her along with him. He hadn’t even had the decent 
excuse of being afraid for her safety; his brothers at home would’ve looked after her, 
probably to the point of driving her crazy. He’d’ve brought Josh along, to, if he hadn’t 
thought that some of the sights at Sturgis might scar the kid for life. Fuck, some of the 
sights at Sturgis had fucking scarred him for life! Nope, the only excuse he had was that 
he would have missed Thea if she’d been over a thousand miles away, and he just 
couldn’t bring himself to suffer that. He was well aware of how pussy-whipped he was. 
At least she was gracious enough not to hold it over him in front of his brothers. 
 
Now he was lying on, he couldn’t delude himself, what must have been the least 
comfortable bed he’d ever slept in, curled around his old lady, his wife. She had her back 
to his chest, and he was rubbing his palm in circles over her swollen belly, courting her 
full wrath if he woke her up. He couldn’t help himself, the baby was kicking, and feeling 
those little nudges from a real-honest-to-god-fucking-miniature-human-being coming 
from inside her brought him a reverent peace that was dense enough to smother him. That 
had induced the contentment. The raging hard-on that he’d been trying to will away for 
the last ten minutes had induced the restlessness 
 
“There better be baked goods on the table if you expect me to open my eyes.” 
 
He tried, and failed, to stifle his chuckle at her threat uttered in a sleep-hoarsened voice. 
 
“Sorry, sweetheart. We’ve got an early start. But we’ll be stoppin’ soon for breakfast, 
once we get away from town.” 
 
The exodus leaving this town would be day long and brutal. Sturgis was usually nothing 
more than a kink in the road, but for this week it became a heaving city full of people, the 
majority of whom tended to try to leave later in the day when they’d slept their hangovers 
off. Unless they wanted to spend hours sat in a jam, they needed to beat the rush. 
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Thea brushed her rampantly uncontrollable black hair out of her face and half turned to 
him. She wouldn’t roll all the way over, she’d said it was too uncomfortable with the way 
the weight of the kid pressed on something inside. That meant she couldn’t hit him, a 
small mercy. 
 
“I bet you’ve not even got any hot coffee waitin’, have you?” 
 
“Nope.” 
 
“You’re just beggin’ for bad things to happen to you, aren’t you?” 
 
“Let me make it up to you, sweetheart,” he mumbled into her neck as he pressed his nose 
into her hair to kiss the soft skin. 
 
Thea’s voice dropped to a rough whisper. “Dizz, I’m the size of a beached whale, and 
Alex an’ Cage are like four feet away.” 
 
“You’ll have to keep quiet then, won’t you?” 
 
Dizzy smoothed his palm in one last circle over her belly, then back over her hip, until he 
could slip it between her thighs. She pulled her knee up to make way for him. 
 
“You owe me more than this, cowboy.” 
 
“I know, sweetheart, but this is a good start.” 
 
Thea hooked her arms around her pillow and pulled it down to bury her face into it to 
stifle her gasps as he slid two fingers along her folds before slipping them inside her. He 
continued to nuzzle the back of her neck, knowing she was sensitive there. He wished 
that he had at least another two hands so that he could work her tits which had grown 
from impressive to spectacular as her pregnancy had progressed.  
 
She was wet, so very wet. Since she was pricklier than a cactus most of the time, Dizzy 
figured it was one of those weird pregnancy things. Along with the interesting 
development that she seemed to be a lot more sensitive. When he could get close without 
risking injury to his person, he could get her off in half the time that he had before. He 
wasn’t about to kid himself; it was not a sudden development in the level of his skill. 
 
He kept up his attention on her neck and shoulder, alternating nips and kisses, as he 
moved his fingers in and out and around that slippery, silken flesh. Thea had completely 
covered her face with the pillow to mute the sounds of her moans and gasps. She was 
turned as far onto her stomach as the baby would allow, which wasn’t very far, but it was 
far enough. It was a selfish impulse, and there was a good chance he’d catch hell for it, 
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but Dizzy didn’t give a flying crap. He needed to fuck his woman, his wife. He needed to 
fuck her right the hell now.  
 
He continued the motion of his fingers, thinking to distract her, as he shifted up and a 
little over her. When he removed his fingers completely, Thea made to turn to him, but 
she couldn’t move against his body and she stopped trying when he slid his cock 
smoothly into her. Always now there was a nagging notion that this was the way the baby 
was going to come out, which was in danger of deflating him completely, but he pushed 
that thought the hell away and got on with his mission. 
 
Oh fuck, it was good. So very fucking good. There was nothing like being buried inside 
his lady. This wasn’t a position that allowed him to get as deep as he wanted, but it would 
do, and it was plenty deep enough for Thea. From the sounds she was muffling into her 
pillow, he knew he’d found that magic spot. If she wasn’t careful, they were definitely 
going to wake Cage and Alex.  
 
Wishing he had more time, and resolving to do whatever it took to get Thea in the mood 
again once they got home, Dizzy increased the tempo of his thrusts, going hard and fast 
in sharp motion into that slick heat until he felt the tremors in the sweet flesh gripping his 
cock. He buried his face into the dusky, wild mass of Thea’s hair, surrounding himself in 
the scent of her, and bit down on her shoulder as the pressure in his gut and balls turned 
into something wonderful, beyond comprehension. 
 
Spent, he sagged back onto the bed, reluctantly slipping free of Thea’s body. She was still 
clutching the pillow to her. As Thea began to uncurl and emerge, a soft, feminine voice 
came from the half-light. 
 
“I’d give that a nine.” 
 
It was followed by a highly amused masculine voice. “No chance. A solid seven. I give 
points for enthusiasm, but there was no evidence of endurance there at all.” 
 
Dizzy felt, as well as heard, Thea’s embarrassed groan. He flipped all the way onto his 
back, grinning, and caring not at all that they’d been caught in the act. It had been so 
very, very worth it. 
 
“Fuck the both of you. It’s time to go home.” 
 

 
 

The Night Horde 
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Two days after turning east on I-90 and putting Sturgis at their backs, the Horde pulled 
into the clubhouse lot. Havoc and Vic came out to greet them, with the Prospects. 
Shannon was there, and the club girls, too, all of whom, after the exotic delights of the 
past week, looked a little plain and familiar—not to mention overdressed. 
 
Bart had been last to ride behind the RV and its trailer, so he pulled into the lot last and 
backed his Night Rod in at the end of the row. Lilli had honked as the riders pulled off at 
the clubhouse; she was headed straight home. Bart hadn’t seen much of her during the 
week, but she seemed in better spirits on the trip home than she had at the rally. He got 
it—Sturgis wasn’t really a good place for family, from his experience. 
 
But for a guy with no attachments but his club? For that guy, for a guy like Bart, Sturgis 
was fucking awesome. He was pretty sure he’d fucked more in six days and seven nights 
in South Dakota than he had in the preceding seven months of the year. He knew for an 
absolute fact that he’d fucked more different women. Holy shit, they’d been 
everywhere—gorgeous, stacked, and conveniently pre-naked! He’d woken up a few 
mornings with funky colors and itchy glitter in weird places, and he’d wound up by the 
end of the week with an actual bruise on his dick, but those were small prices to pay. 
 
It hadn’t only been wall to wall pussy, either. There’d been a shit ton of beautiful bikes 
everywhere, and an amazing custom bike show that Havoc would have absolutely blown 
his load to see. Those bikes hadn’t been customized stock bikes but built-from-scratch 
pieces of roadworthy art that had made Bart feel like a scrub. 
 
Other events had baffled him in contrast. There’d been a show across the state line in 
Wyoming where guys just burned out their tires. The whole point of that had seemed to 
be to make as much smoke and stink as possible. Bart thought those guys were assholes 
with no respect for their machines. 
 
He’d also found guys like him—patched tech geeks. He’d met a few of them virtually 
before, but it was an entirely different experience to be able to talk geek with a beer in his 
hand and willing pussy in his lap. Sometimes, at home in Signal Bend, Bart didn’t feel 
like he quite fit. It wasn’t anything obvious, and he knew his place in the Horde was 
secure, but there was no one else like him in town. At Sturgis, he’d found his people. 
Badasses with brains. 
 
Isaac and Show had bitched all week about getting asked for autographs and pictures, but 
Bart had been down with all that. Even Len had seen the potential in the chicks’ 
fascination with the Horde. A couple of times, there had been so many chicks, and they 
had been so ‘fascinated,’ that he and Len had sort of been sharing, right in the middle of a 
swarm of nakedness. It wasn’t normally Bart’s thing, multiples or orgies or whatever, but 
when a hot chick with the Rolling Stones mouth painted on her bare chest grabs your dick 
and starts sucking, you don’t care all that much who’s around or how close they are. And 
if another hot chick starts rubbing her tits on your face while you’re getting sucked off by 
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the first hot chick, who says no to that? Even if the second hot chick is riding your 
brother at the same time. 
 
Yeah, Sturgis was epic. 
 
Everybody else had gone in, but Havoc was leaning against the wall, glaring at him, his 
arms crossed. Bart grinned. His poor buddy, grounded at home. 
 
“Hey, bro. Have a good week?” Bart couldn’t keep the smirk out of his voice any more 
than he could keep it off of his face. 
 
“Fuck you,” he grumbled. 
 
Bart slapped him on the back. “Don’t be like that, Hav. I brought you something. A 
souvenir.” 
 
Havoc’s eyes narrowed with suspicion. “What?” 
 
Still smirking, Bart swung his pack to the ground and squatted in front of it. He pulled 
out a glossy five-by-seven photograph in a black cardboard frame and handed it to his 
friend. 
 
Havoc stared down at it. “You are such an asshole. I ought to beat you bloody.” 
 
“Come on, man. You said getting your face in all that body paint was one of your favorite 
things. I searched long and hard and paid good bank for just the right pair.” 
 
Still staring, Havoc finally laughed. “They’re good tits, that’s for sure.” 
 
“I saw a couple of chicks walking around together with the Rushmore faces, and that 
gave me the idea. Their tits were like sixes, though. This girl is a nine, easy.” 
 
Bart had found a girl with absolutely spectacular fake jugs—seriously, like honeydew 
melons glued to her chest—and had paid her to get Havoc’s face painted on each one. 
Looked just like him. Two little Havoc twins. Not that little, actually. 
 
Over the photo, Bart had added the text: Missed You at Sturgis, Catch You Next Time! 
And the girl had signed Brandi in the corner. Little heart for the dot on the ‘i.’ 
 
They walked into the clubhouse, and Havoc went over to the big bulletin board covered 
with candid photos of the Horde. He dug through until he found an unused pushpin and 
pinned the photo in its frame to the center of the board. 
 
“You’re still an asshole,” he grumbled, but he was grinning. 
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The Mountain Skulls 
 
A small motel and diner came into view after they’d been riding almost straight for seven 
hours on Interstate 90. If it had just been the guys, they’d have blown through another 
two hours, then found a quiet area to lay out a bedroll for a little shuteye before a nonstop 
journey home the next day. But Ben had his wife behind him, which meant frequent 
breaks. 
 
Eva had been a trooper, only asking to stop twice, although Ben had appeared anal about 
making sure she wasn’t uncomfortable. They didn’t depart Sturgis until ten a.m. and, 
after idling in traffic for almost an hour, found a stretch of open road—allowing their 
bikes to stretch their wheels and really ride. Now coming up on almost six p.m., it was 
time to stop, eat, gas up and bed down for the night. By this time tomorrow, they’d all be 
home. 
 
After securing two rooms at the motel, the foursome headed across the street to a small 
diner. Pausing by the stairs, Vic pulled out his phone and nudged Taz. “Gonna check in 
with Aero. Order me a grilled cheese with bacon and fries. I start my diet back up 
tomorrow.” 
 
Grinning, Taz clapped his president on the shoulder. “You got it, pres.” Poor guy hit sixty 
and his wife started watching his health like a hawk. Vic didn’t smoke or fuck around. 
The man needed whatever vices he could get. 
 
Inside, Ben and Eva were waiting by the register to be seated as Taz scanned the interior. 
“Booth or table?” 
 
“Don’t care as long as I got room,” Ben replied. 
 
Taz decided to narrow the choices using the only suitable criteria—which section had the 
prettiest waitress. He spotted a blonde with thick, copper highlights, dressed in tight black 
pants and a t-shirt, pouring coffee near an empty corner booth. Taz began walking. “This 
way.” 
 
“Sir, you have to…” 
 
The hostess bit her lip when Taz turned and gave her a, ‘you’re not going to ask me to 
wait, are you?’ look before her gaze swung over and…up at Ben. She then looked at Eva 
with ‘what the hell are you doing with them?’ written all over her face. Yep, Sturgis was 
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far behind. Back to the civilian world and the judgmental looks that accompanied it. Eva 
gave the hostess a warm smile. ‘Is it possible we can sit back there? We had quite a long 
ride and really could use some quiet.” 
 
Eva. Polite, professional Eva. Taz knew she had a better chance with the snitty hostess, 
and she gave in and led them over. “I’m gonna head to the restroom first,” Eva told her 
husband. “Tuna melt, well-done fries and unsweetened iced tea.” She then smirked at Taz 
when she walked past him. “You’re welcome.” 
 
He stretched a wide smile then nudged Ben. “I love your wife, bro.” 
 
Ben didn’t look pleased. “Don’t make me hurt you.” 
 
Settled in a corner booth, Taz flirted shamelessly with the waitress as she took their 
orders. His black eyes twinkled while she collected the menus before leaving. “Nice little 
ass,” he leered. 
 
“Didn’t you get enough in Sturgis?” 
 
Leaning back in the booth, Taz stretched his legs, then clasped his hands behind his head. 
“Nope. Never enough. But married guys like you and Vic don’t understand that.” 
 
“Vic doesn’t understand what?”  
 
Having not seen his president approach the table, Taz cleared his throat. “Nothin’.” 
 
“Taz was just saying that since we don’t dive face-first into pussy anymore, we’re 
whipped.” 
 
“Asshole,” Taz told Ben.  
 
“How about I tell Vic what you thought you saw that night…?” 
 
“Shut up!” Taz snarled at Ben, not wanting to be reminded of that weird night where he’d 
been stoned and pissed out of his mind. He immediately changed the subject and turned 
to Vic. “You talk to Aero?” 
 
Vic nodded. “Business as usual. No drama.” He looked at Taz. “You and Tanner are on 
tap to do guinea duty this weekend—Friday through Sunday.” 
 
Blowing a hard breath, Taz slouched in his seat. “That’s the entire weekend.” 
 
“And you’ve been,” Vic looked at Ben, “how did you put it—diving face-first into pussy 
the last seven days? Time to get back to work. You want sympathy, go see your ma.” 
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“Anything else?” Ben asked. 
 
“As a matter of fact, yes. My lovely wife informed me of some end-of-summer cocktail 
party the town’s putting on.” Vic picked up his water and took a sip. “Think we should 
all go.” 
 
“I don’t do cock or cocktail parties,” Taz emphatically said. 
 
“Interesting to know.” Eva joined them just in time.  
 
Frowning, Ben got up to let her in. Before he did, he tipped her chin, looked into her eyes 
and whispered if she was okay. She nodded then he gave her a kiss before she slid in so 
that she was between her husband and Taz. “Sorry about my big mouth, sweetheart,” he 
contritely told her. 
 
“We go—all of us,” Vic laid down. “So put your good-boy faces on.” 
 
After their food came, Taz gave the waitress his most devilish grin before they all ate in 
silence. It was nice—the quiet of the barely-populated diner and the company of his club 
family. Ironic that he was saddled with the only two married guys. Vic may appear to call 
the shots, but he knew Elle had a way of bending him to her will without appearing to do 
so. And Ben was a big, dopey newlywed sneaking in lovey-dovey looks with his wife 
that only they secretly understood. 
 
Okay, so maybe if he met a girl like Eva he might—might—consider maybe—maybe—
settling. A bit. Just a bit. It would at least get his ma to stop griping about dying without 
grandchildren. Yeah, maybe just a little. 
 
Who the fuck was he kidding? 
 
All Sturgis had done was stir his juices, and he mentally decided which two club girls he 
wanted to welcome him home properly tomorrow. Marriage would have to wait. His ma 
would have to wait. The waitress passed and flashed him a smile. Yeah, he’d find 
someplace to dive face-first and find out just how blonde she really was before crashing 
for the night. 
 
Yep—he wasn’t done by a long shot. It would all have to wait. 

 

 

The Marauders 
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Violet had packed up her things. It was all done, and she was so fucking done with 
Sturgis! She hated Sturgis with a passion! 

She looked around to make sure she hadn’t forgotten anything and handed the last case to 
her dad, who actually seemed to hate Sturgis as much as she did. Although it was 
probably more that he hated her at Sturgis. 

“I survived.” 

“Yes, you did,” he smiled. “How’s the arm?” 

“Pretty shit, to be honest. And my fingers have been more or less numb for the last two 
days, but I’ll have some time off now. We haven’t booked anything for the next week.” 

“Good.” He held up her bags and cases as if they were filled with nothing but air. “This 
the last?” 

“Yeah.” 

“I’ll take it to the RV. Don’t run off.” 

He sounded so cheerful when he said that, she had to bite her cheeks to not laugh. He 
obviously couldn’t wait for her to leave town. 

“I just need to use the bathroom before we leave. Tell Sam I’m on my way.” 

Her dad nodded and all but skipped towards the RV. Yup, the man could obviously not 
wait for her to be safely back in Greenville, Arizona. It hadn’t been that bad. Most guys 
had taken one look at whatever Marauder watching her, and they’d been cool. Some 
flirting, but not that bad, at least not much worse than usual. Eve had pointed out that it 
was the least violent hitting on she’d ever experienced at Sturgis, so she’d been very 
grateful about Violet’s watch dogs, too. The words ‘I’m gay’ apparently didn’t sway guys 
off for a second. They’d just suggested she’d put on a show for them instead. 

When Violet was about to leave the bathroom, Mac was standing just outside and pushed 
her right back in again. 

“Hey! What?” 

“Missed you,” he groaned as he hoisted her up and pushed her against the door. 

“You’ve seen me every day.” 

“Okay,” he chuckled, and his hand went under her t-shirt, grabbing her left boob. “I 
missed fucking with you.” 
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There hadn’t been much fucking—none at all, actually. Between twelve hour shifts and 
sharing an RV with Sami, fucking hadn’t really been on her mind. But the thumb circling 
around her nipple felt very nice. She hugged him closer and kissed the side of his neck. 

“Did you really miss me, or do you just want to be able to say you got some pussy at 
Sturgis?” 

“It’s not some pussy, babe, it’s my wife’s pussy.” 

She still wasn’t really used to him calling her ‘his wife,’ or even the thought of them 
being married, and it felt really odd to call him ‘my husband,’ but she liked hearing it all 
the same. 

When he caught her mouth and sucked on the labret in her lower lip, while still circling 
her nipple, she forgot about her hurting arm and how tired she was. 

“Let me down,” she mumbled. 

“Sure about that?” he asked and pressed his hard-on against her. 

“I just wanna get down so I can get my pants off.” 

“That’s my girl.” He took a few steps back and started with his own pants while keeping 
an eye on her. The room wasn’t big, it was in fact really fucking small, and after a quick 
look around, he sat down on the toilet with his jeans around his knees. “Think this is our 
only option.” 

“It’s a good option,” she answered as she slid her panties down her legs and stepped out 
of them. She didn’t even care where or what they landed in; she wanted him and 
straddled him. He held her face between his big hands and looked her right in the eyes as 
she slowly took him inside. “Oh, fuck!” 

“Shit,” he groaned and put an arm around her waist, pulling her closer with a thrust. “If 
you want me to look at you while you’re working, you better leave room for me to fuck 
you silly at least once a day from now on.” 

“Still turns you on?” 

“Hell yeah! Lift up your tee for me.” 

She did as he’d asked, and he yanked her bra out of the way and took her breast into his 
mouth, sucking hard. 

“Mac!” she yelped, trying to keep it down. With one hand holding him against her and 
the other resting on the wall behind him, she tried to ride him harder. She wanted more, 
but he wouldn’t let her speed up. “Please!” 



269 

He let go of her for a second. “Patience, Katze.” And then he was back at toying with her 
breasts. 

“Shit,” she groaned, and rolled her hips in a way she knew he loved. With a groan, he let 
go and buried his face against the side of her neck. 

“Oh, you fucking tease.” 

She felt kind of proud until he took a firm grip of her hips and pulled her down as he rose 
from the seat. Startled, she screamed and moaned at the same time, and she put her arms 
around him, hugging him tight. He finally let her move faster, and she sighed with relief 
while hugging him. 

They were interrupted by someone banging on the door. 

“Vi! Get going. Sami’s waiting for you,” her dad yelled. 

“Uhm. Yeah. I’ll be right there! You go ahead!” She tried to sound normal, but she 
probably didn’t. He didn’t seem to notice, though. 

“Okay. But speed up!” 

Mac leaned his head back and smiled at her, and now he finally let her move faster, still 
holding her eyes with his. She was getting closer, and with an even wider smile, he 
brought one of his hands up to pinch her nipple. 

“Mac!” 

“Keep it down.” 

“I can’t. Please kiss me.” 

Instead of answering, he stood up and turned them both to lean her against the wall. With 
his mouth firmly against her, he pounded into her as if he was trying to fuck her through 
the wall. She was trying to keep quiet and shut her eyes as hard as she could to focus, but 
even then a scream slipped through as she came. 

Mac’s grip on her ass grew a lot firmer, and just seconds later she felt him pulsate inside 
of her while he groaned into her mouth. 

They stood perfectly still while trying to catch their breath as quietly as possible. He 
gently let her down on the floor and gave her a careful kiss. 

“Think anyone heard?” she whispered. 
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“Yup,” Mac answered and pulled up his jeans. “But it wouldn’t be the first fuck they 
heard this week.” 

She laughed and reached for her panties. The floor in bathroom wasn’t too bad, since it 
had just been used by the artists, but it still felt a bit icky to put them on. When she was 
dressed, she turned to Mac who was leaning against the door. 

“Do I look okay?” 

“No,” he smiled and combed his fingers through her hair. “You look fucking perfect.” 

When they opened the door, she froze, because sitting on a chair further away in the 
corridor was Bear. He rose up when he saw them. 

“For fuck’s sake! You couldn’t wait until you two were back at home?” he muttered, but 
he was looking at Mac. 

“You want me to tell you all the reasons why I couldn’t?” Mac asked in return with a 
cocked eyebrow and a big smile. 

Bear didn’t answer, he just growled back at him before turning to Vi. “Sami’s waiting for 
you. Get going!” 

She nodded and put her arms around Mac’s neck. “Ride carefully.” 

“I will,” he said and gave her a kiss. “Love you.” 

“You could’ve just left,” she said to her dad. “You didn’t have to wait.” 

“I was chasing people off.” 

She laughed and left them in the corridor. Mac would probably get more shit for it, but 
she suspected he was getting used to getting shit from her dad. He didn’t even seem to 
care much anymore. 

“Where the fuck were you?” Sam asked when she climbed into the RV. 

“Ladies’ room.” 

“Took you fucking forever.” 

“Mac was with me,” she said, and took care to not look at him but couldn’t help a small 
side-glance in his direction. 

Sam gaped and then started to laugh. 
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“And now I wanna high five myself for sending Bear after you.” He turned the ignition 
and shook his head, still chuckling. “Well, say bye-bye and fuck you very much to 
Sturgis.” 

“Bye-bye and fuck you very much, Sturgis!” 
 

 
 
Bear watched Vi run off and then turned to Mac. That had been a very unpleasant 
experience. He’d moved away far enough to not be able to hear them, and then he’d made 
damn sure no one else heard them, either. No fucking way would he let anyone hear his 
baby girl… Yeah. He didn’t want to think about it. 

“Motherfucker,” he muttered. 

“Think that would be daughterfucker.” 

“Watch it!” He pointed towards the back door to the place. “Let’s get going.” 

No matter how Bear felt about Mac fucking Vi in a bathroom at Sturgis, he was relieved 
the entire fucking thing was over, and that Vi was safely in an RV on her way back home. 
All things considered, it had been a good week; a lot of good meets and the other guys 
had scratched some of the worst itches. He had a feeling the clubhouse would be pretty 
fucking calm for at least a couple of weeks. Vi had made tons of money, and had set up 
quite a few contacts for future gigs, too. 

He took a look at Mac, who was walking next to him with a satisfied smile, and he shook 
his head. 

“With all that fucking, I’m guessing I’ll have a grandkid on its way soon,” he chuckled. 
He was actually looking forward to that. 

“Uhm, yeah,” Mac chucked. “Apparently Vi met some pregnant chick here, and she 
scared the shit outta her. Something about tits with their own weather system, and not 
being able to put on underwear.” 

“What?” 

“Yeah.” Mac’s smile grew bigger. “Tits with their own weather system.” 

“Those are some big tits,” Bear nodded. “She’ll get over it.” 

“I know,” Mac shrugged. “I’m not worried.” 
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Of course he wasn’t. Mac was never fucking worried about anything, and especially not 
Vi. He’d probably already set up a plan for how to get Vi used to the idea of having kids. 
Sometimes he wondered if Vi knew exactly how figured out Mac had her. If it had been 
anyone but Mac, Bear would be concerned, but he knew Mac, so it was all good. They 
were good together, and even if he really hoped he never had to hear them get going 
again, he was relieved she had someone like Mac in her life. Someone who trusted she 
was capable of taking care of herself. If she’d been with someone who worried half as 
much as Bear did, she’d probably go crazy. 

They reached their bikes and rode off to meet up with the others at the campsite before 
heading home. He couldn’t fucking wait to get home. 

“Where the fuck have you been?” Brick yelled as soon as they killed the engines of their 
bikes. “We need to get going.” 

“Caught him getting some tail,” Bear said with a nod in Mac’s direction. 

“Since he’s still walking, I guess it was the right tail,” Sisco chuckled. 

“At least he leaves his tail breathing,” Brick muttered between clenched teeth. “I’d shut 
the fuck up if I was you. 

“She was breathing when I left.” 

“What did I miss?” Bear asked with a look at Sisco. 

“He and someone from The Freaks picked up a gash at the Full Throttle Saloon. Turns 
out she was a sister to someone from the Vikings.” 

Bull pointed at Sisco with an aha-face. “The blonde with the massive tits you strolled off 
with?” 

“Yeah,” Sisco nodded. 

“I wasn’t really asking about the broad,” Bear interrupted. “I got that part, I was more 
wondering why she isn’t breathing.” 

“I met the guy from The Freaks a few days ago, and it turns out he and some other dude 
fucked her to death.” 

Bear took a few deep breaths. Someone Sisco’d been seen taking off with, a sister to a 
patch, had been fucked to death. That was bad. At least Sisco had the decency to look bad 
about it. He wasn’t gloating, and he seemed ashamed. Sisco liked women, but he 
wouldn’t hurt them. He looked at Brick to hear what he had to say. 

“Apparently it’s been taken care of. No blow-back.” 
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“Vi is not coming here again.” 

“I saw that gash, and if she had a biker brother and showed up looking like she did and 
doing what she did, she must’ve been a fucking retard.” Bull shook his head. “Vi’s not an 
idiot. She’s a smart girl, and she’s been around since she was a kid. She can handle 
herself, and she wouldn’t have followed a bunch of drunk assholes to get laid at fucking 
campsite.” 

“No, apparently she gets laid in the bathroom.” 

Mitch laughed and slapped Mac’s back. “At least you can say you got some pussy at 
Sturgis.” Bear stared at him. “Sorry. I mean… good to hear you made love to your wife,” 
he added. 

“Back to the dead sister,” Bear said. “We’re good on that?” 

“Yeah. I’d say I owe The Freaks a favor, though. But I’ve told ‘em that.” 

“Let me know if they get back to you about it.” Brick was moving towards his bike. 
“Gentlemen, let’s get the fuck home.” 

 

The Freaks 
 
“Ready, brothers?” Samson tightened the bungees across the tent and bedroll and grabbed 
his helmet. The sooner he was on the road, the happier he would be. 
 
“I just gotta call Beth. I promised her I'd let her know when we were leaving, so she 
could stop worrying about whatever she was worrying ‘bout me being here, an' start 
worrying 'bout me dying in a wreck on the way home.” Tiny pulled his cell from the 
inside pocket of his cut. “Hello? Hello? Hey, Imi, it's Daddy. Can you go and get 
Mommy? Take the phone with you…Don't leave it...hello? Imi? Imi? Beth? Hello? 
Fuck.” He hung up and grabbed his own helmet. “Fuck it. I'll try again later. Imi's 
probably dropped the phone in the toy box again.” 
 
Spike rolled his eyes. “Jesus, you two have spent more time calling your ol' ladies than 
I've spent fucking. And I've been fucking a lot.” He gave that maniacal grin. “Did I tell 
you about Rosie? Fuck, that girl just blew my mind. She can...” 
 
“I know, brother. I've been there, remember.” 
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“I'm seriously considering heading over to Utah, and hooking up with her again. Don't 
suppose you got her number?” 
 
“No, Spike. I don't.” 
 
“Too bad. Oh well. There's always next year. Maybe I'll share her with Knuckles. He'll 
fucking love her.” 
 
“Just don't kill her. Cuz I sure as shit ain't cleaning up your mess again.” Tiny scowled 
and tightened his chinstrap. “Can't believe we had to ditch that sweet ride of hers.” 
 
Samson grinned and swung his leg over his bike. It hadn't been all bad, he guessed. He'd 
met up with some old friends, settled old scores and forged a few new allegiances. But 
next time someone suggested they go to Sturgis, it would be met with a resounding 'no'. 
 
He'd thought he missed being on the road—of being in the thick of things again—but 
he’d been wrong. He was a Freak and he would always live to ride, but he was also a 
husband and a father, and he'd had no idea how much he'd miss his cute little witch and 
his kid when he was away, and how much he'd want to get back to their little house in the 
middle of nowhere. 
 
He sat back and waited for his brothers to mount their rides, then fired up the engine. 
“C'mon brothers. Let's go home.”  
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AFTERWORD 

 
We authors of The Freak Circle Press hope you enjoyed the adventures of our boys in 
leather, their ladies and assorted others as they navigated through the week of drunken 
debauchery and mayhem known as Sturgis. 
 
As we stated in the Foreword, this idea all began with a reader’s question about two clubs 
from two different authors ever meeting. It threw us into a whirlwind of discussion, as 
each of us began to speculate how characters from our individual books would react to 
meeting each other. That discussion eventually ballooned until we had no choice but to 
actually have them get together and interact under one roof, so to speak. 
 
A collection by multiple authors isn’t something new, however they usually consist of 
stand-alone stories, each written by its own author. We’d like to feel what we’ve done is 
unprecedented, as we’ve yet to come across a collection of stories where authors get 
together to comingle their characters within a common plot. Although we controlled our 
own characters, we knew enough about each other’s work to be able to weave their 
characters and plot circumstances from their books into the mix. 
 
Doing this wasn’t easy, as we had seven authors spread across four countries (and time 
zones!). Google Drive became our friend because we were able to share documents and 
go in and out of the stories to write our parts when it was convenient for us, leaving each 
other little comments of encouragement and advice in the margin for the next author to 
see when they popped in for their turn. It kept us connected when one or two were 
writing while the rest of us were fast asleep on the other side of the pond! 
 
This is where the true beauty of the collaboration became evident. It wasn’t so much the 
fun idea that eventually turned into this 270+-page labor of love, fist fights, drugs, sex, 
and bonding, but the interaction between us authors that makes this project so special to 
us. We all met through common ground while writing Sons of Anarchy fan fiction several 
years ago, and we eventually turned ourselves into The Freak Circle Press. What we 
displayed while writing this collaboration was a true testament of our understanding, 
consideration and—most of all—respect for each other and our individual characters.  
 
Although we wrote our own characters with abandon, we were careful to take heed when 
incorporating someone else’s character into our scenes. To say it was nerve-wracking to 
have someone else’s creation in your own hands is an understatement. But because of 
that deep respect and trust we have for each other, we were able to maintain boundaries 
and do justice to the characters that were not our own. Of course, we all had final say 
over how our characters were portrayed by other authors, and other than a few minor 
tweaks, we were not only psyched with the results but also experienced this surreal 



276 

feeling of seeing how each of us interpreted our characters from our individual stories so 
beautifully. 
 
We are proud to be a part of each other’s lives. We keep in constant touch with each 
other online on a daily basis, while some of us have had the awesome opportunity to meet 
in person. Knowing we share the common goal to give readers the best stories we are 
capable of writing without compromise is what keeps our bond strong. The respect and 
love we have for each other is truly amazing. 
 
Okay, enough blubbering. We thank you in advance if you’ve given to the Global Fund 
For Women in exchange for this adventure. And a special thanks to several Freak 
authors: to Catherine Johnson, who created several comprehensive (and very colorful, I 
might add!) spreadsheets that organized the individual story docs and timeline which kept 
us on track with which day was what; to Susan Fanetti, who took the docs, pressed, 
kneaded, edited and molded them into expert chronological order complete with 
Foreword, list of players, and Table of Contents; and last, but not least, to C.D. Breadner, 
for her clever and creative work on the cover art as well as the awesome ‘postmark’ 
date/scene/POV breaks. 
 
If you’ve read our individual books prior to this, then I hope you all got a kick out of 
watching these guys (and ol’ ladies) interact. However, if this is your first experience 
with The Freaks, The Marauders, The Mountain Skulls, The Night Horde, The Priests, 
The Red Rebels and The Vikings and would like to know how they all came to be, then 
please visit our Author Page on The Freak Circle Press blog, where our individual works 
are listed and individually linked to purchase on Amazon. 
 
Again, thank you all very much for your support and appreciation, both to us as writers 
and to the cause we collectively stand for. 
 
See you in the clubhouse! 
Lina Andersson, C.D. Breader, Elayne DiSano, Susan Fanetti, Shannon Flagg, Catherine 
Johnson, and Sarah Osborne 
 
 

http://tfcpress.wordpress.com/authors/



