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Author’s Note
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The Ravage Riders MC is a unique twist on supernatural motorcycle club romance with a hint of sci-fi. If you’re a fan of dark romance, MC, or a hint of paranormal with rough, dirty talkin’ bikers, you won’t be disappointed. While the end of this book has a mild cliffhanger, I hope you’ll continue the journey with Bryce in Life of Sin, releasing in November 2024.

As always, happy reading!
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Mack Ravage is an outlaw with a bad reputation.

I should know. I created him with every breath, wrong decision, and regret I've made over the last twenty years. That's why I shouldn't want her - the sweet, pretty, young single mom that walks into my clubhouse. I promise her safety. I swear the club will protect her and her daughter. Hell, I even let her stay and gave her a room.

She's too wide-eyed, innocent, trusting, and too damn adorable for her own good. I'm not gonna touch her. I swear I'm gonna keep my distance. And then her eyes rake over me and burn like hot coals over my skin.

My Sergeant at Arms Valan thinks she wants him, but I know better. Her eyes only brighten when I'm in the room. Her smile grows broader when I look in her direction. And the heat - it cranks up a good ten degrees when our eyes meet.

None of this matters when the past decides to show up at our door. The Ravage Riders won't be bullied. This is our town. We own it, and we damn well do as we please. Valan? Our enemies? The age difference? Just a few details to hammer out.

I'm the president of this club. I take what I want, and I want Charlotte. Nothin' is standing in my way.
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Run On (feat. King Sugar) – Jamie Bower

Mercy – Ayron Jones

Into The Fire – Asking Alexandria

I Can't Be the Only One – Killswitch Engage

Falling In – Lifehouse

Dirty Thoughts – Chloe Adams

Family – Noah Gundersen

Sinner – Of Virtue

What Am I – Why Don’t We

Sinner’s Prayer – Sully Erna

Outlaw in Me (feat. Crucifix) – The Lacs

The Way I Say Goodbye – Any Given Sin

Stay – Black Stone Cherry
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Listen here on Spotify: Sin’s Betrayal Playlist
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​​​​Common Terms
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RRMC Ravage Riders Motorcycle Club. One-percenter outlaw MC. Founded in Providence, CA 1969.

Ravagers Clubhouse Bar & clubhouse owned by the RRMC.

Pres President of the club. His orders/decisions are law.

Ol’ lady A member’s woman, protected & respected.

Brotherhood Unbreakable bond/kinship that trumps all other friendships/relationships.

One-Percenter Outlaw biker/club.

Cut Leather vest worn by club members, patches and club colors sewn on, sacred to members.

Church An official club meeting, led by president.

Chapel The location for church meetings in the clubhouse.

Prospect Probationary member sponsored by an officer, banned from church until a full patch.

Full Patch A new member voted on & approved as a new member.

Hog Motorcycle Cage Vehicle

Muffler bunny Club girl, also called sweet butt, cut slut.

Crazy Eights Local bar frequented by RRMC members.

R. S. Inc. Films Adult movie company owned by the club.

Ravaged Syn Strip club owned by the Providence, CA Chapter.

SOMC Satan’s Outlaws, rival motorcycle club.
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​​​​​​​​​​​​Chapter 1 Mack
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I rolled to a stop outside the gates of the cemetery, kicking down the stand as I cut the engine on my Harley. My fingers lifted to unbuckle the strap beneath my chin, and I hung my helmet over the left handlebar, gazing at the nearly empty lot. For a Friday afternoon, the place looked deserted. I only noticed a handful of vehicles.

It didn’t matter if I shared this moment with strangers or endured it on my own. This visit was long overdue. I’d put it off for months because of the shit going down with my club and our rivals, the Satan’s Outlaws MC.

I’d brought flowers for more than one grave and pulled them from my saddlebags, holding the bouquets as I climbed the hill that led to the pathway I needed. The smooth stones beckoned me farther into the deserted graveyard and the rows of headstones, some crumbling from the passage of time. Many were covered in moss or blackened with age.

I didn’t stop or glance at the lone mourner who dabbed at her eyes with a handkerchief, staring down at the fresh mound pillowed on top of dark green grass. She had her own demons to wrestle, and I had mine.

At the first headstone on my tour of three, I dropped a simple bundle of wildflowers, thinking that my best friend, Ron, would have found it funny that I placed them on his grave.

Thirteen winters passed since I last spoke to him, and every single one brought the same guilt, sorrow, and regret. His death had been an accident, but it didn’t lessen the pain of his absence. Next to him, buried only three and half years ago, his wife Sarah’s headstone beckoned for the yellow lilies in my hand. I placed them in front of her name, bowing my head as I whispered how I missed them both.

In our youth, we shared more than beers and good times. We’d been best friends, sharing secrets, hardships, and mutual respect. There was a hole there that no other friendship could ever fill.

The final grave, and the one I fought to avoid, belonged to my ex-wife. She’d died the same day as Ron. Both were victims of our dangerous life and rivalry with the SOMC.

I had loved Patty with every breath in my lungs, with my whole fucking heart. When I found her pregnant and beaten on the highway as she fled her abuser, I took her in, provided for her, and lost my heart to a woman destined to die at his hands. Striker killed her for loving me.

He paid the price for it, but his death brought no closure. I got retribution from her two sons. Pete, the boy we shared, and Bryce, the son she had with Striker. Their hands were stained with Striker’s blood, but the motherfucker didn’t deserve to live. He stole everything from her. Patty never got to see her boys grow up, and I hated that she was taken from us.

I stopped at her headstone, reading the inscription, and lowered my palm to the cool exterior. For several minutes, I let the memories we shared roll over in my mind and fought back tears. I wasn’t a guy that got easily overwhelmed by his emotions, but her loss still fucking gutted me.

Maybe someday I’d get over her loss and be able to move on.

As I dropped to my knees and placed her bouquet of brightly colored roses in front of her headstone, something whizzed past my ear. Startled, I dropped to my stomach, rolling over as I stared into the thick line of trees a short distance away.

Who the fuck followed me here?

Two more bullets fired in my direction. One hit the stone beside my head and chipped away a chunk of it. The second grazed my shoulder and ripped through my shirt, slicing into my skin.

With a roar, I reached for my weapon, palming the 9mm before I crouched, moving in the direction where the bullets originated. If someone wanted a piece of me, they were going to have to be a better shot.

I heard someone running from me and gave chase, rushing into the trees. The thick redwoods made it impossible to see anyone, and I grew agitated, losing the person sent to assassinate me. I heard the roar of a motorcycle, which confirmed my suspicion. The Outlaws had put out a hit on me.

Stupid fuckers.

By the time I reached the parking lot, whoever had been there was long gone.

Pissed, I shoved my gun back into place, hiding it so that I didn’t cause alarm when more innocent, unsuspecting citizens walked the same pathway to mourn lost loved ones.

I straddled my bike, growing more pissed and agitated with every second that passed. What did I think? That returning to the Riders and assuming the throne would guarantee safe passage wherever I went? There was a war going on between our two clubs, and the death toll kept rising.

A vivid reminder that I shouldn’t travel alone.

But I hated compromising my freedom or appearing weak. It bothered me more than I wanted to admit.

Back at the Ravagers clubhouse, I rolled toward the gate, watching the prospect scurry to open it.

I rode onto the lot and pulled into the first space, closest to the door, reserved for the president. A position I earned, not only because it was my fucking name we used for the club, but because it was my father who founded it. My blood and those of my father that kept it running. We sacrificed a hell of a lot more than any other member to ensure its survival.

I didn’t stop at the bar on my way in, stomping past my brothers, who played pool and drank their share of beer and whiskey. I snatched a bottle from one of the tables, brought it to my lips, and took a swig before unlocking my office. Once inside, I sat in my leather chair, tipping back the bottle.

It took a few minutes to notice the dried blood on my arm.

A sigh escaped as I shook my head.

If the SOMC wanted my attention, they got it.

Watch out, motherfuckers. You messed with the wrong bastard.
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Chapter 2 Mack
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I didn’t find peace in my office for long.

My cell vibrated on my desk, and I grabbed it, recognizing the number. “Can’t say I’m surprised to hear from you, Bryce,” I announced after accepting the collect call from Humboldt County Corrections. “You meet with Sydney?”

“Yeah. Doesn’t look good for me, Mack.”

Shit. “It’d help if you told me what the fuck they have on you.”

“Tons of shit. I ratted out the SOMC.”

That club had it comin’, in my opinion. Sure, they were the only MC capable of fighting the Riders, but that had nothing to do with it. It was the other shit that pissed me off. All the bad blood. Murder. Drugs. Sex trafficking.

And then there was the fact that Striker, the former president, and Bryce’s father, murdered Patty. She wasn’t just my ol’ lady. Patty was Pete and Bryce’s mother—the love of my life.

I didn’t consider it a bad thing that Bryce turned on the Outlaws. Those assholes deserved what was coming to them.

Bryce didn’t owe his dead abusive father or his club a goddamn thing. They watched what happened to him without raising a finger to stop it.

Fuck the Outlaws. I hoped they all went to prison for the rest of their lives. Not that there were many of those cocksuckers left. We already handled Akando, Devlin, Striker, and one of our own who betrayed us. Rafe, the fucking asshole that tried to steal the throne of my fucking club.

“I fucking sang like a fucking bird,” Bryce continued with a dark laugh. “Gave them everything they needed to bury the Outlaws for good.”

Damn. I didn’t think he’d go that far. “What was the plea deal?”

“I didn’t ask for one,” he replied smoothly.

What? Why the fuck would he do that?

“Are you fucking kidding me? What the hell are you thinkin’, kid? You’re gonna serve hard time without one. That what you want?”

Guilt for leaving him behind at the jail while I walked out with my son Pete surfaced. We should have tried harder to set Bryce free that day. It didn’t sit well with me that Bryce sacrificed his freedom for us. In truth, he’d done it for his brother. It shouldn’t have shocked me, but it did.

“I want this shit to end,” he answered quietly. “No more attachment to those assholes. I need to know they’re going down, Mack. For good.”

“Not many of them left, Bryce,” I pointed out. “Not after the warehouse and Maxwell Forman’s involvement.”

“That’s why I got to see this through.”

“But not at the expense of your freedom. You wanna rot in prison for the next twenty years? Because that’s what’ll happen, Bryce.”

“I can handle myself.”

“This ain’t about Striker or any of the shit he beat into your head. You don’t have to sacrifice yourself for the Outlaws, Bryce. Take a plea.”

“Mack. This isn’t why I called.”

I didn’t want to hear it. He needed to understand the severity of the time he faced in prison without negotiating a deal.

“You sign anything yet?”

“No. Sydney asked me to wait until tomorrow’s deadline. The feds seem antsy.”

Smart. That lawyer earned every dime we paid him. “Feds are always riled up. You take whatever deal Sydney tells you.”

“You’re actin’ like my pres, Mack.”

Or his father. The kid needed one—at least a role model who didn’t treat him like a punching bag.

“Damn straight. The Riders need you, Bryce. Your brother wants you patched in. Pete’s not gonna let you take the fall for Striker’s mistakes. Or any of the shit he forced on that club. You don’t have to be dragged through that mess.”

I wish that fucker Striker were still alive so we could make him suffer a hell of a lot longer for his crimes. Maybe brick him behind a wall in the basement or chain him to the back of my bike and drag him through the fucking desert. Morbid, but I never said I was a good man. I looked out for my own, and when those I loved were threatened, I went after the fucker responsible. That was life in the MC, and my brothers trusted me to handle our affairs with an iron will.

Bryce should have had more than that mean motherfucker for a father who didn’t give a shit about him, treating him like dogshit on the bottom of his boot. He beat that boy for years after Patty died, and no matter how many times I tried to intervene, nothin’ happened to stop Striker from hurting Bryce.

As long as I lived, I’d feel partially responsible for what Bryce suffered.

My relationship with Patty contributed to the violence and Striker’s rage. A pang of guilt I still fought even after all this time. I had to find a way to make this right for Bryce.

Bryce’s heavy sigh was the only response. “Yeah, okay. I’ll talk to Sydney.”

My chest released, and I realized I’d been holding my breath, waiting for him to agree. Fuckin’ kid deserved a break, not the shit from the past that threatened to consume him.

“Stay in touch,” I ordered.

“I will.”

“What did you call me about?” I asked gruffly. “You need anything?”

“No,” he sighed. “Tell Pete I don’t regret it. He doesn’t need to worry about me.”

Shit.

“Bryce, you don’t get it. Pete loves you. You’re his blood. He’ll worry until you’re free and no longer behind bars, not a second before.”

“Fuck,” he spat. “I didn’t ask him to do that.”

“No, but that’s what happens when you love someone.”

I heard the catch in his voice. “Gotta go, Mack.”

“Let me know when you’ve signed your deal.”

“Will do.”

He ended the call, and I sat back, wondering how Sydney would get him out of this mess. Edge wouldn’t be able to handle it if his brother ended up in prison for the rest of his life. The two boys had been at odds their entire lives, never knowing they shared the same mother.

Striker didn’t want Bryce to know. I kept the truth from Pete because it was easier than admitting my involvement in the past. Secrets were vicious, hungry monsters that devoured everyone in their path. I learned my lesson the hard way.

My relationship with my son had been strained since he entered middle school. Even on the best of terms, we didn’t have many civil words with one another.

I didn’t blame him for being pissed at me for the choices I made. He lost a mother and a half-brother because of the shit between Striker and me. That was why I had to make this right. Bryce wasn’t serving time in prison. It didn’t matter what I had to do to make it happen.

Good thing I had a plan.

We kept Sidney Vaughn on retainer because he was the best fucking lawyer in Providence and the surrounding counties. He handled all the legal shit for the club. Sidney had gotten us out of some tough scrapes and shit I never expected to get away with. The one thing he knew better than anyone else was how to bend the law. Hell, he could navigate it with expertise and finesse. Damn impressive.

A knock pounded on my door, pulling me from my thoughts.

“Come in,” I announced, somewhat annoyed. I never could get a fucking minute to myself since I became president of the club. Made me a grumpy fucker after all the years I stayed in isolation, living away from Providence. Sometimes, I wished I could return to the cabin and stay there, forgetting this life and all the headaches that came with it.

The door opened, crashing back against the wall as my son entered. He was in a mood, no doubt on edge about his brother.

“Mack,” he growled.

“Good timing,” I announced, not letting him launch into a tirade. “Just got off the phone with Bryce. He promised he’d talk to Sydney and wouldn’t sign anything without taking a deal. We should hear something soon.”

Pete sagged into the chair across from my desk, relieved. His anger seemed to fizzle out. “Shit, Pops. I can’t stop worrying about him. Bryce took the fall for us. His crazy ass is lookin’ at serious time.”

“He is,” I agreed, “but he’s loyal. He’s proven that. If he gets out and wants a place in this club, he’s got it.”

Pete’s chin dropped briefly, and I thought I heard him sniffle. He’d never admit it but wore his heart on his shirtsleeve. Pete was emotional, but only about those he kept in his inner circle. My son could be just as ruthless as his old man if you fucked with him or his loved ones. Guess I did teach him a thing or two.

“I was hoping you’d say that.”

“I know what you mean to each other. Family is important. I know I’ve fucked that up in the past, son, but I’m trying to make amends.”

Pete gave a curt nod. “I know. I’m trying to move on from my shit too.”

We shared a moment of understanding we hadn’t been able to reach for years. It hit me right in the chest, but I didn’t get sappy about it. Like my son, I kept my emotions close, but that didn’t mean I was unable to feel things deeply.

“You hear anything from Barry Forman?”

I didn’t mind that he changed the subject. We both knew when to move on. A family trait.

“No. Forman just buried his son. I doubt he wants to fuck with us after the shit that went down with Max.”

“You think he wants payback?” Pete asked, crossing his arms over his chest. “I would.”

“We watch our backs and be ready for trouble. If Forman wants to escalate shit, he’ll regret it. He can’t be stupid enough to want to wage war with the Ravage Riders.”

“No shit.” Pete agreed. “It’s not just Bryce or Forman on my mind. I haven’t been able to stop dreaming about Mom or that green mist. It makes me feel like bad shit is about to go down.”

I didn’t tell him I’d felt the same foreboding. No need to worry him until there was something to worry about.

“Maybe it’s because of the warehouse. R.J. and Cara almost died. Maxwell Forman tried to fuck with our town, and he learned the Riders don’t back down from a fight.”

“I know. I don’t regret what happened. Forman and his thugs deserved to pay for the shit they caused. Devlin had it coming, too. Those assholes are in the fuckin’ ground where they belong.”

“Exactly,” I agreed. “We focus on getting Bryce free of the charges against him, and everything else will fall into place, Pete.”

He didn’t appear convinced but didn’t argue, heaving a sigh as he stood. “Alright. Keep me in the loop, Mack. I want to know what you find.”

“I will, son.”
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​​​​​​​​​​Chapter 3 Charlotte
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I’ve never been a good girl.

For as long as I can remember, that title belonged to my selfless, loving, compassionate, always-do-the-right-thing younger sister, Cara, a social worker who volunteered at the local homeless shelter in Providence. Cara’s heart was as wide and fathomless as the ocean. There wasn’t a single person on this earth who didn’t admire her.
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