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Part One


          

          
            Shattered Saint

          

        

      

    

    
      After surviving a war zone, Gabriel “Gonzo” Gonzales found himself restless and longing for a connection with his brothers in arms. Having patched to the Saint’s Outlaws MC, he became at ease like never before.

      Life was good with people he trusted at his back. Until the person who mattered most in his world dealt with the worst of betrayals firsthand. With his son paying the consequences for someone else’s crime, Gonzo had one focus driving him: revenge.

      The grudge would change everything for Gonzo. Needing to change the playing field, he locked in on his target and set his mission for retribution.

      Deep in a valley of the Blue Ridge Mountains was a town no one thought twice about. Dreadnought, North Carolina was a quiet place where no outsider dared to enter since the Saint’s Outlaws moved in.

      Gonzo won’t lose control. He won’t stop until he’s settled the score. The brothers behind him won’t back down even if it costs them everything.

      The Saint’s Outlaws protect their own to the very end.

      Welcome to the battle for vengeance.

      These outlaws won’t be stopped until the scales are tipped in their favor once more.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
Chapter 1


          

          
            Gonzo

          

        

      

    

    
      The call came like thunder on a clear day—unexpected, jarring, full of static.

      Pop Squally sent out the alert for officers and full patches within range to report in.

      Church.

      Nonnegotiable unless on a run. Not unusual, not exactly rare, but the timing was all kinds of fucked.

      Half the club was out on the road, running a truckload of ARs toward Arkansas. Wrath and his Bella Vista boys had put in their order weeks back, and when Wrath called, you answered—because Wrath didn’t play. Luckily, we had more than enough firepower stashed in reserve to cover it. That wasn’t the issue. The issue was why Pop was calling us in now, with half the table riding as dirty as can be across state lines. They get caught out of a protected territory our guys would be facing some serious time. He wouldn’t take on another job with so many brothers out.

      There was this little kernel of curiosity that gnawed at me the whole ride in. While we had random needs to call church sometimes, there was something in my gut that felt heavier this time. I couldn’t explain it.

      I killed the engine outside the clubhouse and went through the ritual to get in my seat. Our setup was unique, but the shit was rock solid.

      Phone in the basket by the vault entrance door—electronics stripped off everyone like sins at confession. Step inside the first room and remove firearms. Gun in the assigned safety deposit box. My pistol clinked against the steel and suddenly I felt naked, but that was the whole point. Inside church, there were no distractions, no firepower. We were safe together inside this space, no weapons were needed. Just brothers, words, and the storm of whatever the fuck Pop was about to drop.

      The vault swallowed us one by one. Concrete and steel muffled the outside world, pressing it away until it was just us and the hum of recycled air.

      The old bank was a gem Pop had snapped up years back. Apparently when a bank closes a branch, the building gets sold with a clause that it couldn’t be used as a bank for five years post-sale. Due to the set up for banking, it wasn’t a prime building for many types of businesses without needing remodeling to remove the vault. For us, the bank would never be owned by anyone other than the Saint’s Outlaws holding company. We worked all of the brick building’s features to our advantage. Especially the security measures, the vault as our armory and table. Everything was decided locked together in this room. The camera system was now a closed circuit system, but we had eyes everywhere on the property.

      The lobby now had neon lights, smoke, whiskey, and laughter—our playground. The vault though, that was our cathedral. No windows, no leaks, no chance for ears that didn’t belong. Inside here, the weight of history pressed on your shoulders. It smelled like leather with sweat. The air carried the weight of a thousand meetings where decisions got made that changed lives, ended others, and carved our story into the bones of Dreadnought.

      At the head of the mahogany table, Pop sat where he belonged. President. He put brothers above everything including himself. A true leader. Master Sergeant in the United States Marine Corps before, Saint’s Outlaws commander always.

      Calm in every storm.

      His posture said everything: steady hands, steady mind, steady trigger. He didn’t need to raise his voice—his presence filled the room.

      I slid into my spot at his right hand. Vice president. Not by charity, not by accident. I’d earned it. Eleven years under this patch, eight tours under his command before that. If Pop marched into straight into Hell, I’d follow him and light a cigarette on the flames as they danced around us.

      One by one, the others filled their chairs. Officers locked in at the table, every other patched brother, stood against the walls or took one of the few spare chairs around.

      Tower, our secretary, eyes darting like he was already writing down minutes in invisible ink. The man had a mind like no other and never forgot a damn thing. Jester, our sergeant-at-arms, cracking his knuckles and smirking like every problem was just a skull waiting for his fist. He definitely was a shoot first ask questions later type of man. Burn, the enforcer, solid, quiet, all coiled violence. Pull, he was Burn’s shadow, muscle and loyalty stacked in flesh. Disciple, our chaplain, who could quote scripture one breath and snap a neck the next. Peanut, road captain, wiry, sharp, the bastard you wanted planning your route through hell. And Loco, Treasurer, numbers man and smartass in equal measure. Everyone was present that had a crucial role in the club.

      The table was full even with so many brothers taking the run for Wrath. The run had patches but no officers for a change and this gave us all the opportunity to be here. Another unusual situation for everyone holding rank to be present with an active run in place. Pop didn’t waste a second. He never did.

      “Sorry for the quick call, fellas.”

      I gave him a small nod. No apology needed. Not in this room. Not with us. We were men who knew the game. Trouble didn’t send invitations. That shit, it came like a thief in the dark.

      “Got word,” Pop said, voice even. “Mayor’s making moves again.”

      The whole table tensed. Hampton fucking Stanley. Mayor of Dreadnought. Resident parasite. Our personal pain that never went away. Couldn’t prove the shit, but we all thought he rigged the votes.

      “Fuck,” I muttered, pushing back against my chair.

      Tower snorted. “Guy’s got serious small-dick problems. Can’t find a hobby that doesn’t involve pokin’ the fuckin’ bear.”

      Loco grinned. “Every time he kisses his wife, he tastes Pop’s cock. Hard to focus on hobbies when your home life smells like another man’s balls.”

      The table erupted. Even Pop cracked a smile. And he didn’t deny it, either. No need. Everyone knew Mrs. Mable Stanley had warmed his sheets long before her husband started rattling around in our business.

      The smile didn’t last. Pop leaned forward. “He’s changing shit up. Managed to get a new district court judge appointed mid-term. Fuck face doesn’t even live in our district. How did he pull that shit off?”

      That sucked the oxygen out of the room.

      Jester slapped the table. “How? We had Bishop on lock.”

      Bishop. Our ace in the hole. Watauga County’s one and only district judge, bought and paid for by us. We kept him comfortable, padded his pockets, reminded him where his loyalties lay. He was our firewall shielding us from the law. If one of us got tangled up in a way we couldn’t prevent being in the courtroom he was the last stop to getting off. The life of an outlaw didn’t come easy and required always having people in your pockets.

      Pop leaned back, exhaling slow. Calm before chaos. That’s why they called him Squally—the storm.

      “Bishop’s gone,” he said flatly. “Took early retirement. Family medical leave type of excuse. Left town. No goodbye.”

      Peanut cursed, shoving a hand through his hair. Burn’s jaw flexed like he was grinding teeth into dust.

      “Dumbass move,” Peanut spat. “Saint’s Outlaws don’t just get left behind. He crossed us. I’ll find him, Pop. Just give me a city.”

      “Not yet,” Pop said, sharp. “We play this smart.”

      And that was the thing with Pop. He always thought two steps ahead. Where the rest of us were fire and gasoline, he was the matchbox. Calm, measured, but lethal once the strike came.

      “Mind your shit,” Pop continued. “Get word out—heads on swivels. No heat until we know who this new judge is and how he plays. Everybody walks the line until further notice.”

      We all nodded. Orders received.

      “What’s the play, Pop?” I asked, wondering which direction he was feeling this may sway.

      His gaze cut to Burn. “Intel on Bishop. Where he went. Why he left. Need as much as we can, make it fast.” He slid a folder across the table. “Once we sort where he is we can determine the punishment for his transgressions.”

      Burn caught it, silent. That was his way. He’d burn the world down if Pop asked, but he never wasted breath on words.

      “Bishop’s from Utah,” Pop went on. “Only been here two years. Write-in candidate. Never made sense how Stanley moved him in, but he played ball with us. We need to know why he left and who Stanley put in his place.”

      Stanley. Always fucking Hampton Stanley. Man couldn’t keep his nose out of our business. Maybe it was jealousy, maybe it was his wife’s moans echoing in his skull. Who Pop Squally fucked wasn’t my business. If her man didn’t satisfy her and Pop did, that was adult behaviors that weren’t mine to dabble in. The why Stanley wanted to fuck with us didn’t matter. He was a problem, and now he’d slipped a new judge onto the bench like a dagger in our ribs.

      “Monday’s the switch,” Pop said. “New guy’s name is Walsh. Never on the ballot. There wasn’t a public vote. Emergency poll from the city council. Already sworn in.”

      Burn nodded once. “I’ll find him.”

      The weight pressed in. Monday was too damn close. Too many unknowns. One of us gets tagged doing some club shit, we go inside without someone in our pocket it could mean hard time.

      “Time is of the essence,” Pop said. “We’ve got orders going out. Last thing we need is heat from some judge trying to prove himself.”

      He raised the gavel, mahogany and heavy, and slammed it down on the table. Church dismissed.

      We broke like a pack of wolves spilling from the den, climbing back into the common area, the heartbeat of the clubhouse. Smoke curled in the air, pool balls cracked, jukebox hummed low. The outside world was locked out, but in here the storm brewed in bourbon, whiskey, smoke, and murmurs among us.

      I drifted to the bar, grabbed a bottle, and poured heavy. Burn slid in beside me, silent as ever, folder tucked under his arm like an extra attachment that wouldn’t be removed. Jester followed, grinning wide.

      “Fucker’s got some nerve,” Jester said, shaking his head. “Stanley’s been trying to climb our backs for years, and now he pulls a magic judge out his ass? Please. Motherfucker’s playing chess while holding the board upside down.”

      Peanut joined us laughing sharp. “Yeah, and every time he tries to make a move, Pop’s already in his house banging his old lady. He wants a checkmate that he ain’t ever gonna get.”

      The table howled. Even I cracked a smile into my whiskey. But underneath the laughter was steel. We all knew what it meant. A judge in Stanley’s pocket spelled heat. Real heat.

      Tower sipped his drink slow, eyes distant. “Remember the last time Stanley pulled this shit?”

      We did. None of us forgot.

      Two years back, Stanley tried setting us up with a sting on the highway. Claimed we were moving meth through the county. DEA vans, state troopers, all staged like it was fucking Hollywood. What he didn’t count on was Bishop. Our judge.

      We had five brothers in cuffs, guns seized, transport impounded. Stanley strutted around like he’d finally put us in the ground.

      Then Bishop swung his gavel, case dismissed on a technicality. Evidence tossed. Stanley ate shit in front of his own cops.

      We walked free. Brothers back in our fold the same night, sitting in this very bar, toasting Bishop with top-shelf whiskey.

      And Stanley? He burned. You could see it in his eyes. That was the day he silently swore he’d bury us. His hate for us ran deeper than Pop fucking his wife. No he wanted to save face. Too bad he kept coming after us because I’d be damned if he ever won.

      Back at the bar, I shook the memory off with another swallow. “Stanley doesn’t forget. He’s been plotting this since that day. Bishop was our shield. Now he’s gone.”

      “Which means Stanley’s coming harder than ever,” Tower added.

      Disciple, calm as always, leaned in. “Every storm has its end. We ride it out.”

      Loco grinned, tossing back his shot. “And if Walsh don’t bend, we break him.”

      Burn’s silence was louder than any of us. He just cracked open the folder, eyes scanning, brain already chewing through leads.

      Pop emerged then, moving through the bar like gravity itself. Heads turned. Respect followed him like a shadow. He didn’t need to raise his voice when he spoke.

      “Enjoy tonight,” he said simply. “Monday changes everything.”

      He left it at that, disappearing back into his office.

      We sat with his words like they were gospel.

      The night stretched on, bottle after bottle. Banter filled the air, the way it always did after church. Peanut and Jester argued over pool. Loco kept running his mouth about how Stanley probably cried when his wife moaned Pop’s name.

      I sat back, watching my brothers. This—this right here—was why I stayed. Eleven years, not a single regret. The outside world? It didn’t make sense anymore. Civilians lived in a perpetual state of stress. Always worrying about mortgages and PTA meetings. Out there, respect was just a word. In here, respect was everything, not how much money was in the bank or what kind of ride you had.

      Saint’s Outlaws wasn’t just a patch. It was blood, sweat, and bond. It was the only family that felt right after getting out of the Marines. Pop saved me, gave me purpose again. And now Stanley was trying to fuck with that?

      He had no idea what kind of storm he’d just danced in.

      I tipped my glass up, whiskey burning all the way down, and made myself a promise.

      Come Monday, whatever Stanley thought he’d built with this new judge?

      We’d burn it down to ashes. For now, I’d enjoy the evening with my brothers and at the dawn of the new day face what came next.

      Sunlight had no business prying its way through the blinds, but it did anyway, like an uninvited guest.

      The clubhouse stank of stale smoke, spilled beer, and a dozen brothers who’d let the night run them over. Empty bottles littered the bar, pool balls still scattered like a game abandoned mid-shot. Peanut was face down on one of the pool tables itself, arm dangling like a corpse, and feet hanging off the back end like he barely hoisted himself onto the felt top. Jester was snoring in a recliner, boots still on. Loco had passed out behind the bar, flopped over onto the top of it, one hand still gripping an empty bottle of Jack like it was a lifeline.

      Me? I was upright. Barely. My head throbbed in rhythm with my pulse, whiskey ghost still clinging to my tongue.

      I dragged myself toward the kitchen, needing black coffee like a drowning man needed air. The machine sputtered, coughed, and finally rewarded me with the lifeline of the gods.

      That’s when Pop Squally appeared. He moved quiet, steady, like the hangover never touched him. His years in the Corps had burned that weakness out of him—booze might slow him down, but it never showed. He was already dressed, boots laced, cut on. Eyes sharp.

      “Walk with me,” he commanded.

      Not a question. An order.

      We slipped out the back door, into the cool bite of morning. The mountain air in Dreadnought was crisp, sharp enough to clear the fog from my skull. The town below still slept, unaware that its mayor was playing games with men who didn’t forgive.

      Pop lit a cigarette, exhaled smoke real slow. His face was carved stone, unreadable, but I’d followed him long enough to see the cracks. “Stanley’s coming harder than ever,” he shared finally. “This judge move? It ain’t random. He’s got someone backing him.”

      I nodded, sipping coffee, waiting.

      “I need you steady, brother,” Pop went on. “No heat, no slip-ups. Not from you, not from the table. The patch stays squeaky clean as we can be. We walk the line until we know where the new judge lands.”

      He glanced at me, eyes sharp as glass. “But when the time comes? When I give the nod? We take it all. Stanley, Walsh, whoever’s pulling strings behind him. We bury ’em.”

      That was Pop. Calm storm. Always thinking three steps ahead.

      “You got me,” I said. “Always.”

      He smirked faint, just a shadow of a grin. “Knew I could count on you. You’ve been my right hand since Fallujah. Nothing’s changed.”

      And just like that, the desert came back.

      Sand in my teeth, blood in my eyes, bullets and bombs cracking overhead. We were pinned down together more than once. Eight tours blurred together, but Fallujah stuck.

      Pop was my master sergeant then. Calm in the chaos, storm in the waiting, always ready with the next command. He moved through fire like he was immune, barking orders, dragging men back from the edge.

      I’d taken shrapnel to the leg, couldn’t move. Thought I was done. Then Pop appeared out of the dust, grabbed me by the collar, and hauled me out while rounds stitched the ground around us.

      “You don’t die here, Gonzales, you hear me?” He growled the words in frustration, not at me, but with concern for his men. “You die when I say.”

      That was the bond. That was the reason I followed him then, followed him now, and will follow him straight into Hell. Pop wasn’t just a man. He was always the leader.

      The memory faded, leaving me with the mountain air, the cigarette smoke, and Pop’s steady gaze.

      “We don’t get second chances here,” he explained his concerns. “One slip, one mistake, Stanley nails us to the wall. But we’ve danced this dance before. He ain’t ready for what comes when the Saints push back.”

      I nodded again, words unnecessary.

      Pop crushed the cigarette under his boot. “Rally the boys when they wake. Keep ’em sharp. No cowboy shit. Monday we see what Walsh is made of.”

      And then he left me standing in the morning light, mug cooling in my hand, head pounding but heart steady. Because he was right. Monday wasn’t just another date on a calendar.

      It was a fuse, already lit and a wick burning down.

      And when it hit the powder, Dreadnought was going to see what a real storm blowing through looked like.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
Chapter 2


          

          
            Gonzo

          

        

      

    

    
      “Grind down,” I bit out, voice harsh, throat raw from whiskey and smoke. “Cunt’s tight, bunny.”

      She smiled as she rode me, all lips and lashes. “New to this.” Her words came out in pants. “Tryin’ Gonzo.”

      The way she said my name—like she possessed a piece of me—hit me wrong. Reaching up, I wrapped my hand firm around her throat, squeezing, claiming my authority. “VP or nothing at all. You don’t use my name. Ever.” That wasn’t how this shit worked. I was nothing more than another Outlaw cock inside her pussy, I didn’t have a name and neither did she.

      Her breath caught, eyes widening as I cut off her air. She fought to push her tight cunt down on my length, every muscle straining. I held her there, halfway impaled, watching fear bloom in her gaze like it was the most beautiful fucking flower I’d ever seen. Yeah, she should be afraid. I released her throat just slightly so she could breathe but the pressure remained.

      “You’re too big,” she gasped, panic and arousal mixing into one poisoned cocktail. “I can’t.” She was grabbing at my wrists as I tightened around her throat once again. “Breathe.” Her last word was on a choke.

      I released, let her suck down oxygen like it was mercy, only to snatch it away again with my hands on her hips, yanking her down hard, filling her insides roughly now taking her breath away differently. She cried out, body clenching, and that’s when I started the rhythm—lift, slam, grind and rock. Flesh meeting flesh, her sounds turning from fear to something broken to sweet. The smacking of her ass to my thighs rumbled through the empty air around us.

      Relentless. That was me. Relentless in war, in the club, in bed.

      My cock speared her deep, so deep I felt the tremors in her chest as her lungs worked overtime to keep up. Rocking her hips, rolling them, I teased her within an inch of freedom before driving her back down, until her body surrendered, went limp, and instinct carried her forward.

      Moans spilled out of her mouth. Small, mewing sounds, like she couldn’t believe the way her body betrayed her at first before turning into full-on howls. She was lost to me.

      “That’s it,” I growled, encouraging and commanding in the same breath.

      My thumb found her clit, pressed hard, unforgiving. She rolled her hips in circles, chasing something she didn’t understand. “Get there,” I ordered, teeth gritted, watching her eyes roll back.

      Leaning forward, I shifted, sitting upright. She fell into me, tits in my face, nipples like bullets. My cock drove so deep I swore she felt me in her fucking throat. I took her nipple in my mouth, sucked hard, then bit down until she screamed.

      Her pussy clamped like a vice, milking me, ripping sounds from her throat that were half sob, half prayer. She convulsed, lost in the storm, collapsing against me while her body wrung me dry.

      I wasn’t done. She was lost in her own orgasm, but I hadn’t finished yet.

      Hands back on her hips, I controlled her ride, chasing my own edge. Lifting her high, letting her slide almost all the way off, then slamming her back down, over and over until the heat in my gut exploded.

      My phone rang just as I spilled inside her, cum flooding her, dripping down my balls, messy and raw. The ringtone cut through the haze, dragging me back to reality.

      Slapping her ass, I muttered, “Go.”

      She didn’t move. Blissed out, still riding the waves, she just clung to me.

      My annoyance spiked. I grabbed her hips, yanked her off, tossed her to the floor like the plaything she was. She whimpered, sprawled out, cum leaking down her thighs.

      The phone buzzed on the nightstand. I glanced. GJ calling.

      Fuck.

      Rolling to the side, I answered. “Lo.”

      “Dad, shit’s bad.” His voice wasn’t his. Panic made it high, sharp, breaking.

      Instantly, adrenaline flushed the whiskey and the pussy out of me. I was on my feet, half-stepping over the bunny on the floor, dragging my jeans up without even thinking.

      “Where are you?” My voice was sharp, clipped. The Marine in me back to life.

      “Pop Squally’s,” he gagged through the phone, the sound of vomit wet and ugly in my ear. “Dad—Squally’s dead!”

      My world cracked in two. I wasn’t thinking clearly. Everything spun out of control. My world was coming apart. No it fucking shattered.

      “What?!” I roared, shirt half on, boots still unlaced. “Where the fuck are you, and who’s with you?”

      “I—I was sent to get Shank’s keys. Pop took ’em. I guess ’cause Shank got wasted. Clutch told me to ride over, grab ’em, save a fight in the morning. Pop was waiting for me, told me hurry, he had shit to do. When I got here…” He gagged again, retching hard enough I could hear his body seize through the phone. “The door was kicked in. Pop’s—” he couldn’t finish, just heaved.

      “You call anyone else?”

      “No. But I hear sirens. Lights. They’re here.” His voice broke. “Dad, I didn’t⁠—”

      “Don’t move,” I snapped. “Don’t talk. I’m on the way.”

      I killed the call, texted the officers⁠—

      
        
          
            
              
        emergency, Pop’s house, now

      

      

      

      

      

      —then shoved my cut on and roared out into the night.

      The road blurred. My mind didn’t.

      Pop Squally. Dead. Gone.

      Couldn’t happen. I couldn’t let it stick. He wasn’t just president. He was the beginning for Dreadnought. He was the piece that held us together. He’d pulled me out of the sandbox, built this club, gave me a life when I didn’t know what to do outside of the Marines. He was invincible. He couldn’t be … not with us, not part of us.

      No.

      Not Pop.

      Blue lights lit up the driveway like a funeral procession. Sirens wailed low, fading into the night.

      I ditched my bike, unsure if I got the kickstand all the way locked in, and ran straight for the cruiser. I had one thought the moment my eyes locked to his. Save him. My son sat in the back, caged, wrists cuffed, face pale.

      “GJ!” I banged on the glass. “What is this?”

      His eyes were wide, hollow. “No one will tell me shit. They rolled up right after I hung up with you. Next thing I know, I’m in cuffs.”

      “Sir, you need to back away.” The voice snapped sharp, female.

      I turned. Waverly. Cop blues hugging her curves, hair tied tight. Same eyes I remembered from nights past, when she wasn’t a badge but a woman in my bed.

      “Oh, fuck me,” I muttered. “It gonna be you tonight, Waverly?”

      “Don’t do this shit, Gonzo.” She stepped into my space, chest to chest, eyes steady. “Your kid’s in real trouble. Best thing you can do? Get on your bike and leave. Call your boys off. I know they aren’t far behind. GJ is in trouble, don’t make it worse. Get him an attorney. A good one. I’ll text you when he’s booked. Come in the morning, bail him out.”

      “And if I don’t?”

      “Then Stanley will have us throw you behind a cage too.” Her eyes softened as a woman who knew the depths of the man in front of her. “Don’t give him that win, Gabriel.”

      Her words slammed into me harder than any fist. Stanley. That son of a bitch. This was a setup, even she knew it. I yanked my phone out and sent the text for them to regroup at the clubhouse, I’d be there soon. While I didn’t like cops in general, Waverly was a good woman, and someone I could trust. Well, as much as I trusted anyone who wasn’t in the Saint’s Outlaws.

      “GJ,” I called, ignoring her continued yapping, locking eyes with my son. “What do you want me to do?”

      He shook his head, tears in his eyes. “Dad, they’re saying murder. Pop’s murder. I didn’t do it. You know I didn’t.”

      The words stabbed me. I knew better. There was no way GJ did that shit. Pop Squally was family before I even had the Saints. He had been around since before GJ was born. My son didn’t know a life without Pop in it. Hell, I could barely remember life before the Corps and before Pop myself.

      “Gabriel.” Waverly’s voice cut soft this time. “You can’t help him here. Call a lawyer. I’ll keep him separate as much as I can, keep him safe ’til morning. My shift ends at seven hundred but I’ll shoot a text to get someone to call out so I can hold over. But you gotta get out of here now.”

      My chest heaved. Rage, grief, helplessness—all boiling into one roar that ripped out of me, aimed at the sky. “FUCK!”

      GJ flinched in the back seat.

      I stepped into Waverly’s space, close enough to feel her breath. “Take care of him,” I said, voice low, deadly. I pulled her close, not in a lover’s embrace, but in one of respect and appreciation. Leaning in, I whispered, “I owe you.” I pressed a kiss to her forehead holding her close for a second too long wondering if I could manage to walk away from my son.

      She shoved me back. “Don’t owe me shit. Just don’t fuck this up worse.” Her eyes locked to mine. “Gabriel, you know it and I know it. You gotta go.”

      She wasn’t wrong, but it killed me inside. “I’m trusting you, Waverly. Please don’t let me down.”

      She gave me a nod, and I had to learn to lean on her like I had never leaned on anyone. My son was my life outside of the club.

      The text came half an hour later, just like she promised.

      
        
          
            
              
        GJ booked. Murder first degree. Breaking and entering. Evidence: fingerprints all over the scene. DNA back already—his, and Pop’s. It’s buttoned up, DA moving forward.

      

      

      

      

      

      Too clean. Too fast. I didn’t type those words and neither did she.

      Scare tactic. Frame job. Didn’t matter what they said—I knew my son. He was twenty-one. He was hotheaded, yeah, but he worshiped Pop. Pop was a second father. He wouldn’t, no he couldn’t kill him.

      This wasn’t about GJ. This was about us. About the Saint’s Outlaws motorcycle club. About Stanley finally finding his knife to stick in our ribs because he wanted to feel like he had some power.

      A single call later, my world shattered all over again. Our lawyer, Tarte, laid it out like a bullet to the skull. “They’ve got him cold. Enough for life if you don’t prove otherwise.”

      Life.

      My son. My blood.

      No.

      I’d fucked up a lot in my life, but GJ was the one thing I did right. The one good thing I gave this world.

      Now they wanted to bury him.

      No.

      I wasn’t gonna let that happen.

      Whoever killed Pop. Whoever framed my boy. Whoever lined Stanley’s pockets and pulled Walsh’s strings, whoever had a hand in any of this was about to find out.

      They would pay.

      For every day GJ sat locked in a cage, someone would bleed.

      And when the smoke cleared, the whole fucking town would remember what happens when you come for the Saint’s Outlaws.
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