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Welcome to the Sons of Sin MC, a world of blood, brotherhood, and forbidden desire.

These men rule the road with ruthless fists and merciless hearts. Feared by their enemies, loyal only to their club, they live by a code written in steel and stained in blood. But even the darkest souls can’t outrun fate when it comes in the form of a woman who tests every limit.

In this shared world, each story brings you deeper into the chaos, where danger is constant, loyalty is tested, and passion burns hotter than fire. Dark, gritty, and unapologetically sinful, these motorcycle club romances deliver all the danger and smut you crave.

Step inside the world of the Sons of Sin MC ... if you’re brave enough to ride.

DEDICATION

This series is dedicated to all the women out there who grew up with girl crushes. Know that you are seen and that love knows no bounds.
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Chapter One
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Sunny

The wispy hairs that refuse to stay tucked into my long, honey-colored braid whisper against my sweat-slick skin and I sigh in relief, relishing in the temporary respite the cool sea breeze offers. With everything that matters to me slung over my shoulder in a delightfully bright yellow satchel, I trudge on along the road, the dark asphalt glittering under the hot sun. In the distance, somewhere behind me, I hear the sound of an engine and turn, a small flicker of desperate hope kindling to life.

Sticking out my thumb, I walk backward along the edge of the road, my gaze fixed on the approaching vehicle. A moment later a car full of kids speeds by, their long-suffering parents throwing me an apologetic look from the driver’s side window as they go. Even though I’m exhausted, I smile in understanding. There’s nothing that can be done if the car is already at capacity. I’d never ask anyone to endanger their wellbeing and family or break the law for me.

With a resigned shrug and no choice, I walk on. Every so often I pull the fabric of my dress away from my skin, jiggling the damp material to let air pass in an attempt to lower my temperature. It’s going to be fine, I tell myself, my ever-sunny disposition shining through despite my predicament. You’ll see. Trusting the universe and its whimsical ways, I pull my smiley-face-patterned water bottle from my satchel and take a deep swig. The water is warm after so many hours, but it wets my throat and soothes my thirst—and for now, that’s enough.

Several more cars pass me on the I-95 and my pace slows. Pulling my cellphone from my dress pocket, I check the time. It’s just after 10:00 AM, which means I’ve been walking for two hours already. My feet hurt and I can feel sweat trickling down my inner thighs to run all the way down to my white, lacey socks. I don’t know how much longer I can keep this up, but I can’t stop, I know that much. With St. Augustine behind me and Jacksonville in my sights, I adjust my bag, mentally check myself, and carry on.

Half an hour later the familiar roar of a motorcycle fills my ears, and I stick out my thumb once more. “Please stop,” I beg quietly to the open air as the rider comes into sight. “I’m so tired.” The heat seems to be sapping the very strength from my bones.

Mercifully, they slow down and pull over, and a leather clad, gothic goddess of a woman lifts her black tinted visor as she turns the engine off and drops the kickstand. “Are you crazy?” she asks, the intensity of her deep brown gaze stealing my breath away. “What are you doing hitching in this heat?”

I swallow hard and tuck errant strands of hair behind my ear self-consciously. “It’s not by choice,” I divulge, lowering my daisy-framed sunglasses to reveal my still very tender black and purple bruised eye.

The woman’s gaze hardens and I swear I hear her jaw clench as her posture stiffens. “Fuck,” she hisses. “Your boyfriend did this to you?”

“Ex-boyfriend,” I clarify with a sheepish grimace. “I’m just hoping to get as far as Jacksonville if that’s okay?” I add, teasing my lower lip between my teeth as my stomach feels a-flutter with chaotic butterflies.

With a curt nod she pats the leather seat behind her. “There’s a spare helmet back there,” she offers, jerking her thumb toward the bike’s panniers. “Climb up and hold on tight. I’ll get you to Jacksonville in no time.”

Gratitude thrums through me and I can’t help the easy smile that splits my face and warms my cheeks. “Thank you so much!” I sling my satchel crossbody, then fetch the helmet and pull it on before raising the visor to speak. “I don’t have much, but I can pay for the ride,” I say.

“Bitches look out for each other, Daisy Girl,” she says. “It’s Girl Code 101.”

I clutch at my bag’s strap, toying with its shiny pink star carabiner, a genuine smile on my face. I just knew good fortune would find me. It always does—eventually. “My name’s Sunny, by the way. It’s nice to meet you...”

The beautiful rider tilts her head like a curious cat but offers me her hand after a moment’s consideration. “Name’s Bones,” she says. “Let’s get out of here before we both melt.”

I grin from ear to ear and my mood soars, a thrill of adrenaline and something else. I feel it surge through my veins as her hand clasps mine. With a relief-filled sigh, I reluctantly release her hand and hike up my dress. Swinging my leg over the bike, I tuck the cheerful floral material between us, then grasp her waist. I’ve never been on a motorcycle before, but my desperation to reach shade and get an ice-cold soda into me quells any fears I might have. A heartbeat later and the bike roars to life between my legs.

Bones revs the engine and I grip her more tightly. With nothing but flimsy fabric between me and the heart of the Harley Davidson, I gasp. The vibrations are so strong, the purr of the engine so smooth, that my pussy responds like a hungry, mewling kitten. My insides clench as my clit sings like a live-wire, abuzz with the fierce and unabated stimulation. Oh, my god! Why has no one ever told me about this? The raw energy pulsing through me is more powerful than any vibrator I’ve ever used.

Flicking her turn signal on, Bones guides her motorcycle back onto the road. Her long black hair spills down her back from underneath her helmet, shining in the sunlight like a lush and thick waterfall of purest ebony. Clad from head to toe in leather, she’s the first female rider I’ve met face to face.

And she’s gorgeous. The thought slips unbidden into my mind as my insides shiver with growing desire. I’d chastise myself for having such thoughts immediately after a violent break-up, but why should I? Fuck him. I deserve to be who I want to be and feel what I want to feel. I’m not beholden to that jerk anymore. He finally chose to reveal his true colors and I’m not going to continue to beat myself up over it—especially when he got there first. Life is for living and I’m damn well going to enjoy it as much as I can!
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Bones

Hearing Sunny’s heavy breathing over my helmet’s comms has heat flaring in my core and a fierce blush blazing across my cheeks. She’s totally unaware that we can talk to one another, and sinfully—for the moment—I keep that information to myself. Her hands around my waist tighten as I rev the shit out of my hog, and I know exactly what she’s feeling. My bike rumbles beautifully, a demon on the road, a modern chariot tailored to my every whim, a Harley Davidson fit for a dark queen.

“Oh, god,” Sunny breathes, her voice so clear and close that it sounds like she’s actually whispering seductively against my ear.

The thought of my pretty passenger getting off as she rides with me is everything. I’ve been with men and women, and sometimes both at once... I’ve had serious relationships and my fair share of fuck buddies, too, but this literal sunbeam of a woman has the coals of my dark heart flickering to life unexpectedly. The sheer juxtaposition between us is almost poetic in its beauty. Sunny is the light to my dark, the pretty little good white girl to my brooding, attitude-filled Latina badassery. She’s perfect.

I bite back the thought, shoving it down into the chaos of my soul. I don’t even know this girl... But I do know that she’s in trouble and needs my help. And I’ll always help out a chick in need. In a man’s world, women need to stick together—I learned that cruel lesson early on, back before I earned my club patch. Women and girls are hurt by the rampant and unwanted advances of men every single day, on every continent of the planet. Nowhere is safe. They’re beaten for merely having a voice, for daring to want more out of life than being some prick’s sex slave and live-in kitchen maid.

The sight of Sunny’s black and purple eye swims back to the forefront of my mind and I rev the engine hard as my anger and sense of injustice flare. Fuck that asshole! How could anyone lay a hand against someone so cute, so small, so curvy, and so innocent? My rebellious spirit roars within me and I feel the fire of my foremothers blaze with glory. If I have the power to give Sunny a ride she won’t be forgetting anytime soon, if I can make her day a little better, why the hell wouldn’t I?

Sunny grinds against the leather upholstery, pressing herself more closely against me. “Yes,” she gasps, her breathy voice like honey to my ears.

I give my hog shit, and we tear down the Interstate, the world around us a blur of bright blue and vibrant green. It’s funny, no matter how long you’ve ridden, the thrill of a good road and the freedom of speed never gets old. Every moment you’re on your motorcycle you feel alive. A good ride is better than the best meal or even the most luxurious bed. In truth, at least for me, there’s only two things on Earth that can even remotely compare. One is sex with a beautiful woman, and the other is the sweet burn of an aged honey whisky after a long day.

“Jesus ... fuck!” Sunny cries out irreverently over comms, her fingers digging into my leathers and her breathing ragged as she comes behind me.

I can feel her luscious curves tremoring temptingly with every punishing wave of her release. It’s erotic as hell and sets my pulse racing. Fuck, damn! With a wicked smirk behind my visor, I rev the engine anew and talk out aloud over comms for the first time. “Hold on tight, sunshine!” I warn her before I hit the gas, rearing up on the back wheel and hooning down the strip into Jacksonville.

Sunny shrieks, the tone of her voice a mix between sheer terror and unexpected glee as she clings to me like her life depends on it—and it sort of does. You don’t want to come off at this speed—it’s unlikely you’d survive the fall. And if the brutal road rash didn’t tear you ass from limb, then the traffic coming up on our rear would certainly finish the job. A small shudder ripples through me at the thought of Sunny getting hurt, but I suppress it. I have a feeling my bright-as-a-button passenger is probably a lot tougher than she looks.

“Bones! You fucking bitch!” Sunny screams, not holding back.

I can’t help the feral laughter that bubbles out of me in response. I maintain my wheelie for a solid mile before dropping the wheel back down. “That’s not the first time I’ve been called that, and it won’t be the last,” I say as we return to cruising speed.

“You could hear me the whole time?” the blonde asks, her tone one of mortified embarrassment that ends on an awkward squeak. “You heard everything?”

“Sure did, sweet cheeks,” I tease.

Sunny sighs audibly. “Well, fuck,” she says, a hint of humor in her words. “I did not have coming on the back of a motorcycle on my bingo card for today...”

“No one ever does, kitten,” I say with amusement, taking a right at San Marco.

“So, where are we going?” she asks after a suitably sexy and drawn-out silence.

“To Jacksonville Beach. The club has a chop shop called Kraken Repairs there.”

“Okay,” Sunny says, her grip on me easing a little now that we’re not roaring down the road at a treacherous forty-five-degree angle.

A smile quirks my lips as the brilliant sapphire blue of the Atlantic coast soon comes into view. The sea sparkles like a trillion diamonds scattered across a ruffled, velvet eternity.

“Oh, Bones...” Sunny breathes over comms. “It’s beautiful!”

“Yeah, it is,” I answer. “But you lived in St. Augustine, right? So, aren’t you used to the ocean views?”

Sunny answers with a familiar waver, one that speaks of hurt and of learning how to hold it all in tucked neatly behind a societally acceptable facade. “I lived in Vermont Heights,” she begins. “It’s a ways back from the sea.”

“True,” I say, coming to a stop at a red light. “But you went to the beach, right? Everyone goes to the beach. I mean ... it’s fucking Florida, sunshine.”

My short and sweet passenger clears her throat. “Once or twice, but Luka never really let me leave the house unless it was with him, and he never really cared for the outdoors much.”

I feel the blood drain from my face, and I floor the accelerator the second that the light overhead turns green. “What the fuck do you mean he never let you leave the house?” I ask, my blood returning in a rush hot enough to melt metal.

“I mean... I was allowed to go outside and water the garden and collect the mail, but aside from that—” Sunny stops herself short.

My stomach plummets on me and a cold stone settles in my gut despite the rage sizzling in my veins. “You were a prisoner in your own home,” I finish for her. The thought sickens me to my core. How could anyone treat a woman like that, especially in this day and age? How could a man who supposedly loves his lady leash her to her own house like a dog? Fucking bastard.
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Sunny

I swear I can feel the tension thicken in the air around us, even as we cruise into the charming urban sprawl leading up to the coast. Bones’s firm figure stiffens under my touch. I’ve clearly hit a nerve. The beautiful, bold, and dominant beauty must have a past of her own. What other reason would she have for helping me? “Anyway,” I say quickly, beating the tension into submission with my trademark sunny disposition, “it doesn’t matter now. All that’s behind me. I’m free.”

Bones’s posture relaxes a fraction. “You never should have been treated like that in the first place—but I’m glad you saved yourself. Not enough women have the courage to walk. The fear shackles them like chains.”

I saved myself? My brows furrow and I frown beneath my visor, mulling over her words. “I guess I never looked at it like that,” I admit. “When I shut the front door behind me ... it felt more like I was running away.”

Bones clears her throat. “You did what many women can’t, Sunny. Running ... saving ... I see no difference. Both paths end with the same result. You did what was right for you. When push came to shove, you bet on you and that took guts. Don’t ever sell yourself short, babe. Trust me when I say the world will do that for you at every given opportunity and then some.”

My heart flutters in my chest as we lean into a corner together. This leather-clad goddess has shown me more compassion and genuine interest than my status chasing boyfriend of the past couple of years. It boggles my mind and without thinking, I find myself holding onto Bones just a little tighter. “Thank you,” I say as my voice chokes up on me, coming out more strangled and breathier than I intended. I don’t understand how a woman I’ve just met has triggered such depth of emotion in me, but I can’t ignore the thickness in my throat or the feeling of shame warring with relief. “I’ll try not to,” I promise her without thinking. “I’ll try to be strong like you.”

Bones is quiet for several breathless minutes before she answers me. “That’s the most beautiful thing anyone’s ever said to me.” Another minute passes. “Thank you.”

Every inch of me feels giddy and I grin under my helmet. I can’t explain how, but electricity, or perhaps liquid sunshine, pours through my veins in response to her admission. Something about Bones calls out to me. She radiates hurt and badassery in equal measure, and I can’t help but want to make her smile, to alleviate some of the pain she’s so obviously carrying.

It’s not every day a woman becomes a patched club member of the Sons of Sin. Especially a fully and independently patched member—her cuts don’t declare her as anyone’s property but her own. Motorcycle Chapters, of what little I know, are notoriously male dominated spaces, so to think this raven-haired beauty holds her own among some of the most notorious criminals and tough men in the country is as thrilling as it is a little frightening.
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