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I

didn’t choose the outlaw life. I was born into it. It only seems fitting now that I’m the president of my outlaw MC, but it seems I was destined for the outlaw life. My family is one of the founding fathers of the Anarchy Devils. Hunt men tend to end up in officer positions, so it’s no surprise that I was voted in as the president when my dad passed away. That was five years ago, but sometimes it feels longer than that. There are days I miss my dad—days that I wish I wasn’t the fucking president. There are days I wish I still lived down south with mom. I lived with her until I was about thirteen. Once I hit puberty, my mom found me a handful. I can’t blame her—I was a troublemaker. I couldn’t help myself. So, she sent me to live with Dad full-time, and that’s when I fully immersed myself in the outlaw life. 

I remember when I realized outlaw life wasn’t just something I got up to during the summer months when I would visit my dad and my little half-sister, Ivy. I was fifteen when I witnessed my first murder. By the time I was eighteen, I had killed a man myself. Sometimes I’m not entirely sure my mom knew what she was sending me to live with. She knows about the MC, but in her mind, we are more legit than we actually are. It’s easier to let her believe that. It’s also for the better. The real truth is, even if my mom didn’t send me to live with dad, I would have found another way to be an outlaw. It’s in my blood, after all. 

Most days, I don’t regret my outlaw life. We deal in drugs, guns, and do money laundering with businesses like the mechanic shop I own with two of my best friends, Zack and Cole. Cole is much like me and grew up in the MC, whereas Zack is more associated with the MC through his dad. Zack took over his illegal street racing enterprise. The three of us own a mechanic shop. Zack lives above the shop in the one-bedroom apartment. Cole lives next to me with his wife, Maddie. Our shop and the MC clubhouse are all less than five minutes away from where we live in Devil’s Ridge. It’s a neighborhood the MC took over and renamed where all our members and their families can have a place to reside. We are a pretty tight knit group and don’t usually let outsiders in. That’s the case with most of the different factions of the underworld. 

“Daddy!” I hear my daughter, Harley, call me as she bounces into the kitchen where I’m making breakfast. 

Harley is three, but she will be four soon enough. Her mom, my ex, has been out of the picture since she was a baby. Heather couldn’t stay clean from the drugs. I sobered up and dropped them. Being clean has always been a priority over a cheap high. I drink as well as socially smoke cigarettes and weed. Luckily, I was never on coke long. Heather was the reason I even tried it in the first place. Honestly, living an outlaw lifestyle puts you in a type of illegal paradise where just about anything you want is at your fingertips. I was bound to try drugs— Heather just happened to be the one to be my gateway to it. I don’t really consider weed a drug compared to the harder, more addictive drugs. I know there are people who will argue me down about it. People also forget caffeine is also a drug they have every single day without a second thought. 

“Morning, Pumpkin,” I reply with a smile as Harley comes over to give me a hug. 

“Is my new mommy coming to live with us today?” Harley asks as I turn off the stove burner for the eggs. 

I pause for a moment, debating how to answer her. I’m engaged to a woman I barely know. An arranged marriage to solidify a union between the MC and the mafia run Trinity Alliance. Our wedding is a month away, and Angie is moving in today to help settle Harley into the new changes. Harley met Angie when my sister, Ivy, had her union ceremony to Leo and Mav. Leo and Angie are siblings, so our families and respective organizations are tied in more ways than one, putting even more pressure to make this marriage work. I wish Ivy’s union with her two loves was enough, but the MC rules clearly state that unions for alliance purposes has to be between a club member, preferably an officer like me, and the other respective party. Ivy isn’t a member, just a family member of the MC. Angie and I ended up being the chosen ones to fulfill the marriage contract. 

“She is, Pumpkin. Do you like Angie?” I ask as I plate our food. I’ve asked her before, but I can’t help but ask again to ensure the answer hasn’t changed. I’m nervous about bringing Angie into our family. It’s not easy to date after Heather. She put a sour taste in my mouth, and I’m not sure Angie’s sweetness is enough to erase it. 

“Yes, Daddy! She’s so nice and pretty. You deserve someone pretty. I think she will be a good mommy. When does she get here?” Harley rambles. I can’t believe how fast she grows. I feel as if I buy that girl new clothes, shoes, or something else she has outgrown every few months. She will be in kindergarten before I know it.

“I agree, Angie is pretty, and she will be a good mom,” I give positive reinforcement to the situation. I don’t want it to be a bad experience for her. It’s not easy to bring someone in to co-parent with either. My only blessing is that Angie is embracing being a mother to a child she didn’t give birth to. Plus, Angie is a damn bombshell. I hate that my first thought when I met her was “Thank fuck she’s pretty.” Shallow? Probably, but when you don’t get a say in your bride, you hope for the best. “Angie will be here after lunch. We need to go food shopping, so we have some food in the house. What should we do for dinner? Maybe something on the grill?” I ask as Harley helps me carry things to our little eat-in seating that I had custom built where the breakfast nook is supposed to be. 

It’s July. We have a couple of months left to use the grill before winter comes. That’s one thing I do miss about the South—there is hardly any winter. I usually visit my mom in the wintertime to escape the cold, even if it can get pretty cold there. Only the mountains see snow in the south, and even then, there isn’t a guarantee it will show up or stick around. 

“Cheeseburgers!” Harley declares as she takes her seat at the table. 

“Cheeseburgers it is. We will get some sides too, like corn on the cob and other roasted veggies.” I say, taking a seat as I make sure Harley has what she needs for breakfast before sitting down. 

“I like the grilled veggies. Oh, brownie sundaes for dessert!” Harley says before she takes a bite of her eggs. I’m well aware she likes grilled veggies because it’s the only way the little stinker will eat them. 

“Sounds like a good menu. I’m sure Angie will love it.” I make a mental note of everything I need to grab. Ivy usually helps me with the food shopping, but she is off living her life as she should. I was never her responsibility in the first place. If anything, she is my responsibility because I’m the older sibling. 

To be honest, I’m relieved Angie is coming because being a single parent is hard. It’s not something I prepared for. Hell, I didn’t really prepare to be a parent period. It’s not that I didn’t want kids, I simply thought they were much further in the future. I also didn’t plan on having a child with someone who is unreliable and ultimately not fit to be a parent. There were so many things I didn’t prepare for where Harley is regarded. Not on purpose. I was foolish and not careful. When Heather told me she was pregnant, I didn’t believe her at first. I even did a secret paternity test after Harley was born to make sure she was mine to ensure Heather wasn’t lying. I never truly trusted her. I never confirmed if she cheated on me, but I had my reasons to believe she was. Harley was my daughter, and I had to do right by her the best way I knew how. It’s been hard being the only parent even with a village to help me. Angie is a welcome relief, but I’m not sure I’m ready for the romance part of marriage. I know she has to be expecting it on some level, and it would be shitty of me to not try. I’m doing my best to get myself pumped up with positivity when things are being rushed. It’s not like I can date Angie before I marry her. We have to get married quickly for the alliance. We are jumping right into marriage, and we barely know one another. That’s a hard jump to make when I’ve been burned by a relationship before. One that honestly traumatized me on levels I don’t want to admit. 

Harley continues her ramble about everything she is going to do with her new mommy. I am thankful that Angie can fill that hole in Harley’s life. Harley deserves a good mom even one that isn’t her bio. Angie is a sweet woman who will no doubt be a good mom to Harley and whatever children we might have together. I’m surprised Harley hasn’t started asking about when she is getting a new sibling. It’s coming, I know it is, and I’m going to do my best to be prepared for it. 

It almost seems as if my kid is more accepting of my arranged marriage than I am. I have nothing against Angie. She’s beautiful on the inside and out, which is really the best-case scenario for me. I do worry about Angie not being able to handle being an old lady and handling the MC side of the underworld. She’s a mafia princess who is a nurse. The MC outlaw life can be rough. Angie being a princess is used to people respecting her because of her social status. It might work like that in the mafia faction, but it does not apply on the MC side of things. She also earns automatic respect from those around her because of who her family is. She’s a type of underworld royalty that some of the other females around the club might feel threatened by. The club whores will certainly feel challenged. They already have to fight each other to be top bitch. The president of the club marrying and bringing an official old lady into the mix is a transition the MC needs to prepare for. 

The brothers know this arranged marriage is happening for the good of the club. Hell, most of them already approve of the alliance because the Trinity Alliance has opened moneymaking doors we could only dream about. The alliance with them makes us stronger, and that is always good thing. The club whores and skeptics will fall into place quickly, especially when the majority of the club members are embracing the change. I know this is a positive change for my personal life and professional life, yet I can’t help but feel anxious over it. Marriage isn’t easy, but the pressure to make things work between us will be high. Ivy has already given me a lecture about not closing myself off to Angie emotionally. My sister knows me well, and I’m sure she is prepared to assist Angie to counter whatever resistance I might cause. Ivy adores Angie, and so does Harley for that matter. I have to try with Angie, and that scares me because I’m not sure I know how to be in a real relationship. I guess I’m about to learn. 

​Chapter 2
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I

put the last of my things in the one suitcase. I already have three packed with things to bring with me. My entire little life fits into four large suitcases. I never moved out of my parent's house, so I only have a room to pack. I guess it worked out the way I planned. Live at home long enough until my inevitable arranged marriage came to pass. Now that it has, it’s been a transition I’m only starting to wrap my brain around. Something being merely a thought and when it is reality are two very different things. 

When I settled on wanting an arranged marriage like my sister, Toni, I never gave much thought to the man I would marry. I guess part of me assumed he would be within the mafia circle like it was for Toni. They were betrothed before Toni was even conceived. I assumed my arranged marriage would come much sooner than it did—to the point where I was starting to worry I might need a backup plan. Then it happened. Instead of a mafia man like my sister, I got an outlaw motorcycle man. Not that I’m complaining because Dean fucking Hunt is a handsome devil who can make my heart skip a few beats. He’s a badass biker with tattoos that has my attention. The question is, do I catch his? 

One of my biggest fears is what if he doesn’t like me? What if Dean doesn’t think I’m attractive, or I have some habit he can’t stand? What if he thinks I’m a bad mom to Harley? I don’t care that he has a child—I have a big heart, and I adore kids. It’s why I primarily work with the pediatric patients at the clinic. I have no worries about Harley because I know kids. Dean, on the other hand, I have no clue how to approach or handle. I know his ex fucked him up hard according to Ivy, which is not going to make things easy for me. 

Call me crazy, but I believe I can find love with my arranged marriage. Toni did with hers, although she had the advantage of getting to know her betrothed before they were married. Toni and Max pretty much grew up together. They always knew about their arranged marriage, and they both embraced it. They might have had some hiccups along the way, but overall, they are happy. I want that too. I know I can have that. I just need to get past my own fears and insecurities that are annoyingly creeping up on me now. 

Overall, I tend to be a pretty confident person. I’m a damn good nurse. I know I’m pretty, and I’ve worked hard to feel confident in my body. I’m not overweight—I’m pretty average, but that doesn’t matter when you have body dysmorphia. I also blame Toni and her fucking bakery of delicious goods. I can’t totally blame her. I put on some weight in nursing school because I was eating like shit with late study nights and such. I did get most of it off after I graduated, but I still have a small muffin top. It’s not the end of the world considering I’m overall very healthy. Plus, Toni is a bit chunky, and she works her curves like a fucking model. If she can do it, so can I. I hold on to my positive resolve as there’s a knock on my door. 

“Do you need help, sweetie?” Mom’s voice carries through the door. 

“I could use some help getting my suitcases,” I reply as I open the door to find all three of my parents there. 

“We will get the suitcases,” Dad declares as he and my other dad move into my room. Between the two of them, they can carry all four suitcases down. 

“Are you ready?” Mom asks as my dads leave carrying my things. 

“Yeah, I think so. If I forgot anything, it’s not like I can’t come back and get it or have someone bring it to me. I’m not too worried about it,” I reply, looking around my childhood bedroom once more feeling the sadness of leaving, yet the excitement of truly starting my own life. 

“True. I’m proud of you for taking on this arranged marriage. The irony is that I was so against them because my father had promised me to two very different men. When we agreed to Toni and Max’s marriage, I knew it had to be done for the sake of preservation. Part of the agreement was that Toni and Max would be able to get to know one another properly before they got married. I honestly thought we were done with arranged marriages. Are you sure you are okay with this? You don’t know Dean, and I know you have a big heart, but taking on a child that isn’t yours won’t be easy. Not to mention you won’t be nearby and will have to give up your job at the clinic. If you tell me you don’t want this, I will make sure it doesn’t happen.” Concern etches Mom’s face. 

“I’m honestly okay with this. I’ve been planning for an arranged marriage for years now. As for being a mom to someone else’s child, I don’t mind it. I plan to adopt Harley, and Ivy thinks Dean will go for it. I will be her mom in every single way. My big heart allows for that, and I like to think I’m being placed in their lives for a reason. The clinic isn’t that big of a deal because I’ll be setting up a clinic near the MC. Another Angel Clinic is good for business and the community. I’m ready for this chapter of my life, Mom. You don’t have to worry,” I reassure her before giving her a big hug. Then we both head downstairs, where a car with a driver is waiting to take me to Dean’s. 

I love that my mom cares. I also know if I told her I wanted out, she would make it happen. Honestly, if I told Leo I didn’t want to do this, he too would put an end to it. I don't want out, though, because I’m going to make this work no matter what. If everyone else can have a happy ending, why can’t I? The thing about happy endings is you have to make them yourself. No fairytale godmother is going to wave her magic wand to make my happy ending happen. Who says I can’t be the princess and my own damn fairy godmother? No one. This is the underworld, and we make our own rules, and that’s exactly what I plan to do. 

​Chapter 3
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T

he morning went by quicker than I anticipated, but preparing for Angie to live with us is a busy task. Ivy lived with us after Heather and her brother were banished. I needed help with Harley, and Ivy, being the amazing sister and aunt she is, stepped up when I needed her the most. Now she is off building a life of her own with two men that she loves very much. I’m glad Ivy has a life that makes her happy. She deserves it. If I’m honest, I knew the MC life wasn’t where Ivy would stay. I made my peace with that long ago. Now, I need to make peace with the next chapter of my life. 

Realistically, I knew I would end up married one way or another. I guess I just didn’t think it would happen this way. Although, in hindsight, an arranged marriage was the only way I was actually going to get married. I would have found every excuse I could to not date or marry. Hell, I have been doing that because everyone around me has been telling me for a while now that I should date so I can find an old lady instead of one-night stands with women I never plan to see again. I pushed them off, telling myself I have time to work past the scars that Heather left behind. I ran out of time, and now I find myself faced with an angel of a wife. If people around me are worried, I’m about to fuck things up, what does that say about the future of my marriage? I guess it’s a good thing Angie is moving in a month early to help Harley adjust, but maybe I’m the one who needs the most help with this adjustment. 

My phone buzzes with the text from Angie that she is pulling up to the house. I take a deep breath before I announce to Harley that Angie is arriving. Harley is so excited for her to live with us. I think partly because she misses having Ivy around. Harley is used to having a female in the house, but Angie is extra special because she is going to be Harley’s mom—something she has been begging me for since she could say mama.

Harley bounces over to the door as I open it to find my beautiful angel in front of me with her long wavy light-chestnut brown hair, adorable light freckles that dust her cheeks, and deep honey brown eyes with a warmness that could heat up the coldest winter night. Angie has curves, a bubble butt that’s a bit bigger than the average ass, and the perfect size breasts that aren’t too big or too small. Angie is in a pretty pale pink dress with white roses with brown cowboy boots. All she needs is the cowboy hat and she’s ready for a date with me to the rodeo. My mama is going to adore the shit out of Angie when she finally meets her. Mama is coming up for the wedding in a couple of weeks. She’s coming up a bit early to meet Angie, and of course spend time with Harley. 

“You’re here, Mommy!” Harley jumps up and down. I cringe internally. I told her not to call Angie Mommy until we were at least married. I didn’t want to overwhelm Angie with everything at once, but my daughter just can’t help her excitement 

“Hi, Sweetie! Come give me a hug, you cutie.” Angie opens her arms and Harley runs into them. Angie scoops her up as Harley wraps her arms around Angie’s neck. 

“Are you really going to live with us now?” Harley asks as a man brings two suitcases to the stairs. I see there are two more that he’s unloaded from the trunk of his car. 

“She is, baby girl. Why don’t you go give her the grand tour of our home while I get Angie’s stuff in,” I suggest. 

Angie and Harley walk inside. I can hear Harley rambling off everything she can to Angie while I help the driver with the suitcases to the door before thanking him. I bring the four suitcases into the living room. Angie and Harley are temporarily out of sight. I bring Angie’s suitcases into my room, well, I guess it’s our room now. Strange to think I’m sharing my home, daughter, and also my bed with a woman that I want to trust, but I’m not sure I know how to.

“Thank you for bringing my stuff in.” I hear Angie's voice behind me. I turn to face her as she leans on the doorframe. 

“Of course, Angel. I cleared out some of the dresser for you, and you can have most of the closet, since I barely use it,” I reply with a half-smile. 

“I appreciate that. I know I’m invading your space on many levels,” Angie says as she walks into the room. 

“I’m glad you are here, and so is Harley. Sorry for her calling you Mom. I told her to wait to call you that. She can’t help herself,” I explain, hoping she isn’t ready to run for the hills. 

“It’s okay. Is it weird that I liked it?” she asks, stepping closer. 

“Not at all. It’s a relief that it didn’t scare you away,” I confess, relief washing over me as hope attempts to sneak in that maybe this won’t be the disaster I fear it will turn into. 

Angie giggles. “It takes a lot more than that to scare me away. I might be a mafia princess, but that doesn’t mean I don’t have thick skin. I assure you, I am not a fragile piece of glass” 

“Good to know. I’ll let you get settled in.” I walk past her to leave the room. Cold, maybe, but it’s not on purpose. I truly don’t know how to handle this after being so damaged from Heather. I know it’s not an excuse I can use forever, and I don’t plan to. However, as I adjust to this new situation, I can’t promise I won’t have asshole moments. 

Entering the hallway, I find Harley skipping down in one of her princess costumes. “Hi, Daddy!” 

“What are you up to, Pumpkin?” I stop in my tracks. 

“Going to help Mommy unpack, but I had to be in proper princess clothes,” Harley says before she darts past me into my room where Angie is unpacking. 

I turn back around to follow Harley so she doesn’t bother Angie. She just got here. I’m sure she wants a little room to breathe. I stop at the doorframe and take in the scene in front of me. Angie has one of the suitcases on the bed opened as she slowly pulls clothes out. Harley is on the bed, completely snooping through Angie’s things, yet Angie doesn't seem annoyed or bothered. Instead, Angie is asking Harley where she thinks she should put things. They are all smiles and giggles. I don’t feel right interrupting their bonding. I relax, realizing I don't have to control Harley around Angie. I don't even know why I feel the need to control her. Maybe I’m afraid she will overwhelm Angie, and she will run in the other direction. Perhaps I need Angie more than I care to admit. Not to mention she’s beautiful on the inside and outside. She feels too good to be true. I think that’s why I call her Angel. 
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