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AUTHOR NOTE

Hiya!

Thanks so much for picking up a copy of Zeus’s Ruin. This book is an age-gap MC romance. It’s gritty, violent, and follows a 1% MC—which means it’s full of all those forbidden and morally corrupt vibes we dark romantic lovers crave.

If that’s your jam, read on. But first, a warning ...

Zeus’s Ruin contains domestic violence, both verbal and physical—though not by the hero, I’m not a total sadist—drug and alcohol abuse, graphic violence, cheating, graphic scenes, and a morally gray hero who would burn the world to the ground for the woman he loves.

If any of these themes are distressing for you then please protect your peace and mental health and sit this one out.

SAINT’S OUTLAWS MC, NEW ORLEANS, LA

Welcome to New Orleans, Louisiana, where every day feels like Mardi Gras. Liquor, gorgeous women, and drugs all flow freely in The Big Easy. But so do the bodies.

The Saint’s Outlaws MC rule these streets, and their deeds are murkier than the brackish waters of the bayou. Cross these men and you’ll wind up food for the gators, but what happens when you fall for one?

Climb on and find out, Sugar. Just be sure you’re ready for the ride.
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Sugar

1996

“Where the hell you goin’, woman? I’m fuckin’ hungry, and this is what you bring me? Left over shit from the diner?” Jimmy—my lazy, son-of-a-bitch boyfriend—yells from our couch as I push out of the shotgun house into the balmy night. The screen door rattles as it slams back on its hinges, and I stalk down the steps and lean against the peeling front porch banister. I don’t even know how it stays upright. I don’t know how this whole double shotgun is still standing. The slightest breeze and it looks like it might topple. Thank god we’re in New Orleans, where there’s never a fucking breeze anyway.

Cicadas sing in the quiet night, a shrill symphony echoing my frayed nerves. “Fucking asshole,” I mutter. “Go eat a dick.”

“Whoa. Now is that anyway to talk to your landlord?” The husky voice sends a shiver down my spine. I should have known he’d be out here, sitting in the dark on the porch, always tinkering with an engine or scribbling in that notebook. Maybe some part of me knew he’d be here, and that for just five minutes, my day might not seem all that bad.

Keep dreaming, Sugar. 

I turn and face him and then—because I’m a fool who likes to tempt the devil—I climb the bottom two stairs and park my butt on his porch. “Sorry. I didn’t know you were here.”

“Now we both know that ain’t true.”

I chuckle and stare out at the river in the distance and the lightning tearing up the sky over in the marshlands. There’s no thunder, at least none that can be heard from here. Though, there will be if Jimmy finds me talking to our gorgeous landlord.

Jimmy and I have lived in the one-bedroom house next to Zeus for just on a month, and so far, I’ve had only a handful of interactions with the gravelly voiced biker, usually when I’m coming home from work late at night, and one or two meetings where I had to get away from Jimmy’s bullshit.

“You want a beer?” Zeus asks.

“I shouldn’t.”

“Because of him?”

“Because it’s late, and you’re my landlord.”

“I could be a friend too.” He shrugs and takes another sip. “Just sayin’.”

I can’t see his eyes in the dark, I can barely even make out his grin, but I tilt my head and stare at him in disbelief, because I know he can see my face in the streetlight. “You wanna be my friend, Zeus?”

“Sure. Why not?”

I laugh halfheartedly. “I don’t have a lot of those. At least not anymore.”

“Then it sounds like you could use another.”

“Woman!” Jimmy shouts from inside.

I shoot up from my perch and give Zeus an apologetic smile. “I should ...”

“Yeah. See ya ’round, bestie.”

I shake my head and chuckle, but as I round the banister and glance up at Jimmy’s livid expression, the smile disappears from my face. Stupid. I shouldn’t be here talking to him like this.

“Who the fuck you been talking to?”

He obviously hasn’t seen Zeus and I’m not about to tell him our landlord is just a few feet away. “No one.”

“Don’t bullshit me.” He descends the porch steps and grabs my upper arm. 

I try to yank free of his grasp, but I can’t wrestle my arm loose, and instead, I’m dragged closer as he searches my clothing for my phone. “Ow! You’re hurting me. Jimmy. Let me go.”

“Where the fuck is it, bitch?”

Jimmy releases me with a shove and I fall to the hard cement. He inhales sharply through his nose and takes a step back. “You make me fucking crazy. You know that?”

Zeus looms up behind him. Jimmy grabs a fistful of his hair and takes several steps back, barreling right into our landlord. Zeus doesn’t budge. He’s a wall of steel and seriously pissed off alpha male with his big arms folded across his broad chest. “There a problem here, Jimmy?”

Jimmy freezes and then clears his throat. “Uh. Hey, Zeus. I er ... what are you doin’ out here?”

“Talking to Sugar.” His gaze zeros in on me. “You okay, darlin’?”

I rise and dust myself off. Little pebbles have embedded themselves in my knees, and my legs sting where I’ve grazed them. I’m sure I’ll have bruises I’ll have to tend to later. “I’m fine.”

“Sure don’t look fine. You look hurt. You look pissed off. You look like a fuckin’ battered housewife.”

“She said she’s fine,” Jimmy snaps.

“I wasn’t fucking talkin’ to you.” Zeus levels him with a dark look and Jimmy holds up his hands in a warding gesture. I glare at Zeus, because though Jimmy is afraid of him, afraid of losing our rental, he’s just going to take this little incident out on me when we’re alone.

“I’m fine.”

“Don’t look fine, Sugar.”

“Well, I am.” I wet my lips and say something I’m sure I’ll regret. “I like it a little rough.”

“Hell, yeah she does.” Jimmy cozies up to me. He wraps an arm around my waist and playfully bites my neck.

Zeus’s eyes flare with heat and anger. Chills break out on my body, not because of the erogenous zone Jimmy is sinking his teeth into, but because of the way Zeus’s eyes roam possessively over every inch of me, everywhere that Jimmy touches me, and he looks like he wants to murder my boyfriend.

“I have an early start,” I tell them both. Ready to just get this over with so I can begin covering up tomorrow’s bruises already.

“Yeah, and you’re gonna be ridin’ my fat cock all night, baby.”

I close my eyes and try to hide my disgust, my shame at Zeus hearing those words, as Jimmy wraps his arms around me and openly plays with my breasts. But when I open my eyes, Zeus is no longer looking at me. His gaze is on Jimmy, and its promising murder. A muscle pops in his jaw and his own lids fall closed, as if he’s cautioning himself about doing something stupid.

Do the stupid thing. Please.

But my landlord is not a mind reader. He turns and walks away, and takes my hopes of avoiding a sound beating with him. “Y’all have a good night then.”

“Oh, we will.” Jimmy manhandles me up the porch stairs and whispers only loud enough for me to hear, “Just fucking wait ’til we get inside, cunt.”
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CHAPTER TWO
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Zeus

I have zero interest in being out tonight. Scorpio is meeting with the Saints Outlaws MC alone and my blood is zinging through my veins in agitation not knowing what’s happening with my brother. We couldn’t risk the old man catching wind of what was going on, so here I am, pretending to knock back drink after drink with my club brothers and Prez. He’d fucking kill us all if he knew that in just a few short days, we’ll no longer be the Grim Raiders MC. And he’ll no longer be drawing breath, along with the other Raider’s founding four. The Saint’s Outlaws MC is our future, I just don’t like that my brother and future Prez is meeting with them alone.

I shove the untouched bourbon toward Razor. He doesn’t miss a trick, and he arches a questioning brow at me.

Razor, Haze, and Flame all know of our plans to patch over, but it’s too risky to clue in the others yet. So he knows why I’m agitated. “I need some air.”

“You need company, brother?”

“Nah, enjoy your drink.” I glance around the dinky bar and catch sight of a familiar little blonde who’s been plaguing my thoughts since our last interaction. Hell, I’ve had to fight the urge to spring a rental inspection on the house next door—or fix the fucking radiator that’s been broken for ten years because it’s fucking New Orleans and we rarely need heat—just for another excuse to see her. A smile tips the corner of my mouth. “Think I’m just gonna head on out.”

Razor follows my line of sight and chuckles. “Yeah, you head on out. Tell the plucky blonde I said ‘hi’.”

“Fuck you.”

“Good luck, brother. Somethin’ tells me you’ll need it.”

I push through the crowd of people and slide in beside her at the bar, giving her my back. I grab the bar tender’s attention and order a Bourbon neat. My tenant sighs. “Rude.”

I turn to look at her with a smile. “I’m sorry, ma’am. Did I just cut in?”

“Yeah, you did,” she gripes and then her gaze whips up to mine and her whole demeanor changes. Her cherry-red lips twist into a grin and she gets the devil in her eyes. If I didn’t know any better, I’d say she wants to jump my bones right here in the middle of the bar.

“Zeus! I didn’t recognize you.”

“Because I look so different from my usual suit and tie?”

“Funny. What are you doing here?”

I tilt my chin toward the club, taking up the back end of the bar. “Club biz. What are you doin’ here all alone?”

“Oh, I’m here with Jimmy.”

“And he’s letting you walk around the bar by yourself ...” I roll my gaze slowly over her from head to toe and back again. “Dressed like that?”

“Well, you know Jimmy. He couldn’t possibly get his own drink.”

I frown. “What are you drinking, darlin’?”

“Oh, you don’t have to do that.”

“What are you drinkin’?

“Um ... A Bud Light and a rum and Coke, please? I can pay you back.”

“I don’t want your money, Sugar.”

“Okay. Well ... thank you.”

“You’re welcome.”

I signal to the bartender, who drops the order he’s currently fixing to tend to me. I order, despite the other patrons protesting. The staff here are well trained. The Boobie Trap Brewhouse is a titty bar in the heart of New Orleans and one of our more legitimate lucrative businesses. And though we’re just silent partners with the owner, Tig, we never need to wait on drinks or anything else we may want.

“Here you go, Zeus,” the bartender says.

“Much obliged.” I nod and hand Sugar her drinks.

“Thank you. Really. I’m sure Jimmy would have had a fit if his trusty bar wench didn’t get him beer in the next ten minutes.”

I guffaw. “And here I though the Bud Light was for you?”

“Nope. I like it hard all the way,” she says and then laughs nervously. “Er ... drinks, that is.”

“Uh-huh. You best go find your man, Sugar. Before either one of us gets hurt.”

“Yeah, I’ll see you around Zeus.”

“Yes, you will.” I turn and walk away, leaving my own drink untouched on the bar.  
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CHAPTER THREE
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Sugar

Before I can even make it back to the table, Jimmy is stalking toward me with murder in his gaze. Oh shit. Did he see me talking to Zeus? I mean, it was just a friendly interaction between neighbors. Nothing more.

“Hey, babe. I got your beer.” I offer it to him, but he slaps the bottle out of my hand. Both drinks fall to the floor and shatter around my open-toed, platform heels. I’m covered in liquor. Glass slices the top of my foot, and I gasp, but that’s the least of my worries when Jimmy grabs me by the arm, his fingers digging into my flesh, so hard they bruise. “Jimmy. You’re hurting me.”

“Like you hurt me.”

“What are you talking about?”

He drags me outside. Embarrassing me in front of his friends and the whole bar, but I don’t dare resist. It always goes so much worse for me when I do.

“You think I like being made a fucking fool of?”

“I don’t know what you mean.”

“Bullshit. I see the way you look at that filthy fucking biker. You were practically fucking him right in front of everyone. Do you know how that makes me look to my buddies?”

“I wasn’t.” I shake my head adamantly. “He bought us drinks. That’s all. I was just being a friendly neighbor.”

“How long have you been letting him stick his dick in your sloppy cunt, huh?” He drags me closer, his fingers bruising my shoulders with their biting grip and leans in, so his forehead is pressed hard against mine. “You think I don’t know he’s the reason you go outside at night for a little ‘fresh air’?”

“Jimmy, you’re being crazy.”

The backhand across my face is so fast, I don’t even feel the sting until I’m on the ground in the gravel parking lot, and he’s hovering over me, so full of violence, full of wrath. He lunges for me again and lifts me by the hair. I scream and claw at him, but then his hand wraps around my throat and squeezes, effectively cutting off my air supply. I choke and scratch, and then I’m on the ground again.

I gasp, clutching at my throat, drawing in deep lungsful of air. Zeus is beating the shit out of Jimmy. He has him pinned to the gravel beneath him and the much larger biker is pulverizing Jimmy’s face. 

“No fun, is it?” Zeus says between punches. “Picking on someone your own size.”

“I’m s-sorry,” Jimmy wails.

“I want your shit out of my rental. You hear me, you little punk?” Zeus pulls a hunting knife from his belt and thrusts it against Jimmy’s throat. The wicked blade glints in the dim lights of the parking lot. “I think you know who I ride with and what we’re capable of. You’ve got tonight to get the fuck out, and I never wanna see your face again. You go near Sugar again, you lay a finger on her, and I’ll fucking gut you. You got that, you little shit, or do I need to just save us all the hassle and do it right here in front of all your buddies?”

I glance up at the crowd who’s surrounded us. Zeus is right, all of Jimmy’s friends are standing nearby ... behind a wall of formidable bikers in cuts. Holy shit.

Jimmy’s bloodied mouth opens and closes like a fish gasping out of water. 

“I can’t fuckin’ hear you.” Zeus says, pressing the blade tighter to Jimmy’s throat.

“Y-yeah. I got it. I-I’m sorry. I won’t touch her again.”

“You won’t ever fucking look at her again, or you and my knife here are gonna get real cozy.”

“Y-yes, sir.”

“Get the fuck outta my sight.” Zeus slides the knife back in its sheath and stands. He spits at Jimmy and then swivels his head toward me. For a beat, I think I see a lick of sadness in his gaze, but then it’s gone and he’s heading toward me. He offers me a hand up as Jimmy flees the parking lot in his piece-of-shit Silverado. Tires screech into the night as my boyfriend hightails it away from the bar. One of the bikers, the meanest looking man I think I’ve ever seen, eyeballs Zeus and shakes his head. Then he turns on the crowd and commands in a smoke-thickened growl, “Get your mangy fucking asses back inside. There ain’t nothin’ to see here.”

Zeus cups my chin between his thumb and forefinger and studies my face in the dim light. My eye socket is throbbing, and my cheek feels sticky and wet. His eyes hood over as he studies me and his nostrils flare in anger. 

“I should have killed the bastard,” Zeus whispers. I don’t say anything to that. What can I say? “But I’m betting this is not the first time he’s raised a hand to you, is it?”

“No.”

“Jesus.”

“I’m okay. I’ll be fine.”

“You got somewhere you can stay tonight?”

I shake my head. Tears well in my eyes but I refused to let them fall. “I have a friend who lives on Magazine, but she’s not back in town until tomorrow.”

“Then you’re coming home with me.”

“But Jimmy—”

“Isn’t gonna bother you anymore. Come on, darlin’.”
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CHAPTER FOUR
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Zeus

The shotgun next door is quiet as I lead Sugar up the porch steps and into my house. She stands on the threshold, as if she’s afraid to walk through. 

“I ain’t gonna hurt you darlin’.”

“It’s not that. I’m just ... what if Jimmy comes back ... with friends?”

I chuckle darkly and then cut that shit out when I see she’s serious. “You’re safer here in this house than you were next door with him.”

“I’m not worried about me. Hell, I’m used to being beaten.” She comes in and turns to lock the door behind her, but then she seems to pause as she studies the number of deadbolts on my front door. “I just don’t want to bring any more trouble to your door.”

“Darlin’, Jimmy could bring one hundred of his pissant friends, I’d still find a way to keep you safe.”

“Why are you doing this?” she asks, and then her eyes bug out because she’s clearly worried that I’ll be offended. “Not that I’m not grateful, really, I am. But ... I’m just not sure why you’re helping me.”

“Can’t leave my bestie hanging now, can I?”

She laughs, but it quickly morphs into agony. I gather my first-aid kit and some liquor, along with some ice as she softly cries and sits heavily on my couch. “I’m sorry.”

“Got nothing to be sorry for, Sugar. He should be the one apologizing but since he’s not, I’ll say it for him. I’m sorry for every hit, sorry for all the times you felt small and used and full of fear, and I’m sorry he wasted your time, your love, and your youth. Not all men use their fists.”

A strangled sob escapes her. “You’re a biker.”

I swallow hard, because she has me there. I’ve been a fully patched member of the Raiders MC since I was nineteen. I’m a fucking legacy patch, the Prez’s son. Violence is in my nature, it’s in my blood. I’ve killed for less disrespect than Jimmy showed me tonight, but I don’t hurt women. I can’t stomach that shit. Not after watching what my mother went through. Not after knowing that the man we call Prez is responsible for killing my mother, and that’s why he has to die.

“I’m sorry.” Sugar looks down at her clasped fingers and sniffles. “I didn’t mean ... Jesus, way to put your foot in it, Sugar.”

“You’re right. I am an outlaw biker. I’ve done fucked up things, stuff you’d never be able to forgive, but I don’t hurt women.”

She exhales loudly, and I gently reach out and hold the ice pack to her cheek. Her hand comes up and covers mine. It’s bruised and busted from beating the shit out of Jimmy, but she doesn’t pull away, and I don’t flinch. I actually kind of like the pain.
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