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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

I hope you enjoy Saint and Sinner. I loved writing this one.

TWIN FLAMES
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Chapter One
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Saint sat on his bike, with feet planted firmly upon the ground as he watched the exit off Interstate 80. An unlit cigarette dangled from his lips, the last remaining habit he had from giving up smoking. A year ago, his doctor told him to quit or he was on a fast track to a heart attack. He’d been having chest pains so his brother had dragged him to get it checked out, only to get the news he was going to have to kick the twenty-year addiction. His blood pressure had been through the roof, and while he didn’t fear death, the last thing he wanted to die from was heart disease while in his forties.

His twin, Sinner, rested on his own bike next to him, humming to some tune Saint couldn’t identify. Probably one of the pop songs he loved to listen to. Despite looking almost identical, their tastes in practically everything were the complete opposite. 

“This is a trap,” Cas, his enforcer, muttered darkly. 

“It’s not,” Sinn replied brightly. The man oozed optimism. 

“Feels like a trap.”

“That’s because you suffer from a pervasive mistrust and suspicion of others, which also includes me and Saint.”

Oh, yeah, his brother was a self-taught psychology guru who thought listening to audiobooks on the subject was all he needed to psychoanalyze everyone. Although, truthfully, he pegged Cas spot-on. The man had a helluva long memory and held onto grudges like they were a life vest. 

“This is colossally dumb of us waiting for the Bone Breakers,” Cas griped, pulling his gun out. “I bet they’re watching us through binoculars right now and saying ‘hello, stupid fuckers, so glad you showed up to make killing you easier.’”

“They probably aren’t saying hello,” Saint mumbled around his cigarette. “Put away your gun.”

Cas said something under his breath, but followed the order. Then he swung off his bike. 

“I gotta take a piss.”

He marched to the only streetlight around that worked. The meeting that night was to sell a cache of pure grade-A heroin from their own very talented cook. The money they were going to bring in from this exchange would pad their pockets very, very well. A moment later, the rumble of bikes could be heard and Saint tossed away the cigarette, ready to complete the deal. He flipped out his kickstand with his foot and rose from his bike as the other men followed his lead. Four bikes cruised up to the abandoned gas station slash junkyard and then cut their engines. 

“Saint,” the leader of the Bone Breakers greeted. 

“Lucifer,” Saint acknowledged. Yep, he was aware of the irony of the man’s name in comparison to his own. “Brought the money?”

“Brought the heroin?”

He held up his fingers and gave a come-here sign. The prospect, Wrong Way, strode over with a white duffel bag and held it out to Lucifer, who cautiously took it. He looked inside and must’ve been pleased because he nodded to one of his men, who parked his bike and mimicked Wrong Way, handing over a black duffel.

Saint checked out the stacks of cold hard cash with satisfaction. “Looks like we have a deal.”

Just as he leaned forward to shake Lucifer’s hand, a gunshot rent the air. Yells erupted as an outright battle started. Men ducked as they scrambled from their bikes to someplace that offered shielding. The smattering of bullets pinged around them, ricocheting off various objects. One came too close to Saint’s head and he ducked, motioning for his brother to follow him. The acrid scent of old grease, rust, and gunpowder permeated the air as he and Sinn ran for coverage behind a large propane tank.

“This might be a prudent moment to mention that we’re hiding behind something that can explode,” Sinn remarked dryly. 

“It’s probably empty,” Saint told him.

Chaos reigned for a moment. He couldn’t see a goddamn thing as he tried to determine from where the gunfire originated.

“Thinking positive,” Sinn said with a grin and a thumbs-up. “That’s my bro.”

Saint rolled his eyes.

“You fucking asshole!” Lucifer shouted. “You trying to sabotage this deal?”

“It wasn’t us, shithead!” Saint yelled back. “Why would I sabotage something that made us a lot of money?”

As quickly as the gunshots started, they were suddenly over. After a moment or two of silence, Saint glanced at Sinn, who only shrugged. Cautiously, they peeked around the side of the tank, but the area was eerily silent. 

“If I find out you set me up, Saint, I promise your club will be blown apart,” Lucifer called out. 

Saint watched as the Bone Breakers got on their bikes and roared away, holding up their middle fingers and clutching the duffel bag of heroin. When the last sound of the bikes faded, an eerie silence descended. Saint marched from the safety of the hopefully empty propane tank. 

“Get your ass back here!” Sinn hissed.

“If they wanted me dead, I’d be dead,” Saint said blandly. He spotted Wrong Way emerging from behind the shell of a junked car. “Where’s Cas?”

Sinn glanced around. “Cas!”

“Here,” came a pain-filled voice. They all spun and saw Cas holding his side. “Caught a damn bullet.”

“Gonna live?”

“Hurts like a motherfucker, but yeah, I’ll live. Just a flesh wound.”

“Mount up,” Saint ordered. He slipped his gun back into his holster and looked around for the black duffel bag. “Wrong Way, where’s the money?”

The prospect glanced around and pointed to an area on the ground. “I had it right here.”

“Well, it’s not there now,” Saint snapped. “What happened to it?”

“I ... I ... don’t know.” The kid ran fingers through his hair. “Everything happened so fast that I—”

“Fuck!” Saint roared. “Fan out. Find that money.”

After a few minutes, it was painfully clear that the money was gone. There weren’t too many places it could’ve gone in the few minutes they were under attack.

“Those bastards took the dope and their money,” Cas growled. “I knew it was a setup.”

Saint pointed at Wrong Way. “You had one fucking job!”

“I-I’m sorry, Boss,” the kid stammered.

“You’re gonna get the shittiest chores I can find for you,” Saint snarled, grabbing the kid’s leather vest and yanking him close. “You’re gonna have to work your way out of the fucking doghouse.” 

He pushed the prospect away and marched to his bike, so pissed off he was surprised fire wasn’t exploding from the top of his head. There went his fucking blood pressure. He wished, really wished, he could smoke a goddamn cigarette.

“Why don’t you get Cas back to the clubhouse so you can get his wound taken care of?” Sinn suggested. “I’ll make a thorough sweep of the area again to make sure we didn’t miss anything.”

Saint nodded. “Wrong Way better pray it turns up.”

“Yeah, just don’t shoot him. He’s the only prospect we got at the moment.”
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Chapter Two
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“I want to see the world.”

Kira half listened to her coworker rambling as they took out the trash. It was amazing how much garbage one diner could make. 

“London, Paris, Rome. I would kill to explore those cities. I’ve only been here in Cheyenne a short time, but I already know I’m way bigger than this place. I mean, where’s the glam?”

In the two weeks Christine had worked at the diner, Kira determined the young girl had unrealistic dreams and expectations. Working in a diner in Cheyenne, Wyoming, would never allow her to save enough money to fulfill those dreams, but Kira wasn’t going to be the one to burst her bubble. At least one of them still had hopes and aspirations. 

“Hey, who are they?”

Kira glanced to where Christine pointed, and counted four motorcycles. The yellowing halo from an old streetlight allowed just enough illumination to show off the leather cuts, and highlighted the emblem on the back of one man. 

“Sons of Sin,” she replied. “Stay away from them. Bad news.”

“I never thought I’d see an honest-to-God motorcycle gang here.” 

“Club,” Kira automatically corrected. “Not gang.”

Christine waved it away like it didn’t matter, and maybe it didn’t. Wasn’t like she needed to know the correct terminology.

“I know it was like a gazillion years ago, and he’s, like, old, but I had a huge crush on Charlie Hunnam once upon a time and I watched one episode of that show he was in so I know a lot about motorcycle gangs,” Christine declared proudly. She droned on about that actor, barely stopping to catch a breath, so Kira ended up tuning the young girl out. 

Especially since four more bikes joined the Sons, and she tried to figure out what was going on. The danger was palpable and she wondered if she should warn the diner’s manager. Just then, gunshots rang out. Both women stood frozen for a second longer than they should have, until Kira yanked Christine down behind the safety of the dumpster. From their position, they had a prime view of the shoot-out. Men scattered as some tried to shoot back, but it was clear none of them knew from where they were being attacked.

Then a lone figure in black moved from the shadows and grabbed something off the ground. The item was tossed into the center of stacked tires near the junkyard fence and then the person disappeared. The whole thing was suspicious and raised the hairs off the back of her neck. She tugged on Christine’s arm. 

“Come on,” she whispered. “Let’s get back inside. It’s too dangerous out here right now.”

Christine was practically comatose, so Kira yanked her along. When they stepped back into the diner, the girl’s face was leached of color. 

“My life flashed before my eyes,” she said, her voice warbling. “Oh my God, Kira. I could’ve died!”

It didn’t go unnoticed that she said me, not we. Christine was a little self-centered. 

“I will kill both of you dead if you don’t get back to work,” their boss, Joe, called out from across the kitchen. 

The two women nodded and hurried to wash their hands in the large basin sink.

“Just forget what you saw,” Kira whispered to her.

“What about the cops?”

“If—and that’s a big if—the cops come out this way, you better keep your mouth shut. They’d gloss over anything the Sons did, and then tell them you’re squealing.”

“What do you think was thrown in the tires?”

“I don’t know, and I don’t care. You should do the same.”

Christine’s brow furrowed. “Look, I know you’re old and shit, but don’t boss me around.”

She finished rinsing off her hands and yanked a few paper towels to dry up. Kira smarted from the age slur. Twenty-nine wasn’t old. Although knowing she spent years behind the diner’s walls didn’t help her self-esteem at all. 

They got back to the monotonous work Kira craved. She smiled at the right time at the right people, collecting tips and serving coffee. Christine gave her the cold shoulder, not that she really cared. She didn’t do friendships. However, there was a period of time when Christine disappeared, and Kira had to take care of her booths as well as her own. It pissed her off but she bottled that up inside. She’d learned long ago not to argue back.

Midnight lingered close by, and she couldn’t wait for her shift to end so she could get the hell away from the night’s activities.

As if that wasn’t enough to deal with, the bell over the door jingled and Kira watched in resigned dread as a big biker walked through the door. Of course, because why not? The universe liked shitting on her. He made a beeline to the counter and slid onto a stool. Great. He was in her section.

Trying to steady her racing heart, Kira approached. 

“Welcome,” she greeted. “What can I get you?”

He glanced up at her, and she stared into azure eyes that reminded her of aquamarine sea glass. Eyes that seemed to stare into her soul. Dirty blond hair was shorn on the sides but flopped on top, giving him a windblown appearance. His chiseled face belonged on an angel, not a dangerous one-percenter. He smiled, showing off his gorgeous dimples, because someone upstairs hates her. Who did she piss off in a previous life? They really liked making her life harder to deal with.

“Well, hello there,” he greeted. His gaze skimmed the badge with her name on it. “Kira. What a beautiful name for a beautiful woman.”

He certainly was full of flirtatious charm.

“What can I get you?” she asked again, keeping her voice even. Not too sharp to offend and not too friendly as to encourage more attention.

“What about your phone number?”

She blinked, reminding herself not to take the bait, but it was like her brain wasn’t paying attention to its own thoughts. “Does that line usually work?”

He didn’t even seem bothered by her calling him out. In fact, he chuckled. 

“Believe it or not, yes.”

“And do you call them?”

“Sometimes,” he said with an easy shrug. “I take it that’s a no on the phone number?”

“You would be correct.”

“Well, at least I tried. Let me make one more argument in order to convince you I’m a stand-up guy and you should go on a date with me.”

Stand-up guy? Sure, and she highly doubted he really meant date. Men like him just wanted an easy fuck, but that didn’t mean she wasn’t curious. “Which would be...”

“We could have a magical evening together,” he continued, pitching his voice low to make him sound romantic. “Romance under the moon. Dancing to the symphony of the night. Making passionate love on a carpet of grass.”

She was impressed. “Wow. Are you a romance writer?”

He leaned closer. “I read them to know what women want.”

“Oh,” she replied, squashing down the thrill that sent a pulse directly to her pussy. No way. Not now. Not ever again. “As of right now, the only thing I want is to know what item on the menu you’d like to order.”

Surprise dawned in his cerulean eyes. “A tough nut to crack, I see. Just a coffee, please. Lots of cream and two sugars.”

Nodding that she understood, she hurried to the coffee counter and fixed his cup just as he requested. When she served him, he laid down a twenty.

“I’ll get you change.”

“Not necessary,” he said. “I had excellent service.”

She couldn’t hold it back and grinned at his ridiculousness. 

“Ah, there it is.”

“There’s what?” 

“Your breathtaking smile.”

She ignored how that sent a happy little jolt through her body and immediately stopped smiling. “Anything else?”

“Just one. Did you happen to hear or see what went down at the gas station? Or maybe someone else here might have?”

This time, her heart sped up with fear. “No, I didn’t. What happened?”

The man searched her face, the jovial nature leaving his own. “My friends and I lost something. I’m trying to find it.”

He was looking for the duffel bag, but she would never in a thousand years confess what she’d seen. He’d probably end up killing her because she’d seen too much. Men were very good schemers. 

“I have no idea what you’re talking about,” she said evenly. Proud of herself for not showing an emotional reaction to his words. “And I don’t think anyone else probably did either since the gas station is behind the diner.”

A couple of seconds later, after he thoroughly studied her face, he smiled and that charm flared back to life. He pointed to his club patch on the left side of his leather cut.

“If you remember anything, you know where to find me.” He stood up. “My name is Sinn, by the way.”

“Well, that’s certainly apropos to your club.”

He studied her once more, and then turned, as if leaving. 

“What about your coffee?” she asked.

“I never did like the stuff.” He winked, and was gone.

Kira knew she had to get back to work, but she needed a moment to steady her nerves, although she didn’t know if it was because the diner was now on the Sons of Sin radar, or from her attraction to him. Regardless, she picked up his cup of coffee and took a sip. He paid for it, so might as well not let it go to waste.

The night server arrived and Kira waved goodbye. The diner was open twenty-four-seven, but the crowd after midnight was mostly truckers, which meant it was usually slow. She clocked out and then Christine popped up behind her, holding a black duffel bag. 

“Where’ve you been?” she asked, more than a little annoyed.

“Guess what was in the tires?” Christine whispered, glancing around as if anyone would care.

“You went over there?”

“I stayed hidden,” Christine defended. She leaned closer. “Money. Lots and lots of money. I can flee this dump of a town and go to Europe.”

“What?”

“Yep! I’m so excited I’m about to pee my pants. Hold this.”
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