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“Fuck would we want with another biker brat? Fighting Cock’s a has-been,” Killer strained. “We don’t have your girl.”

I had the President of the Asphalt Gods MC of Arkansas crushed against his own bar, bent over like a bitch, my pistol between his ribs. 

Older than me, Killer had been the President of the Devils Dice MC in Tennessee before they patched over to the Gods. Before we ran the Gods out of the state. Too bad they joined their brothers, making a much larger chapter. Fuckers were Bastards in Arkansas’s problem now. 

Though, one look at Leviathan, and I knew that wasn’t true. Revenge his only goal, my problematic brother threatened one of their women. Not a whore. A member. They patched womenfolk in their club. A terrible idea if you asked me. Sure, I’d kept Memphis and Junebug as guards but them being whores was the point. No one ever suspected my arm candy to protect me. 

The busty brunette sporting colors kicked, scratched and spit at my Enforcer like a battle cat. Levi wrapped her in his massive, tentacle-tattoo-covered arms and squeezed until she settled down. 

Two dozen of us Royal Bastards followed the bikers who took Eve out of Tennessee, but only a handful of us rode to Hell, their roadhouse. The rest of our brother’s split off as our rival club split up on the highway. 

Five of us, including Hallow, rode ahead, and found their President alone at the bar with the female biker. Things happened so quickly, I didn’t read her title or her road name. After they busted up the place, Hallow led the others on a search of their grounds, leaving me and my muscle to deal with these two. 

“Let me kill him,” Leviathan seethed as he wrestled with the lady biker. 

“What?” 

I’d been interrogating him, wanting to find Eve so I could ride back to my new wife, my Ol’ Lady.

“Prez fucking let me kill him while we have the chance. Blood for blood.”

Was Levi ordering me around? I almost laughed.

Straightening my face, I said, “He doesn’t tell me Eve’s whereabouts, I’ll kill him myself, thank you.” My finger, itchy on the trigger, it’d be way too easy to scratch. 

No more Killer.

Like he knew I was on the verge of ending him once and for all, Killer poked at Levi, “Kill me, and the Gods will come after Eve. String her up like your sister.”

Levi answered, “Who the fuck cares about Hallow’s whore? She’s one of you, and I’ll kill her myself.”

My blood boiled. 

I’d grown attached to the quick-witted blonde, in a completely platonic way. Hallow, I didn’t care for. Once a cop, always a cop in my book. But she had a rare talent. 

When she first came to Royal Road, she was a timid bird. Remembering that Halloween orgy fondly, I smiled. I planned to mold her into the songstress I knew she could be, and I’d almost accomplished my mission. Imagining Eve dying in the same manner as Levi’s sister, nailed to a telephone pole, my finger left the trigger.

I stopped smiling. 

Slamming Killer’s head on the counter, I corrected my Enforcer. “Eve’s ours now. She’s property of Hallow, Royal Bastards MC. Anyone who messes with her will be dead on my orders.”

“How about that Ol’ Lady of yours, Kingpin? Imagine she’d look pretty nice on a cross,” Killer choked out. 

How did he know about Sky? We literally just got married this morning on the fly. Right before Hallow and Eve was supposed to be hitched. Just before the Asphalt Gods made off with Eve. I looked to Levi for answers, but the woman biker bit him and twisted out of his grip. He was busy trying to catch her. 

As I fought to keep my cool, Killer whispered, “I know your boy doesn’t care about that Ol’ Lady of his no more but his kids. Think of Levi’s three youngins strung up like Jesus and the thieves.” 

My gun zipped to his temple. I cocked it. “I should kill you a hundred times over for even suggesting that you sick piece of shit.”

He bargained, “How about my life for two. Let me go, and youins will leave with yours. My men will be here soon enough.” 

“With Eve?”

“No. I told you. We ain’t got her. We don’t want her. She’s gone off with you Royal Bastards.” The old biker took a moment to spit at the mention of our name. “Now how about my deal?”

I didn’t trust any deal from him, but he was right about one thing. We didn’t have much time. Levi and I were sitting ducks in their clubhouse. If the rest of the Gods descended on us here, as they likely would, we’d be dead. 

No question. 

“Your deal? That’s awful generous of you Killer, but I think you’re worth more than that,” I said in a sarcastic tone. 

“Yes, I’m an important man.”

“It’d be easy to kill you. There’s time. Who’d take over then? Who’s your VP now?”

He didn’t answer. He didn’t need to. I only wanted him to think about how fucking with us, he’d be practically giving his position to his underling. If he was anything like me, he picked someone he didn’t want to succeed him. Made fighting to stay alive all the easier.

“If we let you go, my boys walk and you won’t mess with any of my Royal Bastards again, or their families, especially Eve.” I didn’t want to even mention Sky in case he’d been bluffing. “After all, we’re all the way over in Tennessee,” I said, reminding him we ran him out of the state.

“It’s a deal,” Killer said in a rush.

I felt the hard tip of a gun on the back of my head before her high voice sounded. “Let go of my Prez, you fuckin’ Bastard.”

My ears burst at the gunshot that immediately followed. As my grip on Killer only grew, the biker bitch flopped on the floor behind me. 

Her screams meant she lived. But Leviathan had shot her, saving me. I had no choice but to put a bullet in Killer. But I wouldn’t risk Eve and Sky, or heaven forbid, Levi’s daughters by killing him. I’d promised Levi we’d get back at the Gods another way. A smarter way. Killing one man wouldn’t satisfy my Enforcer anyhow. Their whole club needed to suffer. 

They would, in time. 

“Fuck, Killer. Your bitch just tried to kill me.”

“Wild one, she is,” he laughed. “Better than your Enforcer any day. She doesn’t ask permission.”

Little did he know, I had my hands full with Levi wanting to reign vengeance down on his club. The monstrous man was upon us, ready to rip the old man in two. I held my hand up to stop him. The big guy cracked his neck and stood back. 

I didn’t have time to explain to Killer why a man twice my size and three times as scary obeyed me, his leader. The Asphalt Gods MC weren’t just ruthless, they were reckless. That was something I swore Nashville’s Royal Bastards wouldn’t be. Never again. Not since Levi’s sister was murdered by them, under my watch.

“Deals a deal, we let you go, and you don’t mess with our women. But here’s a little something to remind you who you’re dealing with.” 

Taking my pistol from his head, I stepped back. I aimed down. Shooting him in the back of the leg, I watched him crumble to the ground. 

We left the two flailing in a pool of blood. 

Just out of the door, Hallow mounted his hog. Biker hadn’t been alarmed by the gunshots. On a mission to find his wife to be, he ignored us. Brother would’ve left us for dead.

“Where you headed?” I shouted as he revved his engine.

“Place is clean. We’re riding on to pay Eve’s family a visit.”

“Good idea. You do that,” I said. 

I still called the shots.

Leviathan decided, “We’ll meet you back in Tennessee.”

My Enforcer was right. We’d just shot the Gods’ President and worse, a woman biker. We needed to get to the border. 

When Hallow and the others rode off, Leviathan stressed, “There’s still time to kill him. But you made a deal.”

“You think I want a massacre? I want revenge as much as you do, but.”

“I doubt that,” he cut me off.

“I know you don’t care about Eve, or Sky. Ain’t there any one you care about losing? Three someones at least?”

Leviathan grew silent, avoiding my obvious reference to his little girls, the reason he hadn’t left Chloe.

Before we headed out on our Harleys, he declared, “Girl probably ran off, all on her own. This was a goddamn waste of time.”

“Eve leave Hallow? At the altar? No way.”

Though later, meeting up with an empty handed Hallow at the border, I pondered Levi’s words about Eve running away. 

“Her dad said he had no idea where she was,” Hallow said, looking forlorn.

“You believed him?”

“Yeah. He was drunk as a skunk. We could’ve cleaned him out, and he wouldn’t have known for a week.”

On account of Hallow being a detective in another life, that was good enough for me. However, it made no sense that we chased the Gods from our clubhouse, and they didn’t have Eve. They had to have her, somewhere.

“Half of you will go back and look again,” I ordered.

As the rest of us sped back home, Hallow rode back into Arkansas with a smaller crew. Hurrying back to my Ol’ Lady, I knew someone else who had it out for Eve. Someone who had the means to make us think the Asphalt Gods MC took her. Someone who might want all of us away from Royal Road. 

I didn’t tell Hallow that I suspected Noah Fond, one of my enemies in Tennessee. The richest, dirtiest man in the state who’d been responsible for my President’s death was never to be underestimated. Pharaoh’s death was one I never had the satisfaction of avenging, not for twenty damn years. Not for lack of trying.

To win Eve back from Mr. Fond would take more than a gang of motors and muscle. Pushing the Beast, what I called my Road King to its limits, I needed to get back to Royal Road, back to Sky who could very well be in danger. And I didn’t tell my men something else, I suspected we had ourselves a spy at Royal Road. 

How else would Killer know about Sky so quickly?
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The Asphalt Gods MC clubhouse in Arkansas was over six hours away, according to Paisley. One of the sweetbutts around here, what the bikers lovingly dubbed their live-in whores, she’d become a fast friend. Word was she was crazy but beautiful. 

An aspiring makeup artist, her face was on point. Lately, her pale blue eyes were rimmed in glitter and colorful fake lashes to match her ever changing hair. Blonde on top, she dyed the tips to pair with her mood, she claimed. She also claimed to see auras. However, it appeared her hair changed when she changed partners, almost daily. 

But I didn’t give a goddamn who she fucked as long as it wasn’t Kingpin. 

“My pum pum had too much grip for his liking,” Paisley said, talking about how she’d only slept with him once and never again. “I figured I was too young for him.”

That was funny since she and I were around the same age. Who wanted to hear about who their husband fucked? Kingpin being the President of this wild and crazy bunch, it seemed to be all the whore’s talked about. 

“Used to be the daily gossip until you arrived. Besides, we can’t be talking club business. Oh, we hear it from the men, but...” She made a motion to zip her lips. 

Though, she had her sources. 

Once Paisley heard they chased the bikers who took Eve into their state, and relayed it to me, I knew Kingpin wouldn’t be back anytime soon. Reluctantly, I went to sleep all alone in his big empty bed. Since Memphis and Junebug ran off, I didn’t need to worry about them being in the Big House in the guest rooms as they sometimes had been. 

As I stared at the ceiling, I wasn’t lonely. It didn’t matter that we hadn’t had time for a honeymoon. Kingpin was a busy man. We’d have plenty of time to celebrate our marriage when he got back, I decided. When I said I’d marry him, I promised myself I understood what that meant. He belonged to Royal Road and the Royal Bastards MC as much as me. 

Opening my eyes the next morning, I discovered Kingpin fast asleep beside me. I breathed a heavy sigh of relief. Riding more than half a day would exhaust anyone, so I cuddled close to his toasty body and let him sleep. As always, he slept nude. 

Carefully, I lifted the covers to take a peek. I more than enjoyed the view of this beautiful, tattooed and pierced man. I counted in my head how much older he was than me, then shook my mind free of it. My elder or not, Kingpin was jacked. Bulging, rippling muscles covered him as much as any young guy. I counted all eight of his tasty abs. 

Yes, the badass leader of this biker gang, usually in tight leather pants with long jet-black hair and a thick matching beard laid naked beside me. Black gothic tattoos coated him down to the tips of his black painted nails, fingers and toes. 

He slept in nothing but his jewelry, which consisted of lots of silver, black beads, and leather bands. Kingpin had earrings, a nose ring, his eyebrow pierced and that was only his face. Below he had bars in his nipples and one in his glorious, colossal cock. Damn, his dick was still massive while it was flaccid. 

I’d have to quit looking or I’d jump him and wake him up.

Oh, I’d forgotten about his tongue ring. How could I forget? The things the biker did to me with it. My pussy trickled at the very thought.

He also had a chunky silver ring on each one of his fingers. Placing my hand next to his, I studied his newest one. Our simple wedding bands matched. 

Unable to stop grinning, I could get used to waking up to this view for the rest of my life. Still high off the excitement of our whirlwind marriage, I was a blushing bride alright. 

Just a couple days ago, I thought I’d be flying back to California to start a new life. At least resume my old one with a new perspective. The alternative of marrying the biker I’d quickly grown to love and admire felt amazing. Hashtag blessed and everything I always thought was BS. 

And fuck. 

The fact I’d be giving this incredible badass a child for the first time took the cake. To think, I’d come to Royal Road wondering if this man could be my deadbeat father. Thankfully, there was no possible way he could’ve been. Although him and my mother had been childhood sweethearts, they’d never once had sex. My mom had been waiting for marriage, and he went to prison at eighteen before she became pregnant with me.  

Kingpin would be the father of my child. 

Maybe.

Mom. I didn’t want to think of her. When Leonora said mom was flying back to Fresno, I was even gladder I hadn’t left. I didn’t care if she had her heart broken by Kingpin’s twin brother who pretended to be him or not. Nor did I care for her disapproval of our relationship. I’d been an adult for five years and on my own even longer. 

Her feelings were the furthest care from my mind. 

The reality that I wasn’t sure the baby I carried was Kingpin’s or not nagged a whole lot more. He had told me it didn’t matter. I tried with all my might to believe his words. 

Time would tell. 

But I also knew he didn’t know how possible it was that this baby wasn’t his. That was something I regretted. Something I didn’t think Kingpin realized. And I wanted to keep it that way. 

Yes, stupidly, I’d had sex with Ralph from Shakey’s a couple nights before I was with Kingpin for the second time. Before he snuck in my house and declared his love for me. Stupid not just because I wanted Kingpin not Ralph. Stupid because Ralph Getty was a walking, talking piece of shit who took advantage of me. He’d impressed me with his fancy car and offered me a job when I first got to Nashville. Stupidly, I’d signed a horrible contract. I’d thought if I was dating him, I wouldn’t have to sleep with the customers at Shakey’s, but I’d been mistaken.

Just stupid.

Thankfully, Kingpin helped me out of that situation. And I’d quickly forgiven him for starting our relationship by trying to make my mom jealous. I believed him when he said he almost immediately realized he loved me instead of her. 

When he asked me to marry him, and said he only wanted to be with me going forward, as in sexually. I believed that too. Although he’d been saying the whole time he couldn’t promise to never be with another woman. The President here at Royal Road he could have anyone he wanted, any time he pleased. But I believed him with all my heart that he only wanted me. 

Therefore, it’d only be fair for him to forgive me for keeping something from him. Right?

But I didn’t want to chance it.

Kingpin roused. My mind focused solely on his actions. My worries faded. 

Discovering me naked beside him, he growled. Grabbing my face, he kissed me like he was starved. 

“Fuck, I missed you. I missed our wedding night,” he said as he drew back. “Love, I want you to know we can still have a real wedding if you want and a real honeymoon.”

Hearing him say our wedding wasn’t real stopped my heart. I’d been just fine with how we’d gotten married. I actually thought it was quite romantic for us to get hitched the morning after I said yes.

“I just couldn’t wait to make you my Ol’ Lady.” 

Ah, that was better. I smiled so wide my cheeks burned.

“I plan to make it up to you. We’re not going to leave this bed for a week. I’m going to fuck you so hard that you won’t be able to physically leave this bed.”

That made it so much better. 

Hugging his neck, I stared into his dark brown eyes that were lined with thick lashes and charcoal. I loved this man with all my heart. His wild, passionate ways took my breath away. 

I wanted to tell him all this but only said, “That sounds glorious.”

Kingpin gazed down my body. 

“But we’ll also be careful, too, on account of the baby.”

“I don’t think that’s necessary. The baby’s still an embryo. You can fuck me as hard as you want.”

“You young ones are so smart when it comes to science and shit. I’ll take your word for it. I’m not above hog tying and whipping you. Turning that lily white ass of yours red as fire and watching your pussy drip.” He bit his lip. His hand slithered down and felt my moist center. “You’re soaking wet for me already.” 

I was, just from studying his hot bod.

Kingpin pulled his hand away and seductively sucked on his fingers. A noise escaped him. 

“I love the taste of my Ol’ Lady’s pussy in the morning.”

I thought I might come then and there. 

It was no longer morning, but I didn’t correct him. 

“But wait. What happened? Did you all find Eve?” I asked.

His face changed from horny to worried. 

“No. Hallow’s still out looking for her. But back to us.”

In an instant, Kingpin’s face changed back, his expression turning almost primal. His hand took the headboard as he mounted me. Taking my thigh, he spread me wide. The head of his dick waited at my entrance. I expected him to punch in, but he lingered. Although sunlight filled the room, his dark hair draped our faces in night. 

“Sorry, love. But I’m impatient.” 

I supposed he was apologizing for the lack of foreplay. 

“You said we had all week.”

“We do. Yeah, but we’ve got to consummate our marriage first.” 

“Is that really a thing?”

“Yes. Or no. Maybe. I’m no expert, but I’m not willing to chance it. And don’t you worry none, but there was a moment yesterday when I thought I might not get to come back to you. All I could think was that I hadn’t sealed the deal with my Ol’ Lady yet.” 

“You mean your life was in danger?”

“I don’t want to talk about it. I want to claim you before anything else interrupts us, but don’t worry, I’ll let you suck on my dick all night afterwards.”

I laughed, but a knock came at the door, stopping him from entering me. 

Kingpin grimaced. 

The knock sounded again. 

I quit laughing.

“Prez,” a muffled voice called. 

“What? I’m kinda busy in here,” he shouted back.

“It’s important.”

Kingpin slapped the headboard. 

“Fuck, I’ve got to get that,” he said to me, peeling away. 

He hopped into his jeans that had been beside the bed. Stomping to the door, he warned the person on the other side, “It better be life or death.”

He stepped out, shutting the door behind him so I didn’t see who had knocked. I waited, but he didn’t come back right away. 

Taking the sheet with me, I went to the window. Glancing down, I watched Kingpin light a cigarette outside on the front stoop. Paisley walked away from him as he read a note. He let it fall to the ground and turned to come inside. 

I rushed back to the bed. It took a moment for him to get back up the stairs. When he did, Kingpin burst into the room in a hurry. He went straight for his cut, his motorcycle vest that had the Royal Bastards MC logo and his title patch, amongst others on it. 

“Where are you going?”

“Club business,” he said flatly.

“You’re leaving again?”

“Yeah,” he said, like we weren’t just about to have our honeymoon. 

Opening a drawer, he found a t-shirt and began to dress. Grabbing his boots, he sat on the edge of the bed to put them on.

“Is this about Eve?” I asked him, genuinely curious.

“I can’t say.”

“Why not? You said Hallow went to look for her. You know, Paisley says she probably staged it. The kidnapping.”

Kingpin didn’t respond to that. He simply took the back of my neck and kissed my forehead. “Get up and go get something to eat. I’ll be back. I promise.”

I huffed.

“You knew being married to me wouldn’t be easy,” Kingpin said as he left the room.
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“This better be important Paisley.” Crazy whore was looking more like a clown every day. Bitch had pink eyelashes to match her hair.

“It is,” she stressed while taking a note from her ample cleavage.

“What’s this?” 

Studying the back, the initials, NF, stood out. It seemed Noah Fond, one of my greatest enemies had a message for me. 

“For your eyes only and urgent. It’s all I know.”

With a jut of my chin, I dismissed her. 

I tore open the envelope. Squinting, I held the note farther away to read it. Damn, was I so old I needed reading glasses?

Come alone or the girl dies. Anyone follows, I’ll kill Eve. Slow and painful like. Your new wife and child will be next. 

Fuck, word did travel fast. 

My fears had been confirmed. Mr. Fond, the biggest sicko in Nashville had Eve.

I memorized the address. Touching my cigarette to the paper, I lit it aflame to destroy it. I didn’t need my brothers knowing where I was headed. Because they’d follow, come hell or high water. Watching the flame float to the ground, I took the last draw off the smoke. 

Back inside, I sprinted up the stairs. Sky waited for me, lounging naked in my bed. She jumped like I’d startled her. Batting her eyes, she blushed at the sight of me. Girl was damn infatuated. 

I loved it. 

How I wanted to keep my word and fuck her so hard she couldn’t leave my bed. My dick begged to spear her clam, but I knew I had to deal with a much bigger dick. Noah Fond had been a thorn in my side too long. The devil hid in plain sight, a big wheeler and dealer in this city. What he couldn’t control, he wanted to destroy. He threatened Sky, my Ol’ Lady. The one woman out of many I truly loved. 

Turning my head, I couldn’t look at her. The thought of having her taken from me because of my connections wrenched my heart. Was this subconsciously why I’d not let myself love someone before? I’d never thought of the danger a wife of mine might face, not with my brain but maybe my heart knew.

“Where are you going?”

“Club business.”

“You’re leaving again? Is this about Eve?”

“I can’t say.”

“Hallow went to look for her. You know, Paisley says she probably staged it. The kidnapping.”

If only. 

I kissed Sky’s forehead. My bride was upset, but she knew being my Ol’ Lady wouldn’t be a walk in the park. I’d make it up to her later.

On my way out, I met with my other Enforcer, Goliath and my suspended VP, Pagan. 

“There’s trouble, so I’m goin’ out. Alone.” I didn’t want anyone to follow me like they normally would. I said as much. “That’s an order.”

Goliath shook his head, but he wouldn’t argue. Unlike Leviathan who’d been playing Nomad, he was my menacing shadow. As big as his name suggested, I’d always joked he was covered in ancient Chinese tattoos. Only to get under his skin. He thought we Tennessee boys were backwards. And we were. Fact was he was part Chinese with a Japanese style bodysuit of tats to look like he was in a gang. We’d become inseparable in prison. I’d scratch his back and he'd scratch mine sort of thing. 
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