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      I wasn’t always the Desert Aces MC President.

      

      Jax

      When I was 20 years old, tragedy struck when my parents were killed by a drunk driver.

      Back then, I was young and stupid, and decided to prospect for the Desert Aces MC in Las Vegas. At the time, I didn’t care about its lawlessness. I liked the drinking, the fighting, the fucking. It helped to numb the pain. But as time went on, I began to realize the club was on a dangerous path to destruction. And that if we didn’t clean up our act, the club wouldn’t survive. I’d given everything to the club and I wasn’t about to let that happen.

      

      Now Prez of the club, it was time to take a little something back for himself. I needed to find a woman and settle down. My mind drifts to Diana, all those years ago. I regret letting her walk away. But that all changes when one afternoon, she drives up to the compound gates, looking gorgeous as ever. Instantly, my feelings for her re-surface, igniting inside me. This time, I won’t let her walk away. I’m going to make her mine. Even if another club stands in the way.

      

      Jax is the thrilling second book in the Desert Aces MC Series.

      

      CW/TW: Please check the author’s website

    

  


  
    
      
        
        This is dedicated to my husband.

        Thanks for everything babe.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            AUTHOR’S NOTE

          

        

      

    

    
      While Jax’s story can be read as a standalone it is recommended, but not required, that you read Jamie before reading Jax.

      

      Also, the events in Jax take place before the events in Jamie.

      

      Trigger Warning: Blood and violence.
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      Jax/Stone, Age 22


      “Yo, prospect. Fetch me another beer,” Savage, the club Prez, hollers from the other end of the clubhouse. After the death of my parents, I joined a local motorcycle club called the Desert Aces. I’d heard things about their lawless ways and it appealed to me. I wasn’t into breaking the law, per se, but I wanted a place where I could belong and wanted something that would make me forget the pain of losing both parents in a car accident. I needed a change and that’s what I got.

      I grab a round of beers and haul my ass to where Savage is. I drop them off and back away. Prez has become increasingly erratic lately in his decisions he’s been making for the club. It’s led to trouble surrounding the club. I’ve heard my brothers talking about Prez and their disapproval with where the club is headed. But they don’t say anything, because he’s the President of the club. You don’t speak out about the decisions he makes. If you do, you die. The club will kill you and hide the body. That’s the way it works.

      

      Day turns into night and the clubhouse fills with people. When I first became a prospect, there was plenty of parties, booze, and sex. But lately, it’s been taken up a notch. There’s more people, more sex, and now drugs along with all the free-flowing booze. It’s starting to get out of control. And my brothers know it. Hell, even I know this isn’t a good thing and I’m not a fully patched member of the club yet. But we all comply, because there isn’t anything we can do.

      I wade through the crowd, looking for a club girl. I need to let off some steam tonight. Spotting Brittney, I motion to her to come to me. She saunters right over, her hips swaying.

      “Suck me off,” I command.

      She immediately drops to her knees, right then and there. I unzip my fly and lift my cock out of my pants. She opens her mouth, and I feed her my cock and she sucks me inside her warm mouth, sealing her lips around the head. Using her tongue, she licks me, then sucks me to the back of her throat, moaning as she does. I take control, shoving my cock down her throat and she gags a little. I need to come. She swallows, about choking my cock. It triggers my release and I spurt down her throat. I pump one last time and step back, my cock dropping from her mouth. She swallows and licks her lips, giving me a sultry smile.

      I’m in the process of zipping up my pants when she says coyly, “Let’s go upstairs.”

      “I don’t fuck club girls,” I tell her, earning me a pout. Goddamn club girls. They need to know their place.

      “But Stone, I need you,” she whines, her fingers going to her skirt, pushing it up to reveal her bare pussy, wet from her arousal. She’s going to have to take care of it herself or get another brother to do it. I don’t fuck club girls, ever. Matter of fact, I don’t date club girls, either.

      I walk away. There are plenty of club girls who will suck my cock. And that’s good enough for me.

      I go back to the bar and order another beer, when I feel eyes on me. I know it’s not Brittney, because she left with one of my brothers from the club. Looking around, I spot the person responsible. And it makes my balls shrivel a little bit. Who’s staring a hole into my back? It’s none other than Prez’s daughter Diana (or Di to those around her). She’s sixteen and waaay too young to even be at a party like this, let alone checking me out. In fact, she’s the same age as my sister, Kat. And she shouldn’t even be interested in a guy like me. I’m 22, which makes me six years older than her. Also, I’m a member of the club. I’ve seen and done some crazy shit. Shit that she doesn’t need to know about. I’m not good enough for her.

      But damn, she’s smoking hot. She’s tall, with the right amount of curves, especially her shapely ass. And with her long, wavy red hair and doll-like features, she’s a stunner. Clearly, she takes after her Mom. I know she doesn’t look sixteen, but I know she is. And I don’t fuck jailbait. Turning back around, I drink my beer and keep to myself. I’ve had my fun for the night.
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      Prez has called a meeting (church) and I’m stuck outside guarding the door. Although this fucking sucks, hopefully I won’t have to do this much longer, since I’ve been a prospect damn near two years now. I’ve heard rumors that my brothers will be voting soon to patch me in. That day can’t come soon enough.

      

      I hear chairs scrape across the floor and footsteps near the door; church is over. I step to the side and out of the way just in time, my brothers streaming out.

      “Suit up. We’re heading out on a run. Be ready in an hour,” Skull, our VP, says.

      “Yes, sir,” I reply, then head upstairs to my room, so I can grab my 9 mm. Carrying is a necessity in the club.

      I grab a few things and I’m ready to go in under 20 minutes. Before heading outside, I text my sister Kat.

      Jax: Gotta go out of town. Not sure when I’ll be back. Stay safe.

      Kat: Always.

      

      I don’t advertise that I have a sister. It’s better my club doesn’t know about her. She’s safer that way.

      

      When I get outside, I see if any of my brothers need anything. They don’t, thank fuck. We’re ready to roll, when Prez starts yelling about some shit that no one can even understand. He’s lost his fucking mind. Not getting a response from any of us, he starts yelling at his old lady in front of the entire club.

      “You stupid bitch!” Prez yells, straight at Sarah.

      I see a moment of panic cross her pale face. She’s scared. She stays quiet and looks away, clearly not wanting to anger him further. He has no respect for Sarah or his daughter, Diana. At least he’s not yelling at his daughter at the moment. Who the fuck knows what he’s raging at her about. I honestly don't give a shit. A patch never treats his old lady with disrespect. Not even the Prez. And especially not in front of the club. Prez is an asshole of epic proportions. Prez doesn’t deserve to be the leader of this club. Hell, he doesn’t deserve his old lady, either.

      He’s also off his fucking rocker. Of course, I’d never admit that to anyone. To speak out against the club means certain death. And I like my head where it’s at, fuck you very much.

      Di gently pulls her Mom back inside the clubhouse, whispering in her ear. As Di turns to go, she catches my eye, pleading with me for help. I look away quickly. If Prez even suspects that I looked at his daughter, I’m a fucking dead man.

      Prez mutters to himself and signals that it’s time to leave. I still don’t know what the fuck we’re doing and it’s not my place to ask questions. I do what the club tells me to do; I have to be ready for anything. I slip my helmet on and fire up my bike. It’s time to head out.

      We ride for almost three hours, then turn off the highway, riding to the middle of nowhere. There’s not another soul in sight, except for us. We follow our VP, pulling over when he does. Skull briefs us; we’re picking up some product from the Cartel. My first thought is fuck, I hope we don’t get caught.

      “Be ready, boys. This could go sideways,” he tells us.

      Fuck me. That’s never a good sign.

      Less than a half hour later, the Cartel roll up in their shiny black cars and SUVs. I have to stop myself from rolling my eyes. Like that’s not obvious or anything. Prez and Skull meet with them and are negotiating when suddenly Prez gets angry, gesturing wildly with his hands. He’s not happy. The Cartel boss backs away and signals to his men. Suddenly, they open fire and we all scatter and duck for cover.

      I hear several of my brothers shout, “Fuck!” And someone else yells, “Sonofabitch!”

      I dive behind my bike, the air thick with dust and the sound of bullets pinging off metal. So much for my baby being spotless. I return fire, same as my brothers, taking out some of their guys before they can get to their vehicles and speed away.

      Once the dust settles, I pop back up and see the carnage of dead men and machines littering the gravel road. I hear a groan and run toward Shank, our Sergeant-at-Arms. Dropping to my knees, I apply pressure to the bullet wound in his chest. There’s so much blood, I know for certain he’s been shot multiple times and isn’t going to make it. He looks at me and tries to speak, but it’s no use; one of his lungs is punctured and he can’t breathe, his lungs full of blood.

      “Hold on, man. We gotta get you outta here.” He gasps, then goes still. He’s dead. I look around, his mangled body still in my arms. Our VP and Prez are wounded, as are others.

      A drug deal gone wrong. All because our Prez is a fucking lunatic. I leave Shank where he lays, checking on Skull and Prez.

      “Can you ride?”

      Prez grunts and nods.

      “I can ride. Get the bodies in the van,” Skull commands, pressing a hand to his ribs.

      I spend the next 30 minutes piling bodies of my brothers in the van. We lost good men today. Some deserved to die and others didn’t. This club is becoming a fucking joke.

      The drive back to the compound is a somber one. At least I’m on my bike and not toting around dead brothers like the other prospect.

      We limp inside the clubhouse, many of us wounded; all of us dirty, blood on our hands. And it’s not just blood and filth. It’s shame. There isn’t a brother out there who isn’t fed up with Prez’s shit and his crazy antics. This may have been the last straw. It’s either boot Prez out or become a fucking nomad. And we all know Prez will never give up his seat. At least not willingly. And the latter, even though it’s a last resort, no one is particularly fond of because it’s a lonely fucking existence. But the option is always there, if we need it. From discrete communication between my brothers, almost everyone agrees that Prez needs to go. And if he doesn’t, then one of us is going to have to take him out. If we don’t, our club is doomed. We all have a hard decision to make.
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      Prez calls every single one of us into church the next day. “Yesterday was a giant clusterfuck. We lost Shank and several other good men.”

      Around the room, everyone grunts in agreement.

      “Fucking Cartel tried to short us and shit went sideways,” he says, clearly high on something. The room is silent as a tomb. I think most of us know not to say a fucking word about Prez’s current state. Or what happened.

      “Now onto our first order of business,” he says, like we didn’t lose almost a quarter of our brothers. It’s utterly and wholly disrespectful. “We need to shore up our numbers. Stone, step forward.”

      I do as he commands.

      Skull, our VP, takes over. “I vote to formally patch Stone into the Desert Aces MC. Any objections?”

      I keep my face calm, but on the inside I’m about ready to explode. This is the moment I’ve been waiting for. I glance around the room. Skull and Prez do the same. No one objects.

      “It’s done. Stone, remove your kutte.”

      Again I do as he instructs, handing it off. Not surprisingly, he pulls out a new kutte, one that bears the official patch of the MC. I’m officially patched in. About fucking time! But the good news doesn’t stop there.

      Skull continues. “And after yesterday’s events, we now need a new Sergeant-at-Arms. I vote to make you our Sergeant-at-Arms. Any objections?”

      There are a few murmurs, but no one speaks out. Good. I think everyone knows the clean-up needs to begin. And I’m the person to do it.

      “Stone?”

      “No, sir.”

      This time, Prez speaks. “Done,” he states matter-of-factly. “For the rest of this meeting, only ranking officers need to be present. Everyone else, dismissed.”

      My brothers file out and I stay behind. For the rest of the meeting, I’m briefed on my club responsibility and what needs done. The list is pretty long, since Shank didn’t do jack shit. The more I hear, the more I can see how badly ran this club is. I only saw the tip of the iceberg before, but now I can see crystal clear the shortcomings. Every single one of them. And there are so fucking many. It’s past time this club gets cleaned up and goes legit. No more drugs and no more guns. Or anything else illegal. I’ve got my work cut out for me.
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