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I never belonged.

That’s a lie, I loved to tell myself. 

The truth. There was a time, I loved the Sons of Satan MC.

“Star, you’re only fifteen... Of course, you can get a tattoo.” Snakebite tried not to let the corners of his mouth rise, but beneath his black eyeliner, his deep brown eyes smiled. 

He just turned eighteen last Saturday—a swoon worthy eighteen, muscular and strong but sleek and agile like a deer. I’d only just turned fifteen in the summer, not that it mattered. I’d known Snakebite practically my whole life.

“I don’t want a tattoo,” I told him and meant it. 

“Then why are you coming along?”

“I don’t think you should do it.” I climbed on the back of his chopper, placing my hands on his thin waist, before he took the invitation back.

He called out, questioning me, “Why are you so concerned about my tongue?”

“None of your beeswax,” I quipped but followed it up with a nervous giggle. 

Why was I so concerned? He hadn’t chosen it. He was doing it all to please his father. If there was one member of the Sons of Satan who I didn’t love it was Serpentine. When the man I’d thought of as my father, Diablo, died, Serpentine took his place as the club’s President and my guardian. The fact made Snakebite my brother, in more than the way we were all brothers and sisters by our colors. 

He was my brother as in, eww, you can’t kiss him, that’s your brother. At least, I was expected to think of him as such.

While usually good at doing what’s expected, I never thought of him as my brother.

“I can tell when you’re lying, Star... Your voice, it gives you a way... I think you don’t want me to go because you like my tongue the way it is.”

“Why would I like your tongue?” My voice trembled, and I was afraid he’d guess my other thoughts. 

I knew nothing about his tongue or any tongues for that matter. I’d never been kissed. He knew that. He’d teased me about it over and over. And that’s when it happened. Snakebite turned around, his hand, tipped in black nails, curved around my waist. His face, half hidden by his long dark hair, came at me. I held my breath. Our noses touched first. I felt his lip ring next. Soft and salty, his lips fumbled with mine. My heart skipped. Our tongues moved in unison.

Frustratingly brief and fabulous all the same, Snakebite kissed me. I felt like I’d run a mile. His embrace vanished as the roar and rumble of his bike propelled us forward. I hung on as if my life depended on him, never dreaming it would. 

Fall in California was just as fleeting as our kiss.  I savored the slightly crisper air and the glimpses of our black oaks’ color changing tricks. Julian, a little historic mountain town, only an hour away from San Diego’s beaches, saw its fair share of autumn’s foliage and even snow. You couldn’t travel down these windy roads without getting a whiff of the town’s famous apple pies. 

Soon, I was lost in the smell of the leather on Snakebite’s back. We’d left town behind. I’d thought the tattoo parlor was in town. When we passed the trailhead to Three Sister’s Waterfall, I noticed we were headed back to the compound. 

Elation hit me. 

Snakebite listened to me. Despite his given name, I couldn’t imagine him with the split, snakelike tongue that defined the men in this club. There had always been something gentle about him. Something underneath—to love. Never mind, I had some crazy dream we’d forgo him becoming a patched member of this club altogether and run off. Otherwise, we’d never be allowed to be together. 

His motorcycle stopped in front of the large mobile home we shared with his stepmother and father. No one was home. No one would be home until dinner time. No one would think it was odd we were both home in the middle of the day. 

We were alone. 

Taking my hand, Snakebite led me through the sparse but cozy living room, past the outdated kitchen and down the narrow hallway, to my room, the room across from his. After all, my room was clean. I wasn’t sure if he could even walk through his pigsty. We stood in my doorway, me inside and him, still in the hall. I stared down at the leather and beads wrapped around his wrist. Our sweaty hands were glued together, like he was afraid to let go, but more afraid to step across the threshold and come in. He never had. It’d been an unspoken rule. He didn’t come into my room, and I didn’t dare enter his. Stepbrother or not, Serpentine and LuAnn were not naïve about boundaries for boys and girls. 

I searched his face, ignoring the stubble. He never shaved but couldn’t really grow a full beard, either. Beholding his lips wouldn’t do. I licked my own, focusing on the thick dark lashes that lined his hooded eyes. They drifted past me to my bed. A peach and white floral bedspread neatly covered it. Crocheted and handmade pillows were stacked up the headboard. The big star one with my name in the middle being the most important, the first thing Diablo had given me after he rescued me from certain death. When I laid my head on that pillow, I felt I belonged here, like I was truly a devil’s daughter. Now, I only wanted to belong to Snakebite. I tugged on his hand pulling him into my room. 

Having crossed the threshold, he froze, unsure. Afraid, if only for a moment.

“I won’t tell,” I promised him, knowing his father was an evil man and cruelest to him. 

Snakebite stiffened. “I don’t care if you do.”

Now, he was the liar. 

His hand caressed my cheek, tilting my face toward his. Then it slipped into my hair. I’d bleached it blonde and ever since, he said he hated it, but he’d been lying about that, too. 

Snakebite and I were like night and day. Covered in head to toe black, his pale skin shined. Black leather and silver anything, chains, necklaces, studs—his wardrobe of choice. He wore more makeup than me with his dark eyeliner, lips and nails. The room surrounding us was a child’s room, but it still reflected my tastes for bright and soft colors. My new blonde hair went great with my naturally tan complexion. Not an inch of leather on me, I wore simply ripped jeans and a pink tank top, not a speck of jewelry. 

My body had changed. Fully developed, I’d been blessed in the boob department. Snakebite had noticed that as well. Across the dinner table I’d caught him staring at them more than once. Part of me wanted him to explore them now and part of me didn’t know if I’d ever let him. 

As one hand gripped the back of my head, his other hand settled awkwardly on the small of my back, drawing me into him. My body lined up with his. Would he kiss me again? Longer this time. My cheeks warmed wondering. Tingles of anticipation ran down to my panties.

Snakebite did bend down to find my lips. Slowly this time, he nibbled before parting them. Surprising me, his tongue slithered all the way in. His mouth engulfed mine, like he would devour me. He stood so tall, I felt his erection against my navel—another surprise. As much as I loved the kissing, I wasn’t sure I was ready for the hardness grinding against me. 

Thankfully, he retreated. 

Too bad it was only to lead me straight to my bed. We sat with his arm around me. 

“Star, I want you to be my main girl. But we’ll have to keep this secret.” 

“I know.” I played with a frayed hole on my jeans.

Snakebite took my hand and placed it over his leather lap. His dick twitched under my hand. Hell, I didn’t know that was possible. I’d just only had my first kiss. Saying I was appalled would be an understatement. Did he think I was easy? Main girl? Did that mean he had other girls? 

Ripping myself away, I shouted, “Get out.”

Snakebite bolted. 

He didn’t come back home that night. That was fine. Still shaken, I thought of his words. Main girl.

He didn’t come around the next night. 

I cried myself to sleep. 

The night after that he wasn’t at the dinner table for the third night in a row. 

LuAnn liked to come and brush my hair before I went to bed, as if I were still a little girl. We’d talk about her day mostly, since I had school online and there was nothing exciting going on in my life. No boyfriend. No fun. 

“If it’s tourist season, why can’t we shoot them?” 

She worked at the Wolf Rescue Center. Julian being overrun with visitors in the fall was the only reason anyone had jobs around here. 

“Maybe just let them get too close... I can’t wait until I’m sixteen and can get a job.” 

I’d love to work with the wolves. The sanctuary and the San Diego Zoo were my two favorite places. 

“You have jobs, plenty of them.”

“I’m tired of babysitting on weekends and odd jobs, in general.” 

I picked up as much as I could in our biker community, like doing dishes for Ms. Jinks when she’d gotten shot in her arm or feeding B. Bub’s bearded dragon when he went on a mandatory. All these bad ass bikers had some furry or feather baby they’d give their life for—super sweet. 

“Believe me, when you get a job, good or bad, it’s just a bunch of odd jobs rolled into one. Don’t be in such a hurry to grow up.” She changed our casual subject. “You know I think of you as family, as a daughter, no matter what, right?” 

I didn’t know what to say. It’s not that I didn’t love her to pieces. It’s just, her demeanor had shifted just enough to make me nervous. 

After an awkward pause, she added, “Snakebite, too.” 

My stomach cramped. What was she trying to say? Did she know about me and Snakebite? 

LuAnn wasn’t his mother either. She couldn’t have kids on account of her thyroid problems but had raised him from a baby when his mom died and she married Serpentine. 

Speaking of the devil, he came to the doorway when he overheard LuAnn mentioning his only son. “He’s not welcome home until he pledges.” LuAnn opened her mouth, but he shut her down, “If you have an opinion, woman, take it to the kitchen and put it in a sandwich.”

LuAnn and I didn’t argue. We held our breath. 

He stumbled away. 

“Fucking drunk,” Luann huffed. Putting the brush between her teeth, she pulled my hair up into a ponytail holder. Through the mirror, I could count the cigarette burns on her arms. 

Didn’t matter if she knew he was a drunk and liked to burn her if she sassed. Didn’t matter if the beat her and Snakebite whenever he felt like it. LuAnn was one of those women who didn’t know her worth. She’d stay until he killed her. The man never touched me but only because it wasn’t his right. The members of this club would have a fit. After all, Diablo, legend around here had loved me like a daughter.

“Where’s Snakebite, anyhow?” 

“He’s staying with Viper.” 

Viper was his much older sister. One LuAnn didn’t have a hand in raising. She was married to Dice, our Sergeant at Arms, and they had a little girl, Betty who was five. We all called her Betty Boop. I babysat for them all the time. 

My mind wandered, thinking about how I ended up with the Sons of Satan MC. 

Daddy Diablo had told me the story a million times. “You were the rainbow after the storm.  A little Star peeking out once the clouds passed.” 

I wasn’t his blood, but he said my brother had been. My mother, his one true love, practically a princess of the Coyote Ghost’s MC and pregnant with his child left her club to be with him. But on her way to California, she was kidnapped by the vice-president of the Asphalt Gods’ MC, the General. 

Apparently, he was smitten with her, too. 

By the time Diablo infiltrated the other club to rescue her, he learned she’d escaped, run off to lord knows where. He spent the rest of his life tracking my mother down. Eventually, a mole in the Coyote Ghosts told him my mother would be headed back to Oklahoma from her home in Tennessee. Diablo guessed the road she’d take. Little did he know, the General had his own ears in Oklahoma. He’d also been looking for my mother. He’d been alerted of her travels as well. 

Two gangs racing to intercept one woman before she made it safely to her kin in another gang—I’d always been on the edge of my seat—detached. It was a hell of a story, but I didn’t remember my parents and brother being killed. All I knew was, I’d been five years old. Diablo had saved me from the same sad fate. “I may not have been able to know my son, but I’ve gained a precious daughter who’s the spitting image of my beloved Kathy.”

LuAnn tore me from the memory with more talk of Snakebite. “I know why he’s hitting the bottle so hard tonight. His boy refusing to pledge is breaking his heart.” 

As I rolled my eyes at LuAnn’s ability to forgive Serpentine’s behavior, I thought of running into Snakebite if his sister asked me to sit for them. Yet, the next time I saw him was during the Santa Ana winds. 

By day three of the storm, they’d gotten so strong they’d knocked over Serpentines bike. LuAnn suggested we go to the Devil’s Den for shelter. The bar and restaurant within the compound was somewhere I wasn’t too often. See, while Serpentine hardly cared about me, what he did care about was the club. I’d practically been Diablo’s daughter. While other biker brats did as they pleased, drank and smoked—worse and they went on dates, fifteen or not, I’d been treated like glass my whole life. So much so, I’d been afraid of a hard cock and probably missed any chance I had with an older boy like Snakebite. 

Because of the Santa Ana, wildfires had broken out up north. Fetish who ran the bar, turned on the news. As everyone watched, I noticed Snakebite come in and sit at a corner table with Ghost Rider and Dice. Betty was on her dad’s lap, but as soon as she spotted me, she jumped off and ran over to hang around my neck.

“How’re you, Betty Boop?”

“I ain’t afraid of no desert winds,” she said, probably mimicking her father.

“Me, either,” I told her, as I tried to listen to the forecast. ... fanning several large fires in Southern California... prompted the National Weather Service to issue an extreme fire warning through Saturday... gusts up to 80 mph.

The wind howled, knocking against the building, making me and Betty both jump. Little Betty ran off to the safety of her father’s arms again, and Snakebite strolled my way. He didn’t stop to talk, but the smirk on his face said he wanted to. He jutted his head toward the bathrooms. After he’d disappeared, I got up to head to the ladies’ room, tingles running up my spine. 

Just as I thought, he was waiting for me inside. Holding my breath, I locked the door on the single bathroom. 

“I’m sorry,” I exhaled softly, trying to keep quiet.

“Don’t be,” he whispered back, and I could tell he still hadn’t pledged. He didn’t speak with the signature slur the other members did. His tongue was still intact. “I’m sorry things went too fast. For you. You’re not ready.”

“They didn’t. I am,” I said, a little bolder. Not sure if I meant it.

Just like that, we were kissing again. Snakebite’s whole body forced me against the door, so I couldn’t recoil from the steel rod smashed against me if I wanted to. I didn’t want to. I’d missed him so much, I welcomed it. He pounded against me as we sucked face. Hiking my leg, I pushed myself against him with the same fever. He seized my back side, helping me wrap my legs around his middle. Jutting his hips forward again, he put himself in the perfect position to ease my frustrations. I felt a trickle of moisture between my legs. If we were naked, he’d be inside me. 

Our kiss instantly grew more intense. With his weight and the door holding me, his hands were free to roam up my sides, to my breasts. He cupped them both and squeezed. As he gyrated against me, his mouth dropped to my neck. My hands went into his long hair. 

Like a magician, without me noticing at all, he’d unbuttoned my jeans and had his hand down over my panties. He rubbed me through the thin, satiny fabric, and it felt so much better than rubbing myself. Convinced by the sensation, I was sure I’d go all the way with him. 

Just as I was really enjoying myself, he stopped moving all together. He removed his hand and whispered, “I wish we could finish this now, but we better go back outside.” 

When he sat me back to my feet, I felt like whimpering. But he was right. Reality struck like lightning, and I buttoned my pants and straightened my clothes. 

With his hand on the door, he was ready to leave the room first. He said, “Viper and Dice have plans this weekend and need a babysitter.”

I brightened. “So, you don’t have any plans on coming home?” That was an easier way to ask whether he planned to pledge or not. 

“No. I plan to stay with sis until I can get a better job and my own place. Maybe in the city. You know.” He shrugged, his thumbs going into the pockets of his leather pants. “You..” He started but clammed up. Looking away, he shook his head and his long black hair swayed.

“What?”

His dark eyes met mine, fire behind them. “You’re not theirs, Dad and LuAnn’s. You weren’t Diablo’s kid either. They have no legal claim to you,” he argued, his pale brow creasing. 

His tone made no sense. It’s not like I didn’t know. They’d taken me in out of the goodness of their hearts. I wasn’t sure what he was getting so worked up about, but I could tell he wanted to say more. 

Before I could press him, he changed his tune, smirked and wiggled his eyebrows. “When I leave, you can come live with me.”

I returned his smile but made no promises, even though that moment had been the happiest of my life. 

Back out in the open, I was out of breath from all that’d happened, not to mention hornier than ever. 

The strong wind still sounded outside, but I wanted to leave and find a way to see Snakebite, alone, before this weekend. Sitting back down, resting my chin on my fist, I stared at the door. I wished the storm would end. 

The door blowing open didn’t surprise anyone. 

But what came in was deadlier than any desert winds or wildfires. It’d kill with less regard, too. Without warning, the Den crawled with the enemy. At least fifteen of them barged in like they owned the place. All of us were taken by surprise. No one had gotten the memo, the Asphalt God’s MC breathed down our necks. They showed off their guns and knives. One wielded a machete, another an ax. More women and children than members in here tonight, we were no match for them.  

I dropped under the table, but a man grabbed me by my hair and yanked me out. 

“Another fucking blonde,” he said, as he threw me to the floor at his feet. He wrenched my head back and pushed his gun to my temple, demanding we turn over someone named Halley. 

The name seemed so familiar, but there was no one named Halley here. One by one members swore they didn’t know any Halley either. Though some of the men laughed while denying it. 

Hell. What was going on now? Always some trouble, that was why I wanted away.
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