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Asphalt Gods’ MC

Series

Book 1 - SCAR

Book 2- Seven Sunsets

Book 3 or Stand Alone - Hell on Heelz

Book 4 - Sunrise

Book 5 - Cowboy, Take Me

Book 6- Picking Bones

Book 7- Hawk

Book 8- Freedom

Stand Alones

Hell on Heelz

Slayer
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From USA Bestselling Author Morgan Jane Mitchell

When Onyx O’Connor’s father dumps her in their old hometown, a tattooed, bad boy takes an interest. Discovering he's not who he seems, she finds out, neither is she.
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“Tell me the truth. Have you ever done this before?” 

We were both out of breath. 

“No,” I puffed, honestly but quickly added, “I’ve always wanted to.”

“So, you’re a virgin?”

“I guess so...” 

Even on this moonless night, I could see him smile at that. A blush took over my pale skin, as I became more breathless. Thayer Drake’s uneven smirk was a rare treat that I’d jump hoops for, obviously. 

I so didn’t want to be here. 

When Thayer unlocked the back door and held it for me, I froze.  

“Don’t be nervous.” His cold hand landed on the small of my back, making me suck in a breath. 

“Will it hurt?” 

“Yes, but it’ll be worth it. Trust me.” His amber eyes met mine, crinkling at the corners as he smiled again—two in a row—and I did trust him. Too much. I let him guide me through the door. Rounding the corner, my regrets grew legs. The lights were on in the parlor. Sure, I’d detected music playing low when Thayer first cracked the door, but people leave the radio on even when they’re gone. Now, I could clearly hear several voices and smell cigarette smoke, which I abhorred. When I’d agreed to walk across town, halfway uphill, I thought we’d be alone. All alone.

A toothpick of a man came to his feet like he was under attack. He stared us down, one eye squinting and twitching. Thayer didn’t seem surprised at all. “Hey boss,” he declared, smooth as silk.

Face softening, the man slapped a greeting in Thayer’s outreached hand. Cigarette dangling, he leered my way, asking Thayer, “What have you brought for us?”

“Us?” I thought, wanting to huff it out loud but pursed my lips shut. 

“Metal, this is Onyx, I mean, X, my,” oh God, he hesitated, “friend.” 

Metal was the word for him since he had loads of it piercing his wrinkled flesh. Spotting the dirt under his nails, I waved instead of offering my hand.

Thayer added, “She’s a virgin.”

“A virgin?” Metal echoed, his disbelief mocking me. 

I rolled my eyes but couldn’t help but blush as the other five male heads in the place whipped around at the word. 

“We can’t go having that.” 

Now my regrets’ legs got weak.

Metal nodded toward an empty chair. “My boy, Slayer here will take care of you.” 

Did he say, Slayer? I stifled a laugh, and my nerves lifted a bit.

Metal went back to tattooing what looked like Dante’s Inferno on a bloated man’s belly.  All eyes off us now, I looked to Thayer who gestured for me to have a seat. 

“Is that a smile? Something funny?”

I straightened my face. “Slayer?” I whispered. “Isn’t that an 80s hair band or something?”

He squinted, and I couldn’t tell what he was thinking. His hands landed on my hips, and I jumped. “Settle down. Slayer’s my road name.” I opened my mouth to ask what in the world that meant, but he moved to put me into the chair. Fighting my flipping stomach, I eased into it myself. 

Thayer pushed a clipboard into my hands. “You need to sign.”

I read the form, saying something about parental permission. Without question, I signed I was eighteen even though I wouldn’t be for another eight months. As soon as I felt comfortable, the chair suddenly flopped back. I pipped loudly, embarrassing myself. 

Big bellied laughs echoed throughout the parlor.
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