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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.
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Chapter One
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Naya rubbed her lower back as she waited for her drinks. Her tired eyes scanned the bar before looking up at the clock above the glass shelves that held the booze. She had two more hours before she could finally go home and crash.

She’d never been this tired in her life. She worked two jobs to save up enough to leave the city, but it seemed to take forever. She wanted to be away from the place that held so many bad memories, but it seemed every dollar went to living expenses like rent, electricity, and water. She got the cheapest phone she could get, never spent money on clothing, and very little on food. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d had fun or had a day off.

Thoughts of her mother filled her head. This person who birthed her, who was supposed to love and take care of her, had left her for a man. Naya had woken up in their tiny apartment to find her mother and her things gone. She’d left a short note saying she needed to be with the man she’d met less than a month ago. The words on the note had blurred as tears filled her eyes.

Naya,

I’m sorry to leave without saying goodbye. Tim thought it best to have a clean break. You’re twenty-two years old, and it’s time you took care of yourself.

Love, Mom

It had taken Naya two days to feel brave enough to leave their apartment. She didn’t have a choice. She had to get a full-time job as quickly as possible. She worked part-time at the library and earned nowhere near enough to support herself.

Within a day, she’d gotten a job at Landry’s Garage. Even though it was full-time, it barely covered the rent and electricity, so she’d gotten another job at Frenchy’s Bar.

She disliked both because of all the attention she received from the men she worked with and the customers she had to deal with. She wasn’t used to it. When she lived with her mother, she’d been sheltered. She’d always gone to school and then home, and when she graduated, she got a part-time job at the library, but she was either there or at the apartment.

Naya had always been a shy girl and was bullied in school so much that she’d shut down and had a hard time letting people past the wall she’d built around herself. Everyone except her mom—and when she left, Naya had no one.

Naya hadn’t always been what she considered weak. It was only when she was eight and her dad died. Her mother spiraled into depression so deep, she was unable to get out of bed for months, then Naya felt lost, scared, and lonely. She’d done her best to take care of herself and her mom, at the same time grieving for the father who had been her world.

Naya had been in third grade at the time, and although she’d been able to get herself ready for school most days, she’d been too young to realize how much she smelled or how dirty her clothing got. That’s when the bullying began, and it never really stopped. She’d been an easy target for mean kids because she had no idea how to fight back. Teachers tried to help, but Naya hadn’t told them everything for fear they would take her away from the only parent she had left.

She’d learned quickly how to bathe, wash clothes, brush and braid her hair, and make small meals using the few groceries she’d been able to buy with the assistance of a neighbor and food stamps. It had taken her mother a few years before she was able to take care of herself, and she got medication to help with her depression.

For a while, things had been okay. But then her mother had started bringing men home. She’d told her daughter she was lonely and needed companionship, but most of the guys had scared her. 

Things had gone from bad to worse, and Naya found ways to stay away from home as much as possible—the majority of the time she’d spent at school and the library.

“Yo, Naya,” a voice barked at her across the bar. “Stop fucking daydreaming and get these drinks out.”

Naya’s eyes jerked up to see the bartender, Barry, scowling at her.

“Yes, sorry,” she said. She picked up the tray, turned, and walked off.

For the next two hours, she delivered drinks and bowls of peanuts while dodging men’s groping hands, and also cleaned tables and mopped up spills. By the time her shift was done, she felt like a zombie. 

“Hey, Naya, Terrik is ready to leave so he can see you home,” Curtis, the manager, said.

Naya nodded and set the washcloth on the bar before heading to the office to grab her purse and jacket. When she came out, Terrik was waiting by the door. Fortunately, the bouncer, Terrik, lived in the same building she did, so she wasn’t terrified walking home at night.

Terrik nodded at her and held the door open. “You look ready to pass out, girl.”

She tried to smile. “I’m okay.”

“You work too hard.”

She shrugged. “I don’t have a choice.”

Terrik grunted but continued walking. Four blocks up there was a tall building that housed twenty-six apartments. Some of them were spacious, with nice views, but the one she rented was the cheapest studio on the top floor, with barely room for a single bed and a chair. The kitchen consisted of a dorm-sized refrigerator, a hot plate, and a sink. One tall, thin kitchen cupboard stored everything she needed for herself with no room to spare. She hung her clothing from a rope she’d strung in one corner. The bathroom was a closet-sized room with a pedestal sink, a toilet, and a tiny shower. She was petite yet still struggled to fit into it.

Naya followed Terrik up four flights of steps to his floor. 

“Thank you, Terrik,” she told him as she started up the fifth flight.

“Get some sleep,” he said as he headed down the hallway to his apartment.

Naya exhaled as she turned the third lock in her door and leaned against it. She glanced around in a daze before stripping out of her clothing, tying her hair up, and stepping into the shower.

After washing the smell of sweat and booze from her body, she pulled on a large t-shirt and fell into bed. She made sure the alarm was set, closed her eyes, and was out within a second.

Naya felt like she had just fallen asleep when the alarm went off. A groan tore from her throat as she struggled to pull herself from bed. She squinted her eyes as the light over the bathroom sink turned on. 

“Jesus, I look like I’m forty years old instead of twenty-two,” she said out loud to her reflection in the mirror. Her face was pale and gaunt, and her once-shiny hair was dull and lifeless.

Naya shook her head. She didn’t have time to whine or cry, so she stepped into the shower and washed her hair. She let the water cool, which helped her to wake up a bit more.

After dressing, brushing her hair, and putting it in a ponytail, she grabbed a Pop-Tart and her purse and rushed out the door. Just another day in her dismal life. She just hoped she’d be able to move on soon.
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Chapter Two
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Naya walked into the automotive garage where she worked. The owner, Mark Landry, was already in his office, which was in a room off the front waiting area.

He glanced up from his computer when she came to his door. “Good morning, Naya. There are a bunch of invoices that need to be typed into the computer.”

“Good morning. I’ll get right on that.”

He nodded and returned to his work.

Naya went back into the small lobby and slid her purse into the bottom shelf of the tall counter she worked at. Her main job was to prepare invoices for customers who came in and to collect their payment upon completion. She got to work. 

The bell over the door chimed, gaining her attention. Her heart stopped when the three huge bikers strolled through the door. The men had been in several times since she started working for Mark. They had terrified her at first, but she’d slowly relaxed when she got to know them better, and the fact that her boss had known them a long time and trusted them, helped ease her fear.

The first and biggest one stopped in front of her and grinned.

“Hey, babe.”

She cleared her throat. “Hi, Dutch.”

Dutch tilted his head to the side and studied her. “You look thinner and more tired than you did just a few days ago.”

Naya looked away.

“Babe. Look at me,” Dutch said.

Her head jerked toward him, and she could feel the heat of a blush cover her face.

“Fuck,” he swore. “I’ve never seen someone blush as much as you do.”

“I’m sorry.”

He scowled. “Nothing to be sorry about. It’s just that you’re, what ... twenty-one?”

“Twenty-two,” she told him.

“Hell. I can’t remember ever seeing a child blush as much as you.”

Her mouth opened and closed.

“Yo, Dutch,” Mark called from his office.

“I’m coming,” Dutch said. “I’ll be seeing you,” he said to her.

She nodded.

The three men walked into Mark’s office and closed the door. She heard the murmur of voices but couldn’t make out the words. She wasn’t sure what business Mark and Dutch had, but she guessed it was illegal, given how secretive they always were.

She’d also seen evidence of it on the computer. She wasn’t an accountant, but some things didn’t make sense. She’d never have the guts to ask or even investigate, so she’d thought of getting another job. But the garage was only seven blocks from her apartment, and she didn’t have far to walk, and she made decent enough money—more than she would have anywhere else.

Naya was so absorbed in the computer that she missed the door to the automotive area opening and closing. It was when she felt the heat of a body pressed against her back that she realized she wasn’t alone. She knew right away who it was by the scent of stale sweat, gasoline, and nicotine. 

“Wyatt,” she said as she jerked away from him. She jumped from the stool and backed away when he grinned. “I’ve asked you to stop touching me.”

His grin spread. “But, darling, you haven’t given me a chance yet.”

This man, the garage manager, was someone she had disliked from the very beginning, and her dislike for him had only deepened, and her fear of him had grown.
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