
 

FOREVER MINE: SINNERS SERIES 
– BOOK 3 

By Susan Liberty 

 
  



 

PROLOGUE 

Ultimate Boogieman – Jewel 

A cold chill runs up my spine. I shiver, staring out the windshield of my Land Rover. 

Thanks to the clouds drifting slowly over the full moon, Sinners Biker Babe Boutique has 

shadows dancing across its clapboard walls. Dante would love it for his next slice-’em-and-dice-

’em movie. The perfect setting—spooky as hell. 

I want Beau—my protector from all things evil. Beau usually drives me here after dark. 

He’s off hunting for the weekend with a few of the Sinners’ brothers. I told him to go, knowing 

he won’t leave me once I move up the mountain to my country home. 

I blow out a breath and laugh at myself. You’ve been watching too many horror films with 

the kids. You need to put on your big girl panties and be Reagan Sawyer: the brave young 

woman who took the world by storm. 

I sigh. After three long years, I’m transforming back to Reagan and leaving the sweet butt, 

Jewel, in my rearview mirror. It’s frightening, but it’s time. I’ve disrupted Joker’s life long 

enough. An idiom pops into my mind: if you love someone, set them free; if they come back to 

you, it’s meant to be. 

Joker won’t come back to me. He’s a badass biker. Having his nightly threesomes with 

Honeypot and Marshmallow is his way of hanging on to the life he built for himself. Ride free, 

die free, in brotherhood—Joker needs his freedom. 

Still, it confused me when he asked to feel my pregnant belly and then offered to give me a 

ride to the boutique. After all, Joker didn’t break out the cigars and shout to the world he was 

going to be a daddy. No, for the past three months, Joker denied Finlan was his. He has let the 

world and me know: Reagan and Finlan Sawyer are an unwanted anchor. Letting him touch my 

baby bump is one thing; taking a ride with the three bed-buddies is a whole different story. 

Honeypot would chatter incessantly about something stupid. Marshmallow would hang all over 

Joker, marking her territory like a dog. I don’t need that crap in my life. If Joker doesn’t want 

Finlan, it’s his loss. I run a hand affectionately over my tummy. Finlan is loved beyond measure 

by me. 



Light rain patters against the driver’s side window. I trace a droplet with my fingertip. It’s 

late spring. Montana’s weather is unpredictable—forty degrees tonight, low seventies tomorrow. 

Finlan will be born in sixty days. By then, the mountain will have fully awakened from its long 

winter’s sleep: the wildflowers will be in bloom. The woodland creatures will be chittering, 

squawking, mewling, and frolicking. The Rocky Mountain maples will be covered in leaves. 

Like Mother Earth, I will bear a new life to nurture. 

Joker won’t be with me to welcome our son into the world. Love is a poison pill he vows 

never to swallow. I don’t know if he still believes relationships and babies are endless money 

pits that drain a man’s wallet dry. Frankly, I don’t care. Three months ago, Joker found out my 

real identity via an event I find challenging to forgive and forget. He’s aware I won’t be 

“draining his wallet dry.” Money isn’t a problem—I have more than a hundred people could 

spend in a lifetime. 

I glance back at the building and sigh. I should turn around and ditch the idea of working 

tonight, but Maggie is hoping to open the boutique by the Fourth of July. Right now, it’s just a 

shell. I need to plan out the first and second floors—staging is everything. It sets the mood for 

people to shop. 

“I freakin’ hate the dark,” I mumble and quickly exit my SUV. I run for the door, 

desperately wanting to be inside. A black shadow moves at the right of the building. Fear darts 

up my spine. I jump, squealing at the crunching sound. A raccoon scurries out into the parking 

lot. He looks at me, his beady little eyes glowing, and then runs in the direction of the diner. I 

blow out a breath, putting my right eye to the retinal scanner. The deadbolt makes a loud click. I 

flinch, quickly push open the door and slam it shut. I put my eye to the scanner—the deadbolt 

slides home. 

Three years ago, I went head-to-head with the ultimate boogieman and lost. Now every 

shadow and every sound makes me edgy when I’m alone. 

Geez, get it together and calm down. Just turn on the freakin’ lights. I run my hand along 

the wall and find the light switch, flicking it on. Inhaling deeply, the scent of leather and sewing 

machine oil fills my nose. It’s weirdly comforting. 

I shrug out of my coat and toss it onto a sawhorse. Then I pull out my iPhone and scroll 

through my playlist. What am I in the mood for? Kelly Clarkson, “Invincible”—fitting, but not 

tonight. Nickelback, “Trying Not to Love You”—yup, that about sums up how I feel about 



Joker. I hit play and slide my phone back into my pocket. Then I pull out my sketchpad and get 

down to work. When the song ends, I don’t choose another one; I’m in my groove. 

Click. I look toward the back of the room. Maybe High let himself in to check on me. 

High is a Sinners’ brother and my best friend Cookie’s husband. I love him as I would a 

blood brother. 

“High? Is that you?” 

I get a whiff of an all-too-familiar cologne. Terror infuses me. I tremble, scrambling to get 

to my feet. I stumble. My butt bounces on the hardwood floor. A sinister laugh comes from down 

the hall. The devil strolls in. “Honey, I’m home!” Ricky looks down at me. “Did you really think 

you could run from me, Reagan? You’re my cheating whore.” 

I hold up my trembling hands in submission. “Ricky, I’ll go with you.” I pronounce in a 

shaky voice, “I’ll do whatever you want.” 

He glares at my belly. “You’ve been busy, whoring yourself out to the bikers.” Quick as 

lightning, he pulls back his leg and gives me a sharp kick to my stomach. 

I scream out, retch, and try to roll away. Tears are streaming down my cheeks, blurring my 

vision. Oh, God, please help me save my baby! My phone, I need help. I slither my hand down 

and rip it from my pocket. I jab a button, not knowing if I’ve hit the number for Beau, High, 

Cookie, Maggie, Maria, or Joker. I can only pray one of them will pick up and send me help. 

Ricky yanks the cell from my hand and whips it across the room. It hits the wall and 

clatters to the floor. He grabs my hair, jerking my head back. He punches me one…two…three 

times in my left temple. Like a speed bag, my head snaps from side to side with each powerful 

blow. 

“YOU NEED TO LEARN, REAGAN! I’M YOUR MAN, I’M IN CHARGE!” 

Pain rockets through my skull. White light and dark spots dance behind my eyelids. My 

bottom lip splits—blood streams down my chin. The metallic taste of iron fills my mouth. I can’t 

move fast enough; his steel fists pummel my belly in rapid succession. I hang my head and vomit 

green bile, choking out, “Finlan! Oh…God…Finlan!” 

“There is no help for Finlan,” he sneers. “His father doesn’t even want him. He’s a waste 

product of his mother’s whoring!” 

I scream, biting, kicking, digging at any part of Ricky I can reach. I manage to weakly kick 

his balls before my belly ripples in crippling pain. 



Ricky is shouting at me, punching me. I’m dizzy, my head is whirling, I can’t make out 

what he is saying. I don’t feel his iron fists striking me. 

Joker’s face comes into my fuzzy brain. “Will you let me feel my baby?” He grinned when 

Finlan’s foot kicked his palm. I saw love in his blue eyes, or maybe it’s just a mother’s wishful 

thinking. It doesn’t matter now. The boogieman has won again. I can’t hold on, so I let go and 

slip into oblivion. 

 


