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 Blurb 
 
    Callie Patton 
 
    I’ve lived a life that I wanted to get out of. One that I was emotionally and, sometimes, physically abused by the people that were supposed to love me unconditionally. The one person in the world that meant anything to me is taken way to soon. In her absence, I’m left with the opportunity to be free and do as I want for the first time in my life. Can I truly be the girl that chases her dreams and learns to make my life what I want it to be? Or will people continuously try to take it all away from me? 
 
    Damon ‘Bear’ Jones 
 
    The only thing I want is to live a simple live and do what I want. One girl completely destroys that notion from the second I lay eyes on her. I’ve heard about this girl, Callie, for so long that I was beginning to think she didn’t truly exist. Now that I’ve seen her and witnessed the innocence and freedom she’s truly experiencing for the first time; can I be the one to try to make her settle down with one person? Will outside threats tear us apart before anything gets started? 
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 Note to Readers 
 
    I would like to take a few minutes to thank you all for taking a chance on a new series by JC Belanger and myself. It was a different kind of adventure to say the least. But, it was a fun one and these characters are going to take us on a journey for sure. 
 
    For those of you that have triggers, I’d like to let you know now that some of the torture scenes are a bit darker than what we’ve written before. There’s mention of rape, but the story does not go into detail about it. There’s also some scenes where abuse against women takes place as well. 
 
    We can’t wait to hear what you all think of the Satan’s Anarchy MC series as it unfolds and we bring into some of the characters’ lives. 
 
    Thank You, 
 
    Erin Osborne and JC Belanger. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Dedication 
 
    I’m dedicating Satan’s Revenge to my grandma. She was always my biggest fan, encouraged me no matter what I wanted to do, and gave me a shoulder when I needed it. Her heart was bigger than most with the way that she would give to others and I hope to follow in her footsteps. May you rest in peace and fly high and free. I’ll always love you!! 
 
    ~ Erin 
 
    I am dedicating Satan’s Revenge to my brother Scott. He loved me more than anything and would be proud to see my dreams coming true. There is not a day that goes by that I don’t miss him. The hole he left in my heart will never be filled. Thank you for being my guardian angel. I love you more than words will ever say. Till we meet again, rest in heaven. I will never forget!!! 
 
    ~Jenni 
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 Prologue 
 
    Callie 
 
    GROWING UP MY PARENTS TAUGHT MY SISTER ANNA AND I that we were to marry for money and become the perfect little trophy wife. That’s what we were trained for. My sister and I got homeschooled so that we couldn’t see the way the ‘heathens’ of the world lived. While my dad went out and worked a great job, it was my mom’s job to take care of us and the house. During the day, we sat down to do our lessons; just enough to ensure the state didn’t come after my parents and that we could hold a decent conversation at any parties we attended. During the few hours that Anna and I were doing our school work, my mom would be cleaning the house from top to bottom and making sure that dinner was planned out. That way it was hot and ready on the table the second my dad walked through the door from work. It was the longest amount of time we ever saw him. Hell, for the most part, we were to be seen and not heard. 
 
    When we weren’t doing our lessons, we would have to work around the house. We weren’t allowed to watch TV or listen to the radio at all. If we did sit down in the family room where the only TV in the house was, we were with our parents and watching the news. The only thing that was allowed to be on. I have no clue about music, movies, or any television shows that I like because I’ve never had the freedom to explore those areas of my life. Or any part of my life that would make me dream bigger than going to college and getting an education that meant something to me. I was trained to be brainwashed and not have a single thing in my life that I loved. 
 
    Anna and I had to make sure that we were dressed correctly every single second. Our hair had to be done perfectly, usually in a braid flowing down our back, and a minimal amount of make-up had to be applied daily. My mother would inspect us the second we walked out of our rooms. If we weren’t up to her standards then the screaming and yelling would start. In my case, name calling would commence from my mom and sister. Then, it was back in the bathroom to begin all over again. I absolutely hated it! 
 
    My mom would hold all of her insults and punishments until my dad was gone. She never once raised her voice in front of him or hurtled the shameful names or slaps while in his presence. That was undignified and beneath her. However, Anna didn’t feel the same way about it. She’d find ways to call me names, hit me, and make sure I knew what an absolute horror I was, every single second of every day. The only time I got a reprieve was when my dad would call me out to make a rare appearance in pubic with him or the family. As soon as we got back in the car or I walked through the front door of the house, Anna would start right in again. 
 
    As we got older, I spent more and more time with my grandma Silvia. She was amazing. My grandma was the one person in my life that wanted to make sure that I followed whatever dreams I had. If I wanted to go to college, then that’s where I should go. And, she taught me about the kind of person that I wanted to be. One that gave back to the people around me. She was positive about everything in her life no matter what happened to her. As far as she was concerned when one door closed, another one opened. 
 
    I was twenty when my grandma died. She fell asleep one night and never woke up again. My heart shattered into a million pieces and the world I came to love and want to explore ceased to exist. As I was grieving and falling apart, my parents and sister were going on with their lives like nothing happened. Well, until it came time to hear her will being read. That was the day that my life became even harder. See, my grandma wanted me to get out and do what I wanted in life so bad that everything came to me. Suddenly I was richer than my wildest dreams, I had a home, and I couldn’t give a single penny to my parents or Anna. They went ballistic. Especially Anna. 
 
    Anna began to torture me even more with the name calling, taunting me about never finding a ‘good’ husband, and anything else evil that popped into her mind. Well, that’s when she wasn’t going out on date after date with the correct guys. You know the ones. They have a good job making lots of money, their family name is well known, and she would have the luxury of staying home doing absolutely nothing. Well, she’d be cleaning, making sure she went to all the right social functions, and kept her husband happy. Even if that meant turning her head while he was with every female in his office. No thank you! That’s not the life I wanted to lead at all. 
 
    In the last three years since my grandma died, Anna has found the man that will let her be the trophy wife she wants to be. Her wedding is in a few days which gives me the perfect opportunity to leave the place that has been my jail cell for so long. While my mom and sister are out picking wedding dresses, flowers, and other wedding related crap, I’m left alone. I’ve been very busy while they’ve left me alone. See, Anna doesn’t even want me in her wedding so I’ve been left home when they go out. 
 
    My grandma’s house has sat vacant and untouched since the day she passed away. I haven’t been able to get away long enough to make the few hours trip to see the house for myself. I’m sure the yard is overgrown, the house needs work, and that I’m going to be overwhelmed with the amount of work I’m gonna have to do in order to make it livable again. But, I’m willing to put in the work because it’s the only place I’ve ever had a moments happiness or peace in my young life. 
 
    The first thing I did was go out and buy a car. If it wasn’t for my grandma, I wouldn’t know how to drive. But, when I was over there, she’d let me drive her car after spending countless hours teaching me what to do and how to be safe. For the last few days it’s been sitting at the dealership because I don’t have any friends that could store it for me. You can’t get out and meet people when you’re not allowed to go anywhere. Add on the fact that I’ve been put down and treated like a second-rate citizen my entire life and I don’t know how to make friends. Anyway, I walked two miles to the dealership again this morning as soon as they left. When I got home, I quickly loaded the few boxes up that I had packed of the new things I bought. The oppressive heat that threatened to slow me down didn’t even bother me because I knew I was on the brink of leaving hell and starting my life for the first time in twenty-three years. 
 
    Over the last few days, I’ve also been buying things to take with me when I start my new life. I needed new clothes, I bought make-up and hair products that I’ve never used before, and other things that caught my eye. Including a cell phone. I was never allowed to have one of those either. Not like I had anyone to call. The boxes I stored all my new things in were placed in the back of my closet so that no one would find them if they went snooping. 
 
    Now it’s time for me to spread my wings and fly. I close the door and take one last look at the place that I’ve hated for so long. I’m not memorizing it so that I don’t forget happy times or memories that were made within the walls of the house. No, I’m taking one last look because I don’t ever want to live like this again. And because in a way, the old Callie Patton is dead. I’ll never be her again. I’m going to learn to make friends, get a job, go to school, and not worry about finding the perfect man. Whatever man I decide to give my heart to will be perfect for me no matter what his flaws are or how unfit anyone else thinks he is. 
 
    So, I climb in my brand-new Dodge Charger and turn it on. I crank the radio as Epiphany by Staind comes on. I’ve just discovered different kinds of music and listen to so many different things that I can’t even pick a favorite band or song right now. Pulling out of my parent’s driveway, I press a button to roll down the windows and take off for parts unknown. Already I can feel a sense of freedom and peace begin to settle deep within me. My journey won’t be easy and full of nothing but happy times, but it’s mine and I’m going to make sure that I don’t have any regrets as I finally learn to live a life that I want. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter One 
 
    Callie 
 
    I’VE BEEN DRIVING FOR A WHILE NOW. I should be about a half hour from my new home and my nerves and excitement levels are soaring through the roof. I’m not going to say that I’m not scared to death of being alone for the first time in my life, because I am. But I know that I’m not going to survive living the life that my mom and dad want me to live. My life was meant for something bigger, something that means something to me and the memory of my grandma. 
 
    The town I’m driving through isn’t much to look at as I drive down the highway. In fact, there’s nothing around me right now. No houses, shops, gas stations, or anything else. If it were the middle of the night, I’d probably be pausing and rethinking my desire to drive through such a desolate area. The driving force behind me continuing down this road is the desire to break free of the invisible chains that have held me back my entire life. 
 
    Before I get into Shadowville, there’s a sudden thudding coming from the passenger side of my car. What the fuck is going on? This is a brand-new car and it’s not like I’m driving across the country and back. Pulling over on the shoulder, I turn my car off and get out so that I can figure out what’s making the noise. It’s not like I really know what I’m supposed to be looking for at this point because I’ve never heard such a noise coming from a car. Rounding the front end of my baby, I see that the car is sitting a lot lower than the rest of it. I bend down and see that the tire is completely flat. Now what am I supposed to do? 
 
    I walk back around to dig out my new cell phone. I’m not sure who I’m going to call at this point, but I’m sure I can find a tow truck or something to come help me. Maybe it’s something that they can patch until I can get it to my grandma’s house. I never should have left without getting the new tire. Or I should have insisted that the dealership left the spare in the trunk until the new tire was delivered. It’s nothing I can change now. 
 
    As I try to figure out what to look up in Google, I hear a low rumble begin to come up from behind me. I have no idea what causes the noise that I’m hearing right now. The only thought that runs through my head is that I should be terrified since I’m alone in the middle of nowhere, but I’m not. Instead, I look down at my phone and realize that even if I figure out what to search for, there’s no point because I don’t have any service right now. Great! 
 
    The rumbling noise that has been creeping up behind me is now loud enough to make the ground rumble beneath my feet. Expecting it to pass by me, I lay my head against the back of my seat and close my eyes so I can begin to regroup. What I hear amazes me. Suddenly there’s a quiet stillness in the air. Whatever was making the noise has now shut off and I almost jump as I hear footsteps approaching me. 
 
    “Miss? Are you okay?” a deep and gravelly voice asks, stopping a few feet from me. The stranger’s voice is so deep that a shiver runs through my overheated body. A response I’ve never felt before. 
 
    Standing up, I turn to face the stranger that has stopped to help me. The sight that greets me renders me speechless. I’m standing before a man that is wearing a bandanna around his head covering his hair, a tight blue tee shirt stretches across his hard and muscled body. He’s wearing a dark and worn pair of blue jeans and black boots adorn his feet. There’s the beginnings of a beard on his tanned face and the bluest eyes I’ve ever seen in my life. I can’t see his hair, but from the stubble on his face I can tell he’s got dark hair. 
 
    “Um, h-h-hello,” I stutter, not sure that I can continue speaking for a second as his eyes travel my body from the top of my head to my toes and slowly back up. I watch as a grin covers his face and a look that I can’t quite decipher. “It seems that I have a flat tire.” 
 
    I lead the man around to the passenger side of my car and watch as he kneels down to inspect the damage. “Do you have a spare?” he asks, turning around to face me as I stand behind him. 
 
    “No,” I answer feeling stupid as hell for not waiting for the damn tire. 
 
    “Can I ask why?” he asks, standing up and walking closer toward me. 
 
    “Well, I had to get away from my family and I didn’t wait for the new tire to get shipped to the dealership. Now, I see how stupid that move really was,” I answer, shifting from one foot to the other one. 
 
    “Yeah, that wasn’t a good move. I’ll call a tow truck and have them come pick you up,” he says, walking back toward a motorcycle that’s gleaming in the sun. The tank is a deep red with designs painted on it that I can’t make out from this distance. There’s chrome covering the rest of the bike and I instantly fall in love with the looks of it. “I’m Grave by the way.” 
 
    “I’m Callie,” I respond, following the stranger to his bike as I look at the vest, he’s wearing. It looks like a goat head with the curled horns in a triangle and all that’s in a circle. It is really cool and scary at the same time. “Um, that’s a different kind of vest.” 
 
    I hear the rumble of him laughing from a few feet away. “It’s a cut, babe,” he tells me, grabbing his phone and sitting on his bike. 
 
    “Oh, um, sorry,” I answer, looking down at the ground instead of him. 
 
    “Nothin’ to be sorry about,” he answers, standing up and walking to me. “If you ain’t never been around a club, then you don’t know that kind of thing.” 
 
    I nod my head and remain quiet as I hear him talking to someone. While he’s busy, I listen to the rich sound of his voice as he speaks quietly so I can’t quite hear the words he’s saying. At the same time, I also look around at my surroundings. There’s not much too look at in all honesty. On one side of me there’s a vacant lot that’s overgrown and I can see trash littering the area closest to the road. Turning around, the sight before me takes my breath away. The lot is a field of wildflowers and in the distance I can see an outcrop of rocks that look to be in some sort of formation. I’m too far away to make out what the formation is, but it looks amazing from here. My first thought is that I want to be here when the sun begins to set. The colors that grace the sky as the sun sets against the purple, blue, and reds of the flowers along with the rocks in the background will be a beautiful sight for sure. 
 
    “It’s gonna be about a half hour or so before the truck gets here,” Grave tells me, walking over to the edge of the road to stand next to me. I jump at the sound of his voice because I was so lost in my own thoughts that I didn’t hear him walking over to me. 
 
    “Oh, um, thank you. I appreciate you stopping to help me,” I tell him, expecting him to get back on his motorcycle and ride away. 
 
    “It’s not a big deal. So, where are ya headed?” he asks, squatting down next to me and tightening the laces on his boots. 
 
    “To Shadowville. My new home is there,” I answer, shifting from foot to foot as the small, jagged rocks on the side of the road dig into the bottom of my flip flops. I’m not used to wearing them because it was another thing that I was never allowed to wear. 
 
    “Really? I don’t know about any houses that have been sold recently,” he says, peering up at me before standing up. 
 
    “Oh, I didn’t buy a house. My grandma passed away a few years ago and I’m just now getting a chance to make it to her house,” I answer him, starting to walk back over to my car. Since my back is turned, I miss the flare of recognition in his eyes at the mention of my grandma’s house. “I’m sure that you have things to get back to, so thank you again.” 
 
    “Nope. Not leavin’ you out here alone,” he says, like it’s the most normal thing in the world as he follows me over to my car. 
 
    I open the driver’s door and take a seat as he stands next to me. Sliding my flip flops off, I sit Indian style in the seat as I turn toward Grave, the man that has rescued me. “Are you like my knight in shining armor? And why do you have cell phone service when I don’t?” I ask, wondering how he was able to make a call when I can’t even use an app on my phone. 
 
    “Well, I have a phone through a company here. Didn’t think of that when you left, did you?” he asks, leaning against the side of my car. “And, I’m no one’s savior. If you knew what I was really like, you’d be lockin’ yourself in that car and leavin’ me be. Besides, if you’re not careful out here, you’re gonna get hurt.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” I ask, suddenly nervous being alone in a desolate stretch of highway with Grave the only one here with me. 
 
    “Well, you’re a gorgeous girl that’s alone with car trouble. You have no phone and you’re walkin’ around in the clothes you are. Not everyone would be makin’ sure you’re okay,” he says, nonchalantly as he reaches into his cut. I watch as he brings a pack of cigarettes out and offers me one. Shaking my head, he shrugs his shoulders before taking one out and lighting it up. 
 
    “What do you mean about my clothes?” I ask, wondering what’s wrong with my outfit. 
 
    “Nothin’ much except for the lack of your body bein’ covered,” Grave says, looking up and down me once more. “If I were a bettin’ man, I’d say that you’re rebellin’ against somethin’ and this is the first time you’ve dressed like this.” 
 
    “Well, I think your right about that. Maybe I should cover up some,” I respond, getting ready to stand up and make my way back to the trunk of my car as I look down at the outfit I put on once my mom and sister were out the door. I’m wearing a pair of jean shorts that come just below my ass cheeks and a dark red tank top that’s loose on me. You can definitely see my bra sticking out the side of the tank top. But, I didn’t think I’d be doing anything other than driving to my house so it didn’t really matter what I was wearing. Breaking down along the side of the road never factored into choosing my outfit. 
 
    “Didn’t say you had to change or cover up. Just statin’ facts babe. If I were a different man, I’d be doin’ more than lookin’ at you right now,” he says, taking another drag of his cigarette as I settle back into my seat. 
 
    “What kind of man are you?” I ask Grave, suddenly curious about who he is. 
 
    “I’m the kind of man that you don’t bring home to your mama and daddy. The kind that will protect what’s mine no matter the cost, and the type of man that will send you to your grave with a smile on my fuckin’ face. Babe, I’m the man of your nightmares that makes you run the other way,” he answers me, staring me in the face the entire time that he’s speaking. I know he’s trying to intimidate me and it’s working. A little bit at least. 
 
    “Well, I guess it’s a good thing that as of a few hours ago, I have nothing to do with my family,” I answer, sitting up straight in my seat as I hear another vehicle coming down the road. 
 
    Before Grave can answer, I poke my head out of the car and see a tow truck coming at us. He takes that as his cue and walks toward his bike after throwing his cigarette down and stomping it out with his boot. I watch on as the tow truck pulls in front of my car. As the guy gets out of the cab of the truck, I stand up from my seat. My breath catches and I can’t take my eyes off of him. Especially once he turns his eyes to me. They are the most stunning eyes I’ve ever seen in my life; a brilliant blue that immediately captures your attention and doesn’t let you look away. He flashes a smile as he continues to walk over toward me at my car. 
 
    “You must be Callie. I’m Damon but everyone calls me Bear. Grave here says you got a flat and no spare?” he asks, just as he reaches me, never once taking his eyes from me. 
 
    “Um, uh, yeah. I didn’t wait for the new tire to come in,” I answer, internally shaking my head at how stupid I sound right now. 
 
    “Not a problem. I’ll get it on the flatbed and we’ll have it fixed soon enough for ya,” he says, walking around to the other side of my car so he can inspect the damage before getting to work. 
 
      
 
    Grave 
 
    The second that I laid eyes on Callie parked on the side of the road, I knew that we were right in suspecting that she would be here eventually. Silvia, her grandma, used to tell us all about her whenever we stopped by to check on her. Guys from my club, Satans Anarchy, were treated like her grandchildren. It started out simple enough, helping her one day get her groceries loaded up in her car. From there on out, she would stop by the clubhouse and make sure that we were all fed and taken care of. In return, we would run by her house and make sure that everything was maintained. We’ve been doing it still since we all lost her a few years ago. 
 
    The only thing that we had to do in return was stay away when Callie was in town. It wasn’t often that she was allowed to visit her grandma, so we had no problem staying out of the way when she was around. Silvia would usually give us a few days’ notice when she was expecting her granddaughter, so we would make sure anything we had to do around the house was completed before she arrived. I’m not sure why she wanted to make sure Callie didn’t know about us, but I can guess it has to do with the innocence of her. Silvia wouldn’t have wanted to have a bunch of bikers sniffing around her granddaughter until she was truly ready to leave home. 
 
    Callie is so small and fragile looking. You can see the pureness and innocence radiating from her as she sits in the car and tries to talk to me. Trust me, if I didn’t have the respect for Silvia that I did, I’d be taking full advantage of her innocence. Instead, I make a silent vow that I’ll do whatever I can to ensure that no one takes that away from her. 
 
    The second that I hear Bear’s truck roaring down the road, I know that my time with her is just about up. I’ll have to get back to the clubhouse and inform everyone that Callie is here. We’ll make our presence known to her soon and let her in on the fact that we’ve been watching over her grandma’s house for her. Even when people arrived to try to sell it out from under her. Her parents are some sneaky fucks that I’m glad we haven’t had the privilege of running into yet. One day we will and they’ll know that no one fucks with anyone that falls under the protection of Satans Anarchy Motorcycle Club. 
 
    Anyway, turning my attention back to the scene unfolding before me, I watch as Callie and Bear interact for the first time. Silvia made some off-handed remarks about the two of them making a good match. I never saw it until this moment. Where Bear is big and rugged, Callie is like a tiny fairy compared to him. He’s tan from working outside most days while she’s pale in comparison. 
 
    Standing back, I watch as they don’t seem able to be to pull their eyes from one another for more than a few seconds at a time. Neither one of them say a word to the other as they stare with unbridled interest. Callie doesn’t seem to know what to say to him, even though she didn’t seem to have any problem talking to me. She let her curiosity get the best of her when it comes to me. Bear seems to be tongue tied around the young girl. He’s never shy around anyone, especially girls. This is an interesting development for sure. 
 
    I decide to put a bug in his ear since he wouldn’t listen while we were on the phone and I didn’t want to give away the club’s secret just yet. Leaving my bike, I walk over to Bear as he straps down the car so they can take off. I may have forgotten to mention that Callie will be riding with him to the garage while he fixes her tire. 
 
    “Bear, thanks for gettin’ here so fast,” I say, clapping my hand on his shoulder as he uses the controls to move the car up onto the flatbed. “Um, you should know that this girl isn’t just any girl. It’s Silvia’s grandbaby. This is Callie that she’s always been talkin’ about.” 
 
    Bear doesn’t say a word for a few minutes. He continues to do his job as he thinks over the news that I just dropped on him. “You shittin’ me right now?” he suddenly asks before jumping up to finish securing the car. 
 
    “Nope. Didn’t know until she said that she was goin’ to a house that was left to her by her grandma. Coupled with the fact that her name is Callie and there’s no chance that it’s anyone other than Silvia’s granddaughter,” I tell him, watching as his face falls with the fact that he feels she’s untouchable now. “That untouchable thing don’t apply to you, Bear. Silvia wanted you with her Callie.” 
 
    “Not goin’ there,” he mutters as he jumps down from the bed of the truck before turning to walk over to Callie on the side of the road. “You ready to go?” 
 
    “Um, well, yeah. How am I getting to my car?” she asks, letting her naivety shine with the words coming from her mouth and the way she’s running her hands up and down her toned legs. The movement draws our eyes to them and it takes a minute to pull it away from her skin. I wonder if it’s as soft as it looks from here. 
 
    “You’re ridin’ with Bear,” I tell her, shaking the thoughts running through my head of having her legs wrapped around me while I drive into her body over and over again. “See ya ‘round Callie.” 
 
    “Um, bye Grave. Thank you for everything,” she tells me, before turning back to Bear who’s still staring at the girl in front of him. 
 
    By the time I throw my leg over my bike and pull my helmet on, I see Bear leading Callie to the truck. He opens the door for her and makes sure she doesn’t get tripped up while getting inside the cab. His eyes immediately zone in on her ass as she’s climbing up in front of him and I can’t help but think what a lucky bastard he is. But, I would never go there with Callie. Not with who she is and what family she belongs to. She’ll be nothing but a little sister to me and the guys in the club. My bike roars to life as Bear climbs in his side of the truck and I follow them as far as the town line before splitting off and making my way to the clubhouse. Renegade is going to want to know she’s here. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Two 
 
    Bear 
 
    I CAN’T BELIEVE THAT THE ANGEL SITTING NEXT TO ME is Callie. The one girl that we’ve heard so much about for years from her grandma. I’ve sat and listened for hours and hours of stories about the girl sitting in the cab of my truck. It’s my dumb luck that she’s gorgeous and the one person alive that I can’t touch. My respect for her grandma outweighs the pull I feel toward this girl. 
 
    “So, um, do you think you’ll be able to fix my car today?” Callie asks suddenly. 
 
    I look over to see a blush creeping up her face. It looks adorable on her and in a way I want to see how far down it goes as I see it moving lower on her body and disappearing underneath her shirt that’s way too revealing. “I should be able to. Got a few tires at the shop that will fit the car if I can’t patch it. I’ll show ya to the local hotel when we get there,” I tell her, not wanting her to hang around the shop while I work on her car. 
 
    The guys working for me didn’t know Silvia the way that I did. They won’t understand that Callie is untouchable to us. She’s way to pure for the likes of them. And me. I’ll do what I can to make sure she’s left untouched, but it will take longer for me to do my job if she’s sitting there waiting for me. Fuck! I really want to spend time with her and get to know her beyond the words that came from her grandma. This is bad; very bad. 
 
    “Well, I don’t need somewhere to stay. As soon as my car’s ready, I’m going to my house,” she says, peering at me from under her lashes before quickly turning her face out the window. 
 
    Before I can respond, the short drive is over and I’m pulling into the parking lot of my garage. Jones’s Garage has been in my family for years and years. My grandfather started it once he was home. He didn’t have many skills and almost ran the shop into the ground more times than I can count. But, put him in front of any vehicle out there and he could figure out what was wrong with it and get it fixed quicker than anyone else around. Back in the day it was nothing for him to have a car, truck, motorcycle, and a dirt track car in his parking lot waiting to get fixed at the same time. When my dad took over the shop, he tended to stick to the cars and trucks of locals. Once in a while he’d make sure that a visitor had their car fixed, but he tended to direct them to another shop. As far as my dad was concerned, if you weren’t local, then you weren’t worth his time. I didn’t agree with his point of view, but he was in charge back then and I really couldn’t say anything about it. 
 
    Now, I run the shop and I tend to take after my granddad. I’ll help anyone that needs it and I don’t care what comes through my shop. There’re three other guys working here with me. Bishop is a Prospect with Satans Anarchy and he’s a whizz when he gets a bike in his hands. He can tear it down and put it back together quicker than anyone else I’ve ever seen. Sam started working here when my dad owned it and he typically works on local individual’s cars. He has the same opinion my dad did and it’s caused some tension in the shop. Carson is the newest guy to join the shop and he’s still learning. Don’t get me wrong, he’s a genius when you put a dirt track car in front of him, but we’re all trying to teach him the ropes of everything else. Personally, I’ll work on anything that pulls in or we have to pick up. I love working on bikes and make sure that the guys from Satans Anarchy get spaced out between Bishop and myself. Depending on the workload, I try to take on as many bikes as I can. 
 
    I went out and bought my first bike a few years ago. I’ve been working on rebuilding my dad’s old bike, but it’s nowhere ready to ride yet. So, I’ve decided to buy one in the meantime. Renegade and Grave went with me to help pick it out and make sure that I got what I truly wanted. And, they used that time to make sure that I heard their running spiel about joining Satans Anarchy. Getting the bike was the last thing I needed to do in order to become a Prospect as far as they were concerned. Doesn’t mean that I’m ready for their brand of chaos in my life though. I like to live a simple life that I control and can do as I please when I please. 
 
    “Well, if you’re not gonna leave the shop, how about you sit in the office while I work?” I ask Callie as I turn the truck around and back as close to my bay as I can. 
 
    “Um, yeah, that sounds good,” she answers, looking at me again while trying to take in as much about the garage and surrounding yard as she can. She’s a curious little thing it appears. Especially when her eyes land on my house that sits behind the garage. It’s far enough away that I can’t hear anything going on here, but close enough that my commute is short as hell.  
 
    As soon as the truck is stopped, I shut it off and get out. Callie is already out and waiting for me when I make it around to her side. So, I lead her into the office and brush the magazines and other debris off the chair behind the desk so that she can sit down. We don’t really use the office much unless we need to get on the computer to place an order or something like that. So, it’s not exactly organized. In fact, it could use a good cleaning if I’m being honest. The guys and I don’t really have a knack for cleaning, we’d rather be getting our hands dirty than dusting and sorting all the shit piled high on every available space in here. 
 
    “Sorry ‘bout the mess,” I tell Callie, wiping the seat down before she takes a seat. “I’m sorry there’s not much for you to do right now. If you want to look out in the shop, that window over there looks out over the bays.” 
 
    “O-okay,” she stutters in reply as I make my way out the door so that I can get her car down and begin replacing the tire. 
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    It’s taken longer than what I thought it would, but Callie’s car is finally finished. The damn tire that was on it didn’t want to come off. Once I got that off, the rest of the job went smoothly. However, she did decide to look out the window for a while and all the guys decided that it was time to take a break and stare at her. I was not impressed or happy with the turn of events. It took me yelling at them to finally get them back to work. I must have yelled a little too loud since Callie soon disappeared from view. There’s gonna be questions as soon as she leaves here today. Questions that I don’t want to answer. 
 
    Pulling her car out, I take a quick trip around the block to make sure that there’s no more issues before parking it close to the door of the office when I pull back in. I about had my ear drums blown out with the music she was blaring, but I can’t say that her song choice was bad as Free Bird by Lynyrd Skynyrd blasted through the speakers. Walking in the office, I see a few neat piles of papers sitting on the desk while Callie’s head is resting on her folded arms. She’s sound asleep and I really don’t want to wake her up, but I know I have to. The sun will be setting soon and I don’t want her driving around in the dark. Fuck! I can feel myself get hard as I gaze down at the angel sleeping at the desk. 
 
    “Callie,” I call out as I make my way over to her. “Callie, it’s time to wake up.” 
 
    I gently shake her shoulders and she jumps in response. The first thing I see is her tank top falling down below her bra. Her tits are on full display as she jumps up and wipes the sleep from her eyes. My gaze is looking down at her chest while she becomes aware of the fact that her shirt has fallen down. The swell of her tits almost falling out of her bra captures my attention. 
 
    “Oh, um, I’m so sorry,” she says, pulling her shirt back in place and covering her chest. “I guess I was more tired than I thought I’d be.” 
 
    The cute blush covers her face again and slowly creeps down her neck and chest. I can’t remember the last time I saw a woman blush the way that she does. It only adds to the knowledge that she’s so innocent and untouched. I’m not going to be the one to touch her that’s for sure. Even if that’s the only thing I want to do right now. 
 
    “It’s okay. I took the car for a drive to make sure nothin’ else was wrong. Everythin’ seems good to go. Do you know where you’re goin’?” I ask, as I reach out to steady Callie when she stands up. 
 
    “Yeah. I’ll figure out where I’m going one way or another. From what I’ve seen it shouldn’t be too hard to get home,” she replies, walking out of the office and toward her car. 
 
    I think she’s about to take off when she opens the door and leans inside putting her ass on full display. There’s catcalls and whistling coming from the garage as she stands back up quickly and her blushing takes on a whole new level. Fuck! Instead of getting in her car, I see that she’s holding a wallet and looking expectantly at me. 
 
    “How much do I owe you?” she asks, while opening up her wallet. I’m not sure what happens, but suddenly the entire contents of her wallet end up on the ground. 
 
    Running around the car, I bend down to help her pick the contents up when I see a few condoms laying at her feet. My thoughts immediately turn to taking her back in the office, closing the blinds, and using a few of those condoms. But, that’s not gonna happen. I’ll just have to keep an eye on things and make sure that no one takes advantage of the sweet girl squatting in front of me with a look of complete horror covering her beautiful face. 
 
    “On the house sweet girl,” I tell her, pretending that I didn’t see a fucking thing so that she can relax. “You good to make it to your house alone?” 
 
    “Yeah, I’m good,” she responds, finally standing up with her things gathered in her hands. “I need to pay you something. You picked my car up and fixed it. That’s going to cost money.” 
 
    “Nothin’ for you to worry about. We’re straight here,” I tell her, handing her keys back to her since I picked them up off the ground. 
 
    There’s a doubtful look in her eyes as she realizes that I’m not going to take any money from her. I stand next to her as she gets in the car and begins to close the door. For some reason, an overwhelming urge to keep her here surfaces and I can’t beat it back down. In the end, I’m going to have to let her go and try to make sure that I keep my distance from her. 
 
    “Well, sweet girl, if you need anythin’, you know where to find me,” I tell her, making sure that she knows that she’s not alone here. 
 
    “Thanks Mr. Jones,” she says, reaching forward to start her car. 
 
    “Nope, you can call me Bear,” I answer, backing away as she offers a small wave and backs out of the parking lot. 
 
    I stand there until her car disappears. Bishop makes his way over to me, wiping his hands on a rag. A smirk is already on his face and I know that he’s going to talk some shit right now. 
 
    “Whatcha got to say?” I ask, knowing from experience it’s best to just get it out of the way now. 
 
    “Not a damn thing. Fine lookin’ girl there. You gonna go after her?” he asks, turning to look at me. 
 
    “Nope,” I respond, walking into the office so that I can figure out what the next project is. 
 
    Callie 
 
    It took me a little bit to get to my grandma’s house. Well, my house now. I may have taken a wrong turn, or two. As I pull in the circular driveway and up to the garage, I park and take a look around. The yard is mowed and looking really good from what I can see in the dusk of night. On the outside of the house, a light is on over the door, and the curtains are halfway open on the windows. For sitting empty the past three years, it doesn’t look like I’m going to have too much work to do on the outside of the house. That thought may change in the morning when the sunlight hits everything. 
 
    I get out of my car and pop the trunk so that I can take a few things in with me. It’s going to take several trips to get all my stuff inside, but this place is all mine and I know that I’ll be happy here. I’m going to forge a new life for myself based on my rules and wants; not what someone else has laid out for me. As I get to the front door, I set the one bag down so that I can get the key in the lock and open the door. Once the door swings open, a sudden realization hits me. My grandma will never be here with me. The laughter, talks, and her sheer will to make sure I was the best person I could be would never be heard once again in these walls. There’s an overwhelming urge to break down and cry right here outside of the house. But I steel my spine as a few tears slip from my eyes and roll down my cheeks. 
 
    I’m so lost in my own grief that I don’t see a lone man standing on the edge of the property. As I make trek after trek to the car to get my belongings, I’m being watched. The tears rolling down my cheeks continue to go unchecked as I gather up my new clothes and the other things I’ve gotten to begin a new life with. When I have the last box in my hands, I close the trunk and set the security alarm before going inside and shutting the door; closing myself off from the outside world. 
 
    Leaving my boxes in the entry way of the house, I begin to make my way through the house. The living room is a huge room with a lot of space. There’s a new TV sitting on the wall with a stand underneath it. I see there’s a DVD player and stereo system already sitting there. Everything has been unplugged as I make my way over to pick up the picture that sits on top of the stand. It’s a picture of my grandma and me the last time I was here. I’m standing behind her with my arms wrapped around her shoulders. My head is resting on her shoulder as one of her hand’s rests on my arm. More tears roll down my face as I remember that day. One of her friends, Gloria, had stopped over and taken the picture for us. I have the same one packed away in one of the boxes I brought with me. We had spent the afternoon playing card games and talking about the future. I’ve never laughed so hard in my life as my grandma described men that were single in town. Yeah, she may have been trying to convince me to move here with her. 
 
    It’s in that moment that I remember her talking about Damon Jones. The man I just left. She used to talk about him on a regular basis when I was with her. Telling me all about how hardworking he was and what a sense of loyalty and humor he had. My grandma definitely had a soft spot for the man that helped me today. But I remember her cautioning me that he was a few years older than myself and that he has a strong sense of doing the right thing. Yeah, I could tell that today from the way that he wouldn’t let me pay and the feeling I kept getting whenever he looked my way. Even if he wouldn’t say anything to me 
 
    I walk through the room and begin to pull the sheets off the furniture that’s sat empty for the last few years. The first thing I’m gonna need to do is give the house a deep clean after sitting empty for so long. Hopefully everything is still good in the kitchen so that I don’t have to go out again tonight. The last thing I want to do is find the store and walk through the aisles. 
 
    Making my way into the kitchen, I open the fridge and a few cupboards to see that they’re completely empty. Well, it looks like I may have to make that trip anyway. I’m going to need to eat before too long. Opening up the pantry and then the closet my grandma always stored her cleaning supplies in, I see that they’re also empty. Well, damn! I grab the pad of paper that is still on the counter by the fridge and make a list of everything that I’m going to want to get tonight. I’ll make another trip in the next few days to get anything else that I’ll need. 
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    It didn’t take me very long to make my way to the local store. Walking up and down the aisles, I realize my mistake of coming here on an empty stomach. While I continue to look at my list, I grab everything on it and add in a bunch more items that I don’t need. There may be an addition of ice cream and cookies in my cart that didn’t make it on the list when I was at home. As I round the last aisle so I can grab the rest of my cleaning supplies, I bump into someone. Looking up, I see a man that’s built more like a God than the average man. Taking in his appearance, my heart rate begins to slow as I realize that he’s wearing a cut like Grave. 
 
    “Um, I’m so sorry. I wasn’t paying attention to where I was going,” I say, feeling the heat creep up my cheeks. 
 
    “No big deal,” the stranger says, a smile on his face. “I’m Renegade. I believe you met my brother earlier today.” 
 
    “Grave? Yeah, he helped me out a lot earlier,” I say, mesmerized by his deep voice. “I’m trying to think of a way to thank him.” 
 
    “Not necessary,” Renegade says, breaking my train of thought about how I can help the man that stayed with me this afternoon. 
 
    “My grandma taught me that it is necessary. So, excuse me, Mr. Renegade, but I need to get back to the house,” I say, moving my cart around him and then making my way down the last aisle of the store so I can go home. 
 
    “Who’s your grandma?” Renegade asks, continuing to follow me. 
 
    “Silvia Patton,” I answer, not sure why this man is following me as I look back at him again. 
 
    I notice that the cut he’s wearing is slightly different from Grave’s. While his had an enforcer patch on it, this man has one that says he’s the President. Must mean he’s the man in charge. I take a few minutes to take in the man. He’s tall with dark blond hair that reaches his shoulders and blue eyes that have a hint of pain for anyone to see that takes a few minutes. Renegade is built like a man who knows what hard work is mixed with some time spent in a gym. I’ve heard the expression of wanting to climb someone like a monkey and Renegade definitely fits those words. 
 
    “Knew her. She was a great lady,” Renegade finally says, continuing to follow me like it’s an everyday occurrence. “You ashamed to be seen with me?” 
 
    “Not at all. I don’t know you enough to have an opinion of you Mr. Renegade,” I say, turning back around and finding the last few items that I need so I can get back home. 
 
    “It’s not Mr. My name is just Renegade,” he answers, grabbing a bag of chips off the shelf. 
 
    I nod my head, so he knows I’ve heard him before stopping in front of the cleaning supplies. I grab a mop, bucket, and anything else I can think of that I’ll need over the next few days to ensure that the house is clean and smelling good the way my grandma always kept it. Once I have everything, I turn around and make my way up to the front of the store so that I can cash out and head back home. Two more men join Renegade and he introduces them as Ink and Psycho. They nod their heads at me and remain quiet while I begin to place my items on the belt so the cashier can begin ringing them up. 
 
    In a way I feel protected as the three men stand behind me in line. I watch as the other customers begin to move into other lanes and avoid the one that we’re standing in. They give the men standing behind me a wide berth as they do nothing but look at the items lining the register and then back at me to see how much longer we’re going to be here. Finally, the girl finishes ringing up the items I’m buying so that I can pay her before loading everything in my cart. When I go to turn and start grabbing bags from the lane, I see that another man from their club has joined us and made sure all my bags are loaded up in the cart sitting in front of me. 
 
    “Thank you all for everything. I’ll see you around I guess,” I murmur before pushing the cart forward and out of the store. 
 
    Making my way to my car, I can feel eyes following me. The feeling I get isn’t one of fear, it’s one of curiosity of being new in town. Yeah, I’ve been out in town with my grandma when I was here, but not in a long time. I’ve changed since I was here last and I’m sure that’s why everyone is looking at me. I don’t really care one way or another if I’m honest with myself. The opinions of others don’t bother me in the least. Not when I’ve lived with my parents and sister for the last twenty-three years. They’re the most judgmental people I’ve ever seen. 
 
    Once everything is loaded up in the car, I put the cart in one of the corrals, and walk back to my car. I hear the rumble of several bikes starting up and look over toward the noise as I open the door and get in. Starting it, Outlaw In Me by Brantley Gilbert begins to blare through the speakers. Making my way out of the parking lot, I begin to think of everything that I need to do inside the house to make it clean and fresh after sitting empty for so long. It’s nice enough out that I can open the windows as I clean and let the fresh air in to help get rid of the staleness. I’m going to have a very busy few days ahead of me. 
 
    I’m standing in the entryway of my home trying to decide where to begin. Since I’m hungry, I guess that I’ll start in the kitchen, so that I can eat before I pass out. After forty-five minutes of mopping, waxing, and scrubbing the cabinets, floor, and every appliance, the kitchen sparkles like it did when my grandma lived here. Since I am on a roll, I move on to the living room, dining room, and family room. Everything is dusted, mopped, swept, and vacuumed. I have lit several of my favorite candles so the house smells like cleaning supplies and a cinnamon roll candle. I am making a list of the bigger chores that I need to do, like the windows and baseboards but that can wait for a few days. All that I need to finish today is the bedroom so that I have a place to lay my exhausted body tonight. Then I’ll go through the house room by room and give it a good cleaning and go through things that I want to keep and want to donate. 
 
    Deciding I need a break, I make myself a sandwich and wander into the family room and sit at her desk after turning on the radio. Five More Minutes by Scotty McCreery plays as I think about my best friend and confidant that’s no longer here. I am overwhelmed with the memories of the times I spent here. As the memories flood my brain, I remember her sitting at her desk to write letters to her friends. Gram always told me that writing letters is a lost art with all the technology and other things out there now. She paid her bills here, read her mail, and most of the time her newspaper too. I open a drawer and see her stationary, and favorite pen. Taking them out, I lovingly place them on her desk as pictures of her sitting here continue to play on a loop in my mind while fresh tears roll down my cheeks. My grandma was my rock and I don’t know what I’m going to do without her here to lend me advice and remind me that I’m the creator of my own destiny. I can do anything in my life I want to now that I’m free from my parent’s clutches. 
 
    Rummaging around her desk I find an envelope with clippings and some pictures. I swear the picture I’m holding looks a lot like Renegade and Grave, but why would she have any pictures of them? I look through the clippings and they are all of the club Grave mentioned, Satan’s Anarchy. This makes no sense to me, but I guess she was just interested since they are from her town. As I look at more of the pictures, I see they include pictures of her and them together. How in the hell did my grandma get to be a biker babe? She is on the back of Renegade’s bike in one and she is smiling like she is the queen of the world. There is even a picture of her sitting with Grave in her kitchen. They are wrapping Christmas presents for the children at a local domestic violence shelter, I know because I picked out the wrapping paper for the event and she only used that paper for it. There are still fifteen rolls in the attic for next year. This brings me to a stop; she will not be there for next year. I will have to see if I can carry on in her place If I ever see Grave or Renegade again, I will try to let them know about what I found and see if they want the pictures. If they were friends, I think they would, but that’s something to think about tomorrow. 
 
    Making my way upstairs to the bedroom that I used to stay in while visiting my grandma after finishing my sandwich, I begin to pull the sheets off of everything. Once I have them all in a pile to go down and into the washer, I begin to open the windows before getting down to cleaning. It’s going to need to be dusted, vacuumed, and I’m going to have to make the bed before I can even think about crawling into bed. With the fine sheen of sweat covering me, I’m going to need to take a shower too. Thankfully, I claimed the room with an attached bathroom so I clean that right along with the bedroom. By the time I’m done, I’m more than ready to pass out and hopefully have a peaceful sleep. 
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    After I cleaned up the bedroom last night, I fell into bed and crashed hard. When I woke this morning, I was sore in so many places I forgot I had. I took a quick shower and headed down to the kitchen to make some breakfast. My mind is filled with things to accomplish today. I want to finish cleaning so that everything is fresh and clean, I also need to explore outside and see if things are really as good as they seemed last night. I had forgot about grandma’s ‘she shed’ as we named it that was probably filled with stuff to sort out as well. I hoped that she had a lawnmower and weed eater as well, so that I didn’t need to go buy one. I had no idea how to put one of those together and was not really interested in learning. There’s always the possibility that I could hire a company to do the mowing and yard stuff for me. That’s something to think about in the upcoming days though. 
 
    Grabbing my half of a bagel, I walk out the front porch and sit on the swing. Just taking in the quietness and peacefulness of the morning. Not having my mother and sister yelling at me and putting me down is a blessing I would thank my grandma for every day. I’m enjoying the sounds of the birds chirping and the gentle breeze from the trees that hide the coming heat of the day. I am in my own little world and don’t notice that I am once again being watched. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Three 
 
    Bear 
 
    IT’S BEEN ABOUT A WEEK SINCE I MET CALLIE. She came in and turned my entire world upside down just from a little bit of time in her presence. Callie is sweet, innocent probably in every way imaginable, and the kind of girl that you want by your side. She’ll have your back when times are tough, when you need support in everything from simple tasks to feeling like the weight of the world is sitting on your shoulders and will know what it takes to put up with a man that’s hard to love. Everything that I want but know that she’s untouchable. That doesn’t stop her from being on my mind every second of the day though. 
 
    The guys in the shop are constantly asking me about her. I swear, they spend more time gossiping like a bunch of teeny boppers than they do any actual work! I’ve never once answered their questions about Callie, and I won’t. The farther she stays away from them, the better off she’ll be. I’m sure she’s got enough on her plate right now and doesn’t need any extra bullshit added to it. So, I try to ignore the ribbing and questions tossed my way throughout the day. 
 
    Today we’re really busy, so hopefully I won’t have to listen to them run their mouths. As I sit down at the bike a customer brought in to be restored, a song by Staind comes on and I can’t help but let my mind wander once again to Callie. I was surprised to see the CDs sitting on the seat of her car. Silvia always listened to country so I guess I figured that Callie would too. But she obviously has a broad taste in music based on the music in her car. 
 
    Trying to get lost in taking apart the bike in front of me, I barely hear the loud rumble of a bike pulling into the parking lot. It’s a hot day out so the bay doors are all wide open. Looking up I see Grave getting off his bike and heading directly for me. I know none of the guys have work coming in, so he must be here for another reason. 
 
    “What’s up, Grave?” I ask, turning my focus back to the task at hand. 
 
    “Just stopped by to see you. Gotta talk to ya about somethin’,” he says, sitting down on a crate that’s sitting behind me. 
 
    “Oh yeah?” I ask, sparing him a quick glance as I continue doing my job. 
 
    “Yep. When you gonna join us?” he asks, leaning back against the wall. 
 
    “We’ve been over this, Grave. If it’s not you, one of the other guys are askin’. I like my life the way it is. The only thing I want to do is work and live a simple life,” I respond, sighing and turning around to face him. “You’ve got guys comin’ in all the time wantin’ to join. Why me?” 
 
    “Cause we’ve known you for years. Hell, Psycho, Smokey, and you used to be inseparable. Then you took over the garage and now we barely see you,” he answers, pulling out a smoke and lighting up. 
 
    “I go there and hang out, have a few beers with you guys. When I’m workin’ it’s hard to get away. I don’t need to be a member to hang with you guys, do I?” I ask, knowing the answer already. 
 
    “You say it’s hard to get away, but whenever one of us calls, you’re right there. What’s the real reason you won’t join?” Grave asks, knowing that there’s more to the story than what I’m saying. 
 
    “I’ll always help you guys out and you know that. It’s not as simple as that anymore,” I answer vaguely. 
 
    “You seen Callie around?” he asks, knowing that she’s playing a part in my decision not to join now. 
 
    “Nope. Haven’t seen her since she left here. She got mad because I wouldn’t take her money,” I say, turning back around and beginning to work again. 
 
    “You know she’s not untouchable, right?” he asks, knowing the thoughts I have swirling in my mind already. It’s creepy how Grave can read people without even trying. 
 
    “She’s untouchable and that’s that,” I grumble back, letting him know it’s not up for discussion. 
 
    “Well, I’m sayin’ she’s not and I might make a play for her. She looks better than I remember,” Grave says, trying to get a response from me. He’ll be disappointed. 
 
    “Hope you can make one another happy,” I mumble, barely loud enough for him to hear as I begin to wrench harder than necessary on the bolts in front of me. 
 
    “Yeah, think I’m gonna go pay her a visit right now,” he responds, standing up and crushing his cigarette under hit boot before making his way back out to his bike. 
 
    Shaking my head, I continue to work while the guys leave me alone. I’m sure that they know I’m pissed off now that Grave has left. I can’t really blame him if he makes a play for Callie. If I didn’t know Grave and how he is with women, I’d be pissed as fuck. But he treats them like queens. Even if it’s just a quick fuck, the girl he’s with is treated like a gift that he needs to protect. Completely different from the man that looks intimidating as fuck with his tattoos and like he’d laugh while tearing a person limb from limb. At the same time, I wish I had the balls to go after her myself. I don’t though and she’ll never know just how much I want to be with her. She’ll be protected if she’s with Grave or another member of Satan’s Anarchy. 
 
    I need to stop thinking of Callie and who’s eventually going to end up with her. The only thing I’m accomplishing right now is driving myself crazy. Knowing that I have to take a break and get away from this bike for a few minutes, I throw down my tools and make my way out of the shop. Taking the path that leads from the shop to my house, I make my way there so I can sit by the lake and take a few minutes to myself. Grave is really getting under my skin with the thought of him taunting me with going after the girl that’s invading my thoughts and dreams since I drove up and laid eyes on her. 
 
    Callie is a beautiful girl, don’t get me wrong. But, it’s more than that. She’s pure and doesn’t think her looks are important. Honestly, I don’t think she truly knows how gorgeous she is. Or how big her heart is. It’s the fact that I know she is trying to get her life on track. We all know a little bit of what it was like growing up, now that she’s moved away, she can finally live and experience things for the first time. On her own. That’s a big reason why I’m telling myself that she’s untouchable. Callie needs to learn what she wants in life without anything getting in the way of that. I certainly won’t be the one to stop her. 
 
    Silvia was always talking about how Callie wanted to get out on her own and help her grandma with the Christmas tradition of giving gifts to children and adults that were victims of domestic violence. Her parents didn’t see the point and would never let her around here when everything was being prepared. From the poker runs to other charitable donations that were given to help support Silvia’s pet project. To going through stores and buying the gifts that would find their way under Christmas trees and finally wrapping everything up and delivering it to the homes and shelters. I was there one day when Callie called and was in tears because once again her parents wouldn’t let her come to help. It broke her grandma’s heart to hear her tears through the phone. 
 
    As I sit on the grass at the edge of the small lake on my property, I think about the day that Satan’s Anarchy and myself were at Silvia’s. She was talking to us about going for custody of Callie. But she was eighteen and there was no way that a court would help her at that point. Her main priority was trying to get her granddaughter away from her asshole parents and with her. She never got the chance to do that though. Leaving Callie, the house was her way to protect the little girl that took up residence in her heart and was the light of her life. 
 
    Now that I’ve had a little bit of time to sit and think back on all the stories that Silvia used to tell me, she’d spend hours talking to me about her granddaughter, the more I feel her taking root in my mind. While I don’t want Grave, or any other fucker, getting near Callie, I don’t know if I can cross that bridge myself. I wouldn’t ever do anything to her the girl that I’ve heard so much about. That’s not why I can’t bring myself to go there with her. The thing that’s stopping me is I want her to live a full life and experience everything her heart desires. Can I stand by and make sure that she does that? Will she be content to be with me, and only me, for the rest of her life? Because I sure as fuck know that if I cross that line and make a move on Callie, I won’t let her go. 
 
    Nothing is going to be solved by sitting here on my ass. So, I get back up and make my way back to the shop. None of the guys say a single word to me as I continue tearing apart the bike sitting on the lift in my bay. For the rest of the afternoon I’ll concentrate on this, something that I love doing, and worry about everything else later on. 
 
    [image: ] 
 
    Work has been over for a while and I’m debating going back in the shop to finish tearing down the bike. I’m currently sitting at home alone and my mind won’t shut off. Not only about Callie, but about the continued offer to join Satan’s Anarchy. It’s not like I haven’t seriously thought about joining the men I consider friends; I have. I’m just not sure that it’s worth it with some of the shit they’re rumored to get into. Before I can head back to work, I hear my phone going off. 
 
    “’Lo?” I answer, not bothering to look at the caller I.D. 
 
    “What’s up Bear?” Psycho asks from the other end. I can hear laughter and music in the background and know he’s at the bar or clubhouse. 
 
    “Sittin’ here enjoyin’ a beer,” I respond, waiting to hear what he wants after Grave’s earlier visit today. 
 
    “Come to the clubhouse,” he says, the background noise getting quieter as he walks away from whatever’s going on there. “We’re just hangin’ out.” 
 
    “I don’t know. Was thinkin’ ‘bout goin’ back to work,” I tell him honestly, standing up and making my way to the house so I can get rid of my beer bottle. 
 
    “You work too fuckin’ hard. Come hang out and have a few drinks with me,” Psycho says, not taking no for an answer. 
 
    “We’ll see,” I answer before hanging up, not committing to going anywhere. But if I know anything at all, he’ll just show up here with Smokey to get me there. It’s not the first time, but I should get out. Hell, I feel like all I do is spend my time at the shop anymore. 
 
    I take care of my bottle and snatch my keys off the counter before making my way out to my bike. As I walk outside to my dad’s old bike that I’ve finally finished restoring, I think of the first time he took me for a ride on it. I’d never had so much fun in my life! That’s the second I fell in love with bikes and knew that as soon as I was old enough, I’d have one too. Instead, my dad ended up letting his sit and start to rot away to nothing. So, the first thing I did was rebuild it so that I could bring it back to life. 
 
    Turning the bike on, I sit and let the rumble and vibrations fill me with a sense of peace and freedom that I only get when I’m riding. I let all thoughts of the shop, life, and the loneliness that sometimes fills me go and don’t think about any of it. I’d ride a lot more if I joined Satan’s Anarchy, but I’m still not decided on that. Letting all the thoughts go, I take off and ride for a little bit before heading toward the clubhouse. To get there, I ride past Callie’s house and manage to catch a glimpse of her sitting out on the front porch. She looks up as I ride by and I almost want to turn in her driveway and talk to her, but I don’t. I continue on to the clubhouse where I can have a few drinks and laugh with friends. 
 
    As soon as I pull in, I see Bishop, Smokey, and Psycho standing outside. They’re looking at the bike that Bishop just got. A customer came into the shop, a weekend warrior, and wanted a complete overhaul done on his bike to make it look badass. When Bishop got done with it, the customer decided that he didn’t want the bike. It wasn’t because of anything that the Prospect did to it, he double checked with the customer every step of the way. No, he got married and his new bride didn’t want him riding a bike. So, he sold it to my friend for cheap. Now, he’s showing it off to anyone that will look at it and spend a few minutes talking to him about the showpiece sitting in front of them. Hell, I would be too. The work and time he put in on the machine is amazing. 
 
    “Bear!” Smokey calls out, leaving the other two behind to come meet me as I park my bike. 
 
    “What’s up Smoke?” I ask, knowing that it’s been a while since I’ve seen him. 
 
    “Same ol’ shit, just a different fuckin’ day,” he responds, giving me a man hug and slapping me on the back. 
 
    “Hear that,” I say, walking with him toward the clubhouse. 
 
    “What’s up with that new girl you helped out the other day?” he asks, talking about Callie. Guess Grave couldn’t keep his mouth shut about it. “Saw her the other day in the store and she’s hot as sin and doesn’t even know it. The guys that were with us were salavatin’ over her.” 
 
    “Nothin’. She’s Silvia’s granddaughter and you know what that means,” I answer, my tone going low with the rage I feel at the thought of anyone wanting her. 
 
    “Not untouchable to you,” Psycho responds, joining us as we enter the clubhouse. “You really have no fuckin’ clue, do you?” 
 
    “About what?” I ask, confusion taking over, and I’ve just stepped through the damn door. 
 
    “That Silvia wanted you with Callie. That’s why she spent so much time talkin’ to you about her. Yeah, we all heard the stories and shit, but she spent most of the time with you. I guarantee most of your conversations were about her precious baby girl,” Psycho says, sitting down at a table far enough away from the bar so we can still talk. 
 
    I think about what he just said and try to remember if Silvia singled me out more than any of the other guys. Before I can contemplate it too much, Rusty, one of the club whores or Satan’s babes as they’re called, brings us over drinks. As she sets my beer in front of me, Rusty runs her longs nails down my chest and gives me a wink. She’s had her eye on me ever since I started coming around. I’m not in the club and I don’t make use of the girls here though. So, she can keep dreaming. 
 
    “When you gonna give her your time?” Smokey asks, craning his neck so he can watch her walk back toward the bar. 
 
    “I’m not. Not part of the club so I won’t touch the babes,” I tell him, taking a pull of my beer as I wait for more questions while trying not to think about Psycho saying that Silvia wanted me with Callie. 
 
    “Guys, you know I want to hang out, but I think I’m going to go have a turn with Rusty,” Smokey says, leaving his drink on the table as he heads toward Rusty. 
 
    Psycho and I shake our heads as we watch Smokey grab Rusty and lead her toward the back where they’re rooms are. He’s always chasing the next girl to fuck and has no problem finding them wherever he is. Hell, one night we were out at a bar the Phantom Bastards own and I watched him take three different girls in back throughout the night to get his dick wet. It’s not my thing, but I’m certainly not going to mock the man for getting what he wants when he wants it. It’s not like he’s attached to anyone right now so more power to him. 
 
    “So, you really had no clue that Silvia was givin’ you her blessin’ to be with Callie?” Psycho asks me, turning the attention back to me. 
 
    “No. I figured she just wanted to talk about her and needed an ear to listen,” I answer him, not knowing what to make of this new information. 
 
    “From what Grave says, the two of you had instant somethin’ goin’ on,” he says, leaning back in his chair and keeping his gaze on me. “You want her?” 
 
    “It’s more than me wantin’ her,” I tell him, not beginning to have any idea about what I want from her. 
 
    “We got someone on the house. He’s watchin’ her to make sure that no one makes any moves against her. With this rival club comin’ in, we don’t want anythin’ to happen to her,” he tells me, letting me in on a little bit of club business. “She doesn’t leave much. There was one day last week she left for a few hours, but she’s been stickin’ close to home.” 
 
    I absently nod my head as Tennessee Whiskey by Chris Stapleton begins to flow through the speakers of the clubhouse. Psycho sits back and drains the rest of his beer before relaxing. I know that he’s been gone on a run and that the stress Renegade feels is making all the guys a bit jumpy. Hell, even Grave hasn’t been his usual self the last day or so. You can definitely see why he’s called Grave. That’s not what has me quiet though. I’m wondering what Callie’s been up to since I last saw her. 
 
    “You with me?” Psycho asks, sitting back closer to the table. 
 
    “Yeah,” I respond, pulling free of my thoughts to pay attention to my friend. 
 
    “Heard Grave talked to you about joinin’ again,” he says, bringing the elephant in the room out once again. 
 
    “Yeah. I don’t know what I want to do. It’s not like I’m not ever here, but I don’t want all the chaos that seems to follow you guys around,” I answer, knowing that he knows how I feel on the subject because Psycho has been on me to join since he began prospecting with Smokey. 
 
    “It’s not as chaotic as you think. I mean you see what the fuck we do most of the time. Yeah, we got some shit goin’ down right now. But, it’s not always like that. And for someone that’s not part of the club, you’re the most loyal fucker I know,” Psycho tells me, nodding his head as Rusty walks by so we can get another drink. “Does this have anythin’ to do with Callie?” 
 
    “In a way it does. I’ve been hearin’ that Silvia wanted us to end up together. I’m not sure if that’s the case and I feel like she’s untouchable because of who Silvia was to all of us. But I can’t shake her from my mind,” I answer honestly, sitting back as Rusty sets our drinks down in front of us. 
 
    “That why you’re not takin’ her up on her offer?” he asks, watching her walk away. 
 
    “I wouldn’t touch her. She’s one of the clingy ones. I’m guessin’ that’s why Smoke decided to go with someone else,” I respond, laughing at the pissed off look on Rusty’s face. 
 
    “How do you know she’s clingy?” Psycho asks, relaxing once again so he can listen to what I have to say. 
 
    “Because she won’t leave the guys alone. The babes usually leave the guys alone until they’re called for. Rusty doesn’t do that. She’s lookin’ to make one of you make her your old lady. I’m guessin’ she wants to work her way up to Renegade since he’s the President and she feels like she’s top bitch in here,” I answer, sitting back as I feel my phone vibrate in my pocket. 
 
    Pulling it out, I see that it’s an unknown number. “Jones’ Garage,” I answer. 
 
    The guy on the other end of the line is requesting a tow and that’s my cue to leave. Since I’m always the one that goes out on the tow calls, I decide that one of the other guys can handle this one. So, I tell the customer that I’ll send a guy out to pick his car up and take it back to the garage. After hanging up, I text Carson and give him the details he needs. He’s been out on a few tows with me and he knows what to do. Might as well let him handle this one tonight. 
 
    Psycho and I continue to sit at the table we’ve been at until the pool table is empty. Then we head over to play a game. I ignore what’s going on around us. Some of the guys are already fucking a babe out in the open while others are partaking in their drug of choice. None of that means a damn thing to me as long as no one expects me to do that shit. My business is just that. 
 
    Callie 
 
    I’ve had a pretty good week. The house is getting clean one room at a time, and I’ve been putting in applications for a job. It’s hard because I’m in my early twenties and I’ve never had a job. Not many people want to take a chance on someone that’s never worked a day in their life. But that all changed today when I got a call back from Corrinth to let me know that I got the job as a waitress. My first day is tomorrow. I’m nervous as hell, but I’ll make it work. 
 
    My grandma left me a good amount of money. More than I’ll really need in this lifetime. But I want to spread my wings and fly. Part of doing that is experiencing things that I’ve never had the chance to do before now. So, I’m going to work my ass off and find out what I’m good at and what I like doing so that maybe I’ll have a better idea when I decide to go to college. I know my grandma would want me to get a degree in something so that’s what I’m going to do. That was made more apparent when I went into her room yesterday and saw the stack of college brochures sitting on her dresser. She never had the chance to give them to me. 
 
    A little while I was sitting outside on a break from cleaning and I heard the rumble of a bike go by. When I looked up, I could’ve sworn that it was Bear riding by, but I couldn’t be sure. In my entire life, I’ve never felt such a pull toward someone that I’d just met. One look at Bear changed that for me though. In the week that I’ve been here, I’ve been trying to think of a way to go see him. Nothing has seemed like a good enough reason though. With having no experience with the opposite sex, I don’t know what I should do in this situation. And it’s not like I have any friends that I can talk to about this either. We weren’t allowed to have any friends growing up. 
 
    Once in a while if we were at an event that my parents had to attend for appearances, we would be allowed to associate with the other kids there. That’s as far as our interaction went though. The only other time was when they found a guy that they deemed appropriate and we were introduced to him. Mainly that was Anna though. My parents knew that I wasn’t interested in any of the men that they would think were appropriate, so those times were rare for me. Unless an event was coming up that I needed to have a date to. Those nights, I would have a headache or not being feeling well. After the fifth time of doing that, they gave up and made sure I knew that I was hopeless, and they didn’t know what to do with me. 
 
    The one time that I tried to get them to send me to live with my grandma, my mom slapped me so hard that I saw stars for a little while. My father locked me in my room and told me that would never happen. The punishment I suffered was being locked in my bedroom for two days. If I got anything to eat it was when my mother brought it in to me and then she’d immediately leave. The only words I heard were those uttered in disgust against my lack of caring about the kind of man I married. 
 
    Now, I want to experience all of those things. I want to have my first date, first kiss, learn to dance, and experience what it feels like to be with a man. A man that I know is going to respect me and love me for me. Even if I’m still trying to figure out what that means to me. It would be nice to have someone by my side as I go through this change. Someone to talk to about things I don’t understand to help me figure out the best way to go about doing something. There’s a lot I don’t know anything about, and I want to break down in tears when I can’t figure something out. But my grandma didn’t want me to be weak or not know what path I want to go down. 
 
    The main person that comes to mind as being by my side is Bear. I can tell that he knows a little bit about me. There was a look that crossed his face when he figured it all out. But he withdrew at the same time. I know enough to know what that looks like. It was something I saw on a daily basis when my mom finally realized that I wasn’t going to just comply with her demands and the path that she wanted me to take. Bear is different though. Something is holding him back. I’m not sure what that is or how to go about making sure that I can get over that obstacle. 
 
    From the second he helped me up into the truck, I could tell that he was different. I’ve never known a man to hold a door open for anyone, let alone make sure they didn’t fall on their ass like a dumbass. Whenever I glanced over at the man sitting next to me, I got a weird feeling running through my body. I can’t even describe it because it’s like nothing I’ve ever felt before. There’s a gentleness about him that calls to me because I know that I won’t have to be afraid of what I feel or think if we were to have a conversation. The only thing stopping me is that I’m shy because I don’t know what to say to anyone. 
 
    Thoughts of the man aren’t going to get me anywhere though. So, I push them to the side and walk back inside so I can lay in bed and read a book. My grandma used to read all the time and I’m going through the books she had piled up in her room. There’s such a vast array of them that I just chose one and went back to my room. It’s a romance and I can’t help but fall in love with the characters as the story flows through their pain, happiness, and everything in between. What really gets me is when I read the sex scenes. Since I’ve never done any of that before, I try to gain any knowledge I can from the pages before me. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Four 
 
    Callie 
 
    I GOT UP EARLY AS HELL THIS MORNING SO THAT I could get ready to go to work for the first time in my life. Taking a shower, I spend time making sure that I wash everything and make my hair shine as I wash it twice. Once I dress in a pair of jeans and a loose-fitting tee shirt, I go through my new routine of doing my make-up and hair. Since I’ll be working around food, I decide to throw it up in a messy bun so that it’s up and I know it won’t be in the way of anything. The only make-up I applied consisted of some lip gloss and a sweep of mascara. I’m not sure what to expect, so there’s no point in doing much more than that. Once I decide that I look as good as I’m going to, I head down and grab my sneakers from by the door where I left them yesterday. 
 
    There’s enough time left for me to have a light breakfast of a bagel and some fruit out in the backyard. I listen to the birds and watch as squirrels chase one another through the yard and up the trees. While I feel free, I wish I could fly away like the birds or run free like the squirrels. But I have to learn new things and there’s so much that I want to do that I have no clue where I should even start. Well, besides the obvious of getting a job so that I can pay the bills around here and start to save money so that I can go to school. 
 
    Finally, I know that I can’t put it off any longer and I wander through the house making sure everything is off and locked up tight. As soon as I step outside, I take a deep breath to help calm my nerves as I begin to walk toward my car. Unlocking it, I climb inside and start it. You Could Be That Girl by Brantley Gilbert begins to blare through the speakers. After I’ve rolled the windows down, I back out and make the short drive to the small diner in the middle of town. Corrinth’s Corner sits on the end of a block that allows the diner to have a decent size parking lot behind it. She told me to park against the fence so that the customers could have plenty of spaces. So, I do as I’m told and park the car. 
 
    Looking in my rearview mirror, I notice the number of bikes sitting along the side of the building. Oh my! I’ve never seen so many amazing machines parked together at one time. They’re all so different and I can see the glare coming off of them as the sun already beats down. My breath seizes in my chest as the different colors and chrome shine bright back at me. Wow! Getting out and making my way toward the diner, I make sure to give the bikes a wide berth so that I don’t accidently knock one over or damage them in any way. I can’t seem to pull my eyes from them though. It’s an amazing sight and I wonder if they belong to the guys that my grandma knew so well. 
 
    Stopping as soon as I enter the door, I let my eyes adjust and slowly assess the number of customers sitting down for breakfast. There’s a group of older men sitting along the windows in one of the booths. They look to be talking and enjoying their coffee. One of them looks over at me and flashes a quick smile before returning his attention toward his friends. A few tables away I see a young mother with a baby in a highchair and another little one sitting in a booster seat next to her. She’s helping one eat while trying to pay attention to the baby, so they don’t get fussy. What I don’t see is any hint of impatience on her face; she lovingly looks at both of her children. Finally, I see a group of men sitting in the opposite corner of the diner. Grave, Renegade, and Bear are really the only ones I recognize. Renegade is looking at me with a smile on his face which causes the rest of the men to turn their attention toward me as well. They all look like guys I don’t want to meet in an alleyway in the dark. Some of them have tattoos covering their arms going all the way up the side of their necks while others simply look like they’d be happy to rip someone limb from limb. Those are the guys that send a shiver through my body. Each and every one of them would be able to break me apart without breaking a sweat as they’re easily two to three times the size of me. And that’s with them sitting down so I can’t see how tall they are. But, in their own way, every man sitting at the tables are good looking. 
 
    Bear’s eyes widen as he takes me in, and I feel a stutter in my heartbeat before he flashes his own smile at me. His eyelids lower slightly as the corners of his mouth turn up. There’s a day’s worth of growth covering his face. I notice a light shining from his eyes as his entire face lights up with the smile. Grave is sitting next to him and I see that he keeps his head nodding back and forth between Bear and myself. Before I can even begin to process what’s going on, I scamper toward the counter where Corrinth is pulling a coffee pot from the burner it’s sitting on and makes her way toward me. 
 
    “Go behind the counter, stash your bag under there with mine, and pull on an apron. I’ll be right with you sweetheart,” Corrinth says as I quickly do what she tells me to. The last thing I need is for her to fire me on the spot because I can’t follow her orders. 
 
    I feel my hands shaking as I tie the apron strings behind my back. My nervousness is causing me to second-guess taking this job on when I’ve never done it before. There’s no time to try to figure out a way to leave though as my new boss makes her way back over to me. At the same time, a small group of ladies that look to be the same age as my grandma would be make their entrance and head toward a table at the end of the booths lining the front of the restaurant. 
 
    “I can see you shaking from here sweetheart,” Corrinth says, wrapping her arm around my shoulders. “You’re gonna do just fine. Now, I knew your grandma and all about you. I’m happy to have you here with us. Let’s start out slow. The ladies that just came in are going to all want coffee. I’ve already put their cups on the table so all you need to do is make your way over there and fill them. Give them a few minutes and go back to take their order. Check on the rest of the customers before coming back with the coffee. I’m gonna go back and help Roger cook.” 
 
    Taking a deep breath, I square my shoulders, grab the coffee pot, and make my way over to the five ladies that arrived a minute ago. I offer them a smile as I greet them and begin to pour their coffee. Two of the cups I almost completely overfill, and I can feel the heat flooding my cheeks and my hands begin to shake even more. 
 
    “Honey, slow down and take a breath,” one of the ladies says, pulling out a few napkins and wiping up the mess I made. “We’ve all been there. Just be yourself and take the time that you need.” 
 
    “Th-thank y-you,” I tell her, giving her a small smile as I begin to make my way to the rest of the tables. 
 
    The guys sitting together want more coffee and I don’t mess up this time. As I make my way over to the table with the mother and children, I pull the coffee pot away from myself and the table so that one of the little ones don’t accidentally get hurt. The young women smiles at me and says that they don’t need anything else but the check. Assuring her that I’ll bring it right over, I make my way to the table filled with bikers. Once again, butterflies fill my stomach and I can visibly see myself shaking like a leaf. There are so many questions regarding these men that I have from going through my grandma’s belongings and I don’t know if I’ll ever be able to ask them. Not with an entire group of them that seem to dominate the small space filling three tables. 
 
    “Hey Callie. How are you doin’ today?” Renegade asks me as he sits back against the booth and nods to his empty coffee cup. 
 
    As I begin to pour his, shaking hands and all, more guys begin to push their cups toward me. I don’t allow myself to look at Bear as I concentrate on the task at hand. Remembering what the lady at the other table told me, I take my time and don’t make a mess. I want to say something to Renegade so bad, but I don’t know how to bring the subject of the pictures up or ask him to talk to him about what they mean. So, I keep my mouth shut and walk away once the cups are filled. As soon as I place the pot back on the burner, I grab a notepad I see sitting on the counter and turn to the little window where Corrinth and a guy are cooking like crazy. 
 
    “Um, the lady over there would like her check,” I begin, my voice sounding high pitch and wobbly to my own ears. “Which one is it?” 
 
    “Oh, sorry sweetheart. I’ll be right there to get it for you,” she answers, finishing up what she’s doing before walking back out to the front. 
 
    I nod my head and make my way over to the table of ladies. As I pass the mother, I let her know I’ll be right back with it. She nods and smiles at me as I continue on my way. 
 
    “Ladies, what can I get you this morning?” I ask, still hearing the wobbly quality in my voice as I look at them. 
 
    They give me their orders and thank me as I turn to walk away. Corrinth is standing there waiting for me. She shows me what to do with the ticket I just wrote out for the ladies so that Roger can cook the food. Then she shows me what to do with the checks that I take to customers. I can feel eyes on me the entire time she’s talking to me. Glancing up, I see Renegade, Grave, Bear, and a few other men looking at me. Corrinth follows my gaze and shakes her head slightly. 
 
    “You don’t worry about them boys,” she says, looking their way once more. “Renegade and Psycho are my boys. They’re harmless really but don’t tell them I said that. If they give you any trouble, you let me know sweetheart. Most of those boys have been in my house more than their own.” 
 
    “Oh. Did you know my grandma well?” I ask, looking at her as I take the check from her hands and begin to make my way toward the mother. 
 
    “I did. We’ll talk when it gets slow,” she answers. 
 
    After dropping the check off for the woman, I hear the men ask for their checks as well. Grabbing them off the countertop, I make my way over to them and lay them down on the table since I’m not sure what man ordered what meal. As they sit back, I begin to grab the empty plates and silverware from the table. Corrinth watches me as I make my way back behind the counter. Just as I’m about to place them in the empty tub she showed me, I step in something slick on the floor and try to correct my balance. Unfortunately, the plates fall out of my hands and crash to the floor. I stand there and stare down at the mess as tears begin to fill my eyes. Corrinth rushes over to me and sees the mess I’ve made of things.. 
 
    “Honey are you okay?” she asks as every single person in the restaurant has turned their attention to me. It’s now so quiet that you could hear a pin drop. 
 
    “I’m so sorry!” I blurt out, dropping to my knees so that I can begin to pick up the pieces of the shattered plates. 
 
    I let out a gasp of pain as a shard of glass slices into my knee. Corrinth tries to pull me up so that I can get out of the mess as I hear a commotion coming from the other side of the counter. My vision is blurry as I try to hold back my tears. 
 
    “I’ll clean it all up and be more careful. I promise,” I vow to my boss as she watches me grab everything before standing up to take it to the garbage can a few feet away. 
 
    “Callie, you’re bleeding,” she suddenly says. “Go in back and I’ll help you get it cleaned up.” 
 
    I nod my head and keep my face away from the crowd sitting there waiting on their food and drinks. This is not how I envisioned my morning going. Maybe I should talk to Corrinth about leaving. It’s obvious that I wasn’t meant to be a waitress. At this rate, I’m going to end up owing her money for broken dishes, spilling coffee all over the place, and any other disasters I manage to make on my shift. 
 
    Corrinth leads me to her office and has me sit on her couch while she pulls a first aid kit from one of the shelves. The jeans are loose on me, and I numbly watch as she pulls my pant leg up and inspects the cut I now have just below my knee. It’s bleeding worse than I thought as she pokes and prods to make sure there’s no more glass in there. Once she’s sure I’m okay, I watch as she cleans the cut, puts an ointment on it, and then bandages it up. 
 
    “I’ll pay you back for the plates. I’m so sorry,” I tell her, not being able to stop the lone tear from sliding down my cheek. 
 
    “Hush now. We’re gonna go back out there and you’ll take the food to those that have ordered it. I’ll make sure there’s nothing left on the floor back there and you can start cleaning up the tables that have been vacated. I’m not worried about a few plates being broken,” she says, brushing her thumb over my cheek to stop the tear from falling. “If you need a minute, take it.” 
 
    I thank her for taking care of the cut on my leg as I pull my pant leg down and make my way back out to the dining room. Once again, I feel eyes on me as I go about working. I manage to get the plates of food to the table of women without incident. They thank me for the food and ask if I can get them a refill. As I make my way back to the coffee pot, Renegade calls me over. Walking over to him, I only pay attention to him. 
 
    “Can I get a glass of water, babe?” he asks, sitting back looking as relaxed as he can in the crowded booth. 
 
    “Absolutely,” I answer and go to turn to get the ladies coffee poured and then his water. 
 
    “Can I get one too, Callie?” I hear Bear ask, his deep voice sending a shiver through my body that I’m sure everyone sitting there just witnessed. 
 
    “Oh, um, yeah,” I respond, walking away from the men and toward the coffee. 
 
    Roger tells me that there’s a plate that needs to go to the table of guys as I stop to grab the coffee pot. Nodding to let him know I heard him, I take the coffee over and fill the cups before moving through the rest of the tables. Once I’ve done all that, I grab the plate of food and two glasses of water for the guys. Knowing that I should’ve only grabbed one or the other, I begin to make my way to the table. As I’m trying to balance everything and concentrate on what I’m doing unfortunately, I don’t see the edge of the counter sticking out. My face falls as I watch the plate of food begin to teeter on my arm before tipping and falling slowly to the floor. Honestly the whole thing seems to happen in slow motion as I then watch the first cup of water go flying out of my hand and head straight toward Renegade. Before I can do anything, he’s covered with water as the plate of eggs, home fries, and toast go flying all over the floor and pant legs of Bear. While I continue to skid across the now soaked linoleum floor, the second glass of water sloshes over the side of the cup covering not only me in water, but finally lands in the lap of Bear. For a solid minute, no one in the diner says a word or takes a breath. I finally stop as I crash into the table and send coffee splashing over the side of a few cups as they sit on the table. Grave watches them so he knows which way to move. 
 
    Renegade begins to laugh out loud as my neck and face colors and heat burns my skin from embarrassment. “Darlin’ if you thought I needed to take a shower, all you had to do was tell me,” he says, still laughing as the rest of the guys join in. 
 
    I run to the counter and grab as many towels from the stack on the shelf as I can. Making my way quickly back to the table of men, I once again slide in the eggs on the floor. Gaining control of my slippery feet, I begin to use one towel to clean up the water running down Renegade’s face while reaching out toward Bear’s lap with a second one. He gently grabs my wrist to stop me from getting any closer to him and gives me a grin. At first, I don’t understand what the problem is, until I once again glance down and see the mess covering his lap. A majority of it right in the center of his pants. 
 
    “I got this Callie,” he says, his deep voice shaking as he tries to hold in the laughter that the rest of the guys aren’t being successful at hiding. 
 
    About this time, Corrinth comes running over and sees the mess. She looks up at me and I can’t read the look on her face. I’m sure that I’m about to be fired from my first ever job though. So, I hand her the towels still in my hand and begin to untie the apron at my waist. 
 
    “I’m so sorry I’ve messed everything up,” I murmur as I turn and practically run out the door of the small diner. Tears fill my eyes and begin to run uncontrollably down my face at the epic mess I just caused. 
 
    As I get to my car, I’m glad that I left the windows open and the keys in the ignition as I realize that I’ve forgotten my purse in the diner. So, I climb in and shut the door before resting my head against the steering wheel as the tears still fall from my eyes. I can hear someone calling my name as I sit there and cry at the knowledge that I lasted about an hour as a waitress. When I walked in there, I wasn’t going to give up no matter what happened, but as the incidents began to pile up, I knew that there wasn’t any other option for me. 
 
    Bear 
 
    “Callie, please wait,” I call out as I see her sitting in her car while I make my way over to her. 
 
    Corrinth grabbed her purse and shoved it in my direction as we all watched in shocked silence as Callie went running out the door. I knew that this was my chance to make a difference to the woman that has captured my attention. So, I chase her and my heart breaks at the sight of her head bent while she cries in her car. I know that she wants to work so bad and I may know of a job that she can do without having to worry about what happened today. 
 
    “Callie, honey, please talk to me?” I ask, stopping at her door as she lifts her head up and looks at me. Her face is red, and tear stained as fresh tears pool in her eyes. My heart breaks further as I read the embarrassment in her eyes. 
 
    “I’m so sorry, Bear!” she cries out while trying to wipe the tears from her face. “I’m so stupid for thinking I could be a waitress.” 
 
    “Hey! You’re not stupid. You’ve never tried it before. What I saw in there was a woman that was determined to do her best. Even when others would’ve quit, you kept on goin’. That tells me you’re not stupid; you’re a hard worker that’s goin’ to have to take some time to find a job that suits you,” I tell her, holding myself back from opening her door and pulling her into my arms. “I might have a solution to that problem for you.” 
 
    “What’s that?” she asks, glancing down at the wet spot that is just starting to dry as the heat from the day soaks up the water that adorns my pants. 
 
    “Well, you saw how unorganized my office is at the garage. We could use someone that can help me out with that. How about you come work for me? I’ll pay you to not only organize everythin’, but to do some orderin’ when we need parts, take tow calls, and a few other things. Would be interested in that?” 
 
    I watch as Callie takes a few minutes to think about my offer. There’s hesitation in her eyes as she tries to figure out if she’s going to have any of the same kind of issues that she did while waitressing. Then, she must come to a realization, because a smile lights up her face and chases away the shadows that were lurking there. It’s amazing to witness the transformation from so sad and embarrassed to being the carefree girl that I first saw. It’s a side of her that I want to see every single day and I vow to make that happen. 
 
    “If you’re sure, then I’d be happy to help you out. I just hope that Corrinth isn’t too mad at me,” she says, glancing back toward the diner like she expects someone to come out and beat on her for her mistakes. What the fuck? 
 
    “She’s not honey. When I left, she was too busy yellin’ at the guys for laughin’ and runnin’ you out of there,” I tell her, knowing that Corrinth won’t take kindly to the laughter that occurred when Callie messed up. Even if the laughter wasn’t directed at her but Renegade trying to take the heat off of her. 
 
    “Can I ask you a question?” she asks, her voice coming out timid and wobbly. 
 
    “Anythin’,” I answer, waiting until she’s ready to ask me whatever’s on her mind. 
 
    “Well, I found some things at my grandma’s house and I don’t know what to make of them. I want to talk to Renegade and Grave about it, but I don’t know how to ask them,” she says, letting me in on the fact that she’s slowly learning of the relationship between her grandma and the club. 
 
    “Do you want me to talk to them for you? Ask them if they can stop over?” I ask, knowing that her world is about to turn upside down with the knowledge that her grandma was involved in the club at all. “How many of them do you want to show up?” 
 
    “Well, I don’t know. There’s only three of you that I’ve had any interaction with. I don’t think I’m ready to meet everyone just yet,” she says, trying to figure out what to do in the situation she finds herself in. 
 
    “I got an idea. Tomorrow I want you to be at the garage around nine when we open. I’ll spend some time goin’ over things with you. When we close, I’ll have Renegade, Grave, and Psycho stop by so you can talk to them. That sound like a plan?” I ask, letting her know what time I want her there and that she can talk to the guys on neutral ground without them invading her space all at once. 
 
    “Thank you so much, Bear. For everything,” she says, looking down at her bag that I’m still holding in my hands. I reach out and hand it to her before she pulls away and heads home. 
 
    As I walk back toward the diner, I try to think of how I’m going to keep my hands to myself now that I’ll see Callie every day. We’ll have to cross that bridge as we come to it. For now, I’ll keep things professional and act as her boss. Making my mind up, I walk inside and take my seat with the guys again. They’re all looking at me trying to figure out what happened. 
 
    “I need you, Grave, and Psycho to come to the garage at closin’ tomorrow,” I say, looking at Renegade. “She’s startin’ to have questions about her grandma and you guys.” 
 
    “She must have found somethin’ in the house that brought them up. It will definitely make things easier if she knows that we’re goin’ to be keepin’ an eye on her. The same that we did for Silvia,” Renegade answers, taking a sip of his coffee and never taking his eyes off me. “What else did she say?” 
 
    “Just that she’s worried about Corrinth bein’ pissed at her. And she’s goin’ to be workin’ at the garage now,” I answer, not bothering to hide the fact that she’s going to be working for me. 
 
    “How’d that happen?” Grave asks, turning to look at me. 
 
    “I know she wants to work and she’s tryin’ to find a job that will suit her. So, I asked her if she wanted to work in the office,” I tell him, taking a sip of my coffee like it’s not a big deal. 
 
    Corrinth comes over and stands by the table. Her face shows how troubled she is about Callie running out a little while ago. I know she wants to ask me how she is but doesn’t want to seem like she’s making a big deal out of it. So, I just nod my head as a small smile appears on her face. For the next half hour or so, we all sit back and enjoy the coffee we’re drinking while making small talk. The guys won’t discuss anything major because I’m sitting here and they’re in public. But I can feel a nervous tension coming from all of them. Something is going down and I know that some of them have to leave in the next few days. That’s why I suggested tomorrow. That way Callie can get her answers and then they can concentrate on business. Renegade has been thinking of all the things that Callie’s going to think when she realizes how deep her grandma was with the club. 
 
    “I’m out,” I finally say, standing up and taking my check so I can pay my bill before heading home. 
 
    “See ya later. And we’ll be there tomorrow just after closin’,” Renegade answers, letting me know that he’ll help put Callie at ease about whatever she found. 
 
    [image: ] 
 
    As I walk up to the garage in the morning, I see that Callie’s car is already parked in the lot by the fence. I don’t like the fact that I’m almost to the garage when I see her car because the tow truck hides it, but I don’t know where else to have her park. She’s left the spots closest to the garage open for customers without me having to tell her. I can hear the faint music coming from her car as I get closer to her. She’s looking down as I walk up to it and knock on the closed window. My gaze is glued to her as I watch her jump from being startled before she places her hand over her heart and turns her face to look out the window to see who’s standing there. A smile lights up her face as she realizes that it’s me. 
 
    “Mornin’,” I mutter as she turns to pick up whatever scattered across her lap. 
 
    “Morning Bear. Sorry I got lost in thought I guess,” she answers after opening the door. 
 
    “Whatcha got there?” I ask, my curiosity getting the better of me. 
 
    “Oh, um, just some old pictures,” she answers vaguely as she makes sure everything is back in the envelope before putting it in her bag. 
 
    “The most important thing that needs to be done when we open is that coffee needs to be made. I’ll show you how I make it and then you can take over from there. Then I’ll show you how to file everything away. Sound good?” I ask, knowing that I need some caffeine to wake up before I get into too much details about her new job. 
 
    “Yes,” she answers, getting out of her car so she can follow me to the door as I take my keys out to open up the shop. 
 
    My eyes about bug out of my head as I take in the shorts and tank top that she’s currently wearing. It’s my fault because I didn’t think to tell her to wear jeans and a tee shirt at least. Right now, he long legs are on view for the entire world. The first thought that enters my mind is that even though Callie is short, her legs still look long as fuck. Long enough that they’d look good wrapped around me. Her tits are almost in my face as I look at the low cut of the tank top being held up by straps thin enough to snap with no effort on my part at all. Fuck! Her hair is up in a simple pony tail that still manages to trail halfway down her back and there’s not a speck of make-up on her face. I’m in so much fucking trouble with her being around every day now. 
 
    Callie watches as I walk straight to the coffee pot and take the old filter out to throw away in the small can next to the cabinet is sits on. Grabbing a new one, I place it in the basket and fill it with coffee before picking up the jug of water sitting on the floor next to it. Looking at the woman standing next to me, I see that she’s trying to memorize how much I’ve used of the coffee and water so that she can make it herself from now on. 
 
    Once I hear it beginning to brew, I turn and face the mess that’s my desk. Unfortunately, I don’t spend much time in here and it shows. As I walk over, I see the stack of papers that Callie organized a while ago still sitting in the same spot. Picking them up, I see that they’re all work orders that we’ve completed. There’s a second pile of invoices for parts that we’ve had to order in for specific projects. The rest of the desk contains much of the same paperwork in disarray and some piles are on the verge of falling off if a strong wind blows through the door. 
 
    “You can obviously tell the difference between work orders and invoices. So, I’m goin’ to have you keep sortin’ this mess for now. There’s empty folders in the top drawer of the cabinet against that wall,” I tell her, turning to see how much longer before I can have a cup of coffee. “Through the door over here you’ll find a bathroom and the door leadin’ into the shop. It’s not exactly safe out there, so only come out if you need somethin’. I’ll try to come in periodically and check on you.” 
 
    I turn away to fill a coffee cup and make sure I add sugar to it before I walk away from the woman that’s haunted my thoughts since I laid eyes on her. As I open the bay doors, I see Bishop and Sam pulling in. Carson will be in shortly since he pulled pick-up duty last night. Normally he would have the day off after picking up tows all night long, but the guy won’t stay home. He wants to learn as much as he can, so who am I to tell him no? They all take a look inside the office and see Callie standing behind the desk. Once they realize that she’s not here to have work done on her car, Bishop walks over to me to get a closer look. 
 
    “What’s goin’ on Bear?” he asks since he wasn’t at the diner with us yesterday morning. “Isn’t that the girl that had the flat? The one we’ve been keepin’ an eye on?” 
 
    “It is. She’s gonna be doin’ the office work from now on. You guys are to leave her the fuck alone,” I say, letting the warning come out in my voice. 
 
    “Got it. This will make things a little easier as far as watchin’ her goes,” Bishop says, ambling over to his bay so that he can get to work on the bike sitting there waiting for him. 
 
    I spend the rest of the morning trying to keep my mind on work as Callie works behind me in the office. Yes, I’m deliberately keeping my back toward the window, so I won’t have the temptation of watching her move around in there instead of focusing on the bike I’m trying to finish tearing down. As I work, I keep an eye on the guys working; it’s not missing my attention that they seem to be looking toward the office an awful lot now. But, neither one of them have made their way in there which is surprising because they’re going to be in need of caffeine to stay awake. Especially Bishop if he was working at the club last night. 
 
    “Gettin’ coffee boss,” Bishop says, just as the thought enters my mind. 
 
    “Make sure that’s all you get,” I warn once again as I watch him make his way into the office and over to the coffee maker. 
 
    Callie looks over and watches him make his coffee. It’s not hard, he always drinks if black. Bishop keeps his back toward her and acts like he doesn’t realize she’s standing there watching him. It’s almost as if she’s studying him for some reason. My attention stays on the two in the office as I hear a bike pull in the lot. I’m sure that it’s Carson getting here for work, but I can’t be sure now that the club knows Callie is working here. So, I tear my attention from the office as Bishop turns and heads back this way. As I see that Carson is getting off his bike, I hear the melodic sound of Callie laughing. Bishop has a smile on his face as he passes me. A growl escapes me as I try to hide the fact that someone other than myself made Callie laugh. Fuck! This is not good. 
 
    The rest of the morning flies by in no time at all. I can’t help my gaze as it continuously strays toward the woman in the office as she sorts through months and months of paperwork listening to music that I can barely hear over the noise in the shop. One-by-one the guys make excuses to go in and out of the office to see Callie and I’m the one that stays out in the shop. What really gets me is when she catches me looking at her through the window. Those times are when I get the rare smile as she continues about her work. 
 
    The guys start talking about what they’re going to do for lunch, and I realize that Callie’s been slaving away in the office for almost four hours nonstop. I dig out my phone and call Corrinth to order some lunch for the two of us. Yes, I should probably check with Callie and make sure that there’s nothing she can’t eat, but I don’t think about that right away. I just make the call and tell Carson to go pick it up after handing him some money. Putting down my tools, I make my way into the office and stop dead in my tracks. The entire desk is cleaned off, the couch doesn’t have the mess spread out across it, and you can even see the two chairs that sit in front of the desk. I’m impressed and amazed at what Callie’s been able to do in here so far. She must be tired as fuck. 
 
    “Wow! You’ve been workin’ hard,” I say, startling her as she turns around from the filing cabinet to face me. 
 
    “Oh, um, it’s nothing really. Do you mind if I start organizing the filing cabinet better? It’s hard to find things in here. Especially for repeat customers,” she asks, standing close to the cabinets like she’s afraid I’m going to be mad at everything she’s done in here. 
 
    “Do whatever you have to do,” I tell her, looking around again in awe at the transformation. “I’ll set you up with the computer and stuff tomorrow. Unless you want to get online today for any reason.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t know what to do online if I did,” she murmurs in response. 
 
    “I’m sorry. I wasn’t thinkin’. Well, I have lunch comin’ Carson should be back with it soon. I got you a burger, fries, and an iced tea,” I tell her, wanting to somehow make up for the epic fail I just made. I didn’t realize that she was that sheltered. 
 
    “It’s okay. I’ve been thinking today that I finally know what I want to go to school for. I’d be interested in office management so that I can continue working like this. The work is easy for me and I love having to keep things in order. Must be a trait from my grandma,” she says, flooring me with the insight she’s gained about herself in just a few short hours. 
 
    “Well, if that’s what you wanna do, then I say go for it. I’ll support you a hundred percent,” I tell her honestly as I sit down on the opposite side of the desk so that we can wait for lunch to get here. “How are you playin’ music in here?” 
 
    “Oh, it’s just my phone. I don’t get good reception here and can’t hardly use it for anything other than listening to some music. I’m still trying to figure out what I like though, so I’m sorry about the broad range of things,” she answers, a blush creeping up her face. 
 
    “Don’t be. We listen to it all in here. I may just have to invest in that sound system the guys have been tryin’ to get me to buy. We can make sure that it plays softer in here in case customers are in here. But we’ll have somethin’ to listen to,” I tell her, sitting back in the chair as I wait for Carson to get back. 
 
    Before either one of us can say a word, I hear the tow truck pulling in the parking lot and turn around to see Carson parking. One thing I will say about him is that he doesn’t waste time when one of us sends him on an errand. Callie walks over to the desk and sits down opposite of me as we wait for our lunch to be delivered. Usually I’d go myself and get it, but today, I wanted a little bit of time with the woman that’s been filling my thoughts and attention. 
 
    “Here ya go boss man,” Carson says as he sets the bag and drinks on the desk between us. 
 
    “Thanks Carson,” Callie says before I can get a word out of my mouth. 
 
    I watch as she grabs the containers from the bag and opens them up before noticing that we have the same exact lunch. She hands me one of them while placing the other one in front of her. Before Carson leaves the room, we watch as she gets up, grabs napkins and the salt and pepper that’s on the small shelf beside the coffee pot. What the fuck is she doing? I’ve never seen someone act the way that she is right now. It’s almost as if she doesn’t even realize that she’s making sure that I have whatever I’ll need before she’s going to allow herself to sit and eat. Carson and I share a look between ourselves before turning our attention back to Callie. 
 
    “Are the drinks the same too?” she asks as she finally takes a seat. 
 
    “Yeah. Iced tea for both of us,” I answer, still trying to figure out what’s going on. 
 
    Callie hands me a tea before placing her own in front of her and opening the takeout container. Still, she doesn’t touch a single thing. Wanting to see something, I sit forward after motioning for Carson to leave the office and pick up the cheeseburger sitting in front of me. After I take a few bites, I watch as she finally begins to eat her own food. This is fucked up and I don’t know what the hell is going on. But I’ll take it a step further to see how deep this shit is. 
 
    “I forgot the ketchup,” I say beginning to stand up from my seat. 
 
    “Sit down, I’ll get it. I’m sorry, I should’ve asked if you wanted anything else,” she says, hanging her head down in shame as the anger rises in me. Who the fuck has her trained to be a fucking servant? 
 
    “Callie, you know you don’t have to wait on me, don’t you?” I ask, needing to know why she’s doing this. 
 
    “What?” she asks, stopping dead in her tracks. “I didn’t realize what I was doing. I’m so sorry.” 
 
    “There’s nothin’ for you to be sorry about. I’m not mad at you; I’m mad that someone had the fuckin’ balls to train you to think so little of yourself. You’re not a slave, Callie,” I tell her, trying to make my voice as gentle as possible so I don’t scare or hurt her further. 
 
    “That’s a long story. One I’m sure you don’t want to hear,” she answers, sitting back down in her seat and passing me the ketchup. 
 
    “One day, you’ll tell me. I want to know all about you someday. Not until I’ve earned your trust though,” I tell her knowing that earning her trust is going to be a hard thing to accomplish after what I just witnessed. 
 
    “Um, will you stay with me this afternoon when the guys get here?” Callie suddenly asks, placing her half-eaten burger back in the container and looking at me. Her eyes are full of innocence and something akin to fear. 
 
    “If that’s what you want,” I tell her, knowing that I’ll do anything that she asks of me. 
 
    Callie nods her head and picks at the rest of her lunch. It’s like she’s lost her appetite but doesn’t want to say anything to me. I watch as the life started draining out of her at the mention of her serving me. Fuck! I’m an idiot for making her think of a time in her life that holds nothing but bad memories. But this is something that I’m going to talk to Renegade about when no one else is around. Grave and him were the two that were around Silvia the most and I think he’s got more insight about this than he realizes. 
 
    “I’m gonna get back to work,” I murmur, finishing off the last of my burger and leaving the remaining fries untouched. 
 
    Before I leave the office, I make sure that my garbage and everything else is put back so that Callie can visibly see that she doesn’t have to pick up after anyone here. I know that she’s been cleaning the office and shit, but I would never expect her to wait on me or any of the guys that work here. Looks like I might have to have a talk with them about this as well. Not a single one of them are going to take fucking advantage of Callie. They’ll find themselves fired if they even try that shit here. They have a mama and Callie isn’t her! 
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    The rest of the day goes by smoothly. I’m finally finished taking apart the bike and can start figuring out what parts I’m gonna need to order and what can be salvaged on it. Then I can make sure that it’s ready to go to Bishop for a kickass paint job before being put back together again. No matter what I do, I can’t get lunch out of my head though. I know whenever I talked to Silvia, she never mentioned anything that I witnessed today. 
 
    “Boss man, we’re gonna call it a day,” Bishop says as I look up to see Sam, Carson, and him have already cleaned everything up and are gonna be heading out. 
 
    “See ya tomorrow,” I respond, standing up so that I can clean myself up a little bit while we wait for the guys to show up. 
 
    As I walk into the office, I can see that Callie has several folders sitting on the desk and is going to grab more from the third cabinet. She’s managed to already sort through two of them. I’m in awe of her and the work that she’s managed to get done today. So, I stand there and watch her for a few seconds before making my presence known. I don’t want to scare the shit out of her after all. 
 
    “Callie, you can stop for the day,” I tell her, walking toward the bathroom so I can wash my hands. 
 
    “Okay. I’m gonna run to my car really quick before they get here,” she answers. I hear the office door slam shut a few seconds later. 
 
    By the time I’m done washing up, Callie is sitting back behind the desk. It’s almost like she’s using it as some sort of shield. No one can get close if they can’t be on the same side as her. I actually wonder if she’ll let me stay on the same side as her. It doesn’t take long before the guys show up. We can hear the loud rumble of their pipes as they pull into the shop and park close to Callie’s car. As the rumble gets louder, I can physically see her entire body shaking. Maybe this wasn’t such a good idea, I think to myself as I watch Renegade, Grave, and Psycho dismount their bikes and make their way to the closed shop door. 
 
    Callie steels herself as the three hulking men entire the office and take their seats. Renegade and Grave sit on the opposite side of the desk while Psycho takes his seat on the couch. He’s as far away from Callie as he can be since they haven’t met yet. I go to make my way around the other side of the desk, and I watch the small shake of her head; silently asking me to stay near her. The source of pride and the feeling like I’m ten feet tall assaults me as I stand behind the desk chair. 
 
    “I don’t even know how to begin this conversation,” Callie says, her hands trembling as she plays with an envelope that I didn’t notice before. “I was going through my grandma’s things and I found some pictures. They’re of you guys and my grandma. I don’t understand why she would have them when I never once met any of you when I was there visiting.” 
 
    Callie looks up and I watch as the three men in front of her try to keep their emotions in check. Psycho is the one that loses that battle first. His face goes ashen and I can hear the almost inaudible gasp that leaves his lips. Renegade gives a slight shake of his head as Callie looks back down. There’s almost a haunted look on the faces of Grave and Renegade as I continue to look at the men I’ve known most of my life. 
 
    “Sweetheart, your grandma wasn’t tryin’ to hurt you. Her only concern was makin’ sure that you could keep visitin’ her and that our presence wouldn’t put a stop to that. I’m not sure of everythin’ that she was tryin’ to protect you from, but I know that she loved you more than any single breath she took,” Renegade says, taking the lead as usual in his President status. “Now, what I can tell you is that years ago, Silvia was with one of the men in the club. She wasn’t an ol’ lady or anythin’ like that; wouldn’t take it that far with Boozer. But she was at our clubhouse on a regular basis. The boys and I spent a lot of time with her after Boozer was killed. He was run off the road by a rival club and didn’t take another breath.” 
 
    Callie takes a few minutes to process what Renegade just told her. I can see her shoulders visibly shaking as she silently cries. There’s nothing I can do in this moment other than take her lead. So, I give her a few minutes to compose herself and finish the conversation that she wants to have. 
 
    “So, my grandma had an entire life I knew nothing about?” she finally asks, sitting up and looking at the men before her. 
 
    “Don’t think of it that way,” Grave tells her, sitting up in his chair so he knows he has Callie’s full attention. “Your grandma was tryin’ to protect you. Whatever issue she had with your parents; she knew that if there was even a hint of the club bein’ in her life they’d lock you away from her so fast everyone’s head would spin. She wanted to tell you so bad, babe. I’ve never seen her as torn about anythin’ as she was over you knowin’. Don’t hate her or be upset with her over somethin’ she had no control over.” 
 
    “I don’t know what to make of this. Or the fact that you guys helped her out with the Christmas thing. What I do know is that I love my grandma and am grateful for everything she did for me. And, I want to keep her legacy alive by continuing on with the Christmas toy drive. If you guys could help me with that, I’d be grateful,” she says, looking hopeful for the first time since the guys walked in as I round her chair and sit on the edge of the desk next to her. 
 
    “We’ll do anythin’ we can to help you do that. I know that Silvia would be proud as fuck of the woman that you’re becomin’,’ Psycho says, finally speaking up. “Callie, this is the first time that we’ve officially met. I’m Psycho, Renegade’s brother. Anytime you wanna talk about your grandma, don’t hesitate to come to the clubhouse or give me a call. Our numbers are in a drawer in the kitchen, so you’ll have a way to get ahold of all of us.” 
 
    Callie nods her head and pauses for a few minutes. “I have something that I think you guys should have. There’s more in an album at the house that I can keep for myself. It seems to me that you spent an awful lot of time at her house,” she says, her curiosity getting the better of her. 
 
    “We were there a lot,” Renegade says, reaching out and taking the envelope from Callie’s trembling hands. “Once a week we’d all go over for dinner with her. We’re the ones that have been takin’ care of the house since we lost her.” 
 
    “Thank you. It’s helped me out a lot with the upkeep you guys did. I’ve been working on the inside while I decide what I want to do outside,” she says, looking at the four of us. 
 
    “One of us will be over tomorrow to mow the yard and make sure there’s nothin’ else that needs to be done. If you want help, leave a list on the counter and we’ll get it when we get there,” Grave says, looking over Renegade’s shoulder at the pictures he’s thumbing through. There’s a few that I can see, and I remember those days vividly. 
 
    Silvia always had an open door for any of us. Most of the town walk in the opposite direction of the guys. They love that they don’t have to worry about the violence or drugs in their town, but they don’t want to get too close to the guys that are protecting them. All their dirty work is kept outside of town while everyone we’re associated with know that nothing comes inside the borders. It’s respected and no one crosses that line. 
 
    “Thank you,” Callie says again, standing up from the chair. “If my grandma had you guys over once a week for dinner and whatnot, then why don’t we plan on doing that in a few days.” 
 
    “You sure?” I ask, needing her to understand what she’s getting into. “That’s a lot of guys to feed at one time.” 
 
    “I’m sure I can handle it,” she answers, standing there as her body lets on to the fact that she has no clue what she’s getting into by inviting a club over to eat. 
 
    “I’ll grill and all you have to do is make some sides,” Psycho says, looking at the woman standing before him. “We can keep it small this time and then keep addin’ some guys to the mix if you decide you want to pick this back up.” 
 
    “That sounds good. Bear, you’re coming too?” she asks, resting her hand on my arm without even realizing what she’s doing. 
 
    “I’ll be there if that’s what you want,” I answer her, not letting her see how much it means to me that she wants to include me. 
 
    She nods her head, tells us all goodbye, and makes her way out of the office. For the first time since the guys got here, they look around at all the work she did today. Grave asks if this was her doing and I nod my head as I watch her get in her car and take off. There’s one more thing that needs to be discussed with the men sitting before me before we take off. I want to know how much they know about Callie’s background and who made her feel the need to serve anyone. So, I explain to them what happened at lunch. The three men listen intently before taking a few minutes to ponder what I’ve just dropped on them. 
 
    “It’s like she was trained to serve the man that she’s with. You think her parents did this to her?” Grave asks, standing up. He may be talking calm, but I can see the rage flowing through her body. “I’ll gut them if they trained her to be some fuckin’ pigs trophy wife or some shit like that.” 
 
    “I’ll get the guys on it and see what they can come up with,” Renegade answers, standing up and letting me know it’s going to be taken care of. 
 
    We all leave the shop and I make sure that everything is shut off and locked up tight tonight. It’s a routine that I do every single day; even if the guys have already done it. The guy’s head to their bikes while I begin to make the short trek back to my house. I’m in need of a beer and some time in front of the lake. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Five 
 
    Callie 
 
    I FEEL SO MUCH BETTER AFTER TALKING WITH THE GUYS. Even though I was upset at learning about my grandma’s secret life, I know that she would’ve told me if she thought my parents wouldn’t keep me from her. I like knowing that she had someone to be with after my grandpa passed away years before her. It was just after my father decided that he didn’t want to be involved with his family. They didn’t like how Anna and I were being raised and never stayed quiet about it. So, my dad got away with letting me visit when they asked about it and tried to put a stop to that as well. It didn’t go over very well, and I do believe there were threats made about calling child protection services against my parents. That’s all in the past though. And I don’t want to think about my parents or sister, so I push the dark memories aside. 
 
    We had the first dinner with the guys and quite a few showed up. Bishop and Psycho grilled while I had a chance to get to know the guys that my grandma seemed so fond of. Bear never left my side as I wandered around the back yard, amongst the men and the tables that they set up. They pulled them out of the shed in the back along with chairs and the grill. I never knew my grandma had all this stuff here. I guess she did what she had to in order to make sure I could continue to visit with her and spend time away from my ‘family’. 
 
    The entire day was a success in my opinion. I made a few desserts that my grandma used to make for me, some pasta and potato salads, along with chips, dip, and beer for the guys. Since I’ve never had a drink in my life, I didn’t want to start that day. Not when I don’t know how I’ll be if I get drunk. There’s no point in making a fool out of myself when I’m trying to get to know the men my grandma surrounded herself with. Renegade and Psycho kept telling me that I was family and it feels nice to hear that from someone that means it in a way that they’ll take care of me. 
 
    It’s been a few days since that happened. I’m sitting on my porch, drinking some hot cocoa on this chilly morning and eating my bagel. The same thing that I’ve been doing since I moved here. One of the club’s prospects are sitting at the end of the porch. They don’t have to hide now that Renegade finally told me that he’s had guys on the place since before I moved in here. No matter what happened, they were going to make sure that I had a home to come to when I arrived in town. No one was going to take that away from me. At least not on their watch. 
 
    Looking at my phone, I realize that it’s about time to get ready to go to work. By the second day, the entire office was organized and cleaned up. The guys still have their half-naked women on the walls and Harley Davidson memorabilia placed over the office, but there’s a few women’s touches so that the female clients feel a little more comfortable if they have to wait inside for their car to be worked on. Bear didn’t complain about a single thing I did. He’s been great about anything I suggest. Including new programs for keeping everything straight. When I got home from work the first few days, I was researching programs to make everything easier. Especially for billing and keeping track of customers. There are a few things that can be used to create lists of return customers and the work they’ve had done on their vehicles. And, it can still be printed out so that there’s a hard file. Don’t want to lose anything if the system crashes or anything else happens. 
 
    While I’m gone, the prospect from the club will stay here for some reason. I’m not sure if I’m in any danger, but I don’t have the guts to ask either. So, I go about my day like no one else is here. But I do make sure that he’s got food and drinks while I’m gone. If he’s going to be watching over my house, then the least I could do is feed him and make sure that he doesn’t die of dehydration. So, I quickly get ready for work and wave to the prospect before leaving the house for the day. 
 
    Bear gave me a key, so I don’t have to wait outside for anyone to get there. Personally, I just think he wants coffee made by the time he gets here, but I don’t mind. I love making everything easier in the shop for the guys. Especially Bear. He gave me a chance when I didn’t think anyone else would after the disaster at the diner. But I feel like I’m excelling here in the shop. I’ve even looked at some classes for office management at the nearby college. There’s no way I can thank Bear for what he’s done for me. 
 
    Not to mention that I still get that weird feeling whenever I’m around him. Who the hell am I kidding? It’s whenever I think about the man. And he’s invaded my thoughts since I met him. Since I’ve never had this feeling before, I’m not sure what it means. Without having any female friends, I don’t have anyone to ask either. So, I just go with the flow and enjoy whatever time I get to spend with him. Which is always lunch. No matter what’s going on in the shop, he always comes in and has lunch with me. He also always has Carson go pick our lunch up from the diner. We’ve had so much amazing food from there. My favorite things are the fries and milkshakes though. So, I have more of those than I probably should. 
 
    I turn the lights on in the office before making the coffee. As soon as that’s all going, I turn on the lights in the shop. Bear made me promise to never unlock the bay doors if it’s just me here, and I won’t do that. There’s a reason for the things he does and the way he acts, so I just follow along right now. It’s his garage after all. Just as I go to sit down at the desk, I realize that I left the notebook I’ve used to write down all the information about the different programs in the car. 
 
    Just as I get to the door and open it, I’m thrown. My mind is swirling and there’s a ringing in my ears as I try to figure out what’s going on. Before I can even begin to contemplate what’s happening around me, the blackness pulls me under and swallows me whole. I don’t feel any pain or hear any of the destruction happening behind me and further back in the yard. 
 
    Bear 
 
    I’m about halfway between my house and the garage when I hear an explosion. Before my very eyes I watch as flames engulf the garage and the back and side of the building tumble to the ground. Just as I go to take off behind me, I hear another explosion. Turning my head, I watch as my house bursts into flames. My thoughts go to the garage though and the fact that I can guarantee that Callie is already there. Fuck! I take off at a run and make my way toward the building. 
 
    As I round the bend in my yard, I can see that her car is parked where it is every single day. The thought that I just lost the girl that means more to me than I ever truly realized hits me hard. I almost falter and hit the ground until I see a prone form laying on the ground a few feet from the black Charger. My speed picks up and I run faster than I’ve ever run in my entire life. I slide to the ground as I get to her, trying to move the debris that’s on fire away from her. She’s laying on her stomach and not moving at all. As much as I want to move her and make sure that she’s okay, I know that’s the last thing I can do. If she’s hurt her neck or anything else, I’ll just make it worse. I’m not taking that chance with her. 
 
    There’s a pain in my chest as I begin to hear commotion around me. Bishop almost jumps off his bike as he pulls in and sees me kneeling on the ground next to Callie. I’ve already got my phone out and am talking with a nine-one-one operator so that I can get an ambulance here immediately. Once I’m done giving all the information, I hang the phone up and turn my attention back to Callie. 
 
    “Boss, what the fuck happened?” Bishop asks, kneeling down on the opposite side of Callie. 
 
    “I was on my way here this mornin’ when I saw the garage explode. Within seconds, the house exploded. What the fuck is goin’ on?” I yell out, never once taking my eyes off the woman lying on the ground between us. 
 
    Bishop pulls his phone out and I have a feeling he’s calling the clubhouse. Or one of the guys. I couldn’t give two flying fucks as I hear the beginning of sirens wailing in the distance. I lean down and begin to whisper in Callie’s ear once again. I’ve got no clue whether she can hear me or not, but I have to do something. This is the first time in my life that I’ve felt so helpless and I don’t like it at all. 
 
    Before I know it, EMTs are pushing their way in to Callie’s side and forcing me to take a few steps back so they can work on her. Her life is the only reason I leave her side. Nothing will get in the way of them making sure that she’s okay and will make it through this. Something that I put her in the middle of since it’s my garage and house that just blew the fuck up. I’m ready to go fuck someone up and that beating will only get worse depending on what the doctors say about the woman in front of me. 
 
    Just as the ambulance is getting ready to leave, I hear the familiar rumble of pipes flying toward the scene. Cops have already set up a perimeter and I know that I’m not getting away without talking to them and that the guys aren’t getting anywhere close to me right now. They’ll be kept behind the line and away from contaminating the scene any further than what’s already happening. 
 
    “Go let the guys know that Callie’s on her way to the hospital. I want someone there with her. Please Bishop, make sure someone is there with her,” I say, pleading with the man in front of me. I’ve never pleaded for anything in my life, but Callie needs someone with her. I’ll be there as soon as I can, but right now, I’m going to be held back. 
 
    “Got it boss. I’ll make sure she’s safe,” he responds, taking off toward the guys as they stand and argue with the cops about being let in. 
 
    I watch helplessly as the cops move people out of the way even further so that the ambulance can leave what once used to be the garage. That vehicle has someone important to me in it and my only thought is that nothing happens to it on the way to the hospital. I don’t even know what one they’ll be taking her too. Fuck! Before I can think too much on that, I hear the rumble of pipes roar to life as some of the guys follow the ambulance. Within seconds, I watch as Chief Hammond walks up to me. He’s the chief of police here and has been a friend to the club and me since we were in school. 
 
    “Bear I need to know any information you can give me,” he says, looking at the devastation written plainly on my face. “I’ll let you know anything I hear about the woman that was just taken away.” 
 
    “I don’t know what I can tell you. I was on my way to work and the next thing I know the garage is blowin’ up seconds before the house did,” I tell him, looking around at all the activity. There’re firemen at the garage and at the house trying to put the fires out. “I haven’t pissed anyone off or had any complaints that aren’t out of the norm.” 
 
    “What about the woman that works for you?” he asks, trying to see if I’m lying to him or not. 
 
    “She’s been here for a few weeks. I gave her a key so that she wouldn’t have to wait for one of us to get here and open the doors for her. I’m not sure what time she got here today, but I can tell you that she hasn’t pissed anyone the fuck off for them to do this. Callie is Silvia’s granddaughter,” I tell him, watching as his face pales at the new piece of information I just dropped on him. 
 
    “Are you fucking shitting me? I heard she was in town, but I haven’t seen her yet. Now she’s involved in whatever is going on here? Silvia would have all our fucking asses if she were still here,” Chief Hammond says, shaking his head and looking at the ground. 
 
    “You ain’t tellin’ me nothin’ I don’t already know. How long are you gonna need me here?” I ask, wanting to get to the hospital so that I can see Callie as soon as possible. 
 
    “You can go. We’ll get this shit sorted and I’ll be in touch. I’ll be around to see Callie as soon as I hear that she’s out of the woods and they know what’s gonna happen with her,” he answers, walking over toward his men and the fire chief so that he can get more information from them. 
 
    I’m not lying to anyone about what I know about today’s events. Last night, I went home, and everything was fine. There wasn’t a single thing out of place. Hell, there wasn’t anything wrong with my house when I left for the tow that got called in around three this morning. That must be when whoever decided to fuck with me set everything up. I don’t know who did this, but when I find out, they’re going to pay with their fucking lives for putting Callie at risk. Maybe I need to rethink my decision about being in the club. They’ll always have my back, I know this, but maybe with being in the club, I’ll get a better idea of why this happened. 
 
    There’s no way that I’m placing blame on my friends, and whatever they have going on. The fucker that blew my life up is the only one I’m blaming. Hell, I blame myself for being so close to the club and not realizing sooner that there was a chance that someone could come after me. Now, they’ve not only put my life in danger, but they’ve endangered Callie who is innocent in all of this. I want revenge and the best way to do that is to become a part of the club. I’ll have to talk to the guys when everything calms down. The first thing that I need to do is go see about Callie. 
 
    So, I make my way over to my bike that I left in the very front corner of the parking lot for the garage. Hammond motions to one of his guys to make sure that I can get out as I kick the bike to life and make my way out of the parking lot. I can see Psycho and Smokey waiting for me to stop and talk to them, but they can wait. Getting to the hospital is my only priority at the moment. Roaring past all of the bystanders that only want to be nosy, I ignore everyone and tear off down the road. I don’t give a fuck that the place is swarming with cops and other emergency workers. They can give me a fucking ticket when I get to the hospital and know that Callie is okay. 
 
    By the time I fly into the parking lot, I see that my best friends have followed me. I didn’t even notice them as I made my way through town and toward the hospital. Parking my bike, I ignore them calling my name as I run toward the main entrance where I’ll find the rest of the guys that followed the ambulance. Hopefully they can give me an update, or I’ll lie like fuck in order to get to Callie and find out what’s going on with her. 
 
    “Bear! We’re over here,” Renegade calls out, capturing my attention as I watch a doctor make his way into the waiting room. 
 
    “Family for Callie Patton,” he calls out and I change directions and head straight for him. 
 
    “I’m her man. Where is she? How long before I can see her?” I ask, firing the questions at him without taking a breath as I resist the urge to put my hands on him, so he’ll tell me what I want to know right now. 
 
    “She’s getting transported to a room now. We’re keeping her overnight for observation. She sustained a nasty bump on her head when she was thrown. There are several cuts and bruises along her body, but that seems to be the extent of the damage done to her. You can see her in a few minutes, as soon as she gets settled in. As long as nothing else presents overnight, we’ll get her out of here in the morning,” he answers, turning and walking away after telling me that a nurse will be out to get me in a few minutes. 
 
    As I turn around, I see Renegade, Grave, Psycho, and Smokey standing right behind me. There’s a collective look of relief on all their faces. Hell, I can feel the tightness in my chest ease a fraction as I let the reality sink in. Nothing will help until I can finally lay eyes on Callie and see for myself that she’s okay. That’s if she even wants me in her room. For all I know, she won’t want to see any of us again. That will crush me, but I’ll respect her decision. 
 
    “Need to talk before I go in to see her,” I tell the guys, leading them away from everything and everyone. 
 
    Once we get to the opposite side of the waiting room, we all take seats and make sure that no one can overhear our conversation. “What’s goin’ on, Bear?” Renegade asks me, leaning in to get close as I take a deep breath. 
 
    “I’m joinin’ you guys. I want revenge against whoever did this fuckin’ shit and the best way to do that is to join the MC,” I tell them, knowing that my decision is final. Even if they question my motives. 
 
    “Been tryin’ to get you to join for a long time, Bear. This can’t just be about gettin’ revenge, because once we decide you’re in, you’re in for good,” Grave says, trying to make me see reason. “And what about Callie?” 
 
    “Callie will be safe one way or another. If she can’t handle me bein’ in the club, I’ll do everythin’ in my power to make sure she’s protected, and I’ll walk away. She’s it for me, and I can’t fight it anymore. So, I’ll cross that bridge when we get there. I’ve been on the fence a long fuckin’ time about joinin’ or not. Yeah, I want revenge and I know you guys will help me with that. But we’ll be safer if I’m a part of you,” I answer, sitting up straight in my chair so that they know I’m deadly serious right now. 
 
    Renegade sits there and watches me for a few minutes. I know that he’s going through everything in his mind before he says a word. “You want in, you’re in. We’ll discuss your prospectin’ period when I call church later on today. I know you’re stayin’ here until Callie gets released. What happens when she goes home? You don’t have a home anymore, where are you gonna go?” he asks, bringing up several points in a few words. He’s always direct and to the point. 
 
    Before I can say anything else, I watch as a nurse makes her way to the desk in the waiting room. After a few words, the lady sitting behind it points in our direction. Standing up, I meet her and follow her up to the room they took Callie to. The rest of the guys follow us but stay behind when I walk into her room. Callie looks so small lying in the bed surrounded by machines that are beeping. She’s got an IV in her arm and I know that this is on me. She wouldn’t be hurt and, in this hospital, if it weren’t for me suggesting she work at the garage. I’ll never forget this moment. 
 
    “Hey,” she says, her voice sounding small and weak as I continue to stand there and stare at her. “Bear, come here.” 
 
    I force myself to walk over and take the seat next to her bed. She looks me over from head to toe as I make my way closer to her. Callie’s trying to figure out if I have any injuries. When her eyes finally meet mine, I silently shake my head to let her know that I’m okay. Her entire body seems to relax at the news as she reaches out and takes my hand in hers. 
 
    “Wasn’t your fault. I know you’re blaming yourself. Don’t,” she says, her voice sounding a little stronger as she admonishes me. “I don’t know what happened, or why, but this isn’t on you. I’m okay and I’ll be going home tomorrow. What about you? Where are you going to go?” 
 
    “I don’t know yet. I’ll figure somethin’ out. Right now, I’m just goin’ to be here to make sure that you’re okay. I’ll get you home tomorrow and then I’ll figure out what I’m doin’. Maybe I’ll stay at the clubhouse,” I answer her, enjoying the feeling of her warm and delicate hand in mine. 
 
    “What about staying at my house. I have a ton of bedrooms and then I won’t be alone. I could help you figure out what you’re gonna do now,” she responds, never once taking her eyes off of me. Callie might not be looking me in the eyes right now, but she’s looking at our clasped hands. A slight blush staining her cheeks with the offer. 
 
    “Are you sure?” I ask, stunned that she’d offer me a room at her grandma’s house. 
 
    Callie nods her head and finally looks me in the eyes. “It’s a big house. And I don’t want to be alone right now,” she says, fear in her eyes as she remembers this morning’s events. “You don’t have to stay with me. Don’t do it because you feel obligated. Just an idea.” 
 
    I watch as her eyes droop. I’m not sure if it’s from exhaustion or from whatever meds they gave her here. “I’ll stay with you. The guys are here,” I tell her, watching as she opens her eyes up and a smile small graces her lips. 
 
    “Let them in?” she asks, slipping her hand out of mine and trying to sit up a little straighter. 
 
    I nod my head and walk over to the door. The guys didn’t even leave where they stopped. Instead, I find them surrounding her door, taking up space in the hallway and getting dirty looks from staff and other patients. Motioning with my head, they all stand up straight and follow me into the room. Callie smiles as they walk closer to her, leaving the chair empty for me. 
 
    “Sweetheart, if you wanted to see us, you just had to call. Told you our numbers are in the kitchen,” Renegade says, not letting the fact that he was scared show while trying to break the tension. 
 
    “This is so much more dramatic though. I thought you’d appreciate the gesture,” she replies, causing all of us to laugh. The moments we get to see free and happy Callie shine through are amazing. I’m impressed with her ability to joke and laugh right now. Even if it’s just for show. 
 
    “Well, I do like dramatic acts to show appreciation. How about not in a hospital next time, yeah?” he asks, bending over to give her a hug. 
 
    I watch as he whispers something to her, and she turns her attention to me. There’s a look of shock and something else on her face, reaching her eyes, that I can’t make out. Renegade just looks at me as he pulls back and lets Grave step up next to her. 
 
    “Babe knew you’d be trouble the second I saw you on the side of the road,” he murmurs, wrapping his arms carefully around her and kissing her cheek. 
 
    Everything in me screams to rip her out of his arms, but I don’t want to hurt her more than she is already. The smug bastard stands up and smirks at me, knowing the thoughts that are running through my head while Callie looks back and forth between us. Yeah, not explaining that one to her. Not right now anyway. There’s too much happening right now for me to get it out and have it make sense. So, I keep my mouth shut and listen as the guys and Callie talk. They’re trying to make her laugh and smile, so she forgets about the bullshit that just happened. 
 
    “So, you know I’m gonna ask what happened? Right?” she asks suddenly, letting her gaze land on each of us before continuing. “I know here isn’t the place, but eventually I’m gonna wanna know what I’m a part of now.” 
 
    “Know that babe. And we’ll tell you as much as we can. I can already see the stubbornness that you get from your grandma. We’re just not gonna tell you all of it,” Renegade says, leaning against the wall and crossing his ankles. “Right now, the only thing I’m concerned about is how you are.” 
 
    “I’m okay. I was shocked and worried about Bear when I woke up here. But I think we know what Bear’s gonna do for now. We’ll figure the rest out later. I’m not leaving him alone to figure this out,” she says, completely flooring me that she’s going to stand by my side while I figure this shit out. 
 
    “What do you mean?” Psycho asks, standing against the window. 
 
    “I’m gonna stay with Callie for a while. I know I’ll have to be at the clubhouse a lot. But, right now I’ll have a place to crash and she won’t be alone. It works,” I answer, shrugging like it doesn’t mean anything to me. In reality, I’m worried that I’ll be able to keep my hands to myself. 
 
    The guys don’t say a single word. Instead they all turn their attention to me. I know they’re waiting for my reaction; they want more than what I’m giving them. Smokey and Psycho will be by later on to talk to me, I know that without a doubt. But they’ll wait until Callie gets home and then I’ll let them know where I’m at. For now, I’m going to focus on Callie and making sure she heals and doesn’t have to go through anything like this again. 
 
    For the rest of the day we spend it talking and laughing. Callie sleeps for a little bit while the guys and I talk. More members of the club come and go to make sure that she’s okay. Along with Sam, Bishop, and Carson. They were worried as hell about her once Bishop filled them in. I assured them she was fine, and they told me to let them know when I needed them. For now, we’re gonna have to stop tows and everything. I don’t have anywhere to take them and no way to fix them. This is not going to last for long though. I’ll find somewhere else to open a shop and then we’ll go from there. The sooner I can get it figured out, the better everyone will be. It’s going to be a busy few weeks. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Six 
 
    Bear 
 
    FOR THE LAST TWO WEEKS I’VE BEEN STAYING WITH CALLIE. She has been driving me absolutely crazy the entire time. I swear, she has no clue what I want to do to her. Every morning, she enters the kitchen and makes coffee and breakfast. The problem with that is that most of the time she’s wearing a tiny pair of shorts that barely cover her ass and a tank top with no bra on. It’s like she’s trying to push me to my limits. Especially if any of the guys stop by now that I’m officially prospecting for the Satan’s Anarchy MC. What really killed me was the first morning after Callie came home. She came prancing into the kitchen wearing nothing more than a pair of panties and tight tank top that left her midriff exposed. I about had a heart attack. 
 
    This morning, Renegade, Psycho, Smokey, and Grave are sitting here with me. We’ve been talking about the reason that the garage and house got blown to smithereens. They think that it’s got something to do with a rival club moving into the area. The new club is a young group of guys that think with their cocks and want to try to terrorize everyone into doing what they want. Renegade and the guys are spooked about it, but they don’t know how to go about getting rid of them right now. Especially since the gang never makes the same move twice and they don’t stay in the same place for very long. 
 
    Callie makes her appearance before we’re done talking. My attention goes to Grave and Smokey as they keep their eyes on Callie’s ass while she flows around the kitchen. I swear, they only come here so that they can eat the food she makes. Callie is a fucking amazing cook. I clear my throat as the two men snap their eyes to me and off of her. Grave flashes me his signature smirk and lets me know that he’s getting under my skin. They’re all waiting for me to make my move on the woman. I’ve been tempted and the thought has crossed my mind more times that I care to admit. 
 
    During the day, Callie spends her time cleaning, going through her grandma’s things, and searching online for properties that might suit my needs. She’s printed out several sites and showed them to me. The ones that I like, she’s put in a separate pile and called the realtor so we can go look at them. When we’re not talking about that, we’ve been spending time together. Sometimes we sit on the porch and talk about things. Other times we watch movies. I’ve learned that she didn’t get a chance to watch a lot of movies when she was growing up. In fact, the more that I learn about her, the more pissed off I am with the way her parents treated her. Callie was never allowed to be a normal teenager and has no clue about things that she should. 
 
    My favorite times with her are when we sit on the couch and get lost in a movie. Every day she becomes a little more comfortable around me and moves closer and closer to where I sit. The last time, she let me pick a horror movie and ended up practically in my lap when the scary parts came on. I wrapped my arms around her and did nothing but hold her. Through the entire movie, I smelled her intoxicating scent; a mixture of citrus and something that’s uniquely Callie. There’s not a single perfume in the world that smells anything like her, and I can’t get enough of it. 
 
    The reason that her taste in music is so vast and all over the map is because she was never allowed to listen to it. If any music played in her house at all it was classical or jazz. At twenty-three years old, Callie is just now finding out what she likes. The ones that top her list are Staind, Brantley Gilbert, and Chris Stapleton. I’m sure she’ll hear much more than that if she ever steps foot in the clubhouse. You never know what’s going to be blaring through the speakers there. 
 
    “Callie, how are you this mornin’?” Grave asks, getting her to turn around as she makes omelets for the guys and me. 
 
    “I’m good. I can finally move without any aches and pains,” she answers, flashing us a smile before turning back around to cook. 
 
    “That’s real good news babe,” he answers, not once taking his eyes off her ass. “What are your plans today?” 
 
    “Well, we have to go look at a few properties and then I’m going to come back here and work in the yard,” she says, plating up the last of the meal before bringing plates over to us. 
 
    We all share a glance as she places a plate in front of each of us, grabs silverware, condiments, and drinks for us all. There isn’t a plate for her, and she won’t sit at the table with us. Instead, she takes her bagel and coffee out to the front porch and sits outside to eat her breakfast. It’s not much of a breakfast if you ask me, but she argues the point every single time I bring it up. So, I gave up because I know it’s a losing battle. 
 
    “She still makin’ sure that we all have what we need before she’ll eat or drink?” Renegade asks, amazement and wonder filling his face. “How the fuck are we gonna get her to break that shit?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I’ve been tryin’ to make sure that I don’t ask her to do anythin’ and I’ve been makin’ some of the meals to show her that it’s not all on her to do this shit,” I tell them, leaning back in my chair so I can see her out on the porch. “I hate this shit for her.” 
 
    “We’ll figure it out,” Grave says, standing up and taking his dishes to the sink. I watch as he rinses them off and fills the dishwasher before walking back over to us. “What time are you guys leavin’?” 
 
    “Soon. I think we gotta be at the first spot in an hour or so. And, I need to go make sure that Callie’s car is getting fixed. The dealership had a few more things to do the last time she called. I’m goin’ there to make sure they aren’t fuckin’ her over like I think they are,” I tell them, knowing that Callie’s car should have already been done. 
 
    “Take her on the bike yet?” Psycho asks, pushing his plates aside as we hear Callie starting to sing out on the porch. 
 
    “Not yet. Been waitin’ for her to feel good enough to ride. I didn’t want to add to the bruises and pain she’s been feelin’ since the explosion,” I tell him, sitting up in my chair in case Callie comes inside. “Plannin’ on takin’ her today. We’ve got multiple properties to look at and I thought we’d take the bike before headin’ back here.” 
 
    “You need anythin’ else? More clothes or anythin’?” Grave asks, getting up so that they can head out. 
 
    “No, I’m good. You know I don’t need much,” I say, grabbing the rest of the plates off the table and walking them over to the sink. 
 
    Callie comes back in as I’m rinsing them off and stacking them in the dishwasher. She says good bye to the guys after giving me a weird look while I continue to load the dirty dishes. Turning away from me she walks out of the room so she can go upstairs and get ready for the day ahead. Grave is still trying to get to me by watching her ass as she walks up the stairs. At one point, I think he actually bends over trying to see her ass cheeks under her shorts. That fucker is gonna get it one of these days. I’m gonna take pleasure in landing a hit or two for the shit he’s trying to pull with Callie. 
 
    “We’ll see you guys later. Stop by the clubhouse and let us know what you find out today. You got the money for a new shop to be built and the land?” Renegade asks, as I walk them to the door. 
 
    “Yeah. It was pretty much an open and shut case with the insurance company. Put the check in the bank two days ago. Now, it’s just a matter of findin’ somethin’ I can use for the shop and a tow yard. Figure I might be able to expand into repossessions or somethin’,” I answer him, watching as they walk out to their bikes parked next to mine in the driveway. 
 
    “Let us know what we can do to help. You know we’re the ones buildin’ this shit for you, right?” Psycho asks, straddling his bike before starting it up. 
 
    I nod in response as the bikes roar to life. The sound is thunderous, and I love to hear it. I’m sure that Callie can hear it even under the shower. The other morning Callie and I were sitting on the porch, just enjoying the silence and companionship. I caught her looking at my bike. She’d turn away and look elsewhere in the yard, but her gaze would always return to the bike. There was a look of wonder and awe that covered her face as she looked at it. I know she wants to go for a ride but doesn’t know how to ask me for one. The same way that I don’t know how to talk to her. This is the first time this shit has happened to me. Usually I don’t give a shit if I’m making an ass of myself or not. With Callie, I want to be the man that she needs and wants in her life. 
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    Callie loves being on the bike. She climbed on behind me and wrapped her tiny body around me. I had to take a minute to calm myself down before we left for the day. It’s honestly like she’s been riding bitch her entire life when she’s never been on the back of a bike at all. When we got to the first place, she climbed off and nothing could wipe the smile off her face. It was the greatest thing I’ve ever witnessed as she pulled the helmet off and shook out her long hair. It’s one more thing that I’ve added to the list of things to memorize about her. 
 
    We’re on our third property of the day. They all seem to be lacking something and I can’t quite put my finger on it. The first one was too close to houses and Callie said no as soon as we pulled up. Then we got to the second one and it was too small. I had more land at the original site than here. Now we’re at the third one and I just don’t like it. There’s no way that I’m going to build here. I can see by the look on Callie’s face that something is off to her too. 
 
    “No, none of these work,” she says suddenly, turning to look at the realtor that I’ve already fantasized about killing numerous times for the way he’s looking at Callie. 
 
    “What’s wrong with it?” he asks, turning around and looking at the wide-open space. 
 
    “Just don’t like it,” she answers, shrugging her shoulders and walking back over to my bike. 
 
    I follow her over there as the realtor stands there dumbfounded for a minute. “Come on asshat. We got one more property to look at,” I say when he still doesn’t make a move to walk toward his car. 
 
    “That wasn’t very nice,” Callie says, laughter bubbling out of her as she pulls the helmet back on while waiting for me to climb on the bike in front of her. 
 
    “He wasn’t movin’ and I’m ready for this to be over with,” I tell her, grabbing on to her thighs and pulling her forward so she’s plastered against my back once again. 
 
    Callie gasps as I leave one hand on her thigh for a minute. Her tits are pressed against my back and her legs are molded around me. I can almost feel the heat rolling off her pussy and I want in there more than anything. But I know that she’s a virgin and we need to take this slow. Don’t ask me what made me pull her into me or let my hand linger on her for any amount of time because I couldn’t tell you. I just know that I’ve been trying so hard to stay away from her and that’s about to end. There’s no way I can stay away from her. 
 
    We make the trip to the last property and I feel Callie suck in a breath as she gets the first glimpse of it. There’s a building that’s already been started along with a huge parking area that’s been paved. Off to the side of the building there’s a wide-open field. And, there’s nothing around the area at all. We’re just on the outskirts of town, heading toward the clubhouse. This looks like it might actually be the perfect spot for me to rebuild. 
 
    As soon as I’m stopped, Callie jumps off the bike and takes everything in. I watch as she spins around in a circle to take it all in before turning to me with a smile. Nodding my head, I let her know that I agree with her in thinking that this is the perfect spot to build. The realtor walks up to her and the feeling of destroying this man comes back full force. I’m the one that’s buying the fucking land; not Callie. There’s no need for him to talk to her anymore. Just as I go to say something to him, Callie runs over to me and wraps her arms around me. I’m not sure what the hell is going on, but I’ll take it. 
 
    “I really like this one. If you keep me working for you, I can take my break under those trees. If you put a picnic table there,” she says, letting the excitement pour from her. 
 
    “I like this place. We’re not far from the clubhouse here too,” I tell her, looking down at her while she wraps around me once again. 
 
    The realtor stares at Callie like she’s lost her damn mind. I saw the look covering his face as soon as he saw my Prospect cut. Callie has done nothing but ignore him since meeting him this morning. I stare over her head and let him know that she’s mine and he can back the fuck off. A smirk covers my face when he frowns in response and shakes his head in disgust. That’s right fucker! You lost and never had a fucking chance at this amazing as hell woman. 
 
    “What now?” I ask, wrapping my arm around Callie’s shoulders. “This is the one we want. I want it as soon as possible. Make it happen.” 
 
    “Well, you don’t know the cost or anything else,” he says, making it sound like I don’t have a pot to piss in, much less buy this property. 
 
    “Didn’t ask any of that did I? I want this closed on by the end of the fuckin’ week. It’s already Wednesday. Make it happen or I go to your boss,” I tell him, letting him know that I have no problem going over his fucking head to get what I want. 
 
    “It might take more than two days to close on this,” he tries to say, squaring his shoulders and acting tough as Callie turns around. 
 
    “That’s a damn lie and you know it,” she says, shocking the shit out of me. “This property is up for sale before it goes to auction. The previous owners filed for bankruptcy and the bank wants to sell it before then. Bear’s offering to pay the money for it and wants it closed on. Do I need to call the bank right now?” 
 
    I laugh my ass off as the realtor drops his jaw in shock. Guess he thought my girl was nothing more than arm candy. I hate even thinking that shit knowing how she was raised. The entire truth hasn’t come out just yet, but I can see it happening soon. Before I know it, the asshole is murmuring that he’ll make it happen and give me an update later on today or tomorrow morning before running to his car and leaving us alone. Now that he’s gone, I keep my arm around Callie and walk toward the building to see what we’re working with. 
 
    The building looks like it was going to be a workshop of some sort. There’re five bay doors that were never finished. And the building is long enough for all the guys to work in here comfortably. Along with having more than enough space to pull in larger vehicles and close the doors behind them when it’s storming out or chilly. As we walk in the building farther, I see that the office is larger than the old one and Callie is already picturing where she can put everything in here. The look is really nice to see on her face and another thing I want to make happen every single day. 
 
    “I think this place has a lot of potential,” I say, walking up behind Callie and looking out the holes in the building for windows. 
 
    “I agree. It’s going to be great building here,” she answers distractedly. I’m not sure what’s on her mind right now, but there’s a slight change to her demeanor. 
 
    “Let’s get out of here. We’ll stop by the clubhouse before headin’ home,” I tell her, wanting to figure out how I can put that smile back on her face. 
 
    I lead Callie back out to the bike and watch as she quickly braids her hair before sliding the helmet on over her head. I straddle my girl and then wait for her to climb on behind me. She slides on behind me and I can feel her sliding to get closer. Unlike the other times, Callie slides as close as she can get, wraps her hands around me, and then she lays her head against my back. While she has always done this, there’s a different vibe this time. She seems to want to ride but whatever is going on in her head is making her pull away from me. This isn’t good at all. I’m going to have to figure out where she went that has her pulling away. 
 
    By the time we get to the clubhouse, Callie still hasn’t gotten out of her own head. She slides off the bike before I back it into my spot in line. While I’m shutting it down and kicking down the kick stand, she takes her helmet off and undoes the braid in her hair. I wait until she hands it over to me so I can place it on the seat before leading her into the clubhouse. There’s a new and nervous energy surrounding her as she tries to take in every single detail about the clubhouse. The place isn’t even exciting her anymore like I know it would’ve at any other time. Maybe I should’ve asked her if she wanted to go home instead of bringing her here. 
 
    Callie 
 
    The last few weeks have been different for me. There’s only one man that I’ve ever lived with and that was my dad. Bear living here with me for right now is different in a good way. We’ve had time to ourselves where we talk and get to know one another a little better. Every new detail that I learn about the man only makes me want to be with him more and more. I don’t know how to talk to him about this though. I’m pretty sure that there’s something there on his behalf too. At least from all the glances and growls that I’ve heard when the guys are around. 
 
    When I walked into the room the morning after I got out of the hospital, I heard Bear groan and looked at him to see what was wrong with him. There was a look in his eyes that made me shiver and break out in goose bumps as he devoured me with his eyes. As I looked down at myself, I realized that I was only wearing a pair of panties and a tank top. Oops! I’ve been so used to being alone in the house that I wasn’t thinking about changing when I made my way to the kitchen for my much-needed caffeine. Now I try to at least wear a pair of shorts when I leave my room, but he still growls at anyone that looks at me. 
 
    When we met with the realtor, I could feel the tension rolling off of him. It was like he instantly hated the man on site. While I’ll agree that I didn’t like the way he only talked to me and ignored Bear and that he gave me a weird feeling, I don’t think that Bear needed to be as rude to him as he was. But that’s what I get when dealing with the man. It’s like he wants to protect me and keep me rolled in a ball of bubble wrap so that no one hurts me again. I’m not made of china and I won’t break. Yeah, I got hurt when the garage blew up, but at least I wasn’t inside and I’m still breathing. And I know that everyone got scared because I’ve seen more of the guys in Satan’s Anarchy then I ever thought I would. 
 
    As we pulled up to the last property to look at, my breath caught in my chest before I gasped. I know that Bear heard me as I all but jumped off his bike so that I could get a better look at the property. The land surrounding the building is huge and there’s so much that can be done here. All of the things that Bear has told me he wants to do will work here. Looking back at him, I watch him nod his head and know that he wants this place too. 
 
    Once we get the realtor to leave and begin to look around the building that’s already been started, I can see Bear’s eyes get wide with all the potential that already stands before us. I don’t let my emotions get the best of me until we’re standing in the office though. As I look out where the window will be put in, I can’t help but think that Bear will get everything that he wants. An even better garage where he can expand his business and a place in the club with his friends. His life will be full and there won’t be any room there for me. If I’ve learned anything the past few weeks, it’s that I want to be a part of his life. No matter how bad I want to be more than friends with him, I know that I’ll take whatever I can get. 
 
    Now, we’re at the clubhouse and I’m trying to take everything in without showing the emotion flowing through me. In all reality, I just want to go home and get away from everyone. It’s like I’m on an emotion overload and I don’t know how to process everything that I feel. When I’m alone at night it seems to be the worst because I know Bear is in the house and I want to go to him. Unfortunately, there are two problems with that. The first is that I don’t think he wants me to go to him. Secondly, I wouldn’t know what to do if I did go to him. 
 
    “There she is!” Grave hollers over as we walk through the door of the clubhouse. 
 
    See, I’ve been so lost in my own head that I didn’t even realize that Bear was leading me inside with his hand on the small of my back. Looking at everyone sitting around the bar looking room, I see the guys that I’ve met, a few new faces, and women in various stages of undress. My eyes about bulge out of my head as I take in the scene of these women walking or strutting around without a care in the world. I’ve never seen anything like it in my life. I’m definitely not judging them; what they choose to do with their lives is their own business. I just don’t understand why they’d flash their bodies to anyone walking in the clubhouse. 
 
    “It’s okay, sweetheart,” Renegade says, walking up to us from where he was sitting with Grave and a few other men I haven’t met yet. “It’s not usually like this in here, but you’re here late enough that the guys are ready to blow off some steam.” 
 
    “Does every woman walking around here need to be half naked to do so?” I ask, not sure if that’s what I’m supposed to be doing right now. 
 
    “Fuck no!” Bear explodes, his face turning red and I don’t understand what I did to make him so angry at me. 
 
    Before anyone else can say a word, I watch as a girl walks up behind Bear and wraps her arms around his shoulders. My heart shatters into a million pieces as I realize that this must be why Bear hasn’t tried to do anything with me. But, if he’s been with me every single day for weeks, why hasn’t he moved in with his girlfriend? Why haven’t I ever seen her around him? So, I stay where I am and watch the situation unfold before my eyes. 
 
    “Where have you been baby?” she asks, her voice sounding sexy and sultry in a way I’ve never heard before. 
 
    “Who you callin’ baby? Rusty, we aren’t anythin’ and I told you I’d never be with you. There’s more than one brother here for you to go have fun with so run along,” Bear says, pulling her hands off of him as he steps closer to me and farther away from the red head that’s trying to capture his attention. 
 
    My body goes stiff as I wait for the abuse to start. Renegade turns his attention toward me, and I can feel other eyes on me as well. The longer I stand here, the more confused I become that nothing is happening to this woman. Instead, Bear walks over to the bar and grabs a beer from the man standing behind it and acts like nothing has happened. Renegade leads me over to the table after hollering for someone to bring him a beer and me a soda or water. At this point, I really don’t care what I have to drink though. 
 
    “So, did you guys find somethin’ today?” a man I don’t know asks Bear as he walks over to us. 
 
    “We did,” he answers shortly as he takes a seat while I remain standing. “Guys, this is Callie. Callie this is Ryder, Doc, and Hawk.” 
 
    I nod my head to the men in front of me. What the hell is it with these guys and being hot as sin? I swear it must be some sort of requirement to join the club or something. The one that Bear motioned to when he said Hawk hasn’t taken his eyes off of me since I walked through the door. Even if my back was to him, I could feel eyes on me and I’m positive it was him. So, I shift awkwardly from one foot to the other as I stand behind Bear’s chair. There’s not another female in here that is giving me the impression that I can begin a conversation with them as I look around again. 
 
    When my eyes land on the couch I see a woman’s head bobbing up and down while the man next to her has his head thrown back and his arms stretched across the back of the couch. At the same time, another man sits down behind her and I watch as his hand disappears under the short as hell skirt that she’s wearing. Turning my head, I see Grave watching me now too. He’s trying to see if I’m going to go running from the building right now at the things that I’m seeing around me. He’s got another thing coming. I may not have ever seen anyone act like this in public, but it’s not going to send me running for the hills either. 
 
    Turning my attention back to the rest of the room. I pay attention to the details. There’s a bar that takes up most of the space along the wall to my right. An enormous flag that has the same picture that’s on the back of Grave’s cut hangs on the wall in the middle of two sets of shelves containing alcohol. There’re a few other pictures hanging back there but I can’t tell what they’re of right now. Behind the bar I can see a hallway with a few doors. Around me there’s a bunch of tables that are sporadically placed around the huge room. On the left side of the room sit a few couches that look worn from use, three different TVs that are big enough to rival a screen in a movie theatre, and a few chairs. Behind all of that, going toward another hallway, I notice a few pool tables. There’s space between them so that the guys playing at each table don’t get in one another’s way. The walls of this room are painted in a dark grey and I try to make out what the pictures are that line the walls where the TVs aren’t located. 
 
    Before I can look around anymore, I watch as another man comes out of the hallway by the pool tables and looks around. He sees a girl standing by the bar and immediately heads over to her. They capture my attention and I watch to see what’s going to happen. Especially when I see the scowl on the guy’s face. 
 
    “Nails, I thought I told you I wanted the kitchen clean?” he asks, stopping before he’s directly in her face. 
 
    “I was on my way there now Chains,” she answers, not looking worried in the least about him hurting her. In the meantime, I can feel my entire body go rigid and I begin to shake on behalf of her. 
 
    “Well, I told you a few hours ago to get it done. No more cock for you until it’s sparklin’,” he says, turning to lean against the bar as he watches her run toward the direction he just came from. “You all heard that. No more cock for her until she can learn how to listen and not take her sweet ass time gettin’ shit done.” 
 
    As soon as he’s done talking, Chains turns and grabs the shot and beer that were placed on the bar top behind him. He chugs both before turning his attention in our direction. When he notices my reaction to the scene before me, I swear I could hear him use a few choice swear words and turns his back to me. His reaction causes the men sitting before me to turn and see what had him reacting like that. I feel someone’s hand reach out for my leg and I shrink in on myself. I’m so lost in the memories of how I was treated when I messed up, even a simple infraction such as not wiping down my spot at the table after I was done with a meal, that I lose focus of the room and men surrounding me. 
 
    I can hear someone trying to get my attention, but I can’t snap out of my memories as they continue to flash on a loop in my mind. At some point, I suddenly feel as if I’m floating away. Whatever is going on around me has vanished and the only thing I can hear are my mother’s screams and insults as I continue to mess up my life in her eyes. I know that I can’t take it anymore and a blackness surrounds me, pulling me under and wrapping me in a blanket of comfort as the memories begin to vanish replaced with nothingness. 
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    “Callie, baby, are you okay?” I hear as my eyes begin to flutter open. 
 
    I look around and don’t recognize where I’m at. Before I can begin to lose control, I turn and see Bear, Renegade, Grave, Psycho, Smokey, and the guy introduced as Doc earlier. They’re all looking at me with concern and fear lacing their eyes. What the hell is going on? I ask myself as I try to remember what happened. All of a sudden, I remember the man telling the girl that she was supposed to be cleaning the kitchen. The overwhelming fear that enveloped me and surrounded me like a black cloud pushed the memories I’ve been trying to forget to push to the forefront of my mind and completely take over. 
 
    “I-I t-t-think s-s-so,” I murmur, trying to sit up until Bear places a hand on my arm and shakes his head no. 
 
    “I don’t think you’re ready to be up and movin’ around just yet. What happened Callie?” he asks, sitting down on the bed next to me as I inch closer to soak up the heat coming off of him. “It was like you just shut down and started crying and turnin’ in on yourself. Not a single one of us could get a reaction out of you. Fuck, you’ve been in here for almost an hour now.” 
 
    Color stains my face as I realize that all of these men witnessed my breakdown. I’ve never had my memories affect me the way that they did today. Now I have witnesses that know just how humiliating I was treated growing up and that I apparently have a horrid fear for women around me being treated the same way. That’s the only plausible explanation I have for the reaction that I just had. 
 
    “Come on sweetheart, let us hold this burden for you,” Renegade says, sitting down on the opposite side of me eliciting another growl from Bear. “‘til you claim her, I don’t wanna hear it.” 
 
    I take a deep breath and realize that I’m not going to get out of telling these guys what’s going on with me. “Please, don’t let this leave this room. I’m already not happy that I have to tell you guys what’s going on,” I begin, pausing until the men surrounding me all nod their heads in agreement. “Growing up, I didn’t have a normal childhood. My sister Anna and I were raised to be trophy wives to some stuffy business type. We didn’t attend public, or private, school but were home schooled by my mom. She made us do just enough work so that the state wouldn’t come after them. I wasn’t allowed to have friends growing up either. The only time we saw anyone outside of the house was if we had a function to attend. My parents had to present a happy family for their ‘friends’. I’ve never had a boyfriend or anything that goes along with dating.” 
 
    I pause my story, even though I’m giving them the abbreviated version of my life and see them standing there looking at me. Smokey and Psycho have stunned looks on their faces while the rest of the guys have schooled their features so I have no clue what their reactions are. “Anyway, we had to be dressed to perfection with our hair done and light make-up applied before we left our rooms every single morning. Our beds had to be made, and nothing could be out of place in our rooms. I had a problem with looking the way my mom wanted me to. So, she would yell at me, hit me if my dad wasn’t around, and would call me all sorts of names. When my sister got old enough, she joined in on the fun and humiliated me every single second she could. Especially if we were out in public. The only reprieve I ever got was when I came to see my grandma. I guess when I saw that the girl hadn’t cleaned the kitchen like she was told that I kind of got lost in the memories of those times when I didn’t do something right.” 
 
    I can’t say another word right now. I’m so exhausted just from the little bit that I’ve already shared. My eyes start closing as I hear movement around me and the room goes even more silent than it was before. As the bed begins to move for a second time, my eyes fly open and I see Bear standing up. There’s a look of pure rage on his face, I know that look well. But I’m not scared of him or what he’s going to do to me. 
 
     “Please, don’t go,” I say, reaching out to grab his hand as I sit up in the bed. 
 
    “Baby, what do you need?” he asks, stopping from moving away from me. 
 
    “Just lay with me until I fall asleep. Or you can take me home and come back,” I say, knowing that he’s not going to want to be with someone so messed up in the head now that he knows most of my story. 
 
    “Can I ask you a question?” he asks as he climbs back in the bed and wraps his body around me. I’m instantly surrounded in his heat, comfort, and a feeling of pure safety. 
 
    “Yeah,” I answer, rolling over so I can see him better. 
 
    “Is that why you don’t sit down or eat before anyone around you? Especially a man. Or why you always try to make sure that I don’t have to get up for anythin’ I might need at a meal?” he asks, lacking any judgement or anger at me. 
 
    “I guess. It was constantly drilled into us that we couldn’t eat, drink, or anything else before my dad; him and any other male in the house were always the priority. He was always the man in charge of everything that happened within the family. Even when my dad wasn’t around, there was still a right and wrong way to do things. I couldn’t ever do anything before my mom or sister. If something was needed, I had to get up and get it. Or stop doing what I was doing so that I could do something for them. In the grand scheme of things, I was always put last and never thought of. That way we would act right when we got married. Or started courting,” I tell him, watching as he laces our fingers together while wrapping his other arm around me tighter. “One example is when we went out to dinner one night, there wasn’t enough seats for my family and some of my parents’ friends. I had to stand at the table, behind my dad and they refused to let the waiters bring over another chair for me. I was allowed to eat as I stood behind him. But, I couldn’t have anything to drink because there was nowhere to set it down.” 
 
    “That why you looked at me weird when I was cleanin’ up the kitchen again today?” he asks, knowing the answer before I nod my head in agreement. “Baby, you gotta stop doin’ that. You’re not my slave or my maid. You’re not that for any motherfucker out there.” 
 
    “Can I ask you a question now?” I ask, suddenly wanting to know the answer to two very important questions. 
 
    “You can ask me anythin’ anytime you want,” he says, pulling me closer to him and beginning to run his fingers through my hair. 
 
    “The first thing I want to know is what Renegade meant before I shared my story about claiming me,” I say, my nerves getting the better of me as I almost change my thought at the last second. 
 
    “Well, in the club, women that aren’t here to please the brothers are considered ol’ ladies. They’re the same as wives in civilian life,” he says, pausing to try to figure out what he wants to say. “The best way I can put it, is that I claim you as my property but you still have all the freedom you want. Other than you can’t know club business or disrespect me or the club. It’s for life and not somethin’ to be taken lightly. It means that anyone in the club would lay their lives down for you and you’d always have more family than you could want.” 
 
    I lay there and consider the words that Bear just said. On one hand, my mind instantly goes to the way that I was being raised. But then I let the word ‘freedom’ stick in my mind. He said that while I’d be his, I’d still have the freedom I crave. In all honesty, it doesn’t sound that bad. 
 
    “What’s your second question baby?” Bear asks, bringing me out of my mind. 
 
    “Oh, well, um would you ever consider going out on a date with me?” I ask, burying myself further into Bear as I let the question hang in the air between us. 
 
    For a minute Bear doesn’t say a single word to me. my breath catches in my chest and I can’t take a deep enough breath to get it back under control. Bear tips my head up so that I’m away from his chest and looking at him. Our faces are separated by mere inches and it wouldn’t take anything at all to lean up and kiss him. My heartrate speeds up along with my breathing as I anticipate him brushing his full lips against mine. 
 
    “Callie, it would be my honor to go out with you. But I have another question for you,” he counters, not moving his face away from me. “Are you prepared to be with me and only me for the rest of your life? Because I think that once I get you in my life like that I’m not gonna let you go.” 
 
    I nod my head, not entirely sure of what he’s asking of me right now. I’ve never felt whatever connection there seems to be between us and I don’t think it’s something I’ll ever find again with anyone else. So, while I am saying yes to him, I can’t help the niggle of doubt that begins to creep in. It’s not necessarily that I’ll be the one to stray from him, but that he’ll figure out I’m not what he wants. I have no experience with anything and I don’t know how to make up for what I’m lacking in areas that may disappoint him. Especially when it comes to sex. 
 
    “I can hear you thinkin’ from here, babe,” Bear murmurs, placing a kiss against my temple. “What’s on your mind?” 
 
    “Well, I don’t think there’s going to be an issue on my part about wanting anyone else since I haven’t ever felt this way about anyone else. But, I can’t help but wonder how long it will be before you decide that you want someone with more experience,” I tell him, burying my head back in his chest as he wraps his arms tighter around me. 
 
    “Not an issue. You want to do somethin’, do it. As long as it doesn’t endanger you I don’t care what you do. I hate that the guys look at you, and I know Grave does it to get me to make my move on you, but that’s always gonna happen. You’re such a breath of fresh air and there’s a lightness that shines from you it’s inevitable that everyone seems to radiate toward you. So, we’ll take it a day at a time and go with the flow,” Bear says, tipping my head up to face him. 
 
    If that’s the case than there’s something I really want to do right now. So, I lean forward and lightly brush my lips against his. They’re soft yet strong and I can tell that I shocked the hell out of him. As I pull back, I feel Bear wrap one of his hands around the back of my neck. He moves my head on an angle and leans down to brush his lips against my own. The pressure I feel is harder than the light kiss I just gave him. I gasp and open my mouth, giving Bear the opportunity he needs to push his tongue in my mouth. Instantly I feel my panties dampen while shivers run through me from my head to my toes. I try to follow his movements and tangle my tongue with his. The only time I pull back is when I hear a growl come from deep within his chest. My first thought is that I did something wrong. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I stammer out, trying to catch my breath as I watch Bear. 
 
    He opens his eyes and I see what can only be described as heat and lust fill the brilliant blue eyes that are usually looking back at me. They’ve darkened and aren’t as bright as they normally are. I almost love this color of his eyes more than when they’re clear and shining. 
 
    “Nothin’ to be sorry about baby,” he says, pulling me back against his chest. “Get some rest and then we’ll go back out with the guys before headin’ home.” 
 
    Nodding my head in response, I curl back around the man that’s lying next to me and instantly fall into a deep sleep. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Seven 
 
    Bear 
 
    THE LAST MONTH AND A HALF HAS SEEMED to happen at warp speed. Between myself and the club’s construction company Jackson Construction, we got the garage built in a month. It helped that there was nothing wrong with the building that had already been started. The only reason that nothing was ever finished is because the company went bankrupt when it was discovered that the owner was embezzling money from his own company to make sure his woman was kept in her expensive ass house and all that came with that. Everything from the lifts to the tools we’d need have arrived and we spent the last two weeks installing everything. Callie has been right by our sides and done everything that she’s needed to do while setting the office up the way she wants it. It’s still got the air of being in a garage and a man’s domain, but there’s a feminine touch to it as well. When Grave asked her why, she told him that women are customers too and they need to be made to feel comfortable when they’re in here waiting for their car to be done. I couldn’t argue with her on that point. 
 
    It was a few days after she had the breakdown in the clubhouse that I took her out on our first date. We went out to dinner in Callup Springs, the next town over, and then we played mini golf. That might not seem like a good date to some, but it’s what my girl wanted to do and that’s what we did. I’ve never seen her laugh so much or be so free as she was that night. She wasn’t throwing herself into the re-opening of the garage or doing something for the guys at the club. All of that was pushed to the back of her mind and she focused all of her attention on me and what we were doing. In return, she had all of my attention and I didn’t leave her side the entire night. Even the guys at the club left me alone that night because they knew how important it was for Callie. They want to see her happy and make her smile as much as I do. We’re all wrapped around her little finger. We finished the night off by taking a long ride on the bike before heading back home. I gave her a goodnight kiss before sending her to her room. When I knew she wasn’t coming back out for the night, I made my way into my room and took the world’s longest and coldest shower. Something I’ve been doing a lot lately. 
 
    Since that night, Callie and I have spent as much of our time together as possible. She’s been busy researching colleges she can go to and trying to make sure that nothing is forgotten for the grand opening. There’s lists all over the house and I can see a trail of her going from the kitchen to the porch to the desk that her grandma would often sit at. There’s still a prospect on her house and she spends a little time with whoever is on duty every day. Her reasoning is that if they’re at the house with nothing to do but make sure no one shows up uninvited then she can spend some time with them and make sure that they’ve eaten and have plenty of drinks. I’ve been working on the shop to make sure everything is set up to perfection and prospecting for the club. There’s a run that we’re going on in a few days that I haven’t talked to Callie about yet. It’s a normal run, but Renegade wants extra bodies along in case something happens. So, even prospects are being included in church so that we all know what’s going on and what to expect. Well, not all the prospects. Chris is the newest guy here so he’s still not allowed inside the doors. I don’t get what the difference is, but I’m not going to question Renegade either. Some days it’s hit or miss if we get to spend five minutes alone, but other days we spend the entire day together doing whatever we want. 
 
    Today, we’re getting ready to have the grand opening celebration. Callie’s put all of her energy into making sure that it’s a success. I’ve honestly never seen some of the shit that she’s got planned for a grand re-opening, but I’m not stopping her either. She’s been so happy to do this, and I won’t ever stop her from doing something she wants to do. Which is why after the party at the garage is shut down, she’s going to be going out with Silk and Foxy. They may be club girls, but they’ve been nothing but friends to Callie since the first day she stepped foot in the clubhouse. So, no one is saying a single word about their friendship. They leave me alone and don’t try to fuck me every time I walk through the door and know that if a guy walks in the club has an ol’ lady he’s off limits. 
 
    “Bear, I’m leaving,” Callie calls out as I step out of the bedroom I’ve been staying in. 
 
    “Want a ride?” I ask, pulling her into my body so I can kiss her before she leaves. 
 
    “No. I have the car loaded with the rest of the stuff that I need to bring with me,” she answers, after I break the kiss and she catches her breath. “Can you help me load the last of the desserts though?” 
 
    “Yeah babe,” I answer, following her into the kitchen to see the island loaded down. “Thought Corrinth was caterin’ today?” 
 
    “She is. I was just going to make a few things and then couldn’t stop,” she answers laughing at her own craziness. “Besides, I may have had a request or two for certain things.” 
 
    I let out the growl that builds as I know the guys love her cooking and baking. They always ask her for things for lunch and whatnot whenever she’s around. I’ll never tell her to stop doing it, but they need to back the fuck off too. I guess I’ll have to make sure that Grave and Smokey know that shit because they’re the main two that ask her for things. Does that make me a greedy son of a bitch? Yep. Do I give a shit? Nope. 
 
    Callie and I finish loading everything in her car before I kiss her breathless one more time. There’s nothing else for me to do at the house so I follow her over to the garage. Most of the guys are already there setting up when we pull in and park on the side of the building. Chris and Bentley meet us at the car and begin to take the desserts from the car to the tables that were set up in the area that Corrinth has already started setting her stuff up. Callie walks toward the office so that she can take some of the balloons she picked up this morning in there until she’s ready to set them up. I follow her and watch as she takes in all the work that’s being done right now. 
 
    Bishop is messing with one of the bikes that he finished before the old shop blew to smithereens. He decided that he wanted to raffle it off to one of the customers that show up today. His thought is that a lucky winner will get a new bike and see what we can do as far as that aspect of the garage goes. He’s done all the work himself, including the amazing paint job, and is proud as fuck of his baby. I thought he’d end up keeping it for himself, but he’s really stepped up about doing more and more around the shop. Callie jumped on the opportunity to raffle off one of his babies too. She’s made fliers for the event and that bike took center stage. 
 
    “What do you need help with baby?” I ask, pulling her back into my body. 
 
    “Nothing. I’m going to go set up the raffle tickets for the bike and the free work on a customer’s car. They’re gonna be on the same table so that Bishop can watch over both. Bentley is setting up the kid’s games in the field and in a little while, I’ll put the balloons up. When are you guys leaving to go on the run?” she asks, melting into my body as she relaxes. 
 
    “We’re gonna leave here around three and should be back by four or so. You good baby?” I ask, knowing that she’s been on the go since about five this morning. 
 
    “Yeah. I’m a little tired, but I couldn’t sleep last night,” she answers, a blush creeping up her neck as I place a kiss where her neck and shoulder meet. 
 
    “Any reason for that?” I ask, knowing exactly why she couldn’t. 
 
    “Oh, um, not really. Maybe it was too hot in the bedroom last night,” she says as I turn her around. 
 
    “Is that right?” I ask again, knowing that eventually she’s going to tell me what’s going on. 
 
    “Well, I guess it could have had to do with the fact that I was turned on beyond belief and there was no relief,” Callie finally says, the blush staining her skin an even deeper shade of red than before. 
 
    “Why didn’t you come to me?” I ask, knowing that I haven’t been pushing her to go beyond kissing and a little heavy petting now and then. 
 
    “You’re holding back, and I don’t know how to talk to you about that,” she answers honestly, looking up at me as her eyes darken to show me that she wants me right now. 
 
    “I’m holdin’ back because I don’t want you to feel rushed. If you want to go further, then we’ll take that next step. You let me know,” I tell her, giving her a chaste kiss before making my way out to the shop to make sure everything is in order. 
 
    Grave and Renegade meet me in the shop as they look through the window at Callie. I knew that there had to be a window so that I could keep an eye on her while I was working. So, they put an even bigger one in than the old shop. It goes down farther so that I can see her if she’s sitting at the desk. Hell, I didn’t even have to say anything to them. I came in one day and it was just there. They also made sure that my bay is the one closest to the office while Sam, who isn’t part of the club and I don’t know if he’s coming back to work for me, is at the opposite end of the shop. 
 
    “She okay?” Grave asks, watching as she slumps down in her chair for a few minutes. 
 
    “Tired. She got up way too early after not bein’ able to sleep last night. I’ll keep an eye on her,” I answer him, knowing that he’s still pushing for me to claim her without saying the words. 
 
    “If you can’t take care of her, I will,” Grave responds, knowing just how to push my fucking buttons. 
 
    “It’s not a fuckin’ matter of takin’ care of her. It’s about makin’ sure she’s ready for that step before I push her into it. You can stay right the fuck away from her,” I answer, not caring that he’s higher up than me in the club right now. 
 
    “Got it, boss man,” he responds, walking away to where the sweetbutts are getting out of an SUV. 
 
    “Why are they here?” I ask Renegade as I turn to watch Callie’s reaction. “This is basically a family day and they’re here?” 
 
    “Just for support Bear. Told them all to be on their best behavior or they’re on probation. They know to stay away from the men that show up today and to keep clear of Callie. Can’t say that Silk and Foxy will listen to that last part though. They really are tryin’ to be her friends,” he answers, watching as the two women in question make their way to the office and hug Callie before looking around at everything. 
 
    Off to the side I watch as Legs and Rusty stare at my girl through the open office door. I don’t like the looks that they’re giving her and nudge Renegade in the side to get him to pay attention to them. For the next few minutes we stand in the shop, out of view, and watch the two sweetbutts as they continue to stare daggers at Callie and don’t offer to help her out at all. Callie may not be my ol’ lady just yet, but she still means something to the club and ranks higher up than they ever will. 
 
    “I’ll keep an eye on it,” Renegade tells me before leaving the shop as the first few cars begin to pull in. 
 
    Taking a deep breath, I make my way into the office and grab Callie so that we can begin to greet everyone. She doesn’t seem to understand why I want her at my side, but she will. Today is about more than just my grand re-opening. It’s about getting Callie to meet all sorts of people that knew her grandma. And it’s about her knowing that none of this would be possible without her by my side. She’s the one that made this happen so fast and I’m not going to let her get away with taking none of the credit for that. So, I keep my arm wrapped around her as people begin to show up among the members of the club, the smell from the bar-b-que that Corrinth’s cooking, and the happy atmosphere. 
 
    Callie 
 
    People have been coming and going for several hours now. I’ve been by Bear’s side for most of the day while he shows everyone the new shop, points out the different things to, and makes sure to let everyone know about the ride that the club’s doing in a little while. More than a few guys leave and show back up with their bike so that they can go on the ride. The field is becoming overrun with bikes now. Bentley took out some tape to mark off where the kid’s area was so that no one was able to get close to them. I   saw more than a few relieved parents when he did that. 
 
    As I walk around with Bear and other club members, I feel eyes on me constantly. Whenever I look around though, there’s no one that’s standing out to me. So, I shrug it off and continue to do what I can to ensure that everyone is having a good time today. Now, I need to find a quiet spot to relax for a few minutes. The day is taking its toll on me right now between being tired and hot from the sun beating down on us. I walk over to the picnic table that Bear had brought in for me to take my breaks at. 
 
    I sit back and close my eyes letting the slight breeze cool down my overheated skin. Before I can truly begin to relish the feeling of being in the shade, I feel someone walk up close to me. opening my eyes, I see the girl that had her hands all over Bear the first time I went to the clubhouse and another one standing with her. Taking my time, I look at the two and can see that they’ve lived hard lives. The one that was all over Bear has a head full of curly red hair. It’s not bright, but more of an auburn color that compliments her dark green eyes. If you ask me, they’re the shade of green that would once sparkle and shine bright. Now, they’re not lifeless, but they’re dull and full of a void that shows someone has hurt her really bad. Her face is covered in layers of make-up and I’m shocked that it’s not melting off in the sun. What do I know though? The other girl has legs that go on for days and is showing them off in a pair of the smallest shorts I’ve ever seen anyone wear in public. Her tank top is a support shirt for Satan’s Anarchy and looks like it’s the size for a child instead of a woman. Her dark hair is long and hangs lifeless down her back while her eyes are a shade that’s not quite blue or grey but a mixture of the colors. 
 
    “Can I help you?” I ask, not sure why they’re interrupting me. 
 
    “Yeah, you can back the fuck off my men,” the dark-haired girl says, placing a hand on her hip. “I don’t know who the fuck you think you are, but these men don’t want you the fuck around here. I run shit at the clubhouse and you’re nothing more than a little fucking slut looking to land a brother. Well, news fucking flash, that’s never going to happen. So, pack your shit up and move the fuck on right now.” 
 
    “I’m nothing more than a slut, but you’re only job is to spread your legs and open your mouth for any guy that wants relief? How does that even make sense?” I ask, sitting up straight and glancing around to make sure no one else is around to hear the verbal lashing I just received from this bitch. “Do you even know my name or that I spend more time with any one of these men than you ever will. I don’t have sex with them and I don’t have to clean after them unless it’s my choice. I’m not sitting around waiting for scraps of attention. My time is spent with Bear. Which is why I’m guessing you had to come over here and try to prove that you’re a badass bitch. I guess your little friend can’t speak up for herself and thinks she has to bow down to you. Honey, have more respect for yourself than that.” 
 
    Just as I go to stand up and leave these two, bitch number one grabs my arm and pulls me up close to her. “Listen here you little fucking skank! You’re no better than us. Don’t you know that every single night after you fall asleep, Bear comes to the clubhouse so he can fuck a real woman? Either you’re not good enough, or you’re still holding on to that V-card. Don’t matter, Bear and Rusty….” 
 
    “I think that’s enough, Legs,” Renegade says, walking up to us. “I don’t know what game you’re tryin’ to play right now. But, the only thing you accomplished was bein’ put on probation. You think that you can talk to Callie like that and face no repercussions? Well, probation is the least of your worries right now. When today is over, we’ll hold church and decide what’s gonna happen to you. Rusty, you’ve been told more than once that Bear isn’t interested. Get it through your head or your out. You’ve caused problems before so you’ll also be placed on probation until church. Get the fuck out of here. Now!” 
 
    “Thank you,” I murmur to Renegade as I go to slump back onto the bench of the picnic table. 
 
    Before I can sink down all the way, I land on someone’s lap while a set of arms wrap around me. Bear has snuck up behind me and I let myself absorb his strength and heat as he wraps his arms around me protectively. He always makes me feel so safe and secure whenever I’m near him. Renegade nods his head at us before turning and walking away; leaving Bear and myself alone to watch all the activity surrounding us. 
 
    “I’m sorry you had to deal with that baby,” he says, dropping his head down to the crook of my neck and taking a deep breath. “And I’m sorry that I couldn’t get here faster.” 
 
    “It’s not your fault, babe. She was just trying to lay a claim to you and the guys. I’m not going to let her scare me away when I know the difference between them and me. Just like I know that you’re not going to the clubhouse to be with Rusty every night like she said,” I tell him, leaning further into him. 
 
    “What exactly was said to you by Legs?” Bear asks, sitting up and turning me on his lap so that I’m straddling him. 
 
    “She basically just called me a slut, told me that the men of the club are hers and that she’s the boss of every female in the club,” I reply with a cheeky grin. “I was also told that you’re with Rusty every night because I’m not satisfying you or still holding on to my V-card,” I say, shrugging my shoulders to show him that I’m really not upset by the encounter. Yeah, I didn’t like what was said to me, but at the same time, my own mother has said worse things to me. 
 
    “I’ll make sure that the guys know what was said when we have church tonight. For now, I’m goin’ to leave you here with Bishop while we go on the run. You’ve had enough excitement for the day and I just want you to relax. When we have the time, I’ll take you on a long ride so you can go with me on the next ride,” he says, standing up while keeping me wrapped around his body and carrying me toward the shop. 
 
    “You know I can walk on my own two feet, right?” I ask, laughing as his hands dig into my butt to keep me from falling as I throw my head back and laugh as his caveman tendencies make another appearance. 
 
    It’s not very often that Bear feels the need to stake a claim or show any sort of dominance. But, when he does, I laugh about it because I usually end up over his shoulder or being blocked from view. I remember the day I was dressed in my workout clothes, I just recently started working out in the morning, and he about had a heart attack when I walked into a kitchen filled with guys from the club. My clothes covered all the important parts. I was wearing a sports bra and a tiny pair of workout shorts. Grave and a few of the other guys couldn’t take their eyes off me as I ran in to grab a bottle of water out of the fridge before heading outside for my workout. Bear immediately jumped in front of me and growled at everyone in the kitchen. I started laughing before sliding out from behind him and giving him a kiss. He swatted my ass as I walked back out of the room and told me we’d have words later. We never did have those words. 
 
    “I know you can walk, but I like the feeling of havin’ you wrapped around me. You still sure you want that to happen?” he asks, looking down at me as he sets me down on his bike while he pulls out a bandana to tie around his head. 
 
    “I’m more than ready for it. Only if you’re sure that you want to go there with me,” I tell him, watching as he gets ready for the ride to begin. 
 
    “Fuck yes I want to go there with you. Do you know how many cold as fuck showers I’ve taken lately?” he asks, laughing so that I know he’s kidding me as much as he’s serious. 
 
    I just watch him as he makes sure that he’s got whatever he’s going to need for the ride. The rest of the guys come over and start getting ready to leave along with the rest of the community that’s going to be heading out with them. We stay close to his bike while everyone finishes up what they’re doing. Before they take off, he calls Carson over and tells him to make sure that not a single person treats me like shit while they’re gone. At the same time, he tells him to make sure that I have something to eat and drink while they’re gone. He knows that I haven’t eaten hardly anything all day long. 
 
    “I’ll see you soon,” I tell him as he throws a leg over his bike and pulls me into his side. 
 
    “See ya later baby. Stay close to the guys, yeah?” he asks, while I back up so he can start his bike up and get in line with his club. 
 
    [image: ] 
 
    The guys have been gone a while and should be back soon. I’ve been walking around and talking to the different people that are still here for the day. Most of the people sticking around are waiting to see who wins the raffles. Those that are still here don’t have kids so I’ve been trying to get most of the place cleaned up. Carson has been helping me in the field while Bishop has stayed close to the table for the raffles and his bike. Just in case someone else wants to buy tickets. But, he’s still cleaning up the area surrounding him. 
 
    Just as I make another trip to the dumpster out back, I hear the rumble of several bikes pulling into the lot. Pulling out my phone I see that the guys shouldn’t be back yet. They still have a little while left on their ride. So, I stick close to the building and peek around the corner to see a group of about ten bikers pulled up close to Bishop. He’s standing there with his feet spread apart and his arms folded across his chest. Carson is standing next to him in much the same pose. Before I can decide what to do, a set of arms wraps around my middle and a hand covers my mouth before I can scream out to the men still here to keep an eye on me. 
 
    As I look down at the man that’s grabbed me, I notice he has tattoos on his arm that look like a child drew them. There’s not much detail or originality in them from what I can see. He has a distinct smell of body odor wafting off him as he begins to shove me forward, never once letting up his hold on me. With the way that we’re moving, I can feel his hardness digging into my back and I have to fight the urge to throw up all over him. Bishop’s body hardens as he realizes that one of the men have their hands on me and is manhandling me. 
 
    He pushes me over toward the rest of the guys with him while keeping his back to me. I turn to face Bishop and see the back of his cut says Scavengers MC. There’s a picture of a dog foaming at the mouth with drops of blood landing at the bottom of the picture. It’s the most disgusting thing I’ve ever seen at this point. 
 
    “So, they all leave a fucking prospect and no name here to watch someone important to the club? What a fucking bunch of pussies!” the man that grabbed me says, turning to laugh with the men he brought with him. 
 
    “Who the fuck do you think you are?” Bishop asks, reaching around behind him as he calculates the moves that he can make right now against about ten other men surrounding me. 
 
    “We’re the Scavengers MC and you’d do good to remember our fucking name. We’ll be taking over your fucking territory soon enough so maybe it won’t matter if you remember us or not,” the same man says as I take a good look at him. 
 
    He’s not much taller than me with long, greasy hair that’s in serious need of a brush or to be shaved completely off. His clothes are stained and look like they’d stand up straight on their own if he ever took them off. The man’s teeth, well the ones that he still has, are yellowed and broken off. I can’t believe that he had his hands on me. Before I can even think to move away from these men and back toward Bishop and Carson, a second man grabs me and pulls me hard back against his body. The overwhelming body odor hits me again and it’s almost more than I can take this time. 
 
    But, I’m not going to stand here and be a victim either. Especially when I see the look in the man’s eyes that originally grabbed me. It’s like he’s looking at me as a possession of his. There’s not a single ounce of want or need in his eyes like I see in Bear’s. I may not know much when it comes to sex, but I know what it looks like when my man looks at me like I’m a precious jewel that he wants to protect and love. No, this man has a predatory gleam in his eyes as he smirks up at me. 
 
    “I’m gonna have fun with you. Know all about you too. How you’re still a virgin at almost twenty-four years old, how you live all alone in that house of yours, and how we almost killed you when the garage exploded. Now, you’re gonna go with us. I’ll take my time with you and break you in just right before I hand you over to my men. Unless your pregnant. If that happens, then I’ll have fun keeping you that way until I have no more use for you. Then, I’ll cut you up into little pieces and send you back to these pussies so they can see what’s left of you,” he says, walking closer and closer to me; almost stalking me if I’m being honest with myself. 
 
    “You won’t touch a fucking hair on my head. I’ll kill myself before I let that happen. The only thing you’re gonna get is a bullet between the eyes,” I say back, listening as the rumble of bikes gets close to the garage. The guys are back and I breathe a sigh of relief that this will be all over soon. 
 
    The club that came here turns to watch as not only the men of the club pull into the lot, but every single member of the community that went with them. There’s at least four or five times the number of guys pulling in and circling the group that keeps me in the middle of them. I can already sense the tension, rage, and fury coming from the men that I have been spending my time with. Bear is the first one off of his bike and storming toward me. He’s stopped quick when I feel something hard at the back of my head. There’s a tremor that runs through my body as I take in the instant fear that shows in Bishop’s eyes. Carson and Bishop are the only ones that I can see right now. 
 
    “You take one more step and I’ll blow this bitch’s fucking head off!” the man that’s acted as if he was in charge yells all of a sudden. He doesn’t seem to care who’s around to witness the scene. 
 
    “What are you doin’ here?” I hear Renegade as Psycho and Bear come into my peripheral sight. 
 
    “We’re here to put you on notice. The Scavengers MC is going to take over your territory, your women, and anything else we want. I’m not gonna take you today sweetheart. I want to see you live with the fear of not knowing when we’re coming. But, don’t worry, you’ll be in my arms before too long,” he says, leaning down into my neck and I swear I hear him smelling me. “For the rest of you fuckers, we’ll be watching.” 
 
    “You’re not gonna fuckin’ touch her! You’ll get your hands on her over my dead fuckin’ body!” Bear roars out, trying to storm the circle of men to get to me. 
 
    “I’ll kill her right now,” he says, jamming the gun against my temple so hard that I know I’ll end up with a bruise from this. 
 
    I’m so scared, but I keep my eyes trained on Bear, Psycho, and Bishop. I know without a doubt every man standing around us will do what they have to in order to make sure that I’m safe. But, I don’t want anything to happen to them either. Each one of these men mean something to me the more I get to know them. They are fierce, loyal, protective, and I know they’d go to the end of the Earth to ensure that nothing happens to anyone they consider family. These men have a funny side, a sweet side, and a side that shows how much they care about the women in their lives. Even if not a lot of outsiders get to see that side of them. 
 
    Before anyone can do anything, the man licks the side of my face and I can smell the rotten breath emanating from him. I shudder in revulsion as a demonic laugh pierces the air. “Yeah, you’ll be under me before too long bitch. And then I’ll pass you around to my men,” he says, pushing me away from him so hard that I stumble and fall to the ground. 
 
    Bear and Psycho rush to my side as the rest of the men form a circle around me so that no one else can get close to me. I watch as Bear leans down and picks me up from the ground. He cradles me close to his chest and I sink into his body. Wrapping my arms around his neck and my legs around his waist, I bury my head so that no one can see the tears that I’m struggling to hold in right now. The instant comfort I feel whenever I’m in his arms pales in comparison to this moment. As he walks me over to his bike, Bear continues to murmur words in my ear that I can’t quite comprehend. It doesn’t matter though, it’s the fact that he’s proving to me that he cares more than he’s let on until this point. 
 
    “Takin’ her home?” Psycho asks, following us to Bear’s bike and watching as he places me on the seat so he can climb on in front of me. 
 
    “Yeah,” Bear answers, making sure I’m holding on to him tight before he turns the bike on. 
 
    “Gonna have guys on the house,” Renegade says, walking up to us. “You okay sweetheart?” 
 
    “I’m shaken up. But, I knew you guys would save me,” I tell them, letting them know that I have complete trust in them. 
 
    “Always,” Psycho says vehemently, placing his hand on my back in comfort. 
 
    Bear gives the guys a chin lift and turns his bike on. It rumbles to life, vibrations shooting through my body as he pulls out of the parking lot and heads toward home. I can hear more bikes in the distance and know that they’re going to have our back but try to give us space at the same time. It warms the remaining chill from my body as we take the short ride to our house. I’m not sure when I started thinking of my grandma’s house as Bear’s and mine, but it’s there just the same and I can’t stop it from crossing my mind. 
 
    As soon as we pull into the driveway of the house, Bear shuts his bike off and slides off before turning his attention to me. He picks me up off the seat of the bike and I wrap myself around him once again. As we make our way inside, I bury myself in the heat and security of the man surrounding me. It’s in this moment that I make a decision that some may feel is way too fast, but they can kiss my butt. This is my life and I’m going to do what I want to. I just hope that Bear’s on board with my decision right now. 
 
    He walks up and into my room. I can feel him gently lying me back against the bed. When he goes to pull back, I keep my arms wrapped around his neck. Giving him enough room to pull back some, I watch his blue eyes darken while the questions float through them. 
 
    “What do you want baby?” he asks, his voice coming out deeper and with a gravelly quality to it. It’s not a tone that I’ve ever heard from him before. 
 
    “I want you, Bear. Make me forget that someone else had their hands on me,” I say, letting my tone convey how serious I am about this. 
 
    “You know I’ll do anythin’ for you, baby. But I don’t know if this is the right time to have sex the first time. It’s goin’ to hurt and there’s no way around that shit. You’re already hurt and I don’t want to add to it,” he responds, letting me know that he’ll do this if I really want him to, but that he’s worried at the same time. 
 
    “I know it’s gonna hurt. But, I also know that I don’t want it to happen with anyone else but you. Please, Bear. Please make me feel the way that I know only you can,” I plead with him, keeping my arms wrapped around him as I watch the internal debate carry out through his eyes. 
 
    Bear doesn’t say another word to me. Instead, he leans down and brushes his lips against mine. A ripple of need runs through my entire body at the brief contact. In seconds, he deepens the kiss, pushing his tongue in my mouth and searching for mine. I pull him tighter to my body as he breaks the kiss for some much-needed air. Instead of going back for my mouth, Bear peppers kisses along my jaw and down to my neck. I arch my head back so he can have all the access he wants. He stops where my neck and shoulder meet and I feel him nipping and sucking as my pulse speeds up. Without any control, I feel myself begin to rub against him as a strange sensation begins to build in my lower body. 
 
    Before I know it, my shirt is being pulled over my head as Bear pulls his mouth away from me. For a minute, he does nothing but stare down at my body. I may still have my bra on, but his gaze scorches my skin and I feel it all the way to the depths of my soul. My mouth feels dry as I try to suck in air to fill my lungs. I’m not sure what this feeling is, but I can’t get enough of it as it courses through my body. 
 
    I reach up and slide my hands under the hem of Bear’s shirt to let him know that I want it off. He slides his cut off and I watch as he places it on the chair that sits in the corner of my room and then reaches back to grab his shirt and peal it off. My gaze never lifts from him as he bares every new inch of his body. I can see the beginning of a tattoo on his side and I want to explore it more. He’s got tattoos on his arms that go almost down to his wrist. They stop just before that point and I know that some of them are tribal, some are colorful, and others are done in black. It’s like their contradictions of the man that I am getting to know who’s so full of life and wants to ensure that everyone around him lives their life to the fullest. Bear has other ideas and doesn’t let me get much of a look at him before he’s back on me. I watch as he pulls the straps of my bra down my arms while I lift up so he can reach under me and unhook it. He pulls it off of me and tosses it over his shoulder before stopping to just look at me. As he leans back over me to kiss me again, I feel one of his hand snaking down my body toward the shorts that I’m still wearing. He distracts me with a kiss as I feel the button open and faintly hear the zipper slide down. 
 
    “You sure you want this Callie?” Bear asks, stopping all movements and pulling back from me. 
 
    Nodding my head, I raise my hands up to wrap around his neck once again. Bear holds himself away from me and stares at me for a few minutes. I stop what I’m doing and then stare into his searching eyes. He’s looking for something but I’m not sure what so I can’t do anything about it. 
 
    “Need the words baby,” he says suddenly as I stop my movements and look at him. 
 
    “I want this with you Bear. There’s no one else I’d rather give this up to,” I tell him, knowing that in this moment I’m telling that absolute truth and hoping that he can see it. 
 
    I watch as Bear’s eyes darken even further until they’re almost a midnight blue. He lowers his head toward my core as I lift my upper body so that I can look at what he’s doing. I’ve never had anyone so close to my body before and I don’t know what to expect, but I’m going to take this ride with him and hope that it doesn’t make him leave me stranded here alone after we have sex. He doesn’t take his eyes off of me as he lowers his head. I hear him inhaling deeply before he sticks out his tongue and slowly slides it through my folds. My body convulses as a pleasure I’ve never felt rips through me. Bear continues to swipe his tongue from my slit up to my clit. When he gets to my clit, I feel him suck it into his mouth and gently bites down. My head drops back onto the bed and my eyes close as the pressure and feelings begin to swirl throughout my body quicker until I feel like I’m going to explode. 
 
    “Eyes on me,” Bear says, his voice husky and low as he tells me to look at him. 
 
    My eyes pop open and I stare down at him. Bear continues to work my body over as the feelings running through me continue to build. He never once takes his eyes off of me so that he can see every feeling that I experience in this moment. Before I can think about anything else, the pressure explodes and my entire body arches off the bed. I’m trembling and can’t stop it as he continues to work me over. Only when I’m lying back against the bed and the tremors are slowing down does Bear pull his head away from my body. He stands up and removes his jeans. I watch as they fall to the ground and his hard length springs free. Bear doesn’t seem to wear any underwear. My eyes bulge at the size of his dick as I wonder if it’s going to fit. 
 
    “Relax baby. Are you ready?” he asks, sliding his body up mine and resting himself on top of me. 
 
    “I’m ready,” I tell him, never once taking my eyes off of him as he leans down over me and brings his lips to mine once again. 
 
    I can taste myself on him as he swipes his tongue into my mouth, seeking mine out. Reaching up, I wrap my hands behind his neck and hold on as he takes my breath away once again. Tremors continue to roll through me as I feel one of his hands reach up and begin to mold my breasts to his hand. He begins to pinch and tweak my nipple between his fingers causing me to once again arch into his body. 
 
    As he switches breasts, I feel his hardness enter my wet pussy. He slides in an inch at a time. I feel pain and burning as he enters me. But, I brace myself for the pain that’s still to come. Bear breaks the kiss and keeps his eyes on me as he pushes his body further into me. Suddenly he looks at me as he gives one final push and rips through the barrier that showcased my virginity. A pain rips through me as I feel a tear leak down my cheek and a scream rips from my throat. Bear stills in my body and I can feel his turmoil as he tries to decide what to do. For a few minutes, the only movements in the room are our breaths causing our chests to rise and fall rapidly and the beating of our hearts. The pain that ripped through me begins to lessen and I can feel my body begin to once again build pressure. 
 
    “Please, Bear, move. I’m ready now,” I tell him, moving my hips so that he truly knows I’m ready for whatever else is about to happen. 
 
    “So fuckin’ tight. I’m so sorry I hurt you baby,” he answers, as he begins to pull back out of my body before sliding back in. 
 
    Placing my hand on Bear’s cheek, I stare into his eyes. “I know you didn’t mean it,” I tell him as he starts to move faster. 
 
    I run my hands over his shoulders and down his back; feeling his muscles ripple as he moves his body. At the same time, it seems as if my own body begins to move without any thought from me. My hips raise and meet every thrust from Bear. A low growl erupts from him as he bends down and runs his face over my chest and to the spot where my neck meets my shoulder. The spot that he knows drives me wild. At the same time, one of his hands reaches between us and I feel him begin to rub circles around my clit; getting closer and closer to the bundle of nerves that will push me over the edge. 
 
    “More, Bear,” I murmur, burying my head in his neck as I begin to lick, suck, and nip at his neck and up to his ear. 
 
    Another growl erupts from him as I continue to kiss his neck; moving from one side to the other one. “You need to get there, baby. Feels. Too. Good,” Bear growls out, his movements speeding up again and becoming more erratic. 
 
    Bear moves his head down to my chest as he pulls my nipple into his mouth. He bites down before soothing the sting of it with his tongue. The pain is enough to throw me over the edge as it turns into pleasure. I feel my climax reach its height as it races through my body and releases. A moan escapes me as I call out Bear’s name. He pumps into my body three more times before I feel him still within me. He calls out my name on a growl. For several minutes, neither one of us moves other than Bear dropping down to the side of me and pulling him into his arms. To help get my breathing back under control, he rubs his hands up and down my back. I tuck my face into his chest as I feel something running down my legs. What the hell? 
 
    “Um, we didn’t use anything, did we?” I ask, instinctually knowing that he didn’t put a condom. 
 
    Looking down between my legs, I see a tinge of blood staining my skin along with the combined release of Bear and myself. Panic floods my body as I try to think of anything else to get my mind off of the shock of what just transpired between us. 
 
    “Baby, please, relax,” Bear says, rubbing his hands up and down my back some more. “No, I forgot to use a condom. I’m so sorry. You have to know that I’m clean and it’s not a worry for me when it comes to you. Are you on anythin’?” 
 
    “No, I’m not. I never had a reason to be on birth control. I didn’t plan what happened just now,” I tell him, looking up into his eyes so that he knows I’m sincere and being honest with him. 
 
    “I know you didn’t baby. Whatever happens, we’ll deal with it when it happens,” he says, giving me a gentle kiss on my lips before pulling me closer to his body and reaching down to grab the blanket to put over us. “Thank you for givin’ me the gift you just did.” 
 
    “I won’t have an abortion or get rid of my baby,” I tell him, wanting him to know that I’m fully prepared to raise a baby alone if that’s what results from today. “I’ll be fine all alone if you choose not to be involved.” 
 
    “I’m not goin’ anywhere,” Bear says as my eyelids slide shut and sleep claims me.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Eight 
 
    Callie 
 
    IT’S BEEN THREE WEEKS SINCE THE DAY I GAVE my virginity to Bear. The time has been amazing. Instead of sleeping in separate rooms, he’s moved into my room with me. We’ve talked about moving into my grandmother’s room, but nothing has been officially decided. I can’t stand to go in there to clear her things away, but I know it has to be done. Eventually. 
 
    Bear had to stay at the clubhouse last night due to some business. He had to go on a run or something like that. I’m not told a lot about what he does at the clubhouse and for the club. But, I trust him more than I’ve ever trusted anyone else in my life. Well, except for my grandma. Bear’s always telling me that I’m allowed to go there anytime I want to, but I usually don’t go unless I want to see everyone there and not at my house. Plus, I don’t want to have to see Legs and Rusty push up on Bear and give me their sly looks as if he’s getting what he needs from them. 
 
    So, I’m on my way to work. I’m not feeling the greatest and that’s a concern in itself. But, I don’t know if it’s the stress of my grandma’s house or something more. In time we’ll find out, but I’m choosing to bury my head in the sand so to speak at the moment. The prospect knows something is going on with me, but he doesn’t say a word about his suspicions. 
 
    I’m a few miles from home when I see a lone biker pulled over on the side of the road. My gut tells me not to pull over and see what’s going on, but it could be one of the guys and I won’t ever pass them by in a time of need. So, I slow down and pull over behind the bike. I make sure to leave more than enough room in case Bear has to come out with the tow truck. While I know that more than likely whoever is here would have already called the garage if something were wrong with his bike, I can’t drive by knowing that I didn’t stop and make sure they were okay. 
 
    I leave my car running as I open the door and step outside of my car. The man on the side of the road turns around and I recognize him from the opening of the garage. He’s one of the men that were laughing his ass off as his ‘boss’ put his hands on me and told me what he planned to do to me. As I turn to run back the few feet to my car, a hand slams down over my mouth as I slam into a body behind me. The body odor instantly hits me and the need to throw up instantly fills me. I choke it down just as I feel something sharp prick my neck. Within seconds my entire body feels heavy and my eyes are closing of their own volition. 
 
    [image: ] 
 
    I’m not sure what’s going on right now. I wake up feeling fuzzy and my body feels heavy and sluggish. The ground below me is freezing cold and I shiver. As my eyes finally pop open, I see that I’m in some sort of cement room. There’s no comfort to be found here as I begin to take stock of myself. I move my limbs one at a time and see that they’re moving. As I gaze down at my body, I see that I’m naked now and I begin to glance around and see that there’s another person in the room with me. With everything in me, I will my body up so that I can move over to the person that’s here with me. Fear runs rampant as I don’t know who I’m sharing this room with. 
 
    Bits and pieces of what took place this morning begin to infiltrate my brain as I remember seeing a biker pulled over on the side of the road. The needle going into my neck and then the blackness that took me under. Now, I don’t know if this person is another captive or one of the bikers being kept down here to make sure that I don’t try to escape. As I continue to claw my way over to the body lying in the opposite corner, I hear a rattling. Because I’m foggy and confused still, it doesn’t reach my brain that it’s a chain around my ankle. It doesn’t pierce the fog clouding me until I can go no further. I pull and pull but nothin works to break me free of the chain holding me captive. It’s not fear that grips me when I realize that I’m chained like a dog in a cold room with no clothes on. Anger fills my body as I realize that for the foreseeable future I’m going to be held captive by someone. Who does that to someone else? What do they have to gain by kidnapping me? Or anyone else for that matter? 
 
    I stop my movements when I feel pain shoot up my leg. A scream leaves me and I quickly try to cover my mouth in an attempt to make sure no one hears me. As a result, the person in the corner groans and I see them shift slightly. It seems like every movement they make puts them in more pain. Before I can call out and ask if they’re okay, I hear a door screech open and footsteps coming closer. It seems like they’re walking down a set of stairs. Fear like I’ve never known begins to take hold of me as I wait to see who has me and what they want from me. 
 
    “I see your awake now,” a male voice says. Looking at him again, I see the man that showed up at the grand opening for the garage a few weeks ago. He looks even worse than the last time I saw him. “I was beginning to think that you weren’t going to wake up at all. So, I’m happy to see that my plans for you are still in place.” 
 
    “And what plans are those?” I ask, trying to stall him as I look around for anything that can protect me. 
 
    “Well, see, I have a bunch of buyers that are looking for someone that’s untouched. They’re willing to pay a lot of money for you,” he says, unlocking the door and walking in like he’s the king of the fucking world. “And the bitch over there is going to be sold right along with you. We just need to finish breaking that bitch first.” 
 
    I watch as he walks over to the person that I now know is a female. He kicks her in the stomach repeatedly as I listen to her groan and try to shrink in on herself. The man laughs like a maniac. It’s high pitched and sounds crazy to me as I try to stay out of his way for the time being. I need to be able to formulate some sort of plan to get out of here and bring this girl with me. 
 
    “Now, you be a good girl down here and don’t make too much noise. We aren’t able to touch you anymore because of one of the men that wants you. But, we’ll make sure that you’re ready to go in other ways. We just have to make sure that you’re still a virgin when the auction takes place. I’ve been waiting to get my hands on you for some time now. And after seeing your luscious curves and what you’ve been hiding under those clothes, know that I’ll be the first to put my hands on you,” he says, running his fingers up my arm and to my chest. He squeezes my breast hard enough to leave bruises before he cackles. Just before he turns to walk away, I feel his boot connect with my stomach, ribs, and side several times before he turns and leaves the chamber that we’ve been placed in. 
 
    “You know that you’re never going to get away with this. Satan’s Anarchy will come for you and they’ll destroy you when they get their hands on you. There’s not a place on this Earth that you’ll be able to hide from them,” I say, letting him know that his death will be sooner than he thinks. 
 
    “Bitch, I’m counting on them showing up. I’ll kill every last one of them when they eventually find us. Or should I say, if they find us. We’ve taken steps to make sure that you’re with us for a long time,” he answers, deciding to land a few more hits before leaving the basement. 
 
    I cower as he makes his way out of the cell that has been erected in whatever basement we’re being held in. Once I hear a second door slam shut, I spread myself out as much as I can to try to stretch out my bones. Wincing when the pain shoots through my body I gasp to stop the scream that threatens to erupt from me. There’s no way in hell that I’m going to give these men the satisfaction of knowing that I’m in pain. These men are nothing more than bullies that want something they’ll never have in a normal way; they want a woman to bend to their will and stand by their side unconditionally. The way that Bear knows I’ll do anything for him along with the rest of the men of Satan’s Anarchy. No, the men that have us are vile men. Ones that want to pillage and plunder for everything they get. Not men that work hard for what they have and go after who they want in a way that doesn’t scream desperation or fear of being turned down. The very things that make men desperate enough to not care what they do or who they hurt to make that happen. 
 
    My thoughts immediately turn to the guys. They’ve all become family to me and I know that they’re going to do whatever they can to find me and get me out of this hell hole. The cost that they’ll pay is what worries me. I know they’re not the best men in the world, and they can be downright dangerous. But, they are good to me and the other women in the club. If you have their respect and are loyal to them, then the men of Satan’s Anarchy are good to you. They’d die to protect me and make sure that I make it home alive. 
 
    Then my thoughts turn to Bear. I’ve given him my love, even if I haven’t told him that yet, my virginity, and I want to be able to spend the rest of my life with him. I know that there’s a chance that I’ll never see him again. Not if the men that have me get what they want and I’m sold to the highest bidder. Or, something could happen to him when they find me and try to rescue me. Why is this happening to us? We just got together and now who knows what’s going to happen. But, I won’t regret my time spent with the man that has captured me body and soul. I’ll cherish the memories that we’ve made so far and tamp down any fear that it’s the only time we get together. I push the thoughts of the man I love to the back of my mind so that I don’t break down in here. Thoughts of him are the only thing that will make me break and that’s not something I can do right now. 
 
    “Are you okay?” I ask weakly, wanting to make sure that the woman in the cell with me is okay. 
 
    “This is normal,” she answers, pausing only to cry out in pain as a coughing fit overtakes her. “I’ve been here so long that I should be immune to the pain they inflict. It’s not pretty and it hurts like a bitch every day. But, I don’t shut my mouth and I goad them into most beatings. So, I take the punishment as I have no other choice.” 
 
    “Why would you do that?” I ask, confusion and pain lacing my voice for the thoughts of this young woman taking the brunt of punishment because she pushes them into it. 
 
    “Because these assholes aren’t gonna fucking break me. They’re a bunch of bitches that have a pussy instead of a cock. And, I’m not gonna let them break me. What’s your name?” she asks, another cough racking her frail body. 
 
    “I’m Callie. Who are you? Why did they take you?” I ask, trying to sit up as pain continues to flow through me. 
 
    “I’m Hadliegh. They took me because I talked back and refused the attention of one of the men when they came in the bar that I worked at. I wasn’t about to let him violate me so instead they took me. And, he got what he wanted anyway,” she tells me, rolling over so I get my first real look at her. 
 
    The girl in the cell with me has long dark hair that’s matted and greasy from her time in captivity. I can see tattoos going up her arms through the filth and grime that covers her skin. Her eyes are a shade of brown that I’m sure warms to the softest looking chocolate depending on her moods. She’s wearing nothing, the same as me. And I can see that she’s so full of confidence and sass that she’s going to take what she wants when she wants. I can’t begin to imagine the damage that’s been done to her in the time that she’s been here. 
 
    “So, Callie, why did they take you?” she suddenly asks as she gets up into a sitting position finally. 
 
    “They took me because the men that surround me pissed them off. The one that came in here wants me and the men showed up before he could take me,” I tell her, wincing once again as I move the slightest bit. A coldness flows through me as the cement sends chill after chill through whatever part of my body is touching it. “Plus, he thinks that I’m a virgin still. I’m not anymore, but I’m going to hold that close to my chest.” 
 
    Hadliegh begins to laugh uncontrollably at the news that I’m not a virgin like they suspect I still am. I personally don’t see what’s so funny in this situation, but I don’t say anything more about it. She’s obviously been through so much and this is a chance for her to think and worry about something else. Now, I just have to figure out how to keep the truth about my virginity from coming to light. Even though I just met this woman, there’s a trust that comes from knowing we’re going to be suffering the same at the hands of these jerks. I may be saved from being raped because they think I’m a virgin, but I don’t see her letting my secret go. Not after she said that she stands up to them herself. I trust that she’ll keep my secret. 
 
    “We have to keep that secret from coming out for as long as possible. Whenever I can, I’ll take the brunt of the punishment so they don’t figure it out. They’re not very smart so it won’t be that hard to continue to trick them,” Hadliegh says, mirroring my own thoughts. 
 
    “I won’t let you take punishments meant for me,” I tell her, letting her know that I won’t put her in the position to be hurt even more than she’s already been. 
 
    Before Hadliegh can respond, I hear the door screech open one more time and several booted feet coming toward us. The men are laughing and talking amongst themselves as they continue to come closer and closer to us. Hadliegh rolls back over and turns her back to me as she feigns that she’s too hurt to move that much. As I lay back down on the freezing cement, a shudder rolls through my entire body causing me to shiver and curl in on myself to seek any warmth that I can find. 
 
    “Time to go slut,” one of the men call out as I hear a key going into the lock that keeps the door sealed shut. “Boss wants to talk to you about your friends.” 
 
    I know that it’s me they’re talking to, that they want to find information about Renegade and the rest of the men that I consider my family. There’s nothing I know about them that will appease these men. I don’t know club business and I don’t have a clue what they do. These men believe that I know more than I do because I spend time with them. Hadliegh slightly turns toward me so that she can figure out what the best way to go about this new situation is. Before she can do anything, one of the men turn toward her and not only block her view of me but he attacks her as well. I do cry out as I watch the man begin to pummel the girl before me. 
 
    “Stop! Please don’t do this to her! I’ll go with you, just leave her alone,” I scream and cry out as the men surrounding us begin to laugh. The sound grates on my nerves and I want to lash out at the pain they’re causing her and the pain I know is about to be inflicted on me. 
 
    The men roughly grab me up off the floor once the shackle around my ankle has been removed. I can feel hands touching and pinching every available area of my body. Bile rises in my throat and I have to choke it back before I throw up on the man in front of me. There’s no point in trying to fight them off because one man has my arms behind my back which causes my chest to arch out in front of me. A second man has my legs in front of me, lifted off the ground so they don’t drag on the way to wherever I’m being taken. Honestly, I don’t know why they care about what happens to me when they’re going to be doing much worse to me soon. Nothing they say can change my mind about what they’re going to do. 
 
    I’m led through a maze of hallways in what looks to be an old warehouse of some sort. The men are moving too fast for me to get a good look around at where we are and where we’re going in case we get a chance to escape. One of the men behind me laughs as he sees me trying to look around. The laughter stops abruptly when we get into a large room and I see the man that’s told me what’s going to happen to me since the first day I met him. If he said his name, I don’t remember it. I only know that he’s a man I wish I’d never met. 
 
    “What’s so funny?” the man in charge asks, looking at all of the men in the room with us. “Is there anything about what we’re going to do here today that’s funny?” 
 
    “She’s trying to find a way to escape. This bitch was trying to ensure that she can find a way out if they get a second away from their cell,” the man that was laughing says with a confidence in his voice that he doesn’t truly feel as it wavers toward the end of his speech. 
 
    “Is that so?” he asks, striding toward me as the men let me fall to the floor in a heap. “Let’s show her what awaits her if she steps foot outside.” 
 
    He roughly pulls me from the floor by my hair. I have no choice but to follow him as he pulls me or the hair he’s holding will be ripped from my head in a large clump. But, I don’t cry out as I want to, I hold it in as a lone tear runs down my cheek and over the edge of my jaw. I’ll use the pain that I’m feeling and the humiliation that they’re making me suffer through to ensure that they end up paying with their lives once Renegade and the guys get here. The man pulls me over to a dingy window and rubs a circle in the grime that covers it so that I can see outside. After shoving my face into the glass and almost breaking my nose in the process, I wait for my eyes to focus only to see a large pond. The process is repeated as he takes me on the opposite side of the building to showcase a large forest that is dense. There’s no way that we’ll make it through the trees on our own. 
 
    “So, you see, there’s no way for you to escape. No one knows that you’re here once they discover you’re gone. We parked your car far away and it will throw them off the scent long enough to see that they’ll never get you back. You’ll be sold and long gone before they discover this place. But, we’ll have our fun and make sure that you’re broken the way your new master wants. Men hang her from the chains and let the fun begin,” he says, watching as his men chain me up to the chains hanging from the ceiling. “Now, you’re gonna tell me what you know about the Satan’s Anarchy MC. I want to know what runs they go on, when their next one is, and what their relationship is to the Phantom Bastards MC.” 
 
    “I don’t know what you’re talking about. Who are the Phantom Bastards?” I ask, confusion lacing my voice as I try to ensure that he knows I’m telling the truth right now. I’ve never heard talk about another club besides the men that I’m friends with. The ones that will get me out of here one way or another. 
 
    “Liar!” he bellows, the echo bouncing off the walls as he practically runs up to me and lands punch after punch to any part of my body he can reach. “Bring my tools to me.” 
 
    My vision is blurry as my eyes begin to swell closed with the punches that have landed to my face. A shiver runs through me at the mention of tools. I knew that they were going to inflict as much pain as they could on me but using other items to help them achieve that never entered my mind. The pain radiating through my body is already causing me to want to shut down and black out to not feel it anymore. But, I hold strong and think of Bear and the men that have been growing to mean something to me. Like a bunch of brothers that I never had but always wanted. Even though they’re not here, they’re giving me the strength I need to stay awake and not take the easy way out when it’s what I want most to do right now. The only thoughts I shut down are the ones that concern Bear. If I think of him, I know I’ll break and give in to what these guys want. Not that I know anything, but I get the feeling that they’d want me to black out so they can torture me as long as they want without my knowledge. 
 
    “Now, you’ll begin to feel pain; true pain. The only thing I can’t do is take your virginity. But, there are other ways I can rip my enjoyment from you,” the man says, as I feel a sharp object dragging across the skin of my stomach and down to my thighs. It drives into my thigh before I feel it sliding back out. There’s a flood of blood that I feel sliding down my leg. Still, I don’t scream out in pain. 
 
    The cuts and slices continue on until I’m about to let the blackness pull me under. All the time, the leader of this group of men continues to yell and shout questions at me about my family. Other men begin to put their hands on me and I can feel my fingers on one hand being broken as more punches and kicks begin to land along my body. 
 
    “Leave her hanging for now. I’ll come back in an hour or so and see if she’s ready to talk,” the man says as my head falls forward and I finally let the darkness take over and the pain to ebb away from me. At least for a little while. 
 
    [image: ] 
 
    As I begin to stir and wake up, fear immediately takes hold. I can’t seem to get my bearings as I try to figure out where I’m at. The last thing I remember is hearing that they were going to let me hang where I was for a while and then come back. Right now, I know that I’m not hanging anywhere, but it takes a few minutes for me to discover that I’m back in the cell with Hadliegh. I curl up into myself as pain continues to rip through my body and the chill that I’ve felt since waking up settles into my body. I’m literally chilled to the bone as I lay here. 
 
    More alert now, I look around until my gaze settles on Hadliegh sitting in the corner. She’s more awake then I’ve seen her so far and I know they’ve given her a reprieve for a little while. Turning my body around, I will myself to remain silent as I move and the pain becomes almost bearable. 
 
    “How long have I been back?” I ask, my voice sounds low and like I’ve been gargling with rocks. My mouth is so dry and I can’t seem to get enough saliva to wet the dryness that has taken root. 
 
    “A little while. They dropped you off and left. Must be you settled their thirst for blood and violence for a little while,” Hadliegh answers as we begin to hear screams coming from somewhere within the building. Chills run through both of us as we know what’s about to happen to another victim. 
 
    “How do you get through the time here?” I ask, not wanting to let my thoughts go to the one man that wants to take hold of my mind and relive every moment that I’ve shared with him. 
 
    “It depends. Sometimes, I shut my mind off and just lay here. Other times, I think of things that I would’ve done differently in my life. Ways that I could’ve prevented being kidnapped. I just don’t let my mind wander to what I’ll do when I get free because I don’t see that happening,” she responds, coming closer to me. “Tell me about your man and the ones that you think are gonna come for you.” 
 
    “I’ve been trying not to think of him. He’s my one weakness, the one thing that will make me break. We met on the side of the road when I got a flat tire. As soon as I laid eyes on him, I felt some sort of weird connection. After something horrible happened, he moved in with me and he’s been there ever since,” I tell her as the memories I’ve been fighting invade my mind and play over and over again. “The day I met these assholes is the day that I gave my most valuable asset away. He took those memories away for me and made the whole thing all about me. But it’s more than that with him. It’s the times that we spend in silence, just sitting with one another watching TV or reading. It’s when we sit outside and watch the day begin to unfold before our eyes. Or it’s the feeling of freedom when he takes me for a ride on his bike. I’ve lived such a sheltered life and he ensure that I experience everything that I want to. The only thing he can’t give me is a girlfriend. So, my only friends are the guys in Satan’s Anarchy MC.” 
 
    Hadliegh gives me a minute to let the times that I shared with Bear continue to run on and on. I don’t speak again until I tell her about the day he took me for a ride on the bike that ended with us at a little park. The park was full of trees with waterfalls and a pond the water flowed into before heading down the stream. There was a bridge that covered the gap of the pond that we stood on for a while. We watched the water flowing free and the wildlife exploring and finding food. Life had never seemed as simple and pure as it did in that moment. That was where I realized that we’re just a small part of such a big universe and I wanted to continue experiencing times like that with Bear at my side. 
 
    “What about the club? How did you manage to get involved with them?” she asks, wanting to take our minds off of our current predicament. 
 
    “Well, apparently, my grandma had been with one of their members for a long time after my grandfather passed away. They were looking over her house until I moved in and have been there ever since. I met the first member when I met Bear. He stopped and called in for a tow and didn’t leave me stranded there alone. These are men that people run from and never make eye contact. To me, their my family. They mean more to me than my blood family and I know that they’ll protect me and make sure that I come home,” I tell her, letting my voice convey how serious I am about them coming for us. “You know that I’m going to get us out of here, don’t you?” 
 
    “I don’t count on anything like that happening. The only thing I want is for them to get you out. If they can help me, then that’s great. But, if they only have time to get to you, then I’m going to do what I can to help them,” Hadliegh responds, crawling over to me since she doesn’t have a chain on her ankle like I do. “Bear may not be able to make sure you have a friend to talk to, but I can. Now, we’ll lay back to back so that we can try to stay warm. That’s going to be the only thing we can do.” 
 
    As the two of us lay on the freezing floor, I begin to shut my mind down. Talking about the guys has only made me miss them. In their own way, they all have the ability to give me strength and tear it away with the thought that anything bad will happen to them. So, for now Hadliegh and I make sure to keep our conversation away from them as we continue to talk amongst ourselves. We tell one another about our childhoods and what we wanted to do without lives. But, we’re careful not to let the conversation turn to what the future will truly hold for us. 
 
    Bear and I only had a few weeks together and it wasn’t nearly enough time together. There are so many things that I want to do with him and experience on my own. I want to go to school and get my degree in business management, I’ve never been out to a club and I want to go to one, I want to dance in the rain, and I want to live a life of freedom. Bear is the man that I want to spend the rest of my life with. One day, I want to marry him and raise our children together. I want a little boy that mirrors his daddy in every way possible from his looks to his personality and a little girl that will know without a doubt she’s loved and protected. And I want to experience everything I can with the man that embodies everything I’ve ever wanted in my life. A man that lives simple and with a freedom that I’m envious of. These are things that I’m beginning to lose hope of ever happening. I haven’t even been gone a full day and I’m already giving up. So, I close my eyes and let those thoughts filter to the back of my mind as my favorite image of Bear fills the darkness. He’s sitting on his bike looking like he doesn’t have a care in the world. He looks strong and the only weakness I see in his eyes is me. 
 
    Bear 
 
    I’ve been at the garage for a while now. Callie should’ve already shown up and been in the office. It’s been almost two hours and she’s still not here. She’s not answering her phone and the prospect said that she left the house the same time that she does every single morning. Now, it’s time to get the club involved in the disappearance of my woman. 
 
    “Bishop, I’m goin’ to the clubhouse. Let everyone know that I won’t be back today,” I say, throwing the tool in my hand to the ground as I begin to pace the shop floor. 
 
    “What do you think happened?” Bishop asks, trying to get me to calm down as one scenario after another one rolls through my head. 
 
    “I don’t fucking know. She could’ve been in an accident, she could’ve stopped to help someone, maybe she had an appointment I didn’t know about. I don’t fuckin’ know what the hell happened to her or where the fuck she’s at,” I yell, losing all control on my emotions as one last scenario enters my head. The thought makes me clear the top of my tool box with a loud crash that echo’s off the walls of the shop. 
 
    “You think it was those guys that came to the grand openin’?” he asks, picking up the tool that I threw. 
 
    “That’s a fuckin’ possibility. I’m out of here. I’m goin’ on the route she takes here on my way to the clubhouse,” I say, letting him handle the havoc that I just caused in my bay. 
 
    As I make my way to the clubhouse, I think of Callie and the night we had last night. She wanted to learn new things in bed. So, she gave me the best blow job I’ve ever had. Then I let her take further control and she pushed me back on the bed before straddling my thighs. I knew what my girl wanted, but she didn’t know how to ask me or what to do. So, I grabbed onto her hips and brought her up higher on my body until she was perched just above my aching cock. Slowly, Callie sunk down on me until she had hit bottom. For a few minutes, we just stayed still and relished the feel of one another. Callie began to move and it was like heaven was swallowing me whole as she rode me like no one else ever had before. Callie is truly my heart and I will do anything I have to in order to bring her home. 
 
    The road leading from the house to the garage is clear. Her car isn’t on the side of the road and no one else is there either. I scan the area for tread marks or anything to indicate that there was an accident or a struggle of some kind but there’s nothing. It’s like she vanished into thin air. The only thing that makes sense right now, and sends a chill through my body, is that the Scavengers have her. They got to her somehow and it’s going to take all the luck in the world for us to find her because we don’t know a fucking thing about this club. Their leader said he wanted her and would get her and I believe that he’s done just that. 
 
    Pulling into the clubhouse at high speed, I skid to a stop right in front of the door. Renegade, Grave, Psycho, and Smoke are the first ones to run outside and find out what’s going on. I barely catch my bike before it tumbles to the ground in my haste to get to my club, to my President, to get their help. 
 
    “What’s goin’ on Bear?” Psycho asks, stepping forward to help me with my bike. 
 
    “Callie. She’s missin’,” I say, almost tumbling to the ground as a pain I’ve never known hits me and flares throughout my entire body. 
 
    “What the fuck are you talkin’ about?” Renegade asks me as the rest of the guys stand and wait for me to talk. 
 
    “She’s gone. She never showed up to work this morning. When I got a hold of the prospect, he said that she left the same time as always to come to work. Her car wasn’t home when I went by on my way here and I can’t get her on her phone. It goes right to voicemail. I drove the route she’d take and there’s no sign of her anywhere. She fuckin’ vanished and we need to find her,” I tell the guys around me. As soon as the last word is out of my mouth, they scramble to get busy finding the woman that’s become so close to all of us here. 
 
    “Psycho, Smokey, and Bear go out and look for any sign of Callie. I’ll get the rest of the guys workin’ here and we’ll see if we can get the tracker on her phone to pinpoint her location,” Renegade says, striding inside to get the rest of the guys to work. 
 
    Instead of following orders like Renegade just shouted out, I need a few minutes of his time. I need to tell him my fear of that club having her. We haven’t heard anything from them since the incident at the garage, but that doesn’t mean that they haven’t been watching her. Somehow they must have gotten past everything that we’ve put in place regarding security or the prospects watching over the house when I’m not there. They got the better of us this time and Callie’s the one that’s gonna pay for our mistakes. 
 
    “Pres, need you for a minute,” I say, following him into his office while Grave tells everyone else what’s going on. 
 
    “What’s up Bear?” he asks, shutting his door behind me as I drop down into the chair in front of his desk. 
 
    “What if this is the Scavengers?” I ask, finally letting the reality of this settle in me. 
 
    Renegade sits down in his chair and leans back against it. He lets the question I just asked sink in and tries to figure out how to answer me without getting my rage and fear stoked any higher than it already is. I can see the wheels turning as he mulls over the possibility of them having Callie. Finally, he leans forward and gives me an answer that dashes any hope I have of finding her whole and safe. 
 
    “That’s a possibility Bear. I’ll make sure Hawk looks into them more than he’s already been lookin’. If it’s them, we’re gonna have a hell of a time gettin’ her back because no one knows anythin’ about them. We’ve been lookin’ into them since they showed up. I’ll have him amp up the search and hack into whatever he has to,” Renegade answers me as I stand up and leave his office. 
 
    I head out to search through town for Callie. There’s still a possibility that she’s here somewhere and that her phone died. That could be the reason that it’s going straight to voicemail. I let that hope settle in as I ride up and down the streets. At one point, I get behind Psycho and he shakes his head at me to let me know that he hasn’t seen anything. Fuck! Every minute that passes by, my hope begins to sink lower and lower until there’s nothing left. 
 
    As I scan the town, I think of the short time that we’ve had together. The first day that I saw her sitting in her car on the side of the road as the heat bore down on us all. It was so hot out that you could almost see the heat fanning up off the road. When she got out of the car, I took in what she was wearing; a pair of shorts and a tank top with flip flops on her feet. She was like a breath of fresh air in the heat that threatened to suffocate us all. At the same time, I felt this weird tingle fly up my spine and hit me in the chest. She was the most beautiful creature I had ever seen and she was looking at me. I could feel her eyes on me as I put her car on the flatbed. What really got me was when I helped her up in the cab of the truck. The tingle that started when I looked at her became like a zap of lightening as I reached out and touched her. Callie Patton is doing something to me that I’ve never felt before in my life; something that I’ve been looking for and hadn’t had any luck of finding. Until now. Callie is my woman even if I’m taking this at her pace. 
 
    After letting the memories of my time with Callie flood my brain, I push the thoughts away so that I can focus on finding her. It’s been hours and no one has let me know that they’ve found anything. With every passing minute that I don’t hear or see anything, the rage that I first felt begins to build once more. I know without a doubt that it’s the Scavengers that have her. When I get my hands on them, I’m going to make them pay. They’ll feel each and everything they did to Callie. Then I’m going to tear their fucking scumbag pussy of a leader limb from limb. But, I’ll have my fun with him first. I’m not a blood thirsty person that relishes the idea of torturing or killing someone. They’re bringing this side out in me with the knowledge that they’ve got my woman. I can’t even begin to put into words everything that I want to do to this man. The guys in the club can have anyone that survives any attack we put on them, the leader is mine and I’ll make sure they all know it. 
 
    Pulling back into the clubhouse after countless hours of searching Shadowville and the surrounding towns for Callie or any sign of her, I park my bike at the end of the line and walk into the clubhouse. There’s men sitting around and they all look up as I walk directly to the bar and ask for a beer. Psycho walks up to me and I can see the pain in his eyes as he gets closer. 
 
    “No luck?” he asks, sitting down next to me and holding his hand up as the prospect goes to pour him another shot. 
 
    “Nope,” I answer, giving him a one-word answer as my rage simmers just below the surface. 
 
    “We’ll find her,” he says, staying in his seat while watching me drink my beer in one gulp. 
 
    “Yeah. But what condition will she be returned in? How will she get through the rest of her life dependin’ on what they fuckin’ do to her? She didn’t just run away, they fuckin’ took her!” I yell, throwing the empty beer bottle against the nearest wall. “What if we don’t fuckin’ find her in time?” 
 
    “We’ll find her in time, Bear. We’ll keep lookin’ and Hawk will do his thing on the computer. You’re not the only one that’s fuckin’ hurtin’ right now,” Psycho says, letting his fear shine from his eyes as he tries to calm me down. 
 
    “I know you’re all close to her, but I fuckin’ love that woman. She gave me her fuckin’ virginity so that she could stop feelin’ that fuckin’ bitches touch on her. You have no idea what that woman does for me and how selflessly she gives to me on a daily basis. None of you have any clue what it does to me to see the excitement in her eyes when she does somethin’ new or realizes that there’s no restraint on what she can do and how she has to do it. Callie is my fuckin’ heart and soul and she’s out there goin’ through somethin’ that should never fuckin’ touch her!” I yell, letting my rage explode as I grab chair after chair and smash them. I work my way through the common room and no one attempts to stop me from my path of destruction. 
 
    By the time I stop, I’m panting for breath and looking around at the mess I made in the clubhouse. Renegade walks out and looks at the room before looking at me. I’m standing there with the remnants of a chair in my hands as he strolls up to the bar and grabs a beer. “Well, at least we still got alcohol. Feel any better?” he asks, sitting down on the stool while he never takes his eyes off me. 
 
    “No, I don’t. The list gets longer and longer of what I want to do to these fuckwads and the regrets that I feel,” I answer honestly, leaning against the wall for support that I need right now. 
 
    “What regrets?” Smokey asks, walking up next to me as I throw the remaining part of the chair against the floor. 
 
    “The regret that I pushed her away when she first got here and I didn’t take every second that I could get with her. I regret not spendin’ every single second with her, pushin’ her to do what she wants to do. And I regret not gettin’ her out of the situation she was in with her parents. You guys don’t know the half of it and it’s not my story to tell; it’s hers,” I pause feeling myself break down as I take a deep breath while a lone tear escapes and rolls down my cheek. “The biggest thing I regret is that I didn’t take more time with her when we slept together. Do you guys know that she could be pregnant right now and I don’t know it? There’s so much to regret about my time, or lack thereof, with Callie.” 
 
    “What?” Grave asks, storming out of the room as the news hits him. 
 
    “We decided that whatever happens, happens. Since the first time, we’ve been together more than once and haven’t used anythin’. So, yes, she could be pregnant. These assholes may have not only Callie, but our unborn child too. Fuck!” I scream, finally collapsing as the thought takes hold in my brain and refuses to go away. 
 
    “We will bring her home Bear,” Renegade says, standing up and making his way down the hall. 
 
    Callie’s disappearance has hit every single man in this clubhouse hard as fuck. Not a single one of them knows what I’m going through right now though. They don’t understand the pain and agony that is ripping through me as each new thought enters my mind. Psycho and Smokey are the men closest to me and I know that they can feel every single emotion that runs rampant through my body the longer that Callie’s missing. I can’t be here right now; I have to be out there searching for her and trying to get any hint that I can of where she’s it. So, I ignore everyone and make my way outside. The only thing I want right now is to pull Callie in my arms and never let her go again. 
 
    The rest of the night, I spend on my bike, searching for Callie or any sign of her. Her car has vanished, her phone is still going straight to voicemail, and the house sits dark and empty. As the hours tick by, the rage begins to fade and then the desperation begins to take hold. What am I gonna do if we can’t find her? What if she comes back damaged and beyond what anyone can help her with? I’ll be there for her in any capacity she takes me in, but I want Callie back with every fiber of my being. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Nine 
 
    Bear 
 
    IT’S BEEN THREE WEEKS AND FOUR DAYS since I lost the woman that means more to me than anything else in the world. I haven’t taken a break from searching high and low for her. She’s got to be terrified and losing hope that I’ll find her every second that passes and we don’t storm in there and take her back. I lose hope every single time we get a lead that doesn’t pan out. We seem to be getting further and further away from her and there’s no end in sight. 
 
    I’m ready to have a breakdown and start beating the shit out of anyone that helps lead us on a wild goose chase around town and the surrounding area. Renegade has made sure to keep at least one man on me all the time so that I don’t go rogue and try to get her back on my own. Or just start destroying anyone that stands in my path to finding her. They all know I’m ready to snap in a way that no one has ever seen from me and I don’t care who I take down, or hurt, in the process. The only thing that matters to me is getting the girl that I love back before they destroy her beyond all recognition. 
 
    “Bear, let’s go,” Psycho yells out as I walk out of my room at the clubhouse since I haven’t wanted to spend a second in her house alone. “Got a lead on her car.” 
 
    I slam my door shut and run toward the staircase as quick as I can without tripping over myself. Grave, Psycho, and Renegade are waiting outside for me, already on their bikes. Straddling mine, I don’t bother with putting a helmet on or anything else as I start it and take off behind the men that are my brothers. They haven’t taken breaks either from searching for Callie. We all want to bring her home safe and sound. What we haven’t done is let ourselves think about what’s being done to her every day that these vile men have her in their hands. 
 
    The trip to get where they were told Callie’s car is takes about a half hour. When we pull up, I see her car sitting there, completely destroyed. Doors have been left open, wires are hanging out all over the place, and it looks like it hit a few trees and other huge obstacles along the way here. Renegade motions for us to surround the house and get inside anyway that we can. I take the front door while the rest of them spread out around the house. Waiting for a few seconds, I bust through the door and a horrendous smell hits my nose. It’s a mixture of garbage and death. What the fuck is going on here? 
 
    Making my way through the house, I see that garbage litters every available surface of the living room. There’s used needles and other drug paraphernalia on the table. No one’s here as I walk through the room and clear it. I hear a commotion coming from the kitchen and turn to head in that direction instead of heading upstairs to clear that. Grave is in the kitchen and what I see turns my head. There’s evidence of someone making crack and other drugs laid out all over the place. Turning back out of the room to leave Grave to his own demons, I make my way upstairs once again. There’re four doors that are all closed up here, and I take my time opening each door up. The sight that greets me in each room is horrendous. 
 
    In the first room a young girl has been tied to the bed. She’s naked and there are cuts and burns littering her body. Her eyes are wide open even in death. The second room holds two girls. One has a broken neck while the other one has bruising around her neck leading me to believe that she’s been strangled to death. In the third room I see a girl that can’t be more than sixteen years old. I almost lose what little is in my stomach at the sight of her young and mutilated body. Opening the door to the fourth room, I find the bathroom. There’s a girl in the tub that appears to have taken her own life. I can’t even begin to imagine what the assholes have done to her in order to drive her to the point of taking her own life. Fuck! These are the men that have my girl. I’m not sure what’s leading me to believe that this was done at the hands of the same men, but my gut is telling me that they are. When I get a gut feeling about something, I’m very rarely wrong. 
 
    As I make my way back downstairs, I head outside and to my bike. I don’t even wait for the guys to come out here and meet me. Straddling my bike, I peel out of the driveway and ride down the road. I’m not sure where the fuck I’m going, but I head away from the clubhouse and the house that I was sharing with Callie; her home. My thoughts are filled with turmoil about what I’m gonna end up having to do to bring her home and make sure that she’s okay. Based on the looks of the girls in that house, I know that Callie will never be the same again. She’s going to be damaged and hurt more than anyone I’ve ever seen in my life. But, I vow to do what I can to help her through whatever horrors she’s suffering at the hands of the men that have started a war with Satan’s Anarchy. 
 
    Pulling into a gas station, I park next to the pumps so I can fill my bike up. I pull my phone out and see that there are over ten missed calls and more than a few messages that I’ve missed while riding and searching town once again. Everything in me is screaming at me not to answer any of them. But in the next second I realize that it might be news about Callie, and I have to answer them. Ignoring everything other than the fact that most of the calls are from Hawk. On top of being the secretary of Satan’s Anarchy, he’s the club’s tech guy too. He’s a genius with tracking anyone that gets in our way or that goes missing. 
 
    “Hawk, please tell me you got somethin’,” I say in way of greeting as I remain on my bike and pull the nozzle from the pump. 
 
    “Nothin’ other than the car bein’ at the house you guys went to earlier. Where you at?” he asks, dashing my hopes once again. 
 
    “Searchin’,” I answer, hanging up the nozzle once my tank is full and putting my kickstand down so that I can go in and pay. 
 
    As I get to the door and go to open it, I hear the rumble of motorcycles pulling in. Ducking into the store, I make out three of the men that were at the garage the day that we held the Grand Opening. Hawk is still on the phone and I watch them pull up to the pumps and fill their bikes. They’re laughing and joking like they don’t have a care in the world. 
 
    “Hawk, I need you to send some guys to me. Track my phone so that you always know where I’m at until they get with me,” I tell him, hanging up the phone so that I can follow the men. 
 
    When they come in the store to pay for their gas, I watch them make a mess of everything in their path to the counter. One of the men opens snacks, takes a few bites, and throws it on the floor. He does the same thing with drinks, chips, and pulls all of the hotdogs and sausages off the rollers where they’ve been cooking. Everything in me is telling me to attack them right now, but I know that I need back-up and I need them to lead me back to wherever Callie is being held. This is the only chance we have to make sure that we find her. 
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    Renegade, Grave, Psycho, Snake, and Doc catch up to me not long after I left the gas station. I’ve followed the men for almost forty miles making sure not to get caught by them. They have no concern for the road or other vehicles on the road around them. I watch as they get dangerously close to other cars as they pass them and then slow down to nothing as they pull back in front of those cars. These men have a death wish and want to take as many people down with them as they can. 
 
    We follow them to an old warehouse that it’s in the middle of nowhere. There’re woods on one side and a body of water on the other side. I can’t see how big the water is at this point, but I know that it’s going to ensure that no one can get out on that side of the warehouse. Yeah, they can get through the woods, but it’s going to be difficult with how dense they are. The guys and I pull into a little hideaway at the edge of the woods and make our way closer on foot. We don’t want anyone to hear us coming so that we can watch and see what’s going on for a little while. 
 
    “We’re gonna need the rest of the guys to bring guns and ammunition before we go in there,” Renegade says crouching down so that he’s hidden from anyone coming in from the road. “For now, we watch and wait to see how many men come in and if any of them leave.” 
 
    I crouch down in the woods, farther down than my brothers. It’s taking everything in me not to go in there right now and get Callie away from these monsters. As the daylight fades and night begins to take hold, I watch as the men laugh and joke around outside like they haven’t started a fucking war. They simply don’t care that Callie is in there and they’ve done whatever they want to her. Well, they’re about to find out that their last day on Earth is coming. It may not be at my hands, but they will all die by my brothers or me. No one will be saved from us as they have one of ours. 
 
    My brothers are quiet as we watch them. I try to take breath after breath as my imagination runs wild with the torture Callie’s suffering through. It feels like my breath is stuck in my chest though. She’s so fucking close and I can’t do anything about it. It’s hard to concentrate and sit back while we wait for the rest of the guys to show up and bring what we need to make sure that we all make it out of here alive and they die. Grave, Psycho, Snake, Doc, and Renegade leave me alone as I sit and never once lift my eyes from the building holding my heart hostage. 
 
    Callie 
 
    I can’t tell you how long I’ve been in captivity. Hadliegh and I haven’t been separated since I woke up. Well, I should say we’re kept in the same cell. She’s been trying to divert the attention from me as much as she can. The result is that she’s been beaten and raped more than what was happening before I showed up. Neither one of us can move very well and we spend more of our time blacked out from pain than we do awake. I am still saved from being raped repeatedly because they still believe that I’m untouched. It’s a secret that we’re both keeping well protected. Even though I’d give anything to take some of the pain and brutality away from Hadliegh, she won’t let me. 
 
    When the men come in to take me, I am beaten and tortured for any information that I have on the Satan’s Anarchy. They don’t believe that I haven’t known about the club from the very beginning since my grandma was involved with one of the men in the club. As far as they believe, anytime I went to visit her, I saw the men and would hang out with them. No matter how many times I tell them that it’s not the truth because of my parents, they think I’m lying to save the men. Even if I did know something about them and what they do, I wouldn’t say a word to these despicable assholes. They’re also trying to get any information I might know on another club; the Phantom Bastards. I’ve never even heard of that club. Not until I came here and they told me about them. 
 
    “Come on bitch,” a male voice says, stirring me from the little bit of sleep I was managing to get. “Get the fuck up! Boss wants a word with you again today.” 
 
    I’m pulled from my spot on the freezing cold cement and dragged by the hair on my head as I don’t have the energy to stand on my own two feet anymore. Not to mention that one of my ankles have been broken and I can’t put any weight on it. One of my wrists have been sprained or broken and I know that I have more cuts than I can count on my body and several burns on my back and chest. I have bruises all over my body, especially my chest. These men haven’t managed to break Hadliegh or me yet and I don’t see it happening anytime soon. 
 
    “Are you ready to talk today?” the man only known as boss asks as I’m pulled into the room and chained up to the ceiling. 
 
    “Fuck you!” I say as loud as I can. I’m hanging from the chains and let my body weight fall putting more pressure on my wrists and shoulders. The pain that rips through my body and wrist is overwhelming and I want to cry out, but I refuse to give them that satisfaction as much as I can. 
 
    ‘Boss’ laughs since I’ve only started swearing. I don’t know if it’s the situation or the fact that I’ve been with Hadliegh for so long. She swears like a sailor and I know that it’s not because of the situation that we find ourselves in; that’s just who she is. I’m barely able to watch him come toward me as my eyes are swollen almost all the way shut. But I feel his hand run up my arm and around to my chest. He grabs one of my breasts and squeezes as hard as he can. I wince in pain as he continues to abuse me. 
 
    “Let’s see if we can find a new way to try to bring out the information that I want,” he says, turning around and grabbing a knife. 
 
    Before I know what he’s going to do, he slices the skin on my chest. He makes several deliberate marks and it’s like he’s carving a word on my skin. The slices hurt and burn with each knew slice he makes. Whatever he’s writing into my skin, the top of the letters is the worst part. It’s like he deliberately slices harder and deeper at the beginning before sliding the blade almost all the way out of my skin. He’s not done yet though. I feel him walk around to my back and receive the same treatment as I just got on my chest. This man’s goal is to make me as undesirable as he possibly can. I’ve been reminded time and time again that he can do whatever he likes to me as long as I’m still alive and untouched. I’m fair game for anything else that they feel like doing to me. Including making me give them all blow jobs as often as they can get away with it. 
 
    The first time he tried to stick his nasty, pencil dick in my mouth, I threw up on him. There was no way that I could stomach the thought of giving him any sort of pleasure. It didn’t matter that I wasn’t willing and he was going to take it anyway. I got a beat down, and then he forced my mouth open while I was almost unconscious. The only thing I could think of was biting down as hard as I could. That’s when they started making sure another guy was around to basically pry my mouth open and ensure that I couldn’t use my teeth in any way while they took what they wanted. 
 
    Today is the first day that I’ve begun to wish for death to claim me. Not only will it save me from further torture at these men’s hands but that he’ll have the men that want me after him when I’m found dead. They’ve already been paid for me instead of having to cart me to some auction with the rest of the girls they have in their possession at the moment. I guess I should be glad that I don’t have to get ‘dressed’ up and be paraded around a bunch of old men that want to buy someone to do whatever horrendous things they wish to. No, my only thought is of Bear and how he’s going to react when he finally lays eyes on me again. If the damage being done to me is more than he can handle, I honestly don’t know what I’ll do. He’s become so important to me and I’ve never experienced the feelings that I have for him. I’m sure that he’s made it his mission to find me and bring me home, but the aftermath is what I’m worried about. I know that the guys will find me; I’ve never once given up the hope that they’ll rescue me. It’s just taking longer than I anticipated. 
 
    When carving words into my skin doesn’t get me to talk, the beating once again begins. They continue to punch, kick, bite, and do whatever else enters their demented little minds. The pain makes me black out once again before they take me down and carry me unconscious back to the cell. I never know if Hadliegh will be there when I get back or not; it’s hit or miss if they’ve already taken her for whatever information they believe they want to get from her. Of if it’s one of the times that they just want to play their games and try to break the strong and independent soul that she is. 
 
    We haven’t been able to share too much of our past with one another because most of the time we can barely talk above a whisper. It’s hard to breath as they bruise and break our ribs and I’ve watched Hadliegh cough up blood more times than I can count. She’s seriously injured and needs medical attention but I can’t do anything about it until the guys get here to save me. I’ll make sure that they bring her too so that she can escape the hell that we’ve been forced into. 
 
    “Let her be for now. I’ll come back in a while and see if freezing to death here will help change her mind. Go make sure the air is turned up down here so that the floor is even colder than usual,” the guy in charge says, leading the men from the room and slamming the door shut behind them. 
 
    I can feel the blood seeping from the wounds that have just been inflicted on me. Along with old wounds that have been opened back up from the assault I just went through. It’s a feeling that sends shivers through my body and one that I’m becoming used to at the same time. Knowing that I’m alone, I let the tears flow down my face and drip into the pool of blood that already rests below me. I’ll never let them see me broken and crying. I’d rather die. 
 
    Thoughts of Bear invade my mind as I try to push them away. I just don’t have the energy to fight anything right now. Pictures of him that I’ve burned into my memory assault me and that causes the tears to flow even harder. More realizations begin to invade my mind as I become aware that I’ll never get out of here. While I know that the guys will come for me, I fear that it will be too late. There’s been too much damage done to my body and my mind is becoming weaker every day that I’m here. The only times that I find any sort of strength is when I do think of the man that has my heart. But, it’s also in those times that I know he’s truly the only one that’s going to break me. So, I fight to push thoughts of him away once again. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Ten 
 
    Bear 
 
    WE’VE BEEN OUT HERE ALL NIGHT, waiting for the rest of the guys to show up with everything we need. While Grave, Renegade, Psycho, and Snake have been talking and resting, I’ve been staying where I am and never taking my eyes off of the warehouse. Guys from the Scavengers have been in and out all night long. They’ve been partying and getting drunk. Only a few of the men have remained sober. I’m guessing that those are the ones that are supposed to keep whoever is in there under lock and key. 
 
    I’ve been tempted multiple times to just say fuck it and run over there to save Callie. Renegade knew what was going through my mind and made sure that when he saw me getting to that point he’d remind me that I wouldn’t do Callie any good if I was dead. Going in with one gun and no more ammunition than what’s already loaded is sure to leave me dead before I made it halfway to the warehouse. Fucked up or not, these guys are dangerous and I know that we have to wait. Our guys will be here soon and then we can storm the warehouse and take my woman back. We can get her the help that she needs and make sure that no harm comes to anyone else ever again. 
 
    “They’re ten minutes out. Hawk is goin’ to load everythin’ up on the way so that all we have to do is grab and go,” Renegade says, standing up and stretching out while we all get ready to go. 
 
    The ten minutes that it takes for the rest of our men to get here seems to take forever. I’ve been waiting almost a full month to lay eyes on the woman that has captured my heart and soul. Now that we’re almost ready to save her and destroy the men that took her, I can taste it. I want to make sure that they suffer as much as she’s suffered in the last month. I’ll look at my woman and then make sure that they feel every single thing that they did to her. Rage begins to boil once again in my veins as I think of all the possibilities that they’ve done to her. The fear that they’ve raped her runs rampant right along with the rage. My body is vibrating with the feelings going through me right now. It’s only going to get worse once I lay eyes on Callie and see what they’ve done to her. 
 
    “We’ll get her,” Psycho says, placing a hand on my shoulder as he steps up beside me. 
 
    “Their leader is mine,” I say, turning to face my brothers. “I don’t give a fuck what’s done to the rest of the men other than they die, but that motherfucker is mine. I’m goin’ to make him pay for every scrape and cut that she’s suffered.” 
 
    “You have my word,” Renegade says, walking over to me as we hear a vehicle coming down the road. 
 
    We all get ready as the van pulls up and the side door slides open. I reach in as soon as it stops and grab two guns. There’s a second van that passes by and parks on the other side of the road leading to the warehouse. Turning away from my brothers I begin to make my way to the outer edge of the forest. Footsteps behind me let me know that my brothers aren’t wasting any time in getting to the warehouse to save Callie. The only reason that we know she’s here for sure is that I moved closer during the night and heard the men talking about her screams and how sweet they sounded to them. Along with some other ‘bitch’ that they’ve had even longer than my sweet Callie. 
 
    Psycho and Smokey follow me while the rest of the guys all split up so that we can surround three sides of the warehouse. Hawk pulled up blueprints of the warehouse while we were here and told us that there’s no exit on the side of the lake. It stops almost at the edge of the warehouse so there’s no need to go on that side. I’m going to storm in the front with my best friends and brothers by my side. As soon as I get close to the opening of the woods, gunfire erupts and I can hear bodies hitting the ground as we begin to run toward the men that are trying to flee. Psycho and Smokey are right next to me as we make our way to the door that will lead us inside. The three of us are shooting at anyone that gets in our way as we go. Their men are dropping like flies and I know that they’ll be losing the war they’ve started tonight. 
 
    “We got your back!” Smokey yells, continuing to shoot at our enemies. “Go get Callie!” 
 
    I nod my head in response as I bash through the flimsy door. Taking stock of what’s in this main room, I see two hallways and a bunch of doors. This is going to take longer than what I thought. Fuck! Running toward one hallway, I keep my eyes moving so that I’m not caught off guard by any of these fuckwads. As I enter the hallway, I can hear screams piercing the air and I stop dead in my tracks so that I can figure out where they’re coming from. Psycho stops just behind me and together we listen until we hear whimpering coming from the hallway we’re in. 
 
    The two of us smash in door after door until we find three that are locked. Standing across the hall, I shoot at the handle on the first door and the pressure explodes the side of the door, causing it to swing open. Psycho follows suit and opens the second door. There’s a girl laying naked on the floor in the room I opened. She’s in some type of cell and I know that she’s barely hanging in from the way she’s sleeping. I hear my brother call out that he needs help in his room and I do the same for the girl I’ve found. Walking back out into the hall, I get the door of the third room open and there’s another girl lying on the floor. Opening the cage that’s been left unlocked, I kneel next to the girl and she that she has been severely beaten. 
 
    “We’re gonna get you out of here. I promise,” I tell the girl as I realize that she can’t stand on her own. “Psycho, get in here!” 
 
    Psycho comes running in and takes a look at the girl. He swears up a storm and goes to lift the girl up in his arms. She screams out in pain as a word she’s muttering sticks out to me; Callie. 
 
    “Psycho stop!” I shout out, needing him to stop taking her out of the room so that I can find out where Callie is. “What about Callie? Where is she?” 
 
    “Torture,” is all the girl gets out before she passes out in Psycho’s arms.  
 
    There’s another room here somewhere. I run out and find Hawk. He’s with one of the other girls and I grab him to get his attention. After explaining what the girl said, he pulls his phone out and I see him looking at the blue prints once again. It takes him several minutes before he turns his phone toward me and points out another door that must be in the hall that I didn’t go down. I take off running toward the hall and I can hear booted feet running behind me. 
 
    Most of the doors are standing open; all except one that’s at the end of the hallway. Running toward that, I try the handle to find that it’s locked. Pointing my gun, I shoot and make sure that it hits right beside the handle. The door splinters apart and I can hear movement inside. As Grave, Renegade, and I run inside my entire world crumbles and I almost hit my knees. Callie is hanging there, her head is lolled forward and hanging down. From this vantage point, I can’t tell if she’s breathing or not. What I can see are the many cuts, bruising on every single inch of her body, and I can see a word carved on her chest. I’m not sure what it says, but I know that it’s a vile and disgusting word that will mark Callie’s beautiful skin for the rest of her life. 
 
    Before we can do anything to get her down, the man that we’ve been looking for steps just to the side of her. His position ensures that none of us can take a shot at him because there’s a major chance that we’ll hit Callie instead of him. There’s a cocky smirk on his face and I see that he thinks he’s won. This man thinks that we’re going to just lay down and let him get away with kidnapping and torturing this woman that means so much to us. The woman that I love more than anyone else in my life. 
 
    “You think you’ve won? You think that you’re going to walk out of here alive? With her?” he asks, a maniacal smile lighting up his whole face as he truly thinks that he’s won. What he doesn’t know is that Grave is a deadly accurate shot and he can hit him in a split second without the bullet coming near Callie. 
 
    “I know we’ve won. We’re goin’ to walk out of here with Callie while you rot in the pits of hell. Where you belong,” I tell him, trying to bring his attention to me and away from Grave so he can move into position. 
 
    “And what about your woman here? I know she’s the glue that keeps you all together as you try to woo her and see who can fuck her first,” he says, the gleam back in his eye. “She’ll never be the same again and I know that she’ll remain untouched because of what I’ve done to her.” 
 
    I can’t help the laughter that erupts from me at the thought that Callie’s untouched. She’s been more than touched by me for several weeks. The rest of the guys look at me and I can see the questions in their eyes as I get myself back under control. Once I know that I’m not gonna laugh again, I turn my attention to the man that has held my heart in his hands for a month now. 
 
    “You think she’s untouched? I can assure you that she’s not a virgin anymore. She hasn’t been for weeks now,” I tell him, watching as his rage flies uncontrolled through his body ending at his eyes. I’m sure that if he could throw flames from his eyes he would be right now. 
 
    “Are you fucking kidding me? I could’ve had my way with her and made sure that I had a child,” he spits out, turning his attention toward Callie. 
 
    Just as he goes to raise his hands against Callie once again, I hear the thunder of a gun going off. The echo bounces off the walls as I watch the man go down in slow motion. Screams pierce my ears as I turn my attention to Callie. She’s still out cold so the screams are coming from the man that Grave shot. He didn’t kill him because he knew that I wanted to get my hands on him and torture him the same way that he’s done to these women that he’s taken. 
 
    Thoughts of the man writhing on the floor leave me as I rush over to Callie to get her down. Grave beats me there and begins to unhook her wrists and gently bring her to the floor. I rip my cut off and pull my shirt over my head. Psycho and Renegade lift her up so that I can slide it over her head and cover the body that I should be the only one to see. Moans rip from her as we carefully move her body to get the shirt on her and protect her modesty. 
 
    “I’m so sorry baby. Just a few more minutes and we’ll get you help,” I tell her, picking her up in my arms and walking out of the room and toward the exit. 
 
    Hawk leads my way out of the warehouse and to the van that one of the prospects have brought closer. I see the other three girls already loaded up and waiting to get out of here. Climbing in, I keep Callie close to me as I sit on the floor and lay her in my lap. She’s barely breathing and I know that we need to get a move on to the nearest hospital. It’s a matter of time before the last breath leaves her body and I refuse to let that happen. 
 
    “Let’s go! Callie and these girls need to get to the hospital. Now!” I holler out to the prospects and the guys that are nearest me. 
 
    Hawk gets in the driver’s seat and takes off, leaving the rest of the men here to clean up the mess that’s been left. He continuously looks back to keep an eye on Callie to see if we need to call an ambulance or not. We don’t have time to wait for one though. We’re out in the middle of nowhere and it will take longer for them to get to us than for Hawk to drive there himself. 
 
    “Hawk just get us there. It’s going to take too long for help,” I tell him, urging him to get us there as quickly as he can. Meanwhile I turn my attention back to Callie and the girl that has moved closer to my woman. 
 
    He turns his attention back to the road and gets us to the hospital in less than a half hour. The time seems to stand still as I wait and watch Callie. Her breathing is still slow and shallow and she seems to be in immense pain with every small breath she takes. It’s almost more than I can bear to watch as she struggles while in my arms and there’s nothing I can do to help her. 
 
    Leaning down over her prone body, I whisper words that I don’t even know if she can hear or not. I tell her how strong she is, how much I love her, and that she’s going to pull through this. I’m going to be by her side every single step of the way while she recovers, both physically and mentally. Tears run unchecked down my face as I watch her chest rising and falling. It seems to be getting slower and slower the longer that we travel. My fear ratchets up another few notches as I begin to pray. Praying isn’t something that I’ve ever done before in my life. 
 
    As soon as we make it to the hospital, Hawk runs inside to get help and the activity surrounding us becomes a whirlwind. There’s nurses and doctors surrounding the van as they take Callie and the other girls. Callie’s the only one placed directly on a stretcher and whisked away from me. Hawk leads me into the waiting room in the emergency room where we’ll wait for information on Callie and the others. While I’m concerned with all the girls and I want to make sure that they all get to their homes. My main concern is that Callie survives. Her friend is important too, but no one is more important than her. 
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    The guys have been arriving to the hospital. I’ve been assured that business is waiting for me back at the clubhouse. My mind won’t be on him until I know that Callie’s going to be okay. It’s been hours and I’ve been pacing the room; letting my nervous energy fill me until I feel like I’m going to explode. Smokey has tried to get me to go to the cafeteria for something to eat but I don’t want anything to do with it. I’ll be right here when the doctors come out to let us know what’s going on. 
 
    I sit down and put my head in my hands as the pain of not knowing comes to hit me full force. One of the main thoughts running through my mind is that we caused Callie to get taken. Are we the ones that put a target on her back the second people realized that she was friends with the club? Suddenly I question every decision I’ve made regarding the club and I don’t know what to do about it now. 
 
    “Don’t do that, Bear. Don’t let those thoughts enter your fuckin’ head,” Grave says, sitting down next to me and pulling my attention to him and out of my own head. “This didn’t happen because of the club. This happened to Callie because of that demented as fuck asshole that saw her and chose to take her. Along with those three other girls that are back there.” 
 
    “How do you know?” I ask, needing to know what the hell he thinks is going on. 
 
    “Because you saw the dead girls at the house we went to where Callie’s car was found. You saw that other girls were in that fuckin’ warehouse. You saw the conditions and know in your heart what really happened,” he tells me, stopping only when the doors to the back open up. 
 
    “Family for Callie Patton,” the man in scrubs calls out. Only knowing her name because I gave it to them shortly after getting here and settling into the waiting room. 
 
    I stand up and make my way over to the man holding a chart and not bothering to look up to see who’s walking toward him. As I stop in front of him, I fold my arms over my chest, trying to reign in my temper. To this man, Callie is just a patient. A number on a chart that he doesn’t give a fuck about. 
 
    “I’m her fiancé. How is she? When can I see her?” I ask, hoping that he looks up and quits looking at the paperwork in front of him. 
 
    “Your fiancé has substantial injuries. She’s got a broken ankle that we’ve set and put in a cast. Her wrist is severely sprained. The cuts that needed to be stitched up were and we’ve got her on massive doses of antibiotics to prevent any infection. We didn’t find any internal bleeding and the baby made it through the surgery okay. There were no signs of distress. As long as there’s no other complications, the baby should survive,” the doctor says, finally looking up to see me as shock registers with the news of a baby. “I can’t say what mental or emotional trauma is going to be a result of the obvious trauma she has suffered.” 
 
    I watch as the doctor takes a look at my cut, and the cut that my brothers are wearing. Instantly judgement and hatred covers his face as he immediately blames us for the condition of Callie. My rage must show as Renegade pushes me back and takes over talking to the doctor. I listen to him tell my President that she’ll be getting transported to a room in a little bit and we can go see her. We’ll be allowed two at a time and the visits must be kept short. Little do they know that I won’t be leaving her side. I’ll never be leaving her side again knowing that something could happen to her. This may have been a one-time thing, but I won’t ever take that risk again. I’ll die before she feels another ounce of pain. 
 
    Callie 
 
    As I slowly wake up to an incessant beeping noise, the realization that my entire body feels like I’ve been run over several times by Bear’s tow truck. Opening my eyes, I start to panic when I can’t get them open. The beeping gets louder and faster as the drugs wear off and things become sharper around me. There’s someone holding my hand and a feeling of safety instantly washes over me. before I can do much more, the darkness that offers peace and sanity threatens to pull me back under. No matter how much I try to fight it, the darkness seems to win. 
 
    While the pain fades away, I can hear a voice trying to reach me. It’s a man and I know that it’s one I know and want to hear, but I can’t fight as it continues to fade away into nothingness. Another voice calls out to me; my grandma. I’ve wanted to hear her voice so much the last few weeks. She could give me advice and help me through this feeling of uncertainty. 
 
    “Baby girl, I’m sure that you’ve been learning of my secrets since you left your parents. Don’t hold it against anyone in the club or me. I did what I had to do in order to protect you,” I hear the voice that’s soothed me and loved me say. “It’s time to get my things out of the house and start living in it like it’s yours. Move into the master bedroom and make your room a nursery. You’ll need it soon.” 
 
    “Grandma, please don’t leave. I need you,” I hear myself calling out to her. 
 
    “I’m always by your side, guiding you. I love you and you have made a good choice by following your attraction to Bear. Let him love you and help you,” she says, her voice fading away with every word she says. 
 
    The blackness begins to fade away again. I hear the noise of the machines reach me and I know that I’m waking up once again. Someone is still holding my hand and I can hear murmured conversation going on around me. There’s no panic this time as I know that my eyes aren’t going to open all the way. Bits and pieces of what happened to me are starting to come back and I know that I was beaten and tortured for a long time. That’s why my eyes won’t open. I could barely open them when I was still in captivity. Now, from the smell and the beeping sound, I know I’m in the hospital. Bear and the rest of the guys rescued me. But, did they get the rest of the girls out of there? 
 
    Besides Hadliegh and me being in a cell, we could hear others. We heard their screams and cries when they were taken to, or from, their own cells. I’m not sure how many were in there, but I do know there were others. While I’d like to know that they were all rescued, Hadliegh is the only one I’m concerned about. A bond was forged between us and it’s not one that can be broken. I only hope that she’s here and getting the help that she needs. 
 
    “Baby, can you hear me?” Bear asks as I come fully awake this time. 
 
    “Y-y-yes,” I say, stuttering out my response as my throat feels like I’ve been gargling with glass. 
 
    “Let me get you some water,” he says, letting go of my hand as I hear movement along side of me. 
 
    I feel a straw at my lips and open my mouth as much as I can. My lips feel dry and crusty as the cool water begins to coat my throat. It gives me little relief as I take large gulps of water. Before too long, it’s pulled away from me and I’m told that I can’t drink too much too fast or I’ll get sick. That’s not what I want right now. I’d rather take a few sips for a few seconds of relief than add more pain to myself. 
 
    “Do you need more medicine?” Renegade asks, his voice full of pain and regret. 
 
    “No. I don’t want anymore,” I tell them, wanting to be awake for a few minutes. 
 
    “If I think you’re in too much pain, I’ll send for a nurse,” Bear says, taking hold of my hand once again. 
 
    “Who’s in the room?” I ask, needing to know before I ask the question that I need an answer to. 
 
    “Renegade, Grave, and Psycho,” Bear answers, leaning closer to me. 
 
    “Did you get Hadliegh out?” I question, needing to know that she’s okay and here with me in a separate room. 
 
    “Is that the girl that was in with you?” Psycho asks, stepping closer to the bed that I’m lying in based on the shuffling noise I hear. 
 
    “Yes. She was there longer than me and I need to know that she’s safe now. That she’s not going to be sold off to the highest bidder,” I plead with the men standing before me. The men that I consider family. 
 
    The rage fills the air to the point that anyone walking in will be able to feel it immediately. But, they hold it in and let it simmer while I wait to hear news about my friend. If they don’t give it to me soon, I’ll get out of this damn bed and go find it myself. Hadliegh will be here or I’ll go get her myself. 
 
    “She’s here. She’s in a room just down the hall. As soon as she’s well enough to get up and around, we’ll make sure she comes to see you,” Psycho says. “I’ve been with her most of the night.” 
 
    I let out the breath that I’ve been holding at the news that she’s safe and no one will ever hurt her that way again. There’s no guarantee that she’ll never be hurt again, but I’ll ensure that I’ll do my best to protect her. We have to talk about what she’s going to do once we get out of here. I want to keep her close and make sure that there’s no lasting damage done to her. But, Hadliegh is strong and independent. She’ll have her own choice of what she wants to do and where she wants to go. I’ll protect her as much as I can, but the choice is ultimately hers. The same as mine. I’m not going anywhere though. I’ll be here until the day that I die. 
 
    “Thank you,” I say before letting sleep claim me once again.  
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    Today is the day that I finally get out of the hospital. I’ve been here for almost two weeks and I’m fed up with it. Bear has been here constantly with me. Hell, I had to force him to leave and take a shower and get something to eat. The entire time I’ve been poked and prodded every minute of every day it seems like. In the two weeks I’ve been here the only bright spot was finding out that I was pregnant and that the baby was okay. An ultrasound tech came in when I was worried about all the beatings. It showed that I’m about six weeks along and that the baby is safe and secure in my belly where it belongs. 
 
    Another bright spot was seeing Hadliegh. She got released a few days ago and the guys took her to the clubhouse. She came to visit me every chance she got while she was here and I know that she hates that I’m still in here. We both suffered at the hands of those vile men, but she feels that I had it worse. I feel that she did because she was repeatedly raped. I’ll heal from my wounds eventually, but her emotional and mental trauma is far worse than what I suffered through. I’m worried about her and I know that eventually she’ll talk about it, just not right now. 
 
    Using the crutches, I carefully make my way into the bathroom to clean up a bit, I stop after closing the door behind me. This is the first time that I’ve been alone in a room with a mirror and I take a few minutes to see what damage was done to me. No one has let me see anything when I’ve asked them about it. And if the doctors or nurses were checking my wounds, someone was always there to capture my attention so that I wouldn’t look at what was done. Peeling back the gown that I’ve been wearing for weeks now, I almost crumble to the ground as I see the word ‘whore’ carved into my chest. Tears fill my eyes as I get a good look at the rest of the front of my body after letting the gown fall to the floor. Bear is quick to open the door and see what’s going on with me. 
 
    “Baby, what are you doin’? Why are you lookin’ at what’s been done to you?” he asks, carefully wrapping me in his arms. 
 
    “This is what you’ve been trying to protect me from? This is what you guys didn’t want me to see?” I ask, letting the tears fall from my eyes and soak the front of Bear’s shirt. “I was there, I know that words were carved into my body. What does the back one say?” 
 
    Bear looks at me for a minute, trying to decide if I truly need to know what’s permanently etched into my skin. “It says bitch,” he finally answers, pulling back to look at me as I take a deep breath. 
 
    Pulling myself together, I go to the bathroom and let Bear help me put the gown back on so that I can go back out to the room to change. It makes no sense that I’m putting it back on, but he isn’t sure if anyone is in the room and doesn’t want anyone to see me naked. You should see him when they come in to check me over. If any male gets near me, he growls and stands right next to me so they know he doesn’t appreciate them seeing my naked skin. Even if it’s their job and he wants them to help me get better. It’s funny. 
 
    Just as I go to get dressed, with Bear’s help, I hear a commotion out in the hallway. He goes to pull away and I know that he wants to find out what’s going on but I need him to help me now. 
 
    “Don’t go. Whatever is going on out there is no concern of ours,” I tell him, hanging on tight to his hand as he goes to pull away. 
 
    “You will let me in to see my daughter!” I hear shouted from the hallway and I immediately tense up at the recognition of the voice; my mother. 
 
    “She’s getting dressed so she can be discharged,” a nurse responds, trying to prevent her from entering my room. 
 
    “I don’t care. She’s my daughter and I’m here to help her,” she says, trying to play the dutiful mother in the eyes of the people in the hallway. 
 
    Within seconds, she’s forcing her way into the room. She only stops when she sees me in the arms of Bear. I would laugh at the situation as I see my dad plow into the back of her, almost knocking her to the ground. Her mouth is open in shock as I watch her save herself and then turn a glare on the man that has given her a life of luxury for years. 
 
    “You can go now. I appreciate you helping my daughter while she was in here, but she’s no longer in need of your help,” she says, dismissing Bear as she takes a few steps closer. 
 
    “Who do you think you are? You haven’t cared about me since before I left the house. Now, you show up to make an appearance to let people know you ‘care’ about the child you’ve always hated,” I ask, letting some of the pain I’ve felt for years out. 
 
    “How dare you talk to me like that! I am your mother and I demand respect! You will get away from the man that has his hands on you,” she says, talking down to Bear and me. 
 
    “You’re no mother of mine. I was never good enough for you. Remember?” I ask, wanting to get away from her and all of her lies and crap. 
 
    My mother stands there with shock on her face. I’ve never once talked back to her. I didn’t dare when I was living under their roof. I’m not living with them so therefore I don’t have to follow their rules and obey them any longer. 
 
    “You will do as I say,” my mother commands as if she has any sort of say. 
 
    “You have no control over me, what I do, or who I am with. Now, I’ll ask you to leave my room and leave town. I want nothing to do with any of you anymore,” I say, turning my back on the people that have treated me like shit for so long. “Bear, help me get dressed so we can get home please.” 
 
    “This is NOT over. Do you hear me Callie?” my mother asks, adding in a threat to make sure that I realize she’s serious and they will continue to come after me. Well, they can bring it after the last month and a half that I’ve been through. 
 
    I get dressed as quickly as I can with Bear’s help. As soon as I’m ready to leave, he grabs the first nurse he sees to bring me in the discharge papers and a wheel chair so that we can leave. The whole time I wait for him to bring the car up to get me, I’m watching out for my parents to make a reappearance. They caused a scene in the hospital and I know that they don’t want to make another one, but I truly don’t put anything past them. 
 
    Finally, Bear pulls up and I get loaded into the passenger seat of a car that I’ve never seen before. At my questioning look, he explains that it’s Smokey’s car and we’ll have it for a little while until mine can be brought back. I know that there were extensive repairs that had to be made. Honestly, I’d almost rather sell it and get a new one before getting back in the car that is going to do nothing more than remind me of the attack that fateful day. 
 
    Bear takes me into town so that he can drop my prescriptions off to the pharmacy while we go get something to eat at the diner. Corrinth wants to see me but she refuses to go to the hospital. That was the last place she saw her husband alive and she will not step foot back in there. At least not anytime soon. 
 
    As soon as my old boss sees me, she drops what she’s doing and begins to fuss over me. Our food is brought to us while she takes a seat to see how I’m really doing. We talk about anything that doesn’t involve the kidnapping or my hospital stay and for that I’m grateful. I don’t want to think of that day, or the days I was beaten and tortured anymore. 
 
    “What about the other girls?” Corrinth asks once the customers leave the tables around us. 
 
    “We found out that two of them belong to the Phantom Bastards and a few guys are comin’ down to get them and take them home. The other girl we’re not sure about. She won’t tell us her name or anythin’,” Bear answers as I look on. 
 
    “How did you find out they were Bastard’s girls?” she asks, letting her curiosity get the better of her. 
 
    “Sent pictures and Slim called Renegade as soon as he saw them. He was pissed beyond belief and relief flooded him from what I hear. One of his other girls isn’t near the clubhouse and he’s worried about her,” he answers, finishing the rest of his lunch as I try to hide a yawn. “We’re gonna head home. I need to get her settled and then go take care of some business. Thank you for lunch mama.” 
 
    “You two don’t be strangers here. Come again soon and I’ll stop by and see you Callie,” Corrinth says, standing up and helping me out of the booth so that she can pull me in for a gentle hug. 
 
    We’re finally on our way home and the closer we get, the more a feeling of dread fills my stomach. I can tell that I’m not going to like whatever is going on at the house. The one place that my grandmother gave me as a sanctuary. A place that she wants me to make a home for Bear and me. 
 
    Bear 
 
    As soon as I got Callie settled in bed and she had taken her medicine, I made sure that Bishop was in the living room so that I could go and deal with the motherfucker that thought he could put his hands-on women and get away with it. Yes, I’m pissed as fuck about what he did to Callie, but she’s not the only one that he hurt or killed. The thought that he was going to sell her off to the highest bidder so she could suffer a worse fate doesn’t help his case at all. I think of everything that he’s done to Callie and about the women that we found dead in that drug house and let the rage build and simmer within me until I can get my hands on the twatwaffle that will soon be dead. 
 
    Renegade and Psycho are waiting outside the clubhouse when I pull up. They stomp out their smokes before following me inside the clubhouse and down to the rooms that we keep assholes in until they meet their maker. In this case, I’m his maker and I’ll make sure that he sufficiently suffers for every single woman that he ever laid his hands on or turned his eyes away while his men tortured and beat other women. 
 
    Walking into the cell that he’s being held in, the first thing that hits me is the smell. He’s obviously pissed himself more than once and I’m pretty sure that he’s also shit himself. The smell assaults me and I almost throw up before bringing my arm up to cover my nose. Pulling my bandana out from my back pocket, I wrap it around my head while I turn my back on the man strung up before me. 
 
    “He wants to act the badass when he can hide behind a woman. But when he knows he’s about to get a beat down, he pisses and shits himself like the bitch he is,” I say out loud as he begins to whimper. “What’s your name, bitch?” 
 
    “Harry,” he whimpers out, letting a few tears fall from his eyes as I look at the table full of tools to use on him. 
 
    I pick up a cheese grater and make my way back over to him. “Harry, we found the women you killed in the house filled with drugs and other shit. And we’ve seen what you did to the women bein’ held with Callie. What I’m goin’ to do to you is their payment for the sufferin’ they did,” I say, taking the instrument in my hands and running it along his chest and stomach. His screams pierce the air and send a chill down me. 
 
    “P-p-please, don’t do this,” he cries out, his head falling forward as the pain threatens to overtake him. 
 
    “Did Callie and the other women cry out and beg you to stop? Did they whine like a little bitch about the pain they were sufferin’ through at your hands?” I ask, already knowing that those women have more balls than the ‘man’ hanging before me. “Did you or your men stop when they begged and pleaded with you? No, you didn’t. You did what you wanted to them and took what you wanted. Now, that’s goin’ to happen to you.” 
 
    Circling around Harry, I take the cheese grater to his back and run it along his skin until I can’t see any more skin. Psycho threw freezing cold water at him more than once to ensure that he would remain awake while I tortured him. The rest of my brothers line the walls of the cell and watch as I torture this man for hours and hours. 
 
    “You know that this doesn’t end with me, don’t you?” Harry asks at one point when I’ve taken a break. “Others will come for you once they realize that I’m no longer alive. They’ll kill you and get their hands-on Callie. She’ll suffer worse at their hands than she ever did with me.” 
 
    “You think that’s goin’ to help your case? That I’m goin’ to stop beatin’ on you so that I can let you walk free and prevent a war that your dumbass started in the first place? No. I’m goin’ to make sure that you die at my hands and then we’ll do the same with whoever you think might be comin’ after us in your defense,” I tell him, pushing off the wall and grabbing the knife that sits on the table. 
 
    Since his upper body now resembles hamburger, I take the knife and slice away at his legs. One of his thighs has a slice in it that resembles the one that was in Callie’s thigh when I picked her up off the floor in that cold room. Before I put the knife back, I make sure to slice the tiny little thing he calls a cock. He used it to rape and torture women, he doesn’t deserve to have it as far as I’m concerned. 
 
    I turn my back on him and can see the men that I call my family grimacing and placing their hands over their own cocks after I mutilated his. Picking up the container of salt, I pour a handful before turning and running my hand over his chest, covering the wounds in the salt so that he experiences a burning like he’s never felt before. There’s not a moment of rest for him though. I pick up the bottle of cheap whiskey and pull the top off before dumping it over his head, making sure that it coats his back and stomach. Taking the torch that rests on the table, I light it before walking closer to the man that has taken too much away from Callie and countless other women and too much of my time tonight while Callie sits at home alone. 
 
    Placing the torch close to his skin and watch as his body goes up in flames. His screams pierce the still air and turn to tortured gasps of agony until he finally passes out for the last time. Walking out of the dank cell, I pull my bandana from my face and wipe the sweat from my head. The smell of burnt hair and skin cling to me and everything in the lower area of the clubhouse. Now, I can turn my attention to Callie and help her heal from the last month and a half. So, I walk away from the dungeon and make my way to a room to clean up and shower before heading home to be with my woman. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Eleven 
 
    Callie 
 
    I’VE BEEN HOME FOR ALMOST A WEEK and today is the first day that Bear let me go into work. He didn’t want me to rush into anything but I can’t keep sitting at the house while he’s at work and then the clubhouse all day long. So, with a determination I forgot I had, I argued and pleaded until he finally agreed to let me go back to work. But, I had to ride in with him and I’ll go home with him. 
 
    It might have been different if Hadliegh could come visit, but she’s not ready for that yet. She’s been in the same room they put her in and has refused to leave. Psycho is the only one that she lets enter and he’s in there with her until he’s needed for club business or has to go to work. She won’t even let me in to see her. While I don’t blame her, I do think we need to spend some time together. We’re the only two that know what really happened in the hell that we were in for so long. Even if we don’t say a word about what happened, we’d still be together. 
 
    The day has been long and I ended up taking a nap on the couch for a little bit. I was exhausted and I know that being here is taking a toll on me. My ribs still hurt and there’s pain in my entire body from the beatings. The bruises are beginning to fade and I don’t even bother to try to cover them with make-up. They’re now a deep, dark purple color that’s slowly fading to blue and yellow. Not one customer has said a word about them though. They’ve all been extremely nice and asked me about my health. We haven’t told anyone else about the baby yet in case something happens. 
 
    Bear has me loaded up in the car and we’re ready for a quiet night in. We’re going to order in dinner and spend the night curled up in front of the TV. Apparently someone else has other plans for us though. As we pull up to the house I see a line of cars and a ‘For Sale’ sign sticking out in the front yard. Looking over at Bear I can tell that he’s as confused as I am about this. 
 
    “What the hell Bear! Why is my house listed as being available to buy? What’s going on?” I ask, tears filling my eyes as I get out of the car before it’s fully stopped. 
 
    Running inside while ignoring the pain that racks my body, I find people walking all over my house. One couple is going through my things as I run into my grandma’s den. Bear is right behind me, ushering people out. Rage fills my veins as I realize that these people are trying to steal my grandma’s things. 
 
    “Who the fuck are you and what are you doing in my home?” I yell out, startling the couple that stands at my grandma’s desk. 
 
    “We have every right to be here. This house is on the market and we’re interested in buying it,” the man says, standing up and holding something behind his back. 
 
    “Like hell you are! You’re interested in what you can steal from me. Bear! Bear, call the cops. Now!” I yell out as I move to stand in front of the door. 
 
    Bear comes to the room and sees what’s going on. He pulls his phone from his pocket and I hear him call someone. It’s not the cops based on the way he’s talking; it’s the club. Maybe they are better equipped to deal with the individuals that are standing before us right now. He tells me to make sure that nothing else has been taken from the house while we wait for reinforcements. I wander through the house and make sure that everything is still in place. Especially in my grandma’s room. 
 
    Walking back down to Bear, I see that he’s still standing in front of the open door while the rumble of bikes starts to get louder as the guys approach the house. Looking over Bear’s shoulder, I see that the couple are sitting on the floor in front of my grandma’s desk. They’re trembling with fear and a pile of things sit on the floor in front of them. Things that they tried to take from the house that belonged to my grandma. How could people be so horrible that they would walk into someone’s home regardless of it being for sale or not, and take things that don’t belong to them? 
 
    It’s not long before I hear the familiar rumble of the guy’s bikes pulling up in the driveway. The couple still sitting in my grandma’s den begin to tremble in their seats as they realize that Bear isn’t going to handle them alone. He’s brought the club into this matter because it’s not the first time that my parents have tried to sell my house out from under me. But, it will be the last time. 
 
    “What’s up guys?” Smokey asks as he walks in the room followed by Renegade, Grave, Psycho, and Snake. Bishop is the last to walk in as he leans against the wall just inside the doorway. 
 
    “Got home to people walking through the house. When I came in here, these two were going through things and I know they were taking things from the house. Things that belonged to my grandma,” I answer, knowing that this news will piss them all off. 
 
    “Really? And did we take care of the realtor and shit already?” Renegade asks Bear while keeping his eyes on the two sitting in front of us. 
 
    “Yep. He’s already puttin’ together a cease and desist along with tellin’ me that Callie needs to file for a restrainin’ order,” he responds, shocking me as I didn’t realize my lawyer would want me to take it this far. “I’ll be payin’ my own visit to the family after this is taken care of.” 
 
    I look at Bear while he watches my reaction. While I don’t want anything to happen to him, I know that he’s going to do this. So, I nod my head at him and know that tomorrow morning I’ll be going to the courthouse to file the necessary paperwork against my parents. For now, I just want to figure out what they’re going to do with these people so that I can get some rest. Or, go see Hadliegh while Bear goes to see my parents. I’m sure they’re still in town so that they can see the realtor and find out what they have to say about the house being sold. They won’t want to talk about it over the phone or have to make the return trip to Shadowville. 
 
    “I want to see every single thing you took from the house. And I want to fuckin’ see it now,” Grave says, getting closer and closer to the two people sitting there. 
 
    The man nudges the female and I watch as she takes several more things from the enormous bag she had hanging over her shoulder. One of the things she pulls out is an envelope filled with cash, there’s another envelope filled with the pictures that I didn’t give the guys, and then several more knick knacks that my grandma loved to collect. They’re all fairies; the one thing that she collected and placed over her entire house. I love them and can’t believe the things that these assholes have tried to steal from me. 
 
    Before anyone can do anything about it, I rush forward and rip the bag from the girl’s hands. She gasps in shock and tries to get it back from me. I want to dump it out on the floor in front of us, but I don’t know how many breakable items are in there. So, I carefully pull each item out one by one and place them on the floor. Tears stream down my face as every new item appears. Bear wraps himself around me as he kneels down behind me and helps me remove the items. When the last of her things are sitting on the floor, I stand up and face the people still sitting in the chairs. 
 
    “You probably didn’t know my grandma, but to me she’s the one person that loved me for me from the time I was a baby until I lost her. Now, my parents are trying to take my home from me and you’re trying to take her things from me. Whatever these men do to you, know that you deserve it all. If it were up to me, I’d lock you in a jail cell and make sure that cell is where you spent your last days,” I say, turning to look at the men in my family before leaving the room. 
 
    The tears continue to fall as everything finally hits me and I feel myself breaking. I’ve been trying to be so strong since the guys got us out of hell, but I’m really not. Today is the day that my act falters and I know that I’m going to need to get help. Bear wakes up with me every night when the nightmares wake me and I can’t get back to sleep. They didn’t break me; I’ve been trying to get through every day until I know it’s time for bed. Then I get nervous and try to work hard at exhausting myself so that I can try to get through the night without the men invading my nightmares. 
 
    Walking into my grandma’s room, I take a look around at all of her things. Her room was her sanctuary and it shows. The bed takes up most of the space and the rest of the room is bare except for pictures of me and the items on her dresser. There’s a door for her closet on the far side of the room and I walk over to it. Opening the door, I see all of her clothes hanging there and the tears flow faster as I take a deep breath and begin to remove her things. It’s what she wants and that’s the only reason I’m doing it right now. 
 
    “Baby, what are you doin’?” Bear asks, stopping me in my tracks as I take an armload of clothes to the bed. 
 
    “You’re gonna think I’m crazy if I tell you this,” I answer, walking back to grab more of her things. 
 
    “I won’t. What’s goin’ on?” he asks, sitting on the bed as he watches me. 
 
    “When I was in the hospital, I dreamed about my grandma. She told me that it’s time to make this house ours. She wants me to take her things out so that you and I can have a home,” I tell him, continuing my back and forth pass from the closet to the bed. 
 
    “Why now?” he asks, his curiosity coming out as he stands up and takes a step toward me. 
 
    “Because maybe if we make the house our home then my parents will stop trying to sell it on me. Maybe that way we can begin to move forward with our lives,” I tell him, looking at him. “There’s so much I want to do and I really haven’t done anything about any of it. The only things I’ve done are getting a job and applied to go to school. I don’t even know what’s going on with school since being kidnapped though.” 
 
    “We’ll figure it out. Tell me what you need from me? What can I do to help you?” he asks, letting me know that he’ll have my back no matter what I decide to do. 
 
    “I want to clean out this room and make it ours. We can turn my room into a nursery and figure out everything else from there. Right now, I guess I just need some boxes so that I can donate these things. Well, the things that I don’t want to keep,” I answer, wrapping my arms around him and soaking in his safety, warmth, and love. “Thank you, Bear. For everything.” 
 
    “You don’t have to thank me babe. We’re in this together and I told you I’d do whatever I can to help you live your life to the fullest. Thank you. For takin’ a chance on me, for givin’ me the gift of bein’ a dad, and for bein’ you,” he responds, wrapping me up in our own little cocoon while the guys deal with the people that tried to take my grandma’s things from me. 
 
    Today I realized that no matter what I have here of hers, my grandma will only live through the memories that I keep of her. The things that we did together and the time that we got to share. They can’t take away any of that from me or anyone else that knew and loved her. So, I know it’s time to do what has to be done and truly begin to live my life. 
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    Last night was long. I went through my grandma’s entire room with Bear by my side. The only thing I have yet to open is a box that we found up in the top of the closet. My name’s written on it and I haven’t been able to open it yet. Bear made me go to bed around one this morning and I was exhausted, but not enough that the nightmares didn’t stay away. So, I was back up by five. Once he was back asleep, I crawled out of bed and made my way to my grandma’s room. The box was still sitting in the middle of the bed where I left it as I climbed in and covered up with the blanket on the end of the bed. For the longest time, I just stared at the box debating if I was ready to open it up or not. In the end, I don’t want to do it right now. I want to file for the restraining order against my parents first and then I’ll open it up. 
 
    At seven, I jumped in the shower so I could begin to get ready for the day ahead. Knowing that Bear would be up soon, I made breakfast so he could eat before going to work. I’m not going in today because as soon as I’m done at the courthouse, I’m going to a walk-in clinic to begin counselling. It’s something that I need to do. Not just because of the kidnapping, but because of my parents. I’ve made the decision to seek outside help for what I’ve been feeling, and Bear supports me. He’s made it clear that he thinks it could help with the nightmares that I’m having and the things that I can’t seem to break free of from my parents ‘teachings’. My day will be full today for sure and I hope I make it in time to see a counselor today. They only have the walk-ins for certain hours and that’s the beginning steps to get in with them. 
 
    “Babe?” Bear calls out as he makes his way downstairs. 
 
    “In the kitchen,” I answer as I hear a few bikes rumble up the driveway. 
 
    Bear walks in and gives me a kiss that leaves me breathless before the guys walk in the house. I love that they’re comfortable enough to walk in. It’s like they know they can show up for any reason at any time and we’ll be there for them. Even if they just come over for food or to hang out. Yeah, it’s been a little inconvenient a time or two, but life goes on. 
 
    As Bear helps himself to the eggs, toast, and bacon that I made, Smokey and Psycho walk in to the kitchen. They both help themselves to the food after I’ve made a plate for myself. Smokey tells us that Grave is on his way over too. He wants to check on me after last night. They all do, but I’m okay. It was a rough day and I got emotional. Hell, if I’m honest, it’s been a rough start to my life. But, the guys make it better by letting me have my freedom and support. 
 
    “You good sweetheart?” Psycho asks, sitting down across from me. 
 
    “I’m good. I lost my shit, but I can’t let it hold me down. This won’t stop me from dominating my life and making sure that our baby knows that they can do whatever they want,” I answer, a smile on my face as I look at Bear. He’s smiling down at me as he sets a glass of juice down next to me. 
 
    “Good. I’m goin’ with you today,” he announces, taking a bite of his eggs. “They’re not goin’ to steamroll you and I’m a witness of both times your parents tried to sell your house out from under you.” 
 
    “Sounds good. I’m ready as soon as I finish eating,” I answer, digging into my own food while the guys begin talking amongst themselves. 
 
    “Honey I’m home,” Grave calls out, walking into the kitchen and planting a kiss on the top of my head before helping himself to breakfast. 
 
    “Morning Grave,” I say, pushing my plate away and finishing my juice. 
 
    Bear grabs our plates and loads the dishwasher after rinsing them off. Psycho and Smokey follow suit as Grave takes Bear’s seat next to me. He winks at me before shoving a forkful of eggs into his mouth. The growl Bear lets fly has me laughing at Grave’s antics. There isn’t a single opportunity to annoy Bear that he misses. These two are more like kindergartners fighting over a crayon than grown men. I’ve made more than one comment about Bear pissing on me to mark his territory to the laughter of everyone around us. 
 
    “I’m headin’ out baby. Call me when you leave the courthouse and let me know what they say. I’ll see you when I get home,” he says, leaning in for a kiss. 
 
    “I’ll probably stop by after my appointment,” I tell him, knowing that I’m probably going to need his strength when I’m done talking to someone. 
 
    Smokey leaves with Bear as Psycho and I wait for Grave to get done eating. Once he’s done, we make our way outside and I go to my car as they straddle their bikes. I’m shocked when I realize that Grave is following us into town and toward the courthouse. I wasn’t expecting him to go with us. But, I guess since we don’t know if anyone is going to come after the club, or me, in retaliation for what happened at the warehouse, they’re playing it safe and making sure that I’m protected when I go out alone. 
 
    We arrive at the courthouse and Psycho is the only one that walks inside with me. Grave sits out on his bike to ensure that no one messes with the bikes or my car. I tell the officer standing just past the entryway what I’m there to do and he tells me to go to probation so that I can get the paperwork filled out. Psycho and I make our way upstairs and to the offices that are marked for probation as I once again explain what I’m looking to do. The secretary tells us to take a seat and someone will be with us shortly. 
 
    “So, how’s Hadliegh doing?” I ask Psycho once we’ve taken seats. My friend hasn’t wanted to see anyone other than the man that’s fast becoming one of my best friends and like a brother to me. 
 
    “She has her good days and her bad days. I’d like to think that she’s gettin’ better, but it’s hard to tell. I know that she wants to see you, Callie, she’s just worried about bringin’ up the memories for you,” he answers, putting his arm on the back of the chair I’m sitting in. 
 
    “Well, she doesn’t have a damn choice anymore. I’m going to see her when we get done here and I’m done with my appointment. Hadliegh needs to know that I’m here for her and have her back still. My memories are messing with me regardless of seeing her or not,” I tell Psycho, facing him so he knows that I’m serious as can be with going to see her. 
 
    Psycho nods his head at me and before he can say anything else, the door opens, and we’re called back to see if I can get this restraining order. We follow the man that’s in his late forties to the back and into an organized office that’s the size of a shoe box. He takes a seat behind the desk before saying a word to either one of us. 
 
    “Psycho, good to see you. Callie, I’m Officer Grant. What’s going on?” he asks, clicking his mouse so that his computer turns on and he can fill out whatever is needed for this. 
 
    “Well, I want to get a restraining order against my parents. My lawyer informed my man that I should do this to prevent them from coming anywhere near me or trying to sell my house. Again,” I tell him, not wanting to go into detail if I don’t have to. 
 
    “I heard about that going on,” Officer Grant says, looking at me and away from his computer. “What about a scene that was caused at the hospital the day you were discharged? Was that your parents as well?” 
 
    “Yes, they were there,” I sigh with embarrassment showing on my face. In my mind, I know that it’s not rational to be embarrassed about the events that my parents caused, but I am. 
 
    “And you’re worried that they’re going to continue to do things until they get what they want?” the officer asks me, looking up from the paperwork that he’s been filling out. 
 
    “Yes. They were apparently trying to sell my house from the time that I got it so that they could get their hands on the profit. I’m not sure what they’ll continue to do now that we’re putting a stop to it. Honestly, I don’t put anything past my mother. When I was growing up, it was nothing for her to slap me around when I didn’t meet her needs or do as she wanted me to. My father never did anything about it to stop her from abusing me. And I couldn’t tell anyone, because the only other person there was my sister. She was in on it from the time that she understood I was different from her and she’d be in my mother’s good graces for any little thing she did to make my life miserable,” I tell the officer taking my statements down. 
 
    “Once I have this written up, you’ll have to take it over to the courthouse and fill out paperwork there. Will your lawyer have a cease and desist order drawn up by then?” he asks, finishing up his paperwork that I’ll need to take with me. 
 
    “I believe he does have it drawn up already. Should I have him meet me at the courthouse with it?” I ask, watching as Psycho pulls his phone out and dial a number while Officer Grant nods his head at me from across the table. 
 
    We wait for a few minutes while he finishes up what he has to do and prints out what I need to take with me. Psycho has assured him that my lawyer, Edward, will meet us at the courthouse with the necessary paperwork that he’s filed against my parents. It will only help my case against my parents so that I can get the restraining order that I apparently need against my own family. Well, I should say my own flesh and blood because they are no family of mine. 
 
    Psycho and I grab the paperwork and head over to the courthouse. It’s across the street from the probation office. Grave walks over with us now that one of the prospects shows up. I grab the paperwork and begin to fill it out before Edward shows up. He helps me with the questions that I have and walks up to the counter with me while I turn it in. Thank God he did because the lady asking me more questions is a bitch and I’m ready to slap her. 
 
    “I don’t need anything else you have other than what paperwork sits in front of me,” she tells Edward when he tries to push the other papers he has over with her. 
 
    “I don’t care what you need. This paperwork will be going to the judge as well. It pertains to the case and will aid him in making a decision on behalf of Miss Patton,” Edward says, leaving the paperwork on the counter in front of us. 
 
    “You can bring it to court with you when you get assigned a court date,” she says again, completely ignoring my lawyer. 
 
    “No!” I shout, loud enough to bring the guards in the room to see what’s going on. “I don’t care what you have to say. The probation officer I just talked to told me to turn all of this in at the same time. Now, if you’re not going to do your damn job, get someone else that will. I’m done dealing with someone that’s incompetent,” I say, watching as the guards return to their positions. 
 
    The lady leaves the counter and another one takes her place. She looks over all of the paperwork that we have, including the papers that Edward wants to turn in. As she’s going over everything, she assures us that she’ll get the paperwork turned in immediately to the judge and we should hear something about a court date soon. 
 
    The four of us walk out of the courthouse and stop once we’re outside. Edward assures me that I’m doing the right thing. My parents won’t ever stop until they get what they want, and that’s me back under their roof where they can control me while selling my home and using the profit for themselves. I say my thanks and goodbyes before heading back across the street so that I can make it to my appointment with the new counselor. 
 
    Bear 
 
    Leaving Callie in the care of my brothers to go deal with getting the restraining order is not an easy thing to do. I know she doesn’t really want to go alone, but she needs to see that she is strong enough to do this and she is never really alone. My brothers will be with her and if she needs me, I can be there in less than ten minutes. I made calls the night before to my lawyer and to my friend in probation to give him a heads up that she was coming in. If she tries to leave any of the incidents out of the order, he will gently remind her and let her add them without anyone making her feel guilty about getting a court order against her psycho parents. 
 
    I try to go get some work done on the cars in the bays, but my mind is constantly at the courthouse. Finally, Hawk calls me with the information I have been waiting on so I can go have a chat with Callie’s so-called family. I’m a bit surprise to see that they are staying in a no-tell motel, but I guess that they wanted to make things a bit harder to find them. They have no clue what my brothers can do with even a tiny bit of motivation, let alone knowing all the hell they put Callie through as well as her grandmother. As I am getting on my bike, I hear the rumble of others coming onto the lot. It’s no surprise that they showed up to go with me, the surprise would have been if I was going alone. Renegade, Hawk, and Smokey follow me to the motel. As we pull in, I notice a man loading up suitcases as fast as possible and a woman is standing in the doorway of the room watching us while wringing her hands. We pull up surrounding the car so that they will be unable to leave until we allow it. Getting off the bikes we all look like we are going to rip them apart, but I start the conversation with a smirk as I see the fear in his eyes. 
 
    “Do you know who I am?” I growl at the spineless man who is Callie’s father. 
 
    “You are the hood rat who is shacking up with my slut of a daughter,” he sputters with his righteous indignation. “You and your criminal gang may have kept us from her at the hospital, but we will take her home with us soon and fix the damage you have caused her. She is not able to care for herself without us. Callie needs to have us with her so we can keep her safe. Her fiancé is so worried about her and is trusting us to bring her home” 
 
    “Really?” I am trying not to laugh at his lies of her inability to care for herself and the whole fiancé thing because the only one who is getting married on that crazy side is her sister. She will be marrying me; she just doesn’t know it yet. “She seems able to care for herself and everyone else she sees. She is no longer the slave you made her to be, so you may want to rethink the whole taking her home thing. If you try to touch her you will never be seen again, this is my only friendly notice that you need to get your demented wife and self out of this town and never return. Do not call, write, text, or even send smoke signals to Callie ever again. You will be dead to her. She has a family here who loves her and will make sure she is happy for the rest of her life. If you choose to ignore this warning, then I promise that my brothers will have a blast taking care of you and making sure that no one ever sees or hears from you again.” 
 
    I look at Smokey who acts like he’s going to leap at Callie’s mom and she almost falls backwards trying to get back amid our laughter. Her husband just looks at her with disgust which just reinforces our beliefs about these people. How in the hell did Callie get away from all of this shit and still be so sweet and caring? 
 
    “Leave now and do what Bear told you, and you may live a long miserable life,” Renegade tells them as we take to our bikes to leave. “Ignore his words, and you will see the hell we can bring! We’ll be seein’ you soon enough, the day that you have in court with your daughter against you.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” Callie’s mother asks, placing her hand over her chest like she’s in despair. “You’ve turned our daughter against us? How dare you filthy bastards taint that girl.” 
 
    “See, that’s what you really think of your daughter. She’s not a girl, she’s a woman that knows her own mind and does what she wants to do. Callie cannot be made to do a single thing she doesn’t want to do. No, you’ve pushed her to the point that she doesn’t want to have anythin’ to do with you and you will be made to stay away from her or your reputations will go down the drain for sure,” I tell them, letting them know that Callie is taking them to court because she’s done with their shit and trying to take what belongs to her away from her. 
 
    Renegade motions to us all so that we can get the fuck away from her parents. I want to be at the garage when she shows up anyway because I know today is going to be a hard one for her. Not only is she going to file papers against her parents, she’s going to start reliving the hell that she’s been through. It’s not just what Harry did to her and what she heard when she was being held by those douche canoes. It was what she suffered at the hands of her own parents and sister that she’ll be reliving as she goes to each and every counselling session. She made the decision to go and I’ll support her anyway that I can. If that means holding her while she cries and is upset, then that’s what I’ll do. The only thing that I won’t do is leave her alone to work through this shit on her own. 
 
    My brothers continue on toward the clubhouse while I make my way back to the shop. There are things that I have to get done today so that I can start putting my plan in motion to get Callie away from here for a little while. Bishop and Renegade will be left in charge of the shop while we’re gone. My President might not know what’s going on with the day-to-day running of the shop, but he’ll do what he can and make sure that nothing happens while we’re gone. He’s the one that suggested that I take her away for a few days to give her some space and peace before she gets too far along with the pregnancy. 
 
    Parking my bike, I see that Callie is still gone. So, I make my way into my bay and grab my list of projects that I’m working on right now. There’s the bike that’s currently up on the lift that I’m trying to finish up. Then I have three cars that need to be finished up and another bike. I can get it done in plenty of time to get a few days or weeks off. The list the rest of the guys have to work on isn’t that long either. Bishop should have no problem getting them to finish up their work while we’re gone. 
 
    Now, the only thing I have to do is convince Callie that we need to get away for a little while. She’s going to want to stay with Hadliegh and make sure that she’s okay. She’ll also want to stay close to the house so that she knows her parents don’t try to sell it again out from under her. But I’ll make sure that the guys are there and don’t let anything happen to the house while we’re gone. Maybe I can talk to Psycho about Hadliegh and him staying there. It would get her out of the clubhouse and maybe she’ll start to realize that she can leave the room that Psycho put her in and nothing else will happen to her. That’s a thought for another day though. We can’t leave right away with Callie starting counselling, I just want to make sure I have plans set in motion and my bases all covered so she won’t be able to argue any point when I let her know what’s going on. 
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    It’s been hours and I still have yet to hear from Callie, Psycho, or Grave. My nerves are shot and I’m ready to go looking for her when I hear the loud music that she loves to listen to while driving. She’s still finding what she does and doesn’t like, so I’m never surprised by her selection of music when she has it on. Today, she’s blaring Ride by Chase Rice. 
 
    I stand up and watch as she parks and gets out of the car. She’s got a smile on her face, but I can still see the tear stains that taint her beautiful face and take away from the smile that lights up her face and eyes. It breaks my heart that I know she’s still suffering the effects of Harry and her parents. I can’t do anything to help her and it’s hard as hell to stand by and watch this precious angel go through this alone. The only thing I can do is hold her when she has a nightmare and stand by her side every day that she allows me to be in her life. 
 
    “Hey babe,” she calls out, walking toward my bay to greet me with a kiss. 
 
    “Baby girl, how are you?” I ask her, following her into the office as she puts her purse in a drawer and turns the computer on before her. 
 
    “I’ve been better. But, it’s all a part of the process and I’ll get over this one day. Sarah, my counselor told me that I’ll always remember what happened to me, but that she’ll help me work on ways to cope when those thoughts creep up on me,” she answers, sitting in her chair and turning to face me. 
 
    “Your parents are leavin’ town,” I tell her, knowing that she needs to know this. 
 
    “Good. The sooner this mess with them is over, the better everything will be,” she answers, picking up a pile of papers resting on the desk to input into the computer. 
 
    “What happens now with the restrainin’ order?” I ask, walking around the desk so that I can sit on the corner closest to her. 
 
    “We wait for a court date. Once we go to court, it’s up to the judge. I’m sure my parents will try to play it like they’re the victims, but that’s not the case. Edward will go with me to make sure that they don’t get away with anything,” she tells me, finally resting her head on my thigh and getting close to me once more. 
 
    “I wish there was somethin’ more I could do,” I tell her, running my fingers through her long hair and relishing the warmth that runs through me at her touch. 
 
    “I know you do Bear. But I have to fight this battle on my own. I know you’ll have my back and stand by me no matter what happens. I can’t ask for more than that,” Callie answers, running her hand up and down my thigh. 
 
    “You don’t know what you do to me baby,” I tell her, letting her feel the trembles that run through me at her touch. 
 
    “The same thing that you do to me,” is Callie’s only response before she stands up and kisses me. “Take me home.” 
 
    Callie’s words spear me into action as I pick her up and carry her out to my bike. This will be the last time that she’s on my bike until after she has the baby. She wraps her legs around me until I get her on the back of my bike. It’s only then that she unwraps herself from me and stops kissing my neck. Climbing on in front of her, I feel her wrap herself around me once again for the short ride home. It’s going to be hard as hell to ride the bike with her running her hands up my chest and with my cock hard as granite. 
 
    The ride seems to take forever as we finally pull into the driveway. I barely get it shut off and the kick stand down before Callie jumps off and races toward the house. I’m onto her game as I secure my bike and give chase to the woman that owns a bigger piece of me every single day. Entering the house, I see her shirt lying on the floor. There’s a path leading to the bedroom of her clothes and I follow it with a smile on my face. Callie gets a little more daring every day when it comes to our sex life. 
 
    As I enter the bedroom, I see Callie spread out on the bed. Her long hair is fanned out around her head as she lays in the middle of the bed with her legs spread giving me a perfect view of her body. I stand at the end of the bed and never take my eyes off her as I strip down to nothing. Then, I climb on the bed, hovering over her body while leaning down for a kiss that steals our breath and makes our breathing speed up and our hearts race. Running one hand down her body, I dip my fingers into the warm heat of her pussy finding her soaked and ready for me already. 
 
    “What do you want baby girl?” I ask her, letting my fingers continue to run through her folds while kissing her neck and chest. 
 
    “You,” she answers, arching up into my touch as a moan escapes her. 
 
    Lining myself up with her, I slowly push my way into her body savoring the feeling of her warm, wet, heat wrapping around my cock. As always, a feeling of coming home washes over me as I bottom out and take a few minutes to just feel her body spasming around me. When Callie starts to wriggle her hips and move underneath me, I finally pull out before sliding back in once again. She wraps her arms around my neck while I bury my head in her neck, inhaling her scent and kissing and licking a path to her tits. I pull one hardened bud into my mouth and tease it with my teeth and tongue. Callie continues to arch into my touch while silently begging me for more. So, I continue to pull her hardened nipples into my mouth and pay attention to them while thrusting my hips in and out of her pussy. I can feel it begin to tighten around my hard shaft and I know that she’s close. Reaching down with one hand, I find Callie’s clit and pinch it while moving just a little faster. I feel my girl explode around me and it’s all I can do to stop from finding my release at the same time. 
 
    Callie screams out my name as her body tightens and spasms around me. Her nails rake down my back and I know that she’s left her mark on me. It’s a mark that I’ll wear proudly as she continues to writhe and arch under me while I continue to move in and out of her body. Our eyes lock on one another and I can feel myself getting closer to my own end as Callie begins to meet me thrust for thrust. My movements become erratic as I feel her squeezing down on my cock once more. 
 
    “So. Close,” she pants out as I watch her hand disappear between our bodies. 
 
    I feel Callie pinch and rub her own clit while making sure to touch my dick as it slides in and out of her body. Straitening my arms out, I lean back and watch what’s going on. Watching myself slide in and out of her body while Callie makes sure that she gets off again is the hottest thing I’ve ever seen in my life. 
 
    “Get there baby girl,” I pant out as I feel my body beginning to tighten and shake even harder while I try to hold off on my own climax so that Callie can reach another one. 
 
    Suddenly her eyes close as her back arches one last time while her orgasm rips through her body. Her pussy tightening around my cock pushes me over the edge and I follow her over the edge of bliss. Dropping down, I roll us to the side without pulling out of Callie. I wrap my arm around her and pull her into my body while we both catch our breath. Every single time we’re together gets better and better; a feeling that I’ve never known in my life. One that I’m going to cherish and never let go of again. We drift to sleep and I let the thoughts of Callie and our unborn baby fill my dreams. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Twelve 
 
    Callie 
 
    IT’S BEEN ALMOST TWO MONTHS SINCE I came home from the hospital. The time since then has been extremely busy between going to court with my parents, counselling, and working at the garage. Thankfully I’m out of my first trimester and the little morning sickness that I was having is gone now. Instead, I can’t seem to get enough to eat. So, Bear has made sure that I have snacks and other meals while I’m at the shop. The guys have made more stops at Corrinth’s diner than they have been working. 
 
    As expected, my parents tried to first blame Bear and the guys in the club for everything that’s been going on. Then, they tried to say that I was mentally incompetent. Edward pulled out papers showing each and every time they’ve tried to steal my home from me. Along with the cease and desist order that he’s filed. My parents tried to deny that too. Saying that they weren’t behind the selling of my house. My lawyer being as amazing as he is brought the realtor in who talked to each of my parents about the sale of my home. Needless to say, I now have a restraining order so that my parents can’t contact me in any form and if they try to sell my house again, they will have broken the order and go to jail. Once again my mother threw an epic fit and was almost thrown in jail before we left the courthouse. It’s kind of sad the way they’re trying to get to me and get their hands on my money. 
 
    The counselling is going amazing. Sarah is helping me see that nothing that’s happened is my fault and that I had no control over any of it. Even Bear and the guys couldn’t have known what was going to happen. Yes, there have been a few times that I’ve blamed the guys for being taken and held hostage for so long. Then there’s the situation with my parents. When I’ve felt like giving up and giving them one more chance to prove that they can be good people, Sarah has helped me see that they won’t stop until they have me where they want me. Under their thumb by being in their home or by being married to a man of their choosing. It’s never going to happen. 
 
    I’ve even bounced the idea around that I’d go to school for counselling instead of office management. I’d love to help out someone that has been through similar circumstances that I’ve been through. But, in the end, I love to do the work in the office at the garage. Besides, I can always do an understudy in psychology and still be able to help me friends out when they need me. So, that’s what I’m going to do. I’ve searched through all the traditional schools around the area and looked into online courses. I think for right now, online is what I need to do. I’ll still be able to work and get things at the house finished up before we have to start getting ready to set the nursery up for the baby. 
 
    Bear has been getting more excited about the baby now that we know we’re less likely to lose it. He’s talking about all sorts of names and what he wants to teach him or her. Hell, the guys in the club are getting excited about it too. We told them a week ago and I’ve never had so many hugs in my life. Smokey and Psycho are already talking about the baby patching into the club when he’s old enough. I’m more than happy for any son of ours to belong to Satan’s Anarchy. But, they go to the opposite end of the spectrum when they think of us having a little girl. It’s all about protecting her and making sure she never dates until she’s a hundred years old. I laugh when they get on their protective rants because I know they’re deadly serious and I’m going to have to become inventive when I think of ways to help a little girl get out of the house and have a life. 
 
    Hadliegh is slowly coming around. She’s been coming out of the room more and more as her injuries begin to fade away. The only reminders we both have are the scars and the knowledge of what was done to us. But, Psycho and I have talked her into going to see Sarah for counselling and I think it’s really going to help her out. That’s my hope anyway. She needs to let out all the bullshit that she’s been dealt and learn ways to cope and move forward with her life. That’s the only thing I want for my friend. 
 
    Today, I’m running late to go to work so Bear agreed to let Bishop stay here and follow me into work. He doesn’t like it, but I need him to start letting go a little bit. He can’t control everything that’s going to happen and I need him to understand that I can stand on my own two feet and don’t need him to wrap me up in a bubble for the rest of my life. I love that man, but he can get annoying when he wants to protect me. I’m more cautious now and I won’t be stopping to help anyone on the side of the road anytime soon. He should know that. It’s not just me I have to think about anymore, it’s the baby that I carry. 
 
    “Bishop, I’m ready to go,” I call out, walking down the stairs as I have finally finished getting ready to go to work. It’s really Bear’s fault since he kept me up all night long. 
 
    We make our way outside and I see that my car has a flat tire. What the hell else could go wrong this morning? Bishop follows my line of vision and pulls his phone out. He tells Bear that I’ve got a flat and we still don’t have the extra tire so he needs to come get me because I can’t ride on a motorcycle and Bishop is the only one here so I can’t ride behind him. It’s disrespectful to Bear and I would never do anything that would disrespect him. Neither would Bishop. He looks up to my man too much and I know that he would die before feeling like he let Bear down. 
 
    I sit down on the porch to wait for Bear while Bishop looks around my car to make sure that nothing else is wrong with it. I’m honestly ready to get rid of the thing even though I love my Charger. This is the car that I was kidnapped in and now this. Maybe if I get a new one, things will turn around. Bear and I will talk about it later when we’re done working. 
 
    “It’s just a flat, Callie. There’s nothin’ else wrong that I can see,” Bishop says, sitting down on the steps while we wait. 
 
    “Thanks Bishop,” I answer while looking out at the animals running around the yard. Squirrels are running from tree to tree while the birds fly from here to there. These are the times that I love when it’s so peaceful and quiet that the animals run around without caring that anyone is watching them. 
 
    Just before I go in to get a cold drink, I hear the rumble of Bear’s tow truck. He backs in and lets the flat bed down while Bishop takes him over my keys. I stay on the porch and watch as they load my car up and make sure it’s tied down real good before we head out. When I know they’re ready to leave, I make my way over to the truck so Bear can help me in. As always, there’s a prospect being left at the house. Now he’s here to make sure that no one tries to come in and sell our home while we’re gone, that my parents aren’t going to come in and try to pull some shit, and that no one else will show up for revenge against the club or me because of the men that were killed. To anyone they’re affiliated with, it won’t matter why they were killed, it will only matter that they were. So, the club is taking extra precautions around anyone that has homes away from the clubhouse and at the club’s businesses. 
 
    “You good baby girl?” Bear asks once he’s helped me up in the truck. 
 
    “Yeah. I think we need to talk about the car though. Bear, I want to get rid of it and buy a new one. One that’s not tied to the kidnapping and keeps getting flat tires,” I tell him, not wanting to wait to talk about this. 
 
    “It’s your money babe. If you want a new car, we’ll go shoppin’ for one in a few days. Can you wait that long?” he asks before shutting my door and walking around to the driver’s side. 
 
    “Yeah. Let’s just get to work so I can finish the paperwork and see what else needs to be added to the schedule,” I respond, as he climbs up in the driver’s seat of the truck. 
 
    The ride is quiet as we make the short journey to the garage. When we pull in, Bear parks the truck and tells me that he’ll pull it in as soon as he’s finished with the oil change and tires on the car in his bay. He follows me into the office and sees that I have a stack of paperwork to get through and messages waiting to be answered. Putting my bag away in the desk drawer, I sit down and turn on the computer so that I can get to work. 
 
    “Baby girl don’t schedule anythin’ for me for the next week. Spread it out between the rest of the guys,” Bear says, not letting me in on what’s going on right this second. 
 
    “What’s up?” I ask, needing to know what he has planned as I turn my attention from the computer to him. 
 
    “Goin’ on a trip. We both need some time away from everythin’ and I’ve got everythin’ booked. Only thing left to do is pack a bag when we get home today,” he answers, sitting on the edge of the desk. 
 
    “That sounds good babe. What about the garage?” I ask, knowing that he’ll have made arrangements for this too. 
 
    “Renegade will be here when he’s needed. Other than that, the guys can handle any work that comes in. They can take shifts for any tow calls too. If they get too busy, the guys in the club will be there to back them up,” he answers, leaning down to kiss me on my forehead before heading out to get his work for the day done. 
 
    Meanwhile, I get busy returning phone calls and adding work to the white board I had the guys install behind the desk. Bear only takes a break to come in and have lunch with me. I was so busy with the work I have in the office that I didn’t even realize that it was lunch time. So, I’m glad my man was paying attention to it. Otherwise I would have gone all day without eating and I know that’s not good for the baby. I’m going to have to start setting an alarm so that I can get lunch from now on. We talk about where he’s taking me and how we’re going to spend the time we have with just the two of us. It will be the first time we’ve been secluded from the club since we got together. I’m nervous that we won’t have backup if anything should happen, but Bear’s doing his best to assure me that no one will know where we are. Renegade is the only one who knows and they’ve arranged a check-in system so no one will know that we’re not in town. 
 
    Psycho and Hadliegh are staying at the house so that no one knows we’re not there. The only difference is that they’ll be staying in and won’t be leaving. So, I’m sure that anyone that may be watching the house will notice that, but it doesn’t seem to be that big of a deal. I’m happy that my friend is out of the clubhouse and will be staying in our home. It’s an arrangement that I’ll be hoping to make permanent when we get back. The decision is Hadliegh’s though. 
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    The rest of the day went flying by in a blur. We managed to get everything done that we had to before we left and now we’re getting close to the cabin that Bear rented for the week. I’ve had my eyes wide open the entire trip because I haven’t had the chance to go anywhere other than Shadowville. Between work, the kidnapping, and trying to clean up my grandma’s house there just hasn’t been an opportunity for exploring. 
 
    We’ve been on the road for a few hours now and Bear said that we should be there in another half hour or so. Right now, we’re travelling on a dirt road surrounded by trees in the middle of nowhere. It’s as peaceful as when I’m sitting out on the porch or wandering around the backyard at home. I’m content as we bounce along the road with Bear holding my hand. He hasn’t let go of me since we got in my car and left for our time alone. 
 
    “We’re almost there, baby girl. As soon as we break into the clearin’ you’ll be able to see the little lake and the cabin we’ll be in,” Bear finally says as I pull my attention from the forest to him. 
 
    I turn my attention to the front of the car in anticipation of seeing where we’ll be for the next week. The trees are becoming a little sparser as we get closer to the clearing. I’m almost bouncing in my seat as excitement flows through my veins. Bear chuckles at me when we finally pull into the clearing and I see a quaint cabin surrounded by trees with a small lake off to the side. There’s a dock with a small row boat tied to the end of it. This place looks so perfect and tranquil as Bear stops the car in front of the small building. 
 
    Getting out of the car, I stretch my body and breathe in the fresh scent of pine trees and nature. Bear grabs the bags out of the trunk of the car while I take in my surroundings. I follow him up to the door where he pulls a key down from above the door frame. After he opens the door, he steps aside and lets me go in first. The sight takes my breath away. There’s a small living room with a fireplace built into the wall. Stone lines the fireplace and goes all the way to the ceiling. A TV sits on the stand in front of the windows in the front of the room. Behind the living room is a kitchen with an island holding the stove and a small table that sits off to the left of the island. I see a hallway and take off to see what’s down there. The first door contains a claw foot tub, toilet, and small vanity. There’s a window that’s open letting in the fresh air. When I look in the last door down the hallway, I see a bedroom. The gigantic bed takes up most of the room leaving space for a small chair in the corner and a dresser. A door stands open and I can see a small closet in case we have anything to hang up. Instantly, I fall in love with the little retreat and I run out to find Bear so I can thank him. 
 
    “Thank you,” I tell him between peppering kisses along his face and down to his jaw line. 
 
    Bear laughs as I wrap my legs around him. He holds me up as he carries me into the bedroom so I can show him how much I love this little vacation he planned for us. As soon as we’re in the room, he lays me down on the middle of the bed and continues to kiss me while undressing me. The only time he breaks the kiss is when he pulls my shirt over my head. I hope this is the beginning of how we’re going to be spending our time away. 
 
    Bear 
 
    The last few days have been amazing. Callie and I have spent our time lounging in the sun, fishing on the lake once I taught her how, and just enjoying one another. We’ve tried more things that Callie’s wanted to do sexually and I swear that she’s going to be the death of me with how insatiable she’s become since getting pregnant. I’ll show her anything that she wants to learn and do almost anything with her. The only thing she’s not getting is a threesome. I’m not gonna share her with another man and she said that she won’t share me with another woman. So, we’re on the same page as far as that goes. 
 
    I’m sitting on the porch waiting for her to get out of the shower so that we can go for a walk on one of the little trails through the woods that we’ve been walking down every day and thinking about the first time I took her fishing. We went out on the little boat and I figured Callie would just want to relax back and get some sun. Nope, not my girl. She wanted me to teach her how to fish. So, I showed her how to put a worm on her hook and then how to cast the line out. Callie almost hooked me when she went to throw her line out and we ended up laughing so hard that the boat started rocking to and fro violently. It almost put a damper on our day because she got sick. But, Callie was determined to learn how to fish and that’s what she was gonna do. We sat out on that little lake for hours until she got a bite. Callie reeled in a small as hell gold fish but she was so happy and excited. Hell, she almost fell out of the boat in her excitement. It was one of the best days we’ve had here. And it just cemented the fact that I want to give her these moments every single day of our lives. 
 
    “Almost ready babe,” Callie calls out from the door. “I just need to find my sneakers.” 
 
    “There in the bedroom under the side of the bed,” I answer her, knowing that she’ll spend hours looking for them and never think to check the bedroom. 
 
    “Thanks,” I hear muffled back as she walks toward our room. 
 
    Standing up, I check the backpack one more time to ensure that I have everything we’ll need today. We only have two more days here and I plan on making the most of them. So, I’ve got bottles of water, some fruit, and a blanket in case Callie gets tired and wants to rest. I’ve also packed some bug repellent in case the bugs come out in force like they did the other night when we got caught out in a rain storm. My poor girl was covered in bites and I’ve been coating her with cream so that she’ll stop itching them. 
 
    Callie comes out just as I zip the bag back up and sling it over my shoulders. She looks radiant in her shorts and tank top. She’s stolen one of my hats to keep the sun out of her face leaving her long blond hair hanging loose down her back after she pulled it through the back of the hat. A smile is lighting up her face as she looks at me. 
 
    “I’m ready to go. Are we staying out for the whole day or coming back for lunch and dinner?” she asks, stopping by my side. 
 
    “I don’t know yet. We’ll see what we find and what happens,” I answer her because who knows what we’ll find while we’re out exploring today. 
 
    “Let’s do this then,” she answers, bouncing down the stairs and taking the lead of today’s hike. 
 
    I follow her through the woods but keep an eye on her so that she doesn’t trip over anything. The last thing I need is for her to trip and get hurt from falling over a branch or something like that. So, I stay close to her but enjoy the view of her ass in front of me. It’s one of my favorite views for now. She’s slowly growing a baby bump and I can’t wait to see her when she’s big and round with our baby nestled inside her safe and sound until he or she’s ready to meet us all. 
 
    We’ve been walking for a while now and I can hear the sound of water rushing. Callie hears it too and she comes to a complete stop so that she can hear it better. Suddenly she rushes off to the right of us and I have to run to follow her through the thickness of the trees. Suddenly we come to a clearing with a waterfall flowing down into a shallow pool. It’s amazing to see. I stand back and watch as Callie walks over to the edge of the pond and sit down. She takes off her shoes and socks before sticking her feet in the water. 
 
    “Babe, the water is so warm,” Callie tells me, turning her head to look back at me as I sit down on a rock that’s not far from where she’s sitting. 
 
    “You gonna rest there for a while?” I ask her, knowing that she’s gotta be getting tired from the walking. 
 
    “Yeah. I thought it was peaceful at the lake, but this place is no comparison,” she answers, turning her attention back to the water in front of her. 
 
    The two of us sit in silence while nature goes on around us. Before too long, we watch as two deer appear on the opposite side of the small pond. Callie stops swirling her feet in the water so that she doesn’t chase them away. It’s almost like she stops breathing so that the deer will get as close to her as possible. I watch in amazement as the deer walk to edge of the water and begin to drink out of it. One of them lifts their head up and look at us for a few minutes before scampering off into the woods. 
 
    “That was awesome!” she says, turning her head toward me after the deer have run away and we can talk again. 
 
    “Yeah it was baby girl. Are you ready to head back to the cabin?” I ask her, knowing that I don’t want to be in the woods after dark because I forgot the flashlights. 
 
    She nods her head and pulls her feet out of the water. I throw a small towel at her so she can dry her feet off before putting her socks and shoes back on. Once we’re heading out of the woods, I pull my knife out so that I can mark one of the trees to get back to the waterfalls. Plans for tomorrow night are falling into place. It’s our last night and I’m going to make it as memorable as possible for my girl. 
 
    Callie’s already got my baby in her belly and her property patch will be given to her as soon as I patch into the club. She needs one more thing so that every motherfucker out there knows that this amazing woman is mine. There won’t be a doubt left in anyone’s mind that Callie is mine in every single way. Hell, Corrinth told me that she’d have my balls if I didn’t lock shit down with her before we came home. I believe it from her. 
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    Last night was a quiet night for us. It was chilly out so I lit a fire and we hung out in front of the fire place and talked. She was tired after hiking through the woods so we went to bed early and I held her until she fell asleep. When I knew she was out cold, I got up to make sure that I had everything ready for today. I’ve got everything packed in the backpack and ready to go for our adventure today. 
 
    This morning Callie got up refreshed and ready to go out for our last day here. She was ready to go before I was in all honesty. Now, we’re on our way back to the waterfall and little pond that we found yesterday. She wanted to spend our last day here to see if we could find the deer again. We’ve spotted them a little way away from the cabin, but nothing as close as when we were at the waterfall. What my girl wants, she gets. So, we’re back on our way to the spot in the woods that she’s taken to call ‘our spot’. 
 
    When we get there, Callie strips out of her clothes and relaxes on the edge of the pond in her bikini. You can really see her small baby bump today. I let her relax and spend time with her feet in the water before I pull out everything I need to make today special. 
 
    We’ve been here for a few hours and I know that the timing is right. So, while her attention is on the water and the wildlife surrounding us, I lay out a blanket, put the bottle of sparkling juice on the corner of the blanket, and take a seat in the middle of the blanket. Callie sees me sitting there and pulls her feet out of the water to walk over to me. She takes a seat in the middle of my spread legs and relaxes back against me. For a few minutes we sit in silence while I pull up the nerve to do what needs to be done now. 
 
    “Baby girl, gotta talk to you,” I tell her, causing her to sit up and turn toward me at the seriousness of my voice. 
 
    “Is everything okay?” she asks, a nervous tremble making her voice shaky and unsure. 
 
    “Everythin’ is fine. Callie, you have rocked my world and turned it upside down. I never thought that someone could get me the way that you do or have such an instant connection as what we have. From the second I laid eyes on you; I knew that we would be together. I’m not gonna lie, I fought it so hard for so long because I had that much respect for your grandma. I love you more than I’ve ever thought possible and one day you’ll be my ol’ lady. That’s not good enough for me though. I want every asshole to know that you’re mine. Will you marry me?” I ask, pulling out the ring box and opening it for her to see. 
 
    Callie’s eyes widen in shock. She truly had no idea that I had this planned for this week. Tears shimmer, but she doesn’t let them fall as she remains unmoving and silent. I’m beginning to get nervous when she doesn’t say a word or give any indication of what she’s going to say after a few minutes. Just as I go to stand up and put the ring back in my pocket, Callie wraps her arms around my neck and says yes repeatedly in my ear. I finally feel the first tear drop fall against my shoulder while I pull back far enough to look at her face and slip the ring I got her on her finger. 
 
    Her eyes cut down to her finger as she takes in the ring for the first time. The band is silver with diamonds encircling it. At the top where the diamond should be sits a sapphire that’s held in place by a skull on either side. I chose the sapphire because when she’s happy or turned on, her eyes turn the darkest shade of blue that almost rivals the color in the sapphire. 
 
    “It’s so beautiful,” she says, glancing up at me. 
 
    “I’ve never seen anyone as beautiful as you. It’s not just how you look, it’s the way you treat those surroundin’ you and how you give yourself so freely to the people you love. I love you more than you’ll ever know, Callie,” I tell her honestly as I sit back down and wait to see what her next move will be. 
 
    “I love you Bear. So much. You’ve given me more in such a short amount of time than I ever dreamed possible. I’ll never be able to thank you for that,” she answers, making her way back over to me and curling up in between my legs. “Do we have to leave here?” 
 
    “You know we have to get back baby girl,” I tell her, knowing exactly how she feels right now. 
 
    “I know we do. So, let’s pack everything up and head home so that we can celebrate with our friends tonight before just the two of us celebrate,” she says, standing up so that she can get a drink before we head back to the cabin to pack what we brought and make sure everything is cleaned up. 
 
    It doesn’t take us long once we get back to the cabin to pack up and head out for home. I pull Callie’s hand over in mine and hold it the entire way back to Shadowville. Now that she’s agreed to be my wife, I can’t seem to keep my hands off of her. Hell, I want nothing more than to pull over and have my way with her. But, she deserves better than that and I’m going to make sure she gets everything she could ever want or need. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Thirteen 
 
    Callie 
 
    WE GOT BACK FROM THE CABIN TWO DAYS AGO. Everyone from the club was at the house when we pulled in. as soon as we walked through the door, I held up my hand and announced that we were getting married. The guys and Hadliegh rushed us and we were enveloped in hugs and congratulations for so long that I thought I was going to pass out from being squeezed so hard by the guys. Bear never once left my side and I know that I heard him growl more than a few times as the guys hugged on me and kissed me on the side of my head or temple. My laughter was held inside until I escaped to the bedroom with Hadliegh. 
 
    She looks so much better than when we left a week ago. It’s good to see her away from the clubhouse and starting to show her personality instead of being scared of her own shadow. We did talk about seeing Sarah and Hadliegh confided in me that she honestly loves going to see her so that she can work out things that have been going on in her past and what happened when the douche nozzle had us. So, I made a leap of faith and asked her to move in here with Bear and me. It’s not like we don’t have the room. Hadliegh agreed and said that she’d grab her things in the morning so that she could move in. I’m taking the day off so that I can help her. 
 
    Hadliegh also told me that she found out she lost her job back home and now has to look for a new one. Bear overheard that part of our conversation and said that he might have a solution for her. Anarchy Ink needs a receptionist and he would talk to Ink about hiring her. That way he doesn’t have to hire an outsider and Hadliegh can work and make her own money like she desperately wants to do. I’m excited because that means that she’ll be close to me and won’t have a reason to take off and leave in the middle of the night or something. I need her now more than ever as I go through this pregnancy and get ready to have our baby. 
 
    “Hadliegh, are you ready to head to the tattoo shop?” I call out as I leave the bedroom and go in search of my friend. 
 
    “Yeah. I’m nervous as fuck,” she replies, leaving the room she’s been staying in since Psycho and her stayed here while we were gone. 
 
    “Why? It’s just talking to Ink and you’ve already met him,” I ask, knowing that this isn’t like Hadliegh. I’ve never seen her nervous about anything. I’ve only ever seen her as a bad ass that put herself in more danger to try to protect me. 
 
    “I don’t know. I’ve never worked in a tattoo shop before having to deal with all the different paperwork and shit. I don’t want to fuck it up,” she says honestly as we grab our bags off the hall table and make our way out to my car. 
 
    “You’ll do great. I’m sure Ink will walk you through everything and answer any questions that you have. I’ve got all the faith in the world in you,” I say, unlocking the car so we can head out. 
 
    I am the Fire by Halestorm blares from the radio as we make our way across town toward Anarchy Ink. Hadliegh keeps her gaze out the window as we pass by shops, the diner, and see a few of the club girls walking down main street. It looks like they’re shopping while the guys are busy and can’t keep them entertained. Rusty and Legs seem to be the leaders of the pack as usual. I can’t stand those two bitches. 
 
    “Look it’s the slut brigade,” Hadliegh says, flipping them all off as we cruise by. 
 
    “I can tolerate most of them. All except for Rusty and Legs. Those two bitches need a beat down,” I answer, laughing out loud at their new nickname of the slut brigade. 
 
    “Those two were nothing but problems when I was staying at the clubhouse. Always trying to say shit about Bear and Psycho whenever they were near me. I did almost beat Legs ass one day when she was talking about Rusty supposedly fucking Bear while you were in the hospital,” Hadliegh tells me, looking at me for a few seconds as we get closer to the tattoo shop. “The only reason I didn’t was because Psycho pulled me off and Smokey made her leave the clubhouse for the rest of the day.” 
 
    “I wish I had been there to see that,” I tell her, wanting to be witness to the two biggest bitches getting their asses handed to them. 
 
    “I’m sure you’ll be there when it happens. It will happen one of these days. It’s just a matter of time,” Hadliegh responds, turning her attention back out the window as I pull into a parking spot. 
 
    We get out and make our way into complete chaos in Anarchy Ink. Ink is standing at the front counter with a line of customers. He looks frazzled as he tries to patiently see what the young girl wants designed for a tattoo. She’s clearly a walk-in and has no clue what to get. There’s one guy about four people back that’s starting to throw an attitude and I know that Ink will lose his shit sooner rather than later. So, Hadliegh and I rush behind the counter. 
 
    “Ink, what do you need us to do?” Hadliegh asks, setting her bag down under the counter and moving closer to the man. 
 
    “Can you help the next person in line. They have an appointment and need to fill out the paperwork. It’s in the folder in the rack right behind Callie,” he answers, turning his attention back to the young girl in front of him. “I had Chris and Tatum call off this mornin’ so it’s only me.” 
 
    “We got this, you go do what you gotta do and we’ll take care of the line,” Hadliegh says, giving Ink a smile before turning the man that’s next in line. 
 
    “So, um, you need me to prove to you that I’m eighteen?” the girl asks Ink with a dejected look on her face. 
 
    “Yes. We need a picture I.D or you can’t get a tattoo,” Ink calmly says, standing up to his full height and crossing his arms over his chest. “I’m not losin’ my licensin’ because you want to get a tat and you’re underage.” 
 
    Before we know it, the young girl runs from the shop. No one makes a move for a minute while we process the fact that an underage girl just tried to get a tattoo. I bet she thought her looks would mean that Ink wouldn’t check her for one. But, I completely agree with how he handled the situation. It’s not her ass on the line, it’s his and I wouldn’t jeopardize my career and reputation either. 
 
    “Hadliegh, I’m not gonna interview you or anythin’. You want the job, you fuckin’ got it,” Ink says, turning to my friend as he sees that we have everything under control. 
 
    “I want it,” she answers, never once taking her attention from the customer in front of her. 
 
    “I’m goin’ in back. My room is the second door on the left. You can bring him back once he’s filled out all the paperwork. I’ll send him back out when I’m done with a write-up of what he’s bein’ charged and you just take the money from him. The program is already pulled up on the computer and the credit card machine is in the corner next to it. If you need help, yell out for me and I’ll be right there,” Ink says, turning and walking toward his room. 
 
    I step back and watch as Hadliegh handles the three customers that are left in line. The man that was about to throw his attitude has visibly calmed down and schedules an appointment to come in and get a back piece started. He’s already talked to Ink and knows how long it’s going to take. His first session will be three hours for the outline so Hadliegh puts him in the computer and marks it out on the book in front of her on the desk. 
 
    Taking a seat on the couch, I look through Ink’s portfolio. Tatum and Chris have portfolios but I don’t want them to touch me. Once I have the baby, I’m going to be getting a tattoo done so that I can cover the scarring on my chest. Eventually I’ll get my back done too, but I can see my chest and I want that covered up. As I flip through page after page of the book, I see how talented Ink truly is. Yeah, he’s done the tats for every member of the club, but if I pay too much attention to them Bear has issues. So, I’ve admired them from afar with the thought that one day I’d like to get one or two. 
 
    I stop flipping the pages when I land on one containing a Phoenix. The tattoo is so detailed and I instantly fall in love with it. A Phoenix would fit me since I’m rising from the ashes of a life I never wanted and the aftermath with my parents at the same time I’m dealing with the aftermath of a cockbite deciding that it was okay to kidnap me and try to sell me off. In a way, I’ve been reborn as a stronger person, one that knows exactly what I want and where I want to go in life. So, I put the portfolio down and make a note in my new phone to look up different pictures of a Phoenix until I find one that I love and can’t get out of my head. 
 
    As Hadliegh works, I decide that it’s time for me to take off and head to work myself. Bentley is here with us and he’ll follow me to work while letting Psycho know that my girl will be here working. Since Ink is part of the club, I don’t know that they’ll send a prospect over to watch her, but at least my friend will know where she is. 
 
    “Hadliegh, I’ll be back after work to pick you up. If you’re gonna be later, give me a call and we’ll figure it out,” I tell her, stopping at the desk on my way out of the shop. 
 
    “Okay. Thanks, hun. Have a good day,” she answers as a smile I haven’t seen yet lights her face up. She’s genuinely happy to be working again and that she’s working in the shop. I hope she continues to feel that way. 
 
    Making my way out of the shop, I smile at Bentley who’s leaning against his bike. Legs is standing next to him and I watch her get on the back of his bike while I get in my car. Looking around, I try to find Rusty but she’s nowhere to be found. So, I drive to the shop where the prospect and slut follow me and pull in right behind me. Must be he’s not going to the clubhouse to drop her off. And here I thought I was gonna have a good day today. 
 
    I get out of my car, ignoring the duo parked beside me, and make my way into the office. Bear’s standing there waiting for me while I put my bag away and give him a kiss. We break apart when I hear someone enter behind us. It’s Legs. This should be good. 
 
    “Bear, how are you doing sexy?” she asks, pouting her lips so that she looks like a fish out of water. 
 
    “Legs, what are you doin’ here?” he asks her, placing me behind his body as if to shield me from the skank in front of us. 
 
    “I was wanting a ride back to the clubhouse and thought maybe you were the man for the job. You know since I’ve ridden on your bike before and all. And, Rusty wanted to see you so she could thank you for the last time she saw you,” Legs says, trying to make her voice sound sultry and sexy while failing miserably again. 
 
    “The fuck you talkin’ about? You’ve never been on the back of my fuckin’ bike and I haven’t seen Rusty since the grand opening. You need to fuckin’ leave my shop right now and don’t ever step foot back here again. Especially pullin’ this shit with my fiancé here,” Bear roars while I poke my head around his back to see the look on skankarilla’s face. 
 
    “You can say what you want but we both know the truth of the matter,” she replies, coming closer and attempting to run her nails down Bear’s chest. 
 
    “Touch him and I’ll break every single one of your fucking fingers!” I say, placing myself between my man and the bitch in front of us. 
 
    “Look, the kitty finally grew some claws. Bitch, he was ours before you got here and he’ll be back with us the second he grows bored with your used-up pussy,” Legs says, stepping even closer to me. 
 
    I can’t help the laughter that burst free at her words. “You think I’m the one with the loose pussy? Really? You’re the one that spreads her legs for any brother in the club in hopes of becoming an ol’ lady. You’ll never be one, so I suggest you get a clue and realize that you’re nothing more than a slut. Bear won’t ever go back to you or Rusty because he’s never fucked with either one of you. Your lies won’t work here slut,” I say, letting my rage out for the first time regarding the slut brigade. 
 
    “How dare you talk to me that way,” she whines, raising her fist in an attempt to hit me. 
 
    “That’s enough!” Renegade roars out from behind her. I was so focused on her that I didn’t hear the guys pull up. “Legs, you’ve been given chance after chance. Now, you’re attemptin’ to lay your hands on a pregnant woman that will be an ol’ lady the second Bear patches in? You’re out of the club. None of us will talk to you or acknowledge that we know you. And that goes for every club out there.” 
 
    “Renegade, I wasn’t going to do anything, I swear it,” Legs whines, trying to plead her case even though I’m sure the guys saw more than enough to make their judgement call. 
 
    “You’re out, Legs and that’s final. Bentley take her to the clubhouse and make sure she gets her things and only her things. I want the phone and anythin’ else that belongs to the club accounted for before she leaves. Make sure she’s off club property and lock the gates so she can’t weasel her way back in. Tell the rest of the guys that she’s not allowed back,” Renegade says, stepping to the side so that Legs can be removed from the shop’s office. 
 
    “You bitch!” Legs screams out, turning her rage toward me. “You’ll pay for this. One way or another I’ll make sure that you lose everything you want in your life!” 
 
    I stand amongst the men as we listen to Legs scream and cry while she climbs on the back of Bentley’s bike. Her threats honestly mean nothing to me. After the hell I’ve lived through, that bitch can’t do anything to me that I haven’t had done to me before. Living with my parents was bad enough without the shit from Harry the cum guzzler. Legs doesn’t know anything about me and won’t ever be able to make her threats come true. So, I laugh before kissing Bear once more and sitting down to do my work. 
 
    “Oh, Psycho, Hadliegh’s down at Anarchy Ink. We went in to talk to Ink and he was getting slammed. She stepped in and he offered her a job on the spot. I told her I’d pick her up when I leave here. If you want to get her just let me know,” I tell him before they head out into the bay with Bear. 
 
    “Thanks sweetheart. I’ll pick her up and bring her back to your place later on,” he answers, letting the door shut behind him. 
 
    Hadliegh 
 
    The last few days have been amazing. Ink is a great boss and I love working at the tattoo shop. It wasn’t as hard to learn everything as I thought it was going to be. I’ve fallen into a good routine. Callie brings me to work every morning and one of the prospects follows us in before following her to work at the garage. Then Psycho usually picks me up from work unless he’s busy with something for the club. 
 
    Psycho and I have been spending a lot of time together since I left the hospital. At first, I clung to him because he was the only one I knew at the clubhouse. Then it was because he made me feel comfortable and accepts me for who I am. He likes my smart-ass mouth and the way that I want to get back to being independent. I don’t want to have to rely on him or Callie. 
 
    There were a few times that Psycho and I fucked. I know the type of guy he is though. It’s all about the pump and dump with the bad boys in motorcycle clubs. I’ve always been down for a fun time without any strings attached. There’s just something about Remington ‘Psycho’ Jackson though. He makes me feel beautiful and like I’m good enough; more than good enough actually. There isn’t a problem with my attitude, now that it’s coming back out, or the fact that I know what I want and have no problems going after it. The only thing I refuse to do is whore myself out like my mother used to before the drugs took her life. 
 
    Since I moved into Callie’s, things have been weird between the two of us. He’s distant and acts like I suddenly want more than what we signed up for in the beginning. I don’t. Right now, the only thing I’m worried about is working and making money so that I can make sure I can live the life I want to live. Callie and Bear don’t need me at their home taking up space and time when they’re getting ready to welcome a new baby into the world. I’ll still be here, but I need my own space. If sex continues with Psycho great; he’s fucking fantastic in bed. If things don’t continue, that’s cool too. Like I said, no strings attached. 
 
    “Hadliegh!” I hear Ink call out for me as he finishes up a tattoo. 
 
    “What’s up boss man?” I ask, walking into his room as the guy he’s working on stands up from the chair. 
 
    “He’s not payin’ for the tat today. Killer’s just passin’ through town and stopped by,” he tells me, handing over everything to the tall, dark, and sexy man standing before me with a smirk on his face as I take in his naked upper body. 
 
    “Got it. Anything else?” I ask, knowing that he wouldn’t call me back here just for this. 
 
    “Yeah. Need to do inventory tonight, you gonna stay and help?” he asks, already knowing my answer before I nod my head in response. 
 
    “Yep. I’ll let Callie know so she doesn’t trek all the way over here from the garage?” I respond, leaving the two men alone so I can call my sister from another mister before she leaves the garage. Especially since I know Bear wants to take her shopping for a new car when they’re done for the day. 
 
    Walking out to the desk, I pick my cell phone up off the table top and pull up Callie’s name. I listen to it ring until I’m sure that it’s going to go to voicemail. The slut probably has her man fucking her in the storeroom of the garage instead of working. She’s told me that it’s happened before and I know that she’s horny as fuck being pregnant. 
 
    “What’s up Hadliegh?” she finally answers, out of breath while I hear commotion in the background along with her giggling. 
 
    “Seriously?” I ask on a groan as my suspicions were confirmed that she’s fucking her man. 
 
    “Sorry,” she responds and I imagine that her face is covered in a blush right about now. “You okay?” 
 
    “Yeah. Just wanted to let you know that we have inventory here tonight so I’m not gonna need a ride home. I’m sure that Ink will give me a ride home. Or maybe Chris,” I tell her knowing that Chris would do anything for me. He’s got a mild crush and I can’t do anything about it. I don’t feel anything toward him other than brotherly love. 
 
    “You sure? Psycho’s not gonna pick you up?” she asks, curious about why there’s been almost no contact with the man in question for days now. 
 
    “I’m good. I’ll get home one way or another. Psycho isn’t answering his phone. It’s all good Callie. I’m not upset that I haven’t heard from him and I’m not going to force myself on the man,” I tell her, knowing that there’s no way in hell that I’ll ever force myself on a man. If someone doesn’t want me, that’s their fucking loss because I’m fucking amazing and I know it. I’m the queen of the badass bitches. 
 
    “Okay. I guess we’ll go car shopping and then have an early night. I’m tired as hell today,” Callie tells me, trying to hide a yawn. 
 
    “Well, if you weren’t up all night fucking your man and then getting a piece of ass at work maybe you wouldn’t be so damn tired,” I counter, not bothering to contain the laughter from erupting. 
 
    “Ha Ha. Very funny!” she retorts, hanging up on me as I take care of the customer that just walked through the door. 
 
    [image: ] 
 
    The night is finally over with and I’m ready to take a long hot shower and hit the bed. I’ve never had to do inventory the way that Ink does it before and it’s fucking tiring. We all split up and take a section of the shop. Every single item has to be counted and marked down on a sheet. Anything that’s expired or looks damaged gets marked down separately and thrown away. I may not have had as much to inventory as the rest of the crew, but what I had was fucking more than enough. 
 
    “Everyone out,” Ink hollers out as he gets ready to alarm the security system and lock the door. 
 
    I walk out after making sure I had my bag and phone. Chris left about five minutes ago, and Tatum is going on a date. Ink has to get to the clubhouse for something, so it looks like I’m gonna be walking across town and home tonight. It won’t be the first time and I’m sure it won’t be the last. So, I tell everyone good night and take off toward the side of town where Callie’s house sits. 
 
    It’s dark with the moon hiding behind clouds tonight. There’s an eeriness that makes me jump at every little sound that I hear. Wind is making crumpled up garbage roll across the street while animals get into garbage cans looking for food. Every time I hear a car or see the flash of headlights heading my way, I have to fight the urge to run behind anything big enough to hide me and cower like a weak bitch. Sarah has assured me that it doesn’t make me weak; my reaction is perfectly normal and will lessen over time. I’ll have to take her word for it at this point in time. 
 
    Before too long, I hear the rumble of a lone motorcycle heading my way. When I was kidnapped, there weren’t guys on bikes. It was a few men in a blacked-out van that looked like any independent contractor would use. I speed up just a little bit, no one watching me would even notice my movements it was that slight just as the biker stops behind me. The bike shuts off and I wait a few seconds before turning my attention to the man that’s behind me. I know who it is before I get a glance of him. 
 
    Psycho is standing behind me, close to his bike under a faded street light. He’s pissed off and I can tell that he’s recently gotten out of a shower with his hair still damp. If he’s been riding his bike, I know that he must have barely dried off or the wind would’ve dried his shoulder-length dark hair. There’s a day’s worth of growth on his pissed off face and I rub my thighs together as I recall how that stubble feels between my thighs and along the rest of my body. My traitorous body still wants the biker no matter what I try to tell myself. 
 
    “What the fuck do you think you’re doin’ Hadliegh?” he asks, walking closer to me and becoming part of the shadows. 
 
    “Walking home,” I answer him, turning my back toward him and continuing to walk home. 
 
    “You need a fuckin’ ride, you call me,” he growls out, reaching out and grabbing my arm to stop me. 
 
    “Don’t need you. I know what this was when it started, and you’ve clearly reached the end of your time with me. I’m not going to chase after you Psycho,” I tell him, not backing down from the man standing in front of me. 
 
    “You. Fuckin’. Call. Me,” he growls out one more time before pulling me flush against his body and slamming his lips down on mine. There’s nothing gentle or loving about the kiss that we’re sharing. It’s all about the need that we both feel for one another whenever we’re in the same room. The need I feel almost consumes me with its intensity. 
 
    “Not your whore, your girl, or your ol’ lady,” I tell him once I’ve finally broken free from his kiss and I can think straight once again. 
 
    “You’re on my bike,” Psycho says, grabbing my arm once more as I continue to walk away from him. 
 
    “What’s your problem?” I ask, turning around to face him as I yank my arm from his grasp. “You’re done fucking me and there’s plenty of the slut brigade at the clubhouse to take care of your needs. I’m not gonna chase you or wait around for the spare seconds you have to share with me Psycho. Now I’m exhausted and want to take a shower and go to bed. Let me fucking leave.” 
 
    “Get on the fuckin’ bike and I’ll get you there quicker,” he replies finally striding angrily back toward his bike. 
 
    I stand still for a few seconds. Long enough for me to way my options. If I take a ride from him, I’ll get home quick as hell. Or, I could walk and spend the next half hour or so on my feet when they already hurt. Reluctantly, I head for Psycho’s bike so that I can get home. What’s a ride when I’ve had a long day already? It’s not like he’s going to come in and fuck my brains out one more time or anything like that. 
 
    Too bad Psycho has his own plans and he follows me inside once we pull up to the dark house. The only light on is the porch and I know that Callie only leaves it on for me. I quickly unlock the door and turn the alarm off so that Psycho can shut it behind me before setting it again. Without waiting to see what he’s going to do; I head upstairs and to the room I’ve been staying in. There’s an en suite bathroom and I head straight in there so that I can shower and get ready to fall into bed. Psycho is already lying under the covers when I come out of the shower fifteen minutes later. I do my best to ignore the man that’s slowly crawling under my skin. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Fourteen 
 
    Bear 
 
    I GAVE CALLIE THREE MONTHS TO PLAN our wedding. She swore that she didn’t need that much time because she just wanted something simple. I gave her input on anything that she asked, but I tried to let her and Hadliegh do their thing. They’ve picked out everything and the club girls have helped her get everything set up in the back of the clubhouse. That was my only stipulation. I don’t want to get married somewhere that anyone can get to us. This is our day and I refuse to have it ruined by a bunch of cumquats that don’t belong here. 
 
    Hadliegh even made me stay away from the house last night. I wasn’t gonna give in on that shit because Callie and I are in bed together every single night. But I saw the look on my girl’s face and decided that I’d give her this one last night of ‘freedom’ before she becomes my wife. She also didn’t want to have a bachelorette party because she doesn’t have anyone besides Hadliegh and she’s pregnant, so she didn’t think it’d be any fun to go out and try to party. On the other hand, the guys threw me a party at the clubhouse. It was just an excuse for them to party and let loose again. The girls stayed away from me, even Rusty. The only time she came near me was to apologize and tell me that she’d apologize to Callie for her behavior as soon as she saw her again. I appreciated the gesture and I hope that Callie does to. 
 
    So, after waking up this morning I walked out back to where the wedding would take place to see what was going on. Rusty took over and made sure that every girl was up and outside helping to set everything up. There has been a major difference in her since Legs is no longer around to fill her mind with bullshit. Rusty, Silk, and Foxy are setting up the area where we’ll say our vows. There’s an arbor standing there filled with roses and garland. They’re making sure that there’s no holes that need to be filled while the rest of the girls are setting up the chairs the club will sit in. I watch as they put a white cloth over them and tie a red ribbon around the back. The prospects, other than me, are busy setting up the picnic tables that we’ll sit at after the wedding and covering them with the same white cloths. Bishop is placing either red or black runners down the center of each table and then placing the flower arrangements that Bentley picked up earlier today. 
 
    “Callie just got here,” Renegade says walking up to stand next to me and watch all the activity taking place. “She was lookin’ for you. Told her she couldn’t see you until it was time to walk down the aisle.” 
 
    Renegade laughs as I glare at him. I can’t wait to lay eyes on her, it’s been too long already. Standing next to him, I look at my watch and see that in just under an hour I’ll be standing there watching my soon-to-be wife walking toward me. I guess it’s time for me to head in and start to get ready. 
 
    “Who’s walkin’ her down the aisle?” I ask, knowing that she’s trying to choose between Renegade, Psycho, and Grave. She knows that I want Psycho to be my best man though and that Smokey will be standing with me as well. 
 
    “Not sure. All I know is that it’s down to Grave or me. We’ll both be ready to walk her down to you. And make sure that she knows she has another shot to run away from you and we’ll help her get away,” my President says, trying to get me out of my head. 
 
    “Funny asshole,” I say, a smirk covering my face to let him know I appreciate him right now. “Can’t wait to watch you fall so we can all fuck with you.” 
 
    “Not gonna happen, brother,” he says, turning serious as he watches everyone work before turning to head inside again. 
 
    There’s a story there but none of us know what’s happened to him. Obviously, someone broke his heart and made him have no faith in the opposite sex when it comes to himself. He’s happy with his friends and brothers finding love and being in relationships; just not himself. Renegade is more than happy to let the Satan’s babe fuck him and take care of his needs when he needs a release. They all know the score and won’t try to overstep their bounds with him. If they do, they’re out of the clubhouse with no remorse shown. 
 
    Since everything is being taken care of and I’m not needed out here, I make my way inside. Psycho, Smokey, Grave, and Ryder are all standing at the bar getting ready to take a shot. I walk over and wait for the shot glass filled with Jack to be passed to me so I can do one with my brothers. Then I’ll go get ready to head outside and wait for my woman. 
 
    “To Bear and his final moments of freedom!” Psycho hollers out before we all down the shot and the men clap me on the back. 
 
    “See you guys in a while,” I say before heading to one of the empty rooms to get my shower and get dressed. 
 
    Callie didn’t want us dressed in suits or a tuxedo. She was happy to let me wear jeans and my cut. The same with the rest of the guys. Callie’s not one that would make us wear something we weren’t comfortable with. So, I bought a new pair of dark blue jeans with a button-down black shirt. I’ll be wearing my cut over it with a new pair of boots. Psycho bought new clothes for today too. He’s going to be wearing a red button-down shirt instead of the black one to match me. I also know that Grave and Renegade bought new clothes for the day because at least one of them will be walking Callie down the aisle and they want to make the day good for her. 
 
    I take a quick shower and get dressed. The only thing I want is to go to my room and see Callie, so I make myself stay put. Psycho comes in to sit with me because he knows that the nerves are starting to kick in and that I’m ready to crawl out of my skin. We make small talk as he sits at the desk while I sit on the end of the bed. Once that runs out, I turn and look at my best friend for a few minutes. He’s changed in the months since Hadliegh was brought here. 
 
    “How are things with you and Hadliegh?” I ask, wanting to know where his head’s at regarding Callie’s best friend. 
 
    “I don’t know. She’s tryin’ to be so strong and independent and she’s cool with the whole no strings attached thing. But, there’s just somethin’ more with her. I don’t know what to do about it,” he admits, letting me know that he’s tied in knots over Hadliegh. 
 
    “What do you want to do? You thinkin’ of claimin’ her?” I ask, wanting to know where his head is right now. 
 
    “I never thought about claimin’ anyone. I don’t know if she’s goin’ to stick around long-term no matter how much she wants to be there for Callie,” Psycho tells me, dropping his head into his hands for a brief second. “Anyway, enough about Hadliegh and what might or might now happen. Let’s get a move on and get you married.” 
 
    Psycho and I walk out to the common room where all the guys are waiting. With a nod of his head, Psycho lets everyone know that it’s time to get a move on as we all head outside and to the back of the property. It’s nice back here and I’m glad that my girl agreed to be married here. The gates were closed as soon as she arrived and no one else can get in here. Unfortunately, that means that Chris won’t get to witness the wedding or party at the reception because someone has to stand guard. As I take my spot along with Psycho and Smokey, the rest of my brothers and Satan’s babes take the seats filling the make shift aisle. It’s just a matter of time before Callie meets me down here and I can’t wait as the nervous energy flows through me and a lone bead of sweat slides down my back as the heat from the sun beats down on us. 
 
    Callie 
 
    I’ve been pampered and dressed in my wedding dress. It’s a simple dress that falls to my ankles so that I can wear my flip flops without anyone noticing. The dress is an A-line dress with a sweetheart neckline that dips low between my breasts. A black ribbon has been tied below my chest and sits above my belly where our baby rests safe and sound. Hadliegh did my make-up light and almost non-existent and she’s just put the finishing touches on my hair. She’s left it down except for the sides and curled it so it flows down my back. Where the sides are pulled back, she’s placed small red roses in my hair so that the club colors are represented. 
 
    “Have you made your mind up yet between Renegade or Grave?” Hadliegh asks me as she steps back so she can see the final results of her hard work. 
 
    “No. I think I may just have them both walk me down the aisle. That way I don’t have to worry about falling over with my fat ass,” I murmur as I walk over to the mirror on the back of the bathroom door to finally see what I look like. 
 
    Tears fill my eyes as I take in what I look like. Hadliegh made me look beautiful and I can’t help the flow of tears that threaten to spill over and ruin her hard work. Before I can really thank her, there’s a knock on the door and she rushes over to open it up. Standing there in the doorway looking as flawless as ever with her nose turned up in the air is my sister, Anna. 
 
    “What are you doing here?” I ask, not being polite or nice as I step back. 
 
    “I came to see you get married,” she answers as I take in her appearance in a white summer dress that looks stunning and rivals my own wedding dress. 
 
    “The fuck you did,” I say, watching as shock and disgust cover her face as my tone and language. “You want to be here to upstage me and make a mockery of my wedding. So, I’ll kindly ask that you leave and never show your abusive, snarky face here again. I don’t want, or need, you in my life.” 
 
    “I’m truly here for you,” Anna says, trying to play a role in front of Hadliegh. Looking over I see that she’s not buying my sisters act either. 
 
    “No, you’re really not. I haven’t seen you since the day I left the house. You couldn’t even come to court to support your parents when I got a restraining order against them. Now, all of a sudden, you show up and want to be here for my wedding? Nope, you can leave and go tell your parents that I’m happy and they’ll never know my baby,” I say, letting more anguish and rage out as I step closer to her with my fists clenched at my side. 
 
    “How could you? I don’t understand how you’d associate yourself with such trash and common whores,” Anna says, turning her attention toward Hadliegh. 
 
    “These people are better than you’ll ever hope to be. They’re loyal, caring, not abusive, protective, and I know would die for me. The same that they get from me in return. This ‘whore’ as you call her, put her ass on the line and took beating after beating for me when you were the one that has always abused me. All so you could look better for mommy dearest. Well, Anna, fuck you. Get back in your car and never show your face here again,” I yell, getting in my sister’s face for the first time in my life. 
 
    “You’re no better than a slut, Callie. I can’t believe that I drove all the way down here,” she says, going to turn on her heel and walk away. “You’re going to lose everything one way or another. I’ll help them make sure of that.” 
 
    “Hey Anna,” I call out, getting my sister to stop and turn her attention back to me. 
 
    Before she can say another disgusting word, I raise my fist and let it fly. I hit her square in the nose and watch as blood gushes out. The crunching of bones lets me know that I more than likely just broke her nose. Good! Bitch deserves it after everything that she did to me when I was growing up and then having the nerve to show her nasty face here today. I’m done with them all. Maybe now she’ll get the hint and won’t come back around. 
 
    “You broke my nose! What is wrong with you?” Anna shrieks out, running from the doorway to Bear’s room. 
 
    I hear clapping from behind me and turn to see Hadliegh standing there clapping with a smirk on her face. “Way to go Callie! So proud of you,” she says, wrapping me in a hug before Grave and Renegade show up in the doorway. 
 
    They’re standing there with a look of shock on their faces. “Um, anyone wanna tell me why some bitch just went runnin’ out of the clubhouse with blood drippin’ down her face?” Renegade asks, stepping through the doorway. 
 
    “That was my sister. Don’t know how she found the clubhouse or what her intentions were, but she’s gone now,” I answer him, shaking my fist out as the pain begins to radiate up my arm. 
 
    “You good sweetheart?” Grave asks me, pulling my hand away from me so that he can look at it. “It doesn’t look broken so I think you’ll be okay.” 
 
    “You ready to go?” Hadliegh asks, taking one last look at me to make sure nothing else has to be done before we head out. 
 
    “I’m more than ready to go,” I answer, excitement taking over once more as I look between the two men standing before me. “Would you both walk me down to Bear?” 
 
    The two men look at me and I know their answer as they turn to face me with smiles on their faces. These badass men are teddy bears when it comes to the women in this club. I’m not just going to be an ol’ lady, I’m special to them because of my grandma’s relationship with the club. “It would be our honor,” Renegade says as he holds out his arm so that he can help me down the short flight of stairs and out the back door so that Grave can take my other arm. 
 
    Hadliegh and Grave follow us down the stairs as the anxiety swirls in my stomach. I was excited and not nervous at until Anna showed up. Now I’m waiting for the other shoe to drop and have my parents or someone else show up uninvited and try to ruin our day. It’s not going to happen. Bear and I will be married today one way or another. Hell, Tex even got ordained just to marry us. 
 
    We stop at the back door and Hadliegh gives me a kiss on the cheek before she picks her flowers up and heads out the door. Grave stops at my other side and hands me the small boutique of roses and baby’s breath. It’s simple and small, exactly what I wanted. The music changes and the wedding march comes on. Renegade opens the door and we walk out. My gaze goes straight to Bear waiting at the end of the aisle. He’s not looking at anyone other than me as Hadliegh makes her way to her spot in front of everyone. 
 
    I want to run to the front so that we can get married quicker. Unfortunately, I must start to walk faster because I can hear Grave laughing silently before he says: “We’ll get there in a minute babe. No need to rush. I mean we can still make a run for it if you want.” 
 
    “No way in hell,” I respond, never letting the smile slip from my face as we continue to walk slowly to the front of our family members. 
 
    When we get to the front, Tex asks who gives me to Bear and Renegade answers. “Grave, myself, and the rest of Satan’s Anarchy.” 
 
    They both kiss me on the cheek and then take their seats in the front row. I turn to face Bear as he reaches for my hands. Tex goes quickly through the ceremony until we get to the part where we say our vows. Bear goes first and puts me right in tears with his words. 
 
    “Callie, you’ve always been this unattainable dream to me. Silvia talked about you so much, yet we never saw you. The day that I finally got to lay eyes on you, I knew my world was never goin’ to be the same again. You captured my heart in a matter of seconds and I’m never takin’ it back. I love you and can’t wait to start our family and see our babies grow and learn every new thing they can. I’ll be by your side and protect you every day of our lives. I’ll watch over you as you learn and experience every new thing that you want to. And, I’ll be there to pick up the pieces when you’re hurt,” he says, releasing my hands so that he can swipe away the tears that are rolling down my face. He slides the matching band onto my finger while keeping his eyes locked on mine. 
 
    “Bear, I didn’t know what I was looking for when I decided to make the jump and leave home to move into the house my grandma left me. Getting a flat tire on the way into town was fate; it led me to meeting you and finding a happiness that I never thought I’d find. I’m happy that you finally decided that I wasn’t untouchable and that my shyness and inexperience weren’t a problem for you. I love you more every day and will stand by your side. I’ll have your back when things get too hard and be there every step of the way of the journey that we’re on. I’ll respect your wishes and be the best person that I can be. Our family is growing and there’s no one else on this earth that I want to make that happen with. I love you Bear,” I say, never once taking my eyes off of the man that has my heart and soul. As I slide Bear’s ring on his finger, I bring his hand up to my face and place a kiss in the palm of his hand. 
 
    “I now pronounce you man and wife,” Tex says, waiting for a few seconds before telling Bear that he can kiss me. Bear growls out while the crowd behind us start laughing. “You may now kiss your bride ya inpatient bastard.” 
 
    Bear places a hand on each side of my face as he leans in and places his lips against mine. He tries to keep the kiss light and quick but that’s just not gonna work for me. I want him too much right now for a light peck on the lips. So, I wrap my arms around his neck and slide my tongue against his lips. He gets the hint and opens his mouth so that I can deepen the kiss. Soon the spell that we’ve been pulled under is broken by catcalls and whistling from the guys standing behind us. I pull back from my husband and can feel a blush creeping up from my chest to cover my face. 
 
    We walk back between the men of Satan’s Anarchy to the clubhouse. I’m ready to get out of here and head home, but we have the reception. Everyone put so much work into the party that I’m not going to ruin it because I can’t wait to have Bear to myself. Instead, I follow him inside and to his room so that he can change his shirt to something a little more comfortable. I’d like to take my dress off and put on a pair of sweats, but I know that won’t look good for any pictures that are snapped when we get back outside. So, I sit down on the bed and kick off my flip flops while I wait for my husband. I don’t think that I’ll ever say that enough. 
 
    “Love you baby girl,” Bear suddenly says as I stand up to make my way to his bathroom. 
 
    “Love you too,” I answer as I close the door on him so we can get back outside. 
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    We’re outside and Renegade has brought up the encounter that happened before the wedding with my sister. Bear wanted to know what happened, so I told him about everything, including punching Anna in her face. He stayed quiet for a few minutes, just processing what I told him. Well, everyone that’s sitting with us in reality because Hadliegh is the only one that witnessed it first-hand. 
 
    “Proud of you baby girl,” Bear finally says before leading me to the dance floor. He can sense that I’m getting tired. 
 
    Change Your Name by Chase Bryant comes on as he pulls me into his arms. We sway to the music as I lay my head on his chest. He holds me close to him and barely moves. Soon more couples have joined us and are dancing. It’s mainly guys from the club with club girls. I don’t really care who dances until I see Psycho leading Hadliegh out to the dance floor. They stop next to us and I give my girl a look that tells her I’m happy for her to be with the man that’s like my brother. 
 
    “You happy?” Bear asks, pulling back just a bit. 
 
    “Happier than you know,” I answer, looking up in his eyes. “You?” 
 
    “Yeah baby girl,” he answers, pulling me back in close to him as we continue to sway to the song playing. 
 
    Once our dance is over, and the food has been devoured, Bear leads me over to the cake so that we can take off soon. After cutting it and taking a small piece each, Bear and I feed the piece to one another. Well, I should say that he fed me mine and I smashed mine all over his face. I’m laughing so hard that I don’t see him taking another small piece so that he can return the favor. The cake is all over my face and even managed to make it up my nose. Fuck! I laugh and don’t get mad because I am the one that started this shit. 
 
    Hadliegh is standing in front of us snapping pictures as Bear helps me clean my face off while I help him. Everyone else is laughing hysterically. We take our seats again while Rusty and Foxy serve up cake to the guests. When Rusty gets to our table, she stops and looks at me. I’m tired and really not in the mood to deal with her shit tonight, so I hold my breath and wait to see what her move is going to be. 
 
    “Callie, I just wanted to apologize for what I’ve done and said in the past. I understand if you can’t forgive me, but I wanted you to know that I’m sorry,” she says, turning her back to me so that she can walk away and go about her business. 
 
    “Rusty, just don’t fuck with my husband again and we’ll be all good,” I tell her with a small smile. There’s no way that I’m going to trust her immediately, but we’ll see what happens from here on out. 
 
    “I know you guys are gettin’ ready to head out. There’s just one more thing that needs to happen tonight before you leave,” Renegade says, standing up and getting everyone’s attention. “Bear here has been a prospect for a short time. Shorter than anyone else here. But he’s had our back since before he joined the club and took care of his shit when we finally brought Callie back home. Today he got married to one of the best women he could ever hope to find. Tonight, Bear becomes a full patch of Satan’s Anarchy.” 
 
    The guys all stand up and start cheering for Bear. Smokey and Psycho stand behind him with the new patches that will go on his cut. They all have the same look of pride, respect, and love shining for the man that I married. Tears fall from my eyes as I watch him stand up and give his brothers man hugs and slaps on the back. They all share a shot before I stand up and wrap my arms around my husband. 
 
    “Now, I can officially claim Callie as my ol’ lady in the eyes of the club. Once she’s had our baby, we’ll take care of getting the tat done,” Bear says, pulling me into his side as everyone claps and cheers. 
 
    He leans down to kiss me in front of everyone giving me a glimpse of what’s to come when we make it home. I sit back down as my back aches and my feet hurt from moving around so much today. Bear notices and decides that it’s time to head out so that I can get some much-needed rest. 
 
    “You ready to head home, wife?” he asks, holding his hand out for me. 
 
    “I am husband,” I answer, taking his hand and letting him lead me out front to my car. 
 
    He’s been drinking so I drive us home while Bishop follows us. Hadliegh said that she was staying at the clubhouse tonight so that we could have some alone time. I’m not sure that we’ll need it with how tired I am, but I appreciate the offer. We make it home in record time while Bear’s hands roam over my body. Yeah, my exhaustion is fading the longer he runs his hands over my body. 
 
    Pulling in the driveway, Bear and I make our way into the house. He starts stripping as soon as the door shuts behind him. Instead of me making a path to our bedroom of clothes it’s going to be him tonight. I’m not complaining at all as I trail after him and watch as each article of clothing hits the floor. Well, everything other than his cut. He laid that across the table in the hallway while I was shutting the alarm off and resetting it. 
 
    “Wife, need you,” Bear calls out as I follow him into our room. 
 
    “What do you need babe?” I ask as I enter the room and try to reach around me for the zipper on this damn dress. 
 
    “Need you,” he says, his words slurring just a tiny bit. 
 
    “You got me. Always,” I tell him, stepping into his body as he sits on the edge of the bed. 
 
    Bear wraps his arms around me, and I feel him slide the zipper down on my dress. Instead of holding the material to me, I let it slide down my body after untying the ribbon that’s around my middle. He takes a look at me standing in nothing more than my black and red lace bra and panty set. I can see him swallow as he takes me in. 
 
    “On the bed baby girl,” he says, standing up and letting me climb on the bed in front of him. 
 
    I lay down on my back and wait for his next move. He doesn’t hesitate as he slides in between my legs and takes me in. Bear’s eyes darken as lust takes over and there’s a hunger there that always amazes me when I see it fill his expression. He leans down and inhales as his face dips between my spread thighs. I feel him pulling my panties off my legs so that he can see my pussy. 
 
    “Best sight I’ve seen all day,” he murmurs while staring at me. “You’re gorgeous baby girl, but I’ve been hard as fuck all day waitin’ to bring you home.” 
 
    “What are you gonna do about it now that we’re home?” I ask, knowing that Bear can do whatever he wants to me right now and I’d gladly let him. 
 
    Instead of answering me, I watch as Bear lowers his head and slides his tongue through my pussy. My back arches off the bed and I can’t help but moan as he plays my body like a finely tuned instrument. His tongue continues to slide from my slit up to my clit and then back again. I feel him do this until I start writhing under him. Then, he slides his mouth up to my clit and sucks it into his mouth gently biting down on me while pushing a finger into my wet channel. 
 
    “Need more,” I moan out. 
 
    Bear adds a finger sliding in and out of my body while continuing to manipulate my clit with his mouth. He’s sliding his tongue around it before biting down and then using his tongue to soothe the sting away. The sensations begin to overwhelm me as I feel my climax building and causing my body to tighten in anticipation of it releasing. Just as I’m about to go flying over the edge, Bear stops what he’s doing and helps me move to my hands and knees. This is a new position for us and it’s one that I’ve been wanting to try. With my belly getting bigger, we’ve been trying a lot of new positions and I love it. 
 
    I feel him undo my bra as he places kisses up and down my spine. Shivers run through me as the feeling of his beard and lips coasting along my skin. The kisses are feather light and I’m sure that I’ll have a path of red from his beard that matches the red on the inside of my thighs. My bra slides down my arms and I pull one arm out at a time so that I don’t tumble on the bed. At the back of me I feel Bear’s body lining up with me so that he can push into me. 
 
    Instead of the gentle in and out that Bear typically gives me, he thrusts in with one hard push and doesn’t stop until he’s seated fully inside me; buried to the hilt. We both moan out at the feeling and he stays still for a minute so that I can adjust to him. One of his hands is digging into my hip and I know that I’ll have bruises from his tight grip. I don’t care though. With his other hand, I feel him reach around my body and begin to pinch and pull my clit while he starts thrusting his hips so that he’s sliding out of me slowly before slamming back inside. The hand that’s on my clit moves up as he begins to pull on my hard nipples. They’ve become extremely sensitive since I got pregnant. Almost to the point that I could cum just from him playing with them. The sensation he’s causing to rock through me almost pushes me over the edge. 
 
    Once again, Bear stops moving and pulls all the way out of me as I whimper. He moves up the bed and lays back against the pillows while pulling me on top of him. I line myself up with his hard cock before sliding down slowly. It’s driving both of us insane as I take my time. Bear leans forward and pulls a hardened bud into his mouth while I slide down the last few inches of him. He pays attention to each one of my breasts while I begin to move my hips up and down while adding a swirling motion at the top of him. My head is thrown back and I can feel the tips of my hair catching on his legs. It adds just that hint of pain mixed in with my pleasure as it pulls slightly. 
 
    “Baby girl, you need to find yours. Not gonna last long,” Bear grunts out as I continue to slide up and down his hard cock. 
 
    I slide my hand down my body and begin to rub my clit with enough pressure to get that feeling coiling tightly in my body. Bear’s eyes follow the movements of my hand as he reaches down to grip my hips and move me at the pace he wants. Before too long, I feel myself exploding around my husband. He thrusts into me a few more times before I feel him tighten and stop moving. 
 
    “Callie!” he roars out as his release flows through him. 
 
    I slump down onto his chest while he rubs up and down my back to help get my breathing back under control. Placing one hand on his chest, I feel his heart racing as I begin to slowly fade to sleep with my husband resting under me. Today took a toll on me and right now I can’t move an inch. So, we fall asleep with Bear still inside me and me on top of him. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Fifteen 
 
    Bear 
 
    CALLIE AND I HAVE BEEN MARRIED FOR JUST OVER A week now. It’s been the best week of my life. We’ve spent our time at the house hanging out with Hadliegh when we’re not working. Callie’s been too miserable to do much more than go to work and come back home to relax. It seems like she’s blown up even more overnight and I don’t know how she’s going to get through the next three months. But we’ll get through it and make sure that our baby is brought into this world safe and healthy. 
 
    “Baby girl, you almost ready to go?” I ask, walking back into the master bedroom. 
 
    “Yeah. Took a while to find something to wear. Nothing seems to fit me again,” she answers, a smile gracing her face as she realizes that for now, she’ll have to wear dresses and sweats. They seem to be the only thing she’s comfortable in when she has to go out in public. 
 
    “Need anythin’?” I ask, not sure what she needs from me right now. 
 
    “Nope. I’m all set,” she answers, grabbing her purse off the bed and heading out to leave. 
 
    We’re going to have another ultrasound today because Callie was sick when she was supposed to have one last month. She wants to know what we’re having but I’m against it. I want to be surprised the day that she gives birth. So, we’ve compromised and decided that I’ll be in the room for everything except when it’s time to find out what we’re having. I’ll leave so that she can find out. Hadliegh will be the only other person that knows so she can help my wife get what we need to be ready for the baby. 
 
    Walking out to the car, I hold her hand and help her in her new car. Callie picked out a new Charger that’s a dark blue instead of the black one that she previously had. Yeah, she got pissed and gave me the silent treatment when I bought it for her. I laughed because she’s mine and I know that she’s going to need to realize that I’m gonna take care of her. She can do what she wants with her money, but I’m going to do what I can for my girl. 
 
    “Are you excited?” she asks, turning to look at me as I pull out of the driveway. 
 
    “I’m always excited to see our baby,” I tell her, pulling her hand over to rest on my thigh as always when we’re in the car. “Goin’ to look at an SUV later on today too.” 
 
    “Why?” she asks, confused that I wants to look at another vehicle already. 
 
    “Want to be safe with the baby in the car and have more room if we want to take a trip or somethin’ like that,” I answer, taking my eyes off the road briefly to look at her. 
 
    “Oh. That makes sense,” she answers, relaxing back into the seat for the short trip to the doctor’s office. 
 
    As I help Callie from the car once we’ve pulled in, I notice that there’s a car sitting on the edge of the parking lot. It’s blacked out and the last five minutes it’s been following us. I don’t mention anything to my wife, but I take in as much information about it as I can so that I can call the guys and have them come check it out. If they’re following us, then I guarantee they’ll still be here for the ten or fifteen minutes it takes for someone to get here. But I won’t say or do anything to alarm Callie. That’s the last thing she needs right now. 
 
    I have her go to the front desk so I can shoot off a text message to Renegade about the car. I’m just sliding my phone back in my pocket as she walks back over to me and I help her sit down in the uncomfortable as fuck chairs until we’re called back. Callie looks at me like she wants to say something but picks up a magazine instead and pretends to flip through the pages. She wants to know what’s going on but doesn’t know how to ask me. I’m not sure how she knows, but it’s obvious that she knows something isn’t right with me right now. 
 
    “Callie Patton,” a nurse calls out at the door to go in the back. 
 
    I growl out with the mistake of using Callie’s maiden name and not my last name. Callie giggles as I help her up and makes her way over to the nurse. Personally, I don’t see what the fuck is funny right now. 
 
    “It’s Callie Jones now,” I growl out as the nurse tells Callie to step on the scale so she can record her weight. 
 
    “Oh, um, I’m sorry. I didn’t see the note that the receptionist put in,” she says, looking away from me and turning her face down to the folder that’s in her hands. 
 
    Once she’s done taking Callie’s vitals, the nurse leaves us in the room alone and goes to get the ultrasound technician. We’ll see the doctor after that so she can go over anything that’s seen in the pictures. I like that it’s done that way so the mother-to-be has nothing to worry about until the next appointment. I’m sure that if something was ever wrong, no one would have to wait. I just refuse to take that chance with my wife and unborn child. 
 
    “Everything okay Bear?” Callie finally asks from her spot perched on the table. 
 
    “Yeah. Why?” I ask, trying to pretend I didn’t see a car following us. 
 
    “You seem off,” she answers as a knock sounds on the door and the technician comes in. 
 
    I remain quiet as she wheels the machine in and sets everything up. Callie pulls her dress up over her round belly and places the towel the tech gave her over her panties so that none of the gel shit gets all over her. Moving my chair over, I grab her hand and hold it in mine as the tech turns the screen toward us and the baby’s heartbeat fills the room. This time it sounds weird though and Callie and I look at one another at the same time. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” Callie asks, a nervous quiver to her voice. 
 
    “Let me pull the picture up and see what we can see what’s going on,” she says, hitting a button on the machine. 
 
    The screen fills with the image of our baby and we all lean in closer to take a look. As I’m looking at the screen, it looks like the baby has an extra arm and leg. What the fuck? I turn my attention to Callie and her mouth is hanging open in shock at the image before us. 
 
    “Is that another baby?” she asks, leaning over so far that I think she’s going to fall out of the bed. 
 
    “I think it is,” she answers, moving the wand to a different angle so that the second baby comes into view. “It looks like you’re having twins.” 
 
    My heart stops beating, and panic overtakes me at the thought of two babies instead of one. Callie has tears in her eyes as she looks at me. Shock is evident on her face and I know that she’s just as surprised as I am. 
 
    “Bear are you okay?” she asks, her voice hitching as she tries not to cry. 
 
    “Baby girl, I’m more than okay. It’s just a shock to learn that we’re havin’ twins,” I tell her, leaning over to kiss her while the tech turns her head away from us to give us a moment. 
 
    I stay and let the tech do her thing making sure the babies are okay. When she asks if we want to know the sex, I step out of the room and stand right outside the door. Pulling my phone out, I see a message from Grave. 
 
    Grave: Car took off and we lost it. Bishop meetin’ you there. 
 
    Me: Okay. Want someone on Callie every second of the day. 
 
    Grave: Got it. 
 
    Callie 
 
    Bear leaves the room before I learn the sex of the babies. I’m still reeling from the fact that we’re gonna have two babies soon instead of just one. The thought is daunting, and I’m scared shitless. I know that Bear will be by my side for every moment though. He’s going to be such an amazing dad and I can’t wait to have our babies here and we can begin to teach them things. My mind drifts as the tech tells me to clean up and pull my dress back down. 
 
    As she leaves the room, I toss the towel to the side and make it in the bin. Turning my attention to the door, I wait for Bear to make his way back in so that I can make sure that he’s okay with this. There’s not much we can do about it now, but I need to know if I’m going to have to prepare myself for him distancing himself from the babies and me. I’m a big girl and can handle my husband walking away from me, but I can’t handle him doing that to our children. I’ll kick his ass into next week if that’s what he’s going to do. 
 
    “What’s got you in your head baby girl?” Bear asks, sitting down in the chair next to me while we wait for the doctor to come in. I didn’t even hear him walk back through the door. 
 
    “Just thinking,” I answer evasively, turning my head to look at him. 
 
    “Not happenin’. What’s wrong?” he asks, not letting me get away with anything. 
 
    “I’m worried about what you’re really thinking about this. Are you gonna walk away from us? Are you going to distance yourself because this wasn’t expected?” I ask, not wanting anything between us. 
 
    “It’s not gonna happen Callie. You’re my wife and the love of my life. Were we expectin’ twins? No. That doesn’t change anythin’ though. I’m all in and I’m not goin’ anywhere,” he says, pulling me in for a heated kiss that we only break apart when the doctor clears her throat. 
 
    “I just heard the news,” Doctor Pritchard says, sitting down on the small stool and looking at my file. “Now, I’m not going to mention anything about the sex because only one of you knows. But everything looks good from the measurements. I do want to start seeing you every other week because more than likely you’re not going to make it to forty weeks with twins.” 
 
    “Should we be worried about them bein’ born early?” Bear asks, taking in the news that I don’t have a full three months left. 
 
    “No. It’s normal for women pregnant with multiples. We’ll keep a close eye on things and make sure that there’s no distress or anything wrong with the babies while they’re still in you. Our ultimate goal is to keep them in you as long as possible, but we’ll take it a week at a time and see what happens. I’ll be here no matter what you need,” the doctor says, writing something down and handing it over. She’s given us her personal cell phone number. “I know this is a shock and not what you were anticipating. But, it’s nothing to be worried about. Your pregnancy is very normal and I don’t see anything going bad. You need to take it easy though and stay as stress free as possible.” 
 
    “I can do that,” I answer, wanting to get out of here and share the news with Hadliegh. “I’m supposed to go shopping today for baby things. Can I still do that?” 
 
    “Yes. You can still do your normal activities. I would try to tone it down if you have a rough sex life, but other than that no restrictions,” Doctor Pritchard says looking at Bear. She already knows how protective he is and how over the top he can be. 
 
    “Thank you,” he says, standing up and helping me sit up while the doctor makes a few notes down in the file. 
 
    Bear leads me out to the receptionist so I can make my next appointment two weeks from now. Man, this is all getting even more real as the days go on. Each new thing that happens in this pregnancy makes it all the more real. Now that we know there’s less time than we thought to get ready for the babies to be here, we really have to get our asses in gear so that things are ready and we’re not scrambling at the last second. 
 
    “Bear, I’m gonna drop you off and head out with Hadliegh. There’s so much to do and buy before they arrive,” I tell him, knowing that he’ll understand what I’m talking about. 
 
    “Okay. Be careful baby girl. Bishop and Bentley will be goin’ with you,” he says, letting me know that the bodyguards are back on for some reason. 
 
    “Whatever you think we need. But what am I supposed to do with everything we get? You don’t want to know what we’re having so how am I supposed to get around that?” I ask, the thought just hitting me. 
 
    “Maybe you could store it in one of the rooms at the clubhouse,” he says, leaving the doctor’s office and heading home so that he can pick his bike up. 
 
    “I’ll figure it out. The only things that will come here then are the cribs and chairs,” I answer, sitting back in the seat. 
 
    Pulling into the house, Hadliegh is sitting out on the porch talking to Chris. She looks up when we pull in and rushes inside to grab her things so we can head out. As I get out of the car to head to the driver’s side, I hear another bike pull up and see Bentley pulling in. I’m glad to see that we don’t have to wait on the guys before we can head out. 
 
    Bear pulls me into him and places a kiss on my lips. I go to pull away but he’s not having it. He pulls me in closer to his body and deepens the kiss in front of our friends. I can feel his hardness pressing into my stomach and I’m rethinking my decision to go shopping and him to go to work. Maybe we could go in for a quickie and then head out. 
 
    “Not happenin’,” he says, finally breaking the kiss and laughing because he knows where my thoughts went. 
 
    “You’re no fun,” I pout, climbing into the car and adjusting the seat so that I can reach the peddles but not crush my stomach in the process. This shit is getting hard as I get bigger and further along. 
 
    “Ready to head out?” Hadliegh asks, getting in the car and waiting for Bishop and Bentley to move their bikes so we can head out. 
 
    “I am. I’m not sure what we’ll be able to accomplish today, but we’ll get it done,” I say, smiling at my friend as she sits next to me and realizes that I have a secret. “We found out that we’re having twins. A boy and a girl.” 
 
    “Are you fucking serious right now?” she asks, turning her full attention to me as we head out toward the next town over where the mall and shopping centers are. 
 
    “I am. The heartbeat sounded off and when she hit a different button on the machine the baby looked like it had an extra arm and leg. Bear left the room and she told me that it’s one of each. I’m so excited and nervous at the same time. Am I gonna be a good mom? How am I gonna handle two babies instead of one? It’s not like I had good role models with my parents,” I ramble on, letting everything out. 
 
    “You had Silvia though. She was the only role model you need,” Hadliegh says, pointing out the truth. She may not have known my grandma, but she’s heard our stories about her. 
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    We’ve bought the cribs, bedding, chairs, and the rest of the furniture that we’ll need for the babies. Since it’s all color neutral, I had them load it up and send it to the house. Bishop called Bear to let him know that it was on its way. Now we’re heading to a shopping center so I can get the rest of the things that we’ll need for our children. And, I want to get a few more dresses so that I don’t have to wear sweats to work. I want to wear cute dresses. 
 
    As we pull into the parking lot, my stomach growls. We get out of the car laughing our asses off and spot a burger joint just down from the baby store. So, we head there, and the guys follow us. I order my food and Hadliegh’s before we take a seat at a table in the corner. The prospects don’t sit with us. One of them sits at a table behind us at the front of the restaurant while the other one sits at the back. They’re on full protection mode for some reason and it gets my nerves raised a little as I wonder about the safety of us right now. 
 
    We eat our food and make our way to the baby store so that we can get back home. I’m ready to be done shopping and at home where we can relax and not worry as much about anything that’s going on with the club. Right now, the guys are all an hour and a half away from us with the exception of Bentley and Bishop. Plus, my feet hurt and I’m ready for a nap. 
 
    Hadliegh and I make our way up and down the aisles throwing everything in the carts that we’ll need for the twin’s arrival. It’s weird to grab two of everything and make sure that I’ll have enough diapers and bottles for two baby’s and not one. Then we make our way over to the clothing section and I fall in love with every little piece of clothes that we see and pull up to show one another. It’s a good thing I have money because I can’t pick and choose when everything is so cute. 
 
    By the time we have everything that we’ll need, there are eight carts. I’m sure that we don’t have everything, and I’ll have to go again, but that’s okay. We didn’t get anything to decorate the room that will serve as the nursery until the kids can have their separate rooms. I’ll have time to think about what we need to decorate the room though. For now, I have what we need and extra so that we won’t have to go shopping for clothes anytime soon. Well, at least until they grow out of them. 
 
    “Hadliegh, I don’t know what I’m gonna do with all this stuff. Bear doesn’t want to know what we’re having,” I say suddenly, as the cashier continues to ring up the purchase. 
 
    “We’ll take it to the clubhouse and put it in Psycho’s room. I don’t see a reason for Bear to go in there,” she answers like it’s the most logical idea. 
 
    “I don’t know if he’s gonna go for that idea. Do you see how much shit is here?” I ask, letting her know I’m not sure about her idea. 
 
    “It’ll be fine. I’m sure he’ll be there when we show up and he can help us take it in and store it,” she responds, loading up the carts and shoving them toward the guys so they can help us get them outside. 
 
    “If you say so,” I respond, listening to the total the cashier gives me and pulling out a wad of cash to pay for everything. She’s looking at me like I’m crazy to be walking around with this much money. Or that she wants to know where the hell I came up with this much. It’s none of her fucking business. 
 
    Once I have my change and receipt, we make our way out to the car. The guys are each pushing two carts while we push one each. There are still two carts sitting right inside the door that the cashier is keeping an eye on. I pop open the trunk so we can start loading stuff in there while Bentley goes back in to get the last two carts. Bishop manages to get most of the bags into the trunk so that we have only a little bit to put in the backseat. Bear is going to shit himself once he sees everything that I bought today. 
 
    “Where we goin’?” Bishop asks, holding the door open for me. 
 
    “The clubhouse. Bear doesn’t want to know what we’re having so I have to figure something out. Please don’t say a word to him about what we got,” I tell him looking at the piles of blues, greens, purples, and pinks. 
 
    “Our lips are sealed,” Bentley says, coming up to the car to find out what’s going on. 
 
    Getting in the car we make the journey home and I realize that I’m hungry once again. And that I need a nap. So, I drive as fast as I can get away with without getting pulled over. The guys keep up with us all the way back to Shadowville. Hadliegh keeps up a steady conversation because she can sense that I’m tired and doesn’t want me to fall asleep at the wheel. I’m thankful that she’s with me right now. 
 
    As we pull into the parking lot of the clubhouse, I look around to make sure that Bear’s bike isn’t parked out among the rest of them. It’s not. Bishop and Bentley park their bikes and make their way over to us so that they can help us bring everything inside. As I shut the car off and open my door, I see Renegade and Psycho make their way outside. 
 
    “You girls buy out the store?” Psycho asks, walking over to look in the trunk.  
 
    “Pretty much,” Hadliegh responds as I lean against the car in my exhaustion. 
 
    “Psycho, can I ask a huge favor?” I ask, looking at him from my spot on the side of the car. 
 
    “What’s up sweetheart?” he asks, coming to stand next to me and give me a once over to make sure I’m okay. 
 
    “Since Bear doesn’t want to know what we’re having, can I keep this stuff in your room for now? I don’t have anywhere else to put it,” I ask, looking at him with tired eyes. 
 
    “Yeah babe we’ll make it work,” he responds, tossing his keys to Bishop so he can unlock his door and put the bags in there. “Bishop, put them in the closet.” 
 
    “Thank you, Psycho,” I say as I lean in the car to start grabbing bags from the backseat. 
 
    “Anytime. So, Bear says you’re havin’ twins,” Renegade says, leaning in the passenger side of the car and grabbing all the bags before I can take one. 
 
    “Yep. That explains why I’m so huge right now,” I say with a laugh as I stand up and stretch my back that hurts from all the walking and movement. 
 
    “Go in his room and lay down. We’ll get this unloaded and call him so he can come and get you,” Renegade says, shutting my door while Hadliegh grabs my arm and walks me inside. 
 
    “I’ll grab you a snack and drink while you go get settled,” she tells me, making sure that I’m steady on my feet as I walk up the stairs and into Bear’s room. 
 
    I lay down on the bed after sliding off my flip flops. There’s no time to pull the blankets up over me as I lay my head on the pillow and instantly fall into a deep sleep. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Sixteen 
 
    Bear 
 
    THE LAST MONTH HAS SEEMED TO FLY BY. We got the nursery all set up after Psycho and Smokey helped me paint it with soft greens and yellows. I haven’t changed my opinion about not wanting to know what we’re having. For me, the suspense is making me more excited about having not one, but two, little ones. I can’t wait to see them look like their mother with blond hair and the brightest blue eyes that I’ve ever seen in my life. We’re going to raise them to have her personality to care about every single person they come across in life and help when they can. 
 
    Callie fell in love with the nursery as soon as she saw it. It’s not finished yet, according to her, but it’s baby ready. The walls are a mix of green and yellow. Tats and Ink painted a mural on the wall that has a motorcycle surrounded with bears. One is riding the bike with a cut on and a bandana tied around his head while the other little bears are on the side of what looks like a road. I guess that it could be gender neutral and that’s what I keep telling myself. The cribs sit end-to-end, and the beds have been made with the washed bedding. On the opposite wall, right beneath the window, Callie put the rocking chairs they bought. There’s a changing table in here and two dressers. I can’t wait to see them filled with the little as fuck clothes. In the huge closet, we added shelves so that blankets and things like that can be stored along with their little clothes that my wife wants to hang up. The room is amazing and now it’s just missing our little ones to fill it with life and love. 
 
    “Bear, you almost ready to ride out?” Smokey asks me as he walks into the nursery. 
 
    “Yeah. Just wanted to make sure that everythin’ was ready to go before we left,” I answer him, turning and shutting the door before we head down stairs. 
 
    Callie’s sitting out on the porch with her juice and bagel. Her appetite is hit and miss, and I really don’t want to leave her right now, but we have to ride up and meet the Phantom Bastards for an exchange. This is the first time I’m making the ride with my brothers and there’s an air of excitement surrounding me. 
 
    “Baby girl, gotta run,” I say, leaning down to place a kiss on her soft, kissable lips. “Love you wife.” 
 
    “Love you more husband. I’ll miss you,” she says, lingering against my lips before pressing hers to mine once again. “Stay safe and come home whole.” 
 
    “Always baby girl,” I respond, pulling away and setting my hand on her round belly. I feel our babies move around and the feeling strikes me straight through to my heart. 
 
    “Bye Callie,” Smokey says, straddling his bike and waiting for me. 
 
    “Bye Smokey. See ya later,” she answers, a smile on her face as she watches us take off. 
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    We met up at the location with the Phantom Bastards. It’s not the first time I’ve seen these guys, but it’s the first time I’m a part of the run and around them as more than a friend to the club. They were shocked to see me wearing a cut, but happy at the same time. It’s a strange feeling to be interacting with these men in a business relationship. Boy Scout talks to me a little before we all head our separate ways and I can sense something going on with him. I’m not sure what it is, but I made sure that he knows I’m here if he needs an outsider’s point of view on his problem. 
 
    Psycho and I are the only two on our bikes. Smokey, Grave, and Tex are riding in the trucks that are transporting the guns back toward home. I’m not sure where they’re going but I’m following the trucks and keeping my eyes peeled for any cops along the route that Smokey planned out. Thankfully we haven’t seen any other cruisers except for one that was pulled over taking a nap on the side of the road. He didn’t even move when we all roared by. I laughed to myself and let my mind wander to Callie and how she’s doing today. 
 
    Renegade didn’t think we’d need a lot of guys on this run with the Scavengers fucks out of the way. We all thought it was back to business as normal. He wanted to see what would happen on our first run with the knowledge that we didn’t have to worry about those crazy fucks anymore. None of us have an uneasy feeling about this run so we’re all ready to go. Our President tells us to remain vigilant while we’re gone, and he’ll meet us later to find out what happened. 
 
    Bishop knows that he’s on Callie watch at the shop. Bentley is there working on his bike so that he can help keep an eye on my girl while she’s working. I don’t want her there at all, but she cried when she thought she’d have to sit home alone all day. It broke my heart and I know that she knows her limits and won’t do anything to hurt herself or the babies. So, she still goes to work every day and makes sure things run smoothly while I’m not there. Honestly, the guys dote on her and all want to help her as much as they can. Even the old asshole Sam is a fool around my wife. I’d laugh if I hadn’t fallen under her spell too. 
 
    We round a bend in the road and suddenly shots are being fired at us from behind the large rocks on the side of the road and up on the hill. As I look around to make sure that my brothers aren’t getting hit while trying to find where these bastards are hiding, I pull my gun from my cut and take aim for any motherfucker I see. I’ve taken down two men when I hear a truck barreling down on us from behind me. Before I can react, the truck is on my back bumper. It’s dangerously close to me and I’m trying to push my bike harder so that I can put a little distance between us. The rest of the guys are all shooting and trying to take out as many men as they can to help me right now. It’s an ambush and there’s no way out of it. 
 
    The truck pulls back as I get ready to rev my engine and fly in front of at least one of the trucks. Instead the truck roars like it’s going to pass me and stops alongside of me. There’s a male in the passenger seat and he gives me an evil grin before the driver yanks the steering wheel so the truck slams into the side of my bike, crushing my leg between the two hunks of metal. I immediately lose control of my bike and watch as I go flying over the side of the hill. The last thoughts I have are of Callie and our unborn babies. 
 
    Renegade 
 
    Psycho calls me and I can hear the gunfire in the background. Fuck! I didn’t send a lot of guys out this time because I didn’t think we’d need them. Apparently, I was wrong. 
 
    “What’s goin’ on?” I holler out through the phone as I walk in my office and slam the door shut. 
 
    “Shots fired. Twenty minutes out from the warehouse,” my brother says, his voice loud in my ear as he relates where they are. 
 
    “Bringin’ the rest of the guys and headin’ out. Turnin’ your tracker on now,” I tell my baby brother as I rush out of my office and find Hawk. 
 
    I hang up my phone and tell him to turn on the tracker to the guy’s phones that are out on the run today. Chains, Doc, Ryder, Tats, and Snake are sitting at the bar and they immediately turn around to find out what’s going on. Hawk runs off to his room to do what I’ve told him while the rest of the guys listen to me tell them the little that Psycho told me on the phone. 
 
    We all run out to our bikes as Hawk meets us. He nods to let me know that he got the tracker turned on so we can find our guys. I let him lead because he knows where we need to get. The seven of us take off like bats out of hell to get to our brothers. They need us and we can’t let them down when we don’t truly know what the situation is that they’ve ridden in to. Guilt flows through me as I realize that this happened because I got comfortable and fucked up. There should’ve been more guys on the run no matter what happened to the Scavengers fucks that we put down. 
 
    It doesn’t take us that long to make it to the spot our guys are at. I see a sea of red as blood flows on the road and down over the embankment. I’m looking at the guys still standing, and I see all my guys except for Bear. Where the fuck is he? Looking at my guys, I can see that they’re all dazed and probably haven’t noticed that they’re a man short right now. 
 
    “Where the fuck is Bear?” I growl out, shutting my bike off and racing toward the back of the pack of trucks. 
 
    There’s no bike or any evidence that he was even on this run. I race to the edge of the little cliff as I see skid marks along the road. Sitting about fifty feet down I see Bear’s bike. It’s a mangled mess as I don’t listen to the men surrounding me and slide down until I make it to him. Psycho follows me down and we find Bear lying about ten feet from his bike. I race over to him and the first thing I do is make sure that he’s alive. He’s got a pulse that’s barely there. One of his legs is fucked up and I’m not sure if they’re going to be able to fix it. 
 
    “We gotta get him to a hospital. Now,” I tell Psycho, pulling my phone out so that I can get a fucking ambulance here immediately. “Get the fuckin’ trucks out of here. Not answerin’ questions about them when the cops show up.” 
 
    Psycho races up the dirt hill as fast as he can. He’s using the small trees and everything else that he can in order to make sure that he gets up to the top of the hill as I talk to the operator on the phone about getting an ambulance here. She tells me that they might have to send out a helicopter because of where he is right now. 
 
    “Listen lady, I don’t give a fuck what you gotta do to get my man. He needs to be picked the fuck up. Now! He’s barely got a pulse and I don’t know if he’s gonna make it. My man has a wife and is about to become a fuckin’ father. Get someone here to fuckin’ help him now!” I yell through the phone so the bitch I’m talking to knows that I’m deadly serious. I’m not gonna threaten her right now but I will if that’s what it takes to get an ambulance, helicopter, or whatever the fuck else we need to use to get him there. 
 
    I hang up the phone after the operator tells me that an ambulance is in route. I’m not gonna sit there and listen to her drone on and on about nothing when I can be spending this time with my brother. Bear groans out as he attempts to move. Laying my hand on his chest, I tell him to be still that help is on the way. 
 
    “Callie, I love her,” he whispers, his words broken and painful for him to speak. 
 
    “Don’t fuckin’ do that. You’re gonna fuckin’ tell her that shit yourself when you see her. Help’s on the way Bear. Stay the fuck with me,” I yell to him as I look up and see my family that’s still here looking over the edge. 
 
    Bear coughs and I hear the scream that erupts from him as pain takes over his body. It’s enough to make him pass back out as blood starts pooling from his mouth. Fuck! This can’t happen. Bear cannot fucking die out here. I won’t let it happen. So, I lean down toward his face and start talking to him. I have no clue what to say to get him to fight, but I know I need to do something. I won’t be the cause of Callie losing her man and her babies growing up without their daddy. 
 
    “Bear, Callie needs you. She’s strong as fuck, but her and those babies are gonna need you by their side,” I say, knowing that Callie is the piece of Bear’s heart that’s always been missing. “If you give up and die on her, I’m gonna claim that sweet pussy for myself. Or maybe I’ll let Grave have her. You know how depraved that fucker can get when he fucks. Is that what you fuckin’ want? You want one of us to raise your babies and call us daddy because you gave the fuck up? Hell, if you don’t fight, I’m gonna tell you right now what you’re havin’. We all know and we’re tryin’ to let you have what you want, but if you don’t start showin’ me that you’re fightin’ I’m gonna fuckin’ tell you and take that want away from you.” 
 
    I have my hand on Bear’s chest and I can feel his heart racing even if it’s faint. He can hear what I’m saying to him is my only thought as I hear the ambulance arriving to get him. These fuckers better send someone down here and figure out the best way to get him out of here without causing any more damage. I watch as three men start to slide down the hill so that they can work on him. It’s not long after that I hear the telltale sound of a helicopter and know that Bear is gonna have to be lifted out of here. Right now, I need to put my focus on Callie and going to pick her up so that I can bring her to the hospital. 
 
    Callie 
 
    I’ve had a bad feeling all day. I’m not sure what’s going on, but my gut is telling me that something is off. I can’t concentrate on the paperwork in front of me as I try to input the numbers into the computer so I can file the hard copies away in the customers folders. The only thing I do is keep looking out to the bays expecting to see Bear working away on whatever project he has next. The only person I see though is Bentley. He’s been working on his bike for hours and isn’t done yet. I personally think that he’s just here to keep an eye on me with whatever is going on. 
 
    I hear the familiar rumble of a bike pulling in and I know it’s one of the guys from the club. My heart skips a beat as I expect to see Bear lumbering into the office before going out to get to work. He wasn’t sure what time he was gonna be back today so I’m not sure when to look for him. Instead, I see Renegade walk into the office. He’s got blood on his shirt and hands while there’s a dejected look on his face. I crumple. 
 
    “No!” I scream as I try to stand on legs that can’t hold me. 
 
    The guys out in the bays rush into the office as Renegade rushes over to catch me. “Sweetheart, we gotta go. Bear was in an accident and I need to get you to the hospital,” he says, lifting me up into his arms and heading outside. 
 
    I can’t focus on anything other than the knowledge that the blood I’m seeing on this man belongs to my husband. What happened to him? How bad is he? He hasn’t called me so I’m thinking the worst as I look again at the amount of blood on Renegade. Bishop rushes to open the passenger side of my car as I’m set in the seat while I hear hushed voices talking around me. I’ve gone into some sort of zone where I can’t understand anything as tears fall from my eyes and a panic takes hold like I’ve never felt before. 
 
    “Gotta go. Callie needs to be at the hospital,” I finally hear as the door slams shut and Renegade runs to the driver’s side of my car. He gets in and takes off without looking back. 
 
    I don’t talk or do anything other than cry and think of my man. The scenery passes by in a blur the same that pictures fly through my brain of Bear and I together and just the man himself. It’s like I’m playing our entire time together on a loop and no matter what I do it won’t stop. I can feel my heart racing faster the closer we get to the hospital and I don’t know what I can do to make it stop. 
 
    “Breathe Callie. You need to take deep breaths and calm down as much as you can,” Renegade says, resting his hand on my arm. 
 
    “How bad?” I ask, finally needing to know something about Bear. 
 
    Renegade looks at me for a second and I can tell by his face that it’s not good. He doesn’t answer me as he swings my car into the parking lot of the hospital. I don’t take in anything of my surroundings as I open my door and run as fast as I can through the doors. Renegade is right on my heels as I stop at the desk sitting in the middle of the room. 
 
    “Damon Jones was brought in. Where is he?” I ask, not knowing any other information than that. 
 
    “I don’t have anyone listed by that name,” the older lady says looking up at the two of us standing in front of her. Her eyes widen as she takes in a blood covered Renegade. 
 
    “He was brought in by helicopter within the last few minutes. This is his fuckin’ wife. Tell her where the hell her husband is,” Renegade growls out as I almost collapse on the floor. 
 
    I’m set in a wheelchair as Psycho and Smokey come up behind us. The older lady rushes off to find out where my husband is as the three men surrounding me have a whispered conversation. I can feel myself getting worked up again as I sit here and wait for any news on my husband. It seems like years pass by as I watch the lady returned followed by a nurse. 
 
    “Ma’am, your husband has been rushed into surgery. I can’t tell you anything other than that,” the nurse says, standing directly in front of me. “I’ll show you to the waiting room for surgical patients. I’m sorry but I can’t even give you a time frame for when you’ll hear anything about him.” 
 
    A wail escapes me as I realize that if Bear isn’t dead yet, he might not make it through whatever surgery they have to perform on him. Once again, I can feel my heart racing and there’s black spots forming in front of my eyes. The voices of Renegade, Smokey, and Psycho all become a buzzing sound as panic and grief overtake my body. It’s like everything in me is shutting down with the thought of losing Bear. 
 
    “We’re gonna have to sedate her if she can’t calm down. She’s obviously very pregnant and she needs to relax for her baby,” the nurse tells the men surrounding me. 
 
    “She has no clue what’s goin’ on with her husband and you expect her to be calm right fuckin’ now,” I hear a male voice say. “Get us the fuck up to the waitin’ room and I’ll call her doctor myself.” 
 
    Those are the last fuzzy words I hear before everything goes black. I’m floating on a cloud and there’s nothing around me. I don’t hear my grandma’s voice like the last time. There’s simply a void that has sucked me in and refuses to let me go. 
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    I wake up in a hospital bed attached to several machines. At first, I’m disoriented, and I don’t remember the reason that I’m here. My hands fly to my stomach as I look around for Bear. My husband. That’s why I’m here. I begin to try to take the blood pressure cuff and the bands wrapped around my stomach off in my attempt to get to him and find out what’s going on. 
 
    “Callie, calm down,” Grave says, grabbing my hands with one hand and forcing me to look at him with the other. “You need to calm down before the nurse comes in here and makes you calm down. That’s the last thing you need right now.” 
 
    “Bear,” I mutter, my voice sounding weak and broken as I let his name pass my lips. 
 
    “The doctor will be right in,” Hadliegh answers, walking through the door to my room. “Babe, you scared the shit out of all of us.” 
 
    I don’t say a word. Leaning back against the scratchy pillows, I close my eyes and wait for someone to bring me news about my man. That’s the only thing I want right now. 
 
    “Mrs. Jones how are you feeling?” a male voice asks as I open my eyes and see a doctor making his way toward me. 
 
    “I want to know about my husband,” I answer, not saying a word about myself. 
 
    “Mr. Jones is out of surgery and in ICU. The next twenty-four to forty-eight hours will be critical to determine what happens. He had internal bleeding, his leg had to have extensive repairs, his spleen was removed, and we’re monitoring him closely right now. Honestly, I don’t know how he’s still alive. He’s going to have a long road to recovery ahead of him,” the doctor says, not sugar coating anything about my husband. 
 
    “When can I see him?” I ask, ignoring everyone in my room. My only concern is getting to my husband’s side. 
 
    “I don’t know that it’s a good idea in your condition,” he starts before I cut him off. 
 
    “Where is my fucking husband?” I yell, startling everyone in the room. 
 
    “I’ll take you there as soon as we get a wheelchair and the okay from Doctor Pritchard,” Psycho says, sitting on the edge of my bed. 
 
    “I’m not waiting! I want to go now,” I say, turning my pleading eyes to Psycho and ignoring everyone else in the room. 
 
    “I know you do. But you’re havin’ contractions and they want to keep the babies inside as long as possible. Don’t you want Bear with you when you have them?” Grave says, sitting on the other side of me and trying to get me to calm down. 
 
    “I do. But, I need to see him. I need to lay eyes on my husband,” I say, breaking down and crying with the pain that’s radiating through my body from my heart. It feels like it’s broken beyond repair right now. 
 
    Before anything else can be said, my doctor walks through the door with a wheelchair. She parks it by the end of the bed as she pulls a chart from cabinet next to me. I watch as she studies it for a few minutes and then turns to me. 
 
    “I know you want to go see your husband. I’m not going to stop you from going but I want to keep a nurse or someone with you. You’re still having contractions and I don’t want you to be alone in case something happens. When you leave him, you’ll be back in this room so that we can monitor you,” Doctor Pritchard says, unhooking me from the monitors and helping me out of bed.  
 
    I get settled in the wheelchair and Psycho pushes me down the hall and toward the elevator. Once we get to the floor below me, he pushes me toward a set of closed off doors. Pushing the button, he waits until they’re open enough for me to fit through and leads me to a room that the curtains are pulled over the windows so no one can see in. As we enter the room, I see Renegade sitting in a chair next to Bear’s side. He looks so lost and guilty as he raises his eyes to meet mine. 
 
    Turning my attention to my husband, I gasp at my first look of him. There’s tube and wires coming out of him from what seems like every part of his body. I break down in sobs as Psycho puts his hand on my shoulder while Renegade comes over to squat in front of me. 
 
    “Babe, he needs you to be strong for him right now. Bear’s fightin’ for his life and needs you to be the strong woman that we all know you are. You’re the one that’s goin’ to pull him out of this. You and those babies,” Renegade tells me, looking at me in the eyes as a tear rolls down his cheek. 
 
    I nod my head and stand up from the wheelchair after the wheels get locked. Making my way over to the hospital bed, I lean down and gently kiss my husband’s forehead. His face is cold and pale against the white of the sheets on the bed beneath him. I sit down in the chair Renegade vacated and hold his hand in mine. Tears roll unchecked down my cheek as I tell Bear that I’m having contractions and that they have me in the hospital too. Then I tell him all the mundane things that happened at the garage when he was gone. Renegade and Psycho give me time with him on my own while they stand out in the hall or go get something to eat. I’m not really sure and I don’t care where they are. This moment in time is all that matters right now. 
 
    It’s been hours and hours and I’m still sitting in the room with Bear. Members of the club have been in and out of the room visiting and checking on me. My doctor and Bear’s doctor try to get me to leave and go back up into my room to get hooked back up to the monitors and shit but I’m not ready. I refuse to leave my husband’s side. No matter where he is, I am. That’s the way it’s always going to be. This is not a permanent situation, it’s merely a setback for now. 
 
    Bear 
 
    I’m not sure what’s going on, but I’m struggling to wake up and get out of bed. I feel like something is going to choke me and make me throw up. Starting to struggle, I feel arms wrap around me and hold me down. There’s a rustle of activity and then I feel the darkness pulling me back under. Not before I feel a slight wetness on my arm though. What the fuck is that? 
 
    At some point later, I wake up and can finally open my eyes. The light in the room is killing me and giving me a massive headache. I blink rapidly until things begin to come into focus. My friends are all surrounding me as I take them in. In the chair is a heavily pregnant woman. She’s sleeping with her head on my bed and her hand in mine. She doesn’t look familiar to me. Looking up at the guys in front of me, I try to figure out which one is going to be a father. 
 
    “Bear, what’s wrong?” Smokey asks, holding out a glass of water for me to sip on. My throat feels raw and extremely sore. 
 
    “Who’s that?” I ask my words sounding garbled and harsh to my own ears as I turn my eyes in the direction of the woman laying on my arm. “And my body hurts. Feels like I been run over by a truck.” 
 
    “You don’t remember your wife?” Psycho asks, standing behind the woman. 
 
    I look again at the woman laying on my arm. There’s no recognition as I look at the side of her face. She looks like an angel if I’m being honest. I don’t remember her though. Panic overtakes me as I try to recall being with anyone let alone married to someone. 
 
    “Calm down,” Renegade says to me. “The doctor is on his way in.” 
 
    Nodding my head, I try to calm myself down as I take a deep breath. Pain radiates through me as I inhale. What the fuck is wrong with me? Looking down my body, I see one leg in a sling and a cast on it. It’s not even a plaster cast, it’s basically just an ace wrap around whatever is under it. My other leg is covered by the blanket and I move my toes so to feel that I have no problems moving that leg. It hurts but I can move it. There are cuts and bruising on most of my body from what I can see. 
 
    “Mr. Jones, I see that you’re awake. I’m not even going to ask how you’re feeling because I can only imagine. Do you want anything for the pain right now?” a man I’m assuming is the doctor asks while walking up to my bed and reading a file in his hands. 
 
    “I am in pain, but I want to know why I can’t remember anythin’. My brothers are tellin’ me that the woman here is my wife and I have no knowledge of her,” I say, wanting to know what the hell is wrong with me. 
 
    I hear a sharp intake of breath and I feel the hand pulled away from me. Looking over at the woman who was asleep, I take in her looks. She’s got long blond hair with bright blue eyes. Her face is pale and I can see the pain and hurt she feels right now in her expressive eyes. Tears are rolling down her face and I feel nothing. If she was my wife, I’d feel some sort of connection to her. Wouldn’t I? 
 
    “Do you know anyone else in the room?” the doctor asks, looking at the men standing in the room surrounding me. 
 
    “She’s the only one I don’t know. The guys are my friends. They’re part of a club that I help out when it’s needed,” I answer, looking at the look of confusion on the faces of the men I’ve known my entire life. 
 
    “We’ll be doing some testing on you, but I have to say that you have short term memory loss. It happens when there’s severe trauma to a person in some capacity. I was told that you went over a cliff and was thrown about sixty feet. It could be a few hours before you start to remember things, or it could come back over a longer period of time. I don’t want anyone to be alarmed or try to push you into remembering things before you’re ready. It could cause more damage than what’s going on right now,” the doctor answers, beginning to check my vitals and give me the long list of injuries that I suffered at whatever happened to me. 
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    It’s been two weeks and I still don’t remember much from before I woke up in the hospital. The woman that I’ve been told is Callie comes to see me every day. Every day she walks in, I try to search my memory for something of her. I know the name because Silvia used to talk about her before she passed away. Nothing else comes to mind though. It hurts to watch her walk in the room every day wearing a bright smile until she realizes that I still don’t remember anything. Then I watch as her face falls and the pain shines through like a beacon calling out to me. 
 
    I want to remember what’s been happening in my life and whatever life I have obviously been sharing with Callie. Instead, I deal with the guys coming to visit me and holding themselves back because they don’t want to try to provoke any memories coming back before I’m ready. And I get to watch this beautiful woman sit with me and try to make me forget that I’m lying in a hospital bed only to be moved from here to a rehab center so I can begin to work on my leg. The doctor is hopeful that I’ll regain full use and only have a slight limp to remind of an accident that I can’t remember. 
 
    “So, today’s the day that you get out of here and move to the rehab center,” Callie says, sitting down in her usual chair while Psycho walks over to the window and stays behind her. 
 
    “Yep. Just waitin’ on transport and I’ll be out of here,” I answer, looking at her and trying to bring a memory of any time I spent with her up. 
 
    “Do you need anything to be brought to you?” she asks, going to reach out for my hand before pulling back and folding her hands in her lap. 
 
    “I don’t know. Maybe some clothes so that I don’t have to wear a stupid ass gown all the time,” I answer, frustration lacing my voice causing me to sound mean when I’m not trying to be that way toward her. 
 
    “O-o-okay,” she answers, turning her head to look at Psycho while standing up from the chair. “I’ll wait outside for Bishop to come say hello and then take me home. Bear, I’ll make sure one of the guys brings your stuff to you later on today.” 
 
    Without another word, I watch as the door closes behind Callie. Psycho walks over to me and I can see the rage he feels right now at the way I just treated her. Hell, I feel it every single second of every day. No one knows what it feels like not to remember months of their life because they’re not the ones going through it. They’re all trying to be patient and help me, but it doesn’t make the situation any fucking easier. 
 
    “She’s doin’ nothin’ but try to help you the fuck out. Callie doesn’t have to come down here every single fuckin’ day and put herself through the pain and agony of knowin’ that you’re not gonna remember her. But she does it. She walks through the halls and into this room to make sure that you’re still okay and stand by your side because you’re her fuckin’ husband. If she didn’t think it was goin’ to fuckin’ hurt you, she wouldn’t leave this hospital. Everythin’ that woman does is for you!” my best friend yells, trying to hurt me the way that I just hurt her. 
 
    “You don’t fuckin’ get it. Do you know what it’s like to be trapped in your own fuckin’ head and not remember a fuckin’ thing? No, you fuckin’ don’t. If you think I don’t want to remember a life I obviously had with her, you’re dead fuckin’ wrong. From what you’re tellin’ me, that’s my baby she’s carryin’ and I feel nothin’ about it,” I say, letting my voice get louder and louder as I speak. 
 
    “It’s not just one baby. You’re havin’ twin’s motherfucker. And she’s been alone for the last few weeks because of the accident. You better figure out what you fuckin’ want and do it quick because I’m not gonna stand by and let you continue to hurt Callie. She deserves better than that,” Psycho says, walking out the door and leaving me alone to my thoughts until the transport gets her. 
 
    Leaning back against the pillows, I rack my brain to try to remember anything more than the conversations with Silvia about her granddaughter. Nothing comes to mind though. The last thing I truly remember is helping the guys buy a few new bikes, hiring Bishop to work in the garage along with Carson, and Silvia dying. I don’t remember anything after that. I figure that I lost almost a year of memories at least. It could be more than that. Closing my eyes, I give up trying to remember anything and let sleep claim me. It seems to be the only thing I do these days. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Seventeen 
 
    Callie 
 
    IT’S BEEN A MONTH SINCE THE ACCIDENT AND all the drama that goes with it. I have been doing my best to stand by my man and be a good ol’ lady, but the stress does get to me. Over the last few days I’ve been having some pain in my back but today it feels like someone is trying to rip my spine out. These babies need to come soon, because my body can’t take much more. Deciding that today is a great day to clean our house top to bottom, I grab all my cleaning supplies including an old toothbrush so the floor will be really clean and put on my cleaning play list. Montel Jordan’s This Is How We Do It begins, and I get busy. Starting in the bedrooms I work non-stop until every single room sparkles, and you could eat off the floors. A few hours later I’m in the kitchen when I realize getting on the floor to clean was not my brightest idea. I’m not sure how I will get up. Calling Renegade or Psycho to come over and help me is going to be very embarrassing. 
 
    As I am looking up the number for one of the brothers to come get me off the floor, I hear my door open and Bentley calling my name. I tell him I’m in the kitchen and he comes in. He rushes to my side to be sure that I did not get hurt but once I tell him why I am on the floor he starts laughing. Bentley calls the brothers to share my very embarrassing situation. I’m glad that he thinks this shit is funny. He helps me off the floor and to the kitchen table when I have the most god-awful pain rip across my stomach. I’m unable to stop the scream that leaves my mouth and sends Bentley into a panic. Within a minute or two the pain has lessened, and I hear the sound of rumbling motorcycles and feel the vibration of many of them coming down the drive. 
 
    Renegade is the first one through the door and he doesn’t look like he thinks it was as funny as Bentley did. Before he can begin to yell at me, another pain hits me. I tell them as calmly as I can, with panic on my face, that I think I’m in labor. Psycho is at my side in an instant holding my hand while Renegade grabs his phone. I think he’s calling for an ambulance, but I hear him calling Bear instead. Hadliegh and Psycho help me to the car while Bentley puts my hospital bag in the car. Psycho tells me that Renegade is going to the rehab center to get Bear. I have so many feelings running through my mind. Bear has agreed to be at the hospital because of his brothers, but he doesn’t really feel the connection to me that would make him want to be there because I’m his wife and these are his children. I want him in the room, but I can’t push him to do more than what he wants to do. Instead, I have to just do what I can for our children and be ready when he finally remembers me. If he remembers me at all. 
 
    We arrive at the hospital in less than five minutes, and as I get out of the car the nurses rush towards me with a wheelchair to get me upstairs and to the maternity ward. It seems like hours later they finally have me in a room ready to deliver. I’m hooked to monitors and feel like I should be picking up alien signals with all the wires hooked to me. Psycho and Hadliegh have not left my side since we arrived and have promised not to leave me alone. The doctor comes in and says that I am dilated to a seven and will not deliver for a few hours. I am encouraged to get an epidural and some rest while I can. I decide to go ahead with the epidural while I still can. Soon it will be too late to make that decision. Once the doctor leaves, Bear arrives being pushed by Renegade and a cute little nurse follows them in. I’m happy to see them, but not the tagalong. Renegade informs me that the rehab only agreed to let Bear leave if she came with him. I think the nurse is trying to pull some shit and just wants to spend time with my man, but I’m in no position to do anything about it. 
 
    “He’s here now, and you can see that there are plenty of people to help him,” Hadliegh wastes no time telling the washed-up porn star wannabe. “You are free to wait in the lounge with others who are not family.” 
 
    “I’m supposed to stay by his side,” she tries to tell us but is interrupted by Bear himself. 
 
    “You heard her,” He growls at her with an obvious frown, “Just because I can’t remember shit doesn’t mean I need you tryin’ to make my wife uncomfortable.” 
 
    I don’t know what to say to him, as I watch her scramble to leave the room her face a bright red. Serves her right trying to make a play for my man when neither of us can do much about it right now. Opening my mouth, I go to thank him, but another contraction hits me. I cry out unable to hold it in this time as the pain becomes unbearable and realize he is holding my hand. It seems like he’s working on instinct and doesn’t realize that he’s holding my hand as I look down where our fingers are laced together. Once the contraction is over, the nurse walks in and says that my monitors show that the contractions are moving faster than expected. She has already called the doctor when I let out an audible gasp. 
 
    “Either my water broke, or I peed the bed,” I say, embarrassment showing all over my face as I feel the blush creeping up my face to my hairline. 
 
    “Girl, that’s the least of what’s comin’,” I hear Psycho say with a chuckle 
 
    “Shut up!” I growl at him, afraid of what is to come. “My babies will be coming out clean and fully dressed. There will be nothing gross about it.” 
 
    The whole room, nurses included, bust out laughing at my words. I know I’m living in a dream world, but reality just sucks at the moment, so I deserve this. Looking up, I see that Bear is heading toward the door to go to the waiting room. He turns and gives me a small smile and says that he will be back in a bit. I know that he is overwhelmed and needs to escape, but I really need him to be here. Renegade lets me know that he will be waiting with Bear until the babies are born. 
 
    Hadliegh moves close to me and grabs the hand that Bear had been holding while the nurses set up for the delivery that appears to be happening any minute. The contractions are coming quickly, and the pain is more than I believed to be possible, but I know that I will be having two beautiful babies at any time. Doctor Pritchard walks in and it seems like that was the signal to my children who decide that it is now time to claw their way into the world. After about four pushes my son makes his way screaming into the world. I’m sure that he won’t be needing any breathing help as much as he is kicking and screaming. I order Psycho to stay with my son while Hadliegh stays with me to deliver my daughter. I’m so busy concentrating on helping my daughter into the world that I miss the look that Psycho gives me. He must be one of the few that don’t realize one of the baby’s is a girl. Even with all the baby stuff stored in his room at the clubhouse. 
 
    Ten minutes later my daughter makes her way into the world. She doesn’t make quite the scene my son did, but she is perfect as well. I smile as I watch Psycho and Hadliegh watching over my children. Anytime the nurses get close to either one of them, the man goes into protection mode and won’t let them out of his sight. Hell, he’s practically breathing down the nurse’s neck as they try to do their job. The last thing I remember is the doctor yelling at the nurse about me hemorrhaging. 
 
    Psycho 
 
    I hear the doctor yelling about Callie hemorrhaging and that we need to clear the room. Turning away from the babies I try to head to her, but I’m forced from the room with everyone else. I have no option but to follow the children and make sure that they’re okay like Callie wanted me to. On our way to the nursery, we walk by the lounge that Bear and Renegade are waiting in. The nurse pushing the bassinet holding the twins stops in front of my brother so that he can see his son and daughter for the first time. I watch as tears roll down his face and anyone around him can feel his heart breaking. He feels no connection to the two most adorable, albeit disgusting right now, children I’ve ever laid eyes on. And now I get to add to that heartache by filling the two men standing before me in on why we’ve all been rushed from the room. 
 
    “Bear, I have something that you need to know,” I begin, regret filling my voice. “Doctor Pritchard ordered us out of the room because Callie began to hemorrhage after your daughter was born. She said that someone would update us when everythin’ was done. Hadliegh and I are doin’ what Callie asked and stayin’ with the twins. I am so sorry.” 
 
    “Okay,” Bears replies with little to no emotion. “What are we supposed to do? Wait here or do we follow you two?” 
 
    “I guess whichever you want to,” I tell him looking at the nurse for confirmation. When she nods at me, I inform him the nursey is three doors down so that they’ll be able to find us easily no matter what. 
 
    “We’ll follow you for now,” Bear decides with some determination in his voice. 
 
    As we make our way down to the nursey, it seems everyone is lost in thought. Renegade and Hadliegh look like they want to cry, scream, and fight all at once. While Bear looks like he is somewhat lost. Once the twins are taken into the nursery to be cleaned up, a nurse comes out and offers Bear a bracelet. It’s a security measure to ensure that only the parents are the ones visiting the baby’s in the nursery. He looks a little stunned that they would ask him, because he still doesn’t think about the fact that he’s their father. 
 
    We all stand at the window and watch them getting their first bath. Once they’re dry and in a diaper, she takes their footprints and puts it on a certificate. It’s handed to Bear and I watch as he hesitantly takes the papers handed to him. After about thirty minutes or so of watching the twins lay in their little cots, a nurse comes out to ask if we would like to hold the twins. We quickly agree and are soon suited up and heading into the nursery. 
 
    Bear is hesitant when the nurse asks him to remove his t-shirt so that the twins can have skin-to-skin contact with him. His son is placed on his chest and quickly snuggles into his daddy. The nurse asks if Callie and he have decided on names. There is a flash of pain on Bear’s face as it sinks in that he has no idea what Callie has decided. Even though she has tried to share with him everything that’s been going on during the pregnancy since his accident, he hasn’t wanted to have any part of it. I could see it in his eyes as she talked. He would go in his head and tune her completely out. Callie never got discouraged or gave up though. She pressed on every single day and tried to pretend that it wasn’t slowly killing her inside or tearing her to pieces when he’d look at her with a blank look in his eyes. 
 
    After spending about fifteen minutes with his son, the nurse takes him back and places his daughter in his arms. She looks up at her daddy, looking at him with huge eyes and completely pulling him in with a small smile. While we know it’s only gas, or so they say, it’s like a thunderbolt hits him. He stares down at her angelic face that looks exactly like her mothers. Without warning he passes the baby to Hadleigh and asks Renegade to get him out of there. Once he gets to the hallway, it seems like a lightbulb goes off and he lets out the most horrific anguished howl I have ever heard. The tears are pouring down his face and his sobs are racking his whole body. The only thing that is intelligible in his pain filled rambling is her name; Callie. 
 
    Bear 
 
    I answer my phone when I see that Renegade is calling. I hate being in this rehab and only want to go home. He is telling me that Callie is in labor and that he is coming to get me so that I can go to the hospital and be there when the twins are born. It is so frustrating everyone just expects that I want to be there. I have tried to show support for Callie without really giving her false hope, but I know that she is still convinced that my memories will come back, and everything will be fine. Hanging up the phone I hit my call button so that a nurse or aid will come to see what I need. 
 
    “Hey Bear,” I hear the nurse that thinks she’s a stripper call out. This chick is always doing whatever she can to catch my eye. Even if I wasn’t married to someone, I didn’t remember she would not have a chance with me. “What can I do for you? You need a sponge bath?” she giggles. 
 
    “I need to get dressed and get ready to leave for the hospital,” I growl at her, trying to make her understand without words that she is not wanted in any other way. “Renegade is on his way to get me so I can see my babies being born.” 
 
    “Wow, ok,” she stammers in shock that I am going to be with Callie when I don’t remember her. “I need to let the staff know so that one of us can go with you. It’s our policy that a staff member is with you to make sure there are no problems while you’re out.” 
 
    “I don’t really give a fuck who you need to tell,” I spit out at her, seeing right through her attempt to weasel her way into this event. “Just get me dressed and ready to go before he gets here, or he will have your ass canned.” 
 
    It takes a few minutes for her to move towards the closet to get my clothes out. Shorts and a t-shirt are all I can wear over this stupid cast, but I don’t really care at the moment. I’m not in a huge rush to get to the hospital, but any reason to get out of this rehab is a win in my book. While I’m waiting to get dressed and for my friend to get here, I try once again to pull up any memories of Callie and our life together. And like every other single fucking time, I come up blank. Over the last day or so it seems like bits and pieces want to break through and reach out to me, let me know about the life I was living but they always fade back into the darkness and out of my reach. I’ve never been so frustrated in all my life. 
 
    We arrive at the hospital and head to Callie’s room. She really is a beautiful woman and pregnancy looks amazing on her. We’re all talking when I hear Hadliegh telling the shadow I had to bring with me to wait in the lounge. When the bitch goes to refuse, further making Callie uncomfortable, I lose it a bit. Her concern as a nurse in any setting should be to make the patient as comfortable as possible. This one is only concerned about trying to get a cock to fill her pussy. So, I tell her to get out and that seems to make everyone happy until Callie is hit with a severe pain. Wheeling myself over to her bedside, I grab her hand. I don’t even think about it until the pain is gone and then I need to get out of the room that is suddenly stifling and closing in around me. 
 
    Renegade and I head to the lounge to wait for the news that the babies are born and we do our best to ignore the bitch that can’t seem to stay away. We talk about the upcoming toy drive and I have a flash of something. I am unable to tell exactly what I saw in my memory, but the doctor has told me this could happen and that I may get pieces back a bit at a time or be flooded with everything at once. I ask Renegade how my shop and house are, and he gives me a funny look. He tells me that I decided to move the shop and expand the business. This makes me feel like something more is going on, but I can’t put my finger on it. 
 
    After a bit we see Psycho and Hadliegh following a nurse down the hall. They stop for a minute so that I can see the babies that everyone keeps telling me are my children. These two little people are the most beautiful kids I have ever seen, but there is no connection. I wish that I felt something, and this makes my heart break. I have to fix this so that I can love my kids and give them everything that they need and want, but how? The nurse nods at Psycho saying we can follow them, after he tells me that Callie is hemorrhaging. This makes me feel awful for the babies and for her, but only like any normal human being would. 
 
    We’re watching from the window when the nurse returns and places the security bracelet on my wrist. I feel kinda funny that it was given to me because I’m the parent instead of Psycho who is doing everything to help Callie. She returns to the nursery for a few minutes but comes back to see if we want to come in to hold the twins. They allow us all to go. Psycho and Hadliegh because Callie asked them to stay with the kids. Renegade is allowed in to assist me and my damn chair because the space is tight and I’ll need help maneuvering around. I’ll be damned if that fucking nurse from the rehab will be in here regardless of what I do, or don’t, remember. They ask me to remove my t-shirt, which I do with some hesitation, and my son is placed on my chest. He snuggles into me and I feel the first inkling of a connection with him. Until a nurse asks if I know what his name will be. It was like she threw cold water on me. I mumble something dumb like we are waiting until his mother and I are together to decide, and it seems to work for the nurses, but I know that Psycho and Renegade know the truth. When my daughter is placed in my arms, she looks at me and smiles. I don’t know why it happens, but it’s like I was struck by lightning. A shock runs through my veins and I am hit with a tidal wave of memories, and feelings that overwhelm me. I quickly hand my daughter to Hadliegh and beg Renegade to get me out of the room before I lose it. Once we hit the hall, I let out a howl of anguish and pain that I hear echo off the walls. I’m sobbing over and over how sorry I am and begging to see Callie, but my brothers just look at me; the pain and relief etched in their faces. I have been horrible to the love of my life and she is lying in bed possibly bleeding to death without knowing that I love her and remember everything. 
 
    “Mr. Jones?” I vaguely hear someone call my name. as I turn to see who it is, I realize its Dr. Pritchard, and my heart almost stops beating. Psycho and Renegade each put a hand on my shoulder while Hadliegh grabs my hand. 
 
    “How is she Dr. Pritchard? Where’s Callie?” I ask her, my voice quaking with fear and so many emotions.  
 
    “She’s doing okay,” the doctor tells me as she registers that I knew her name and that at least some of my memories are back. “I’m willing to bet that you are going to make her even better,” she says with a grin. 
 
    “Can we see her?” Hadliegh questions, the relief clear in her voice. 
 
    “For a few minutes,” the doctor says happily. “She has had a rough day and needs to rest, but she wants to see y’all first.” 
 
    We all rush down the hall to where my life is waiting for us. As we go in everyone is smiling and filled with the relief that finally something is going right. The people surrounding me know that my memory is back and I remember Callie, but she has no clue. I’m glad that she wasn’t with me when it happened because I don’t know that I could’ve handled seeing her reaction, but she’ll know soon enough. 
 
    “I thought we agreed that you would get a midwife to be here, Callie? I see that you changed your mind about that without me,” I begin as I roll through the door. This was a joke we had between us that no one else knew about and I know it would let her know I was back.  
 
    “I never agreed to that Bear,” She tells me, her words trailing off as it hits her what I actually said. Tears fall from her face as she screams “YOU REMEMBER!”  
 
    “Everythin’ baby girl!” I tell her as the tears roll down my face. “I don’t know how I ever forgot you, it kills me baby. I’m so sorry for hurtin’ you and leavin’ you to face things alone.” 
 
    “Shut up and kiss me!” she giggles as everyone joins in her laughter. 
 
    Gladly, I lean in and kiss my wife. When she pulls back, I see how tired and pale that she is. I also see how amazing and strong she is. She’s been by my side every day, trying to be there for me in any capacity I’d let her, while going through the last of her pregnancy alone. Yeah, she had Hadliegh and the club, but it’s not the same as me being there for her. The worst part of it all is that I wasn’t by her side when our son and daughter were born. Psycho and Hadliegh were with her while I was out in the hallway like an asshole. 
 
    “It’s over Bear. Don’t let it eat away at you. I don’t blame you and I know that you’ll be by our sides for the rest of our lives. That’s the only thing that matters,” Callie says, pulling me out of my head and into the moment. 
 
    “I don’t deserve you,” I mutter, pressing my lips against hers once more. 
 
    “Where are the babies? We haven’t named them or anything else. I haven’t even had a chance to see them,” she asks, letting us know that she wants our children in here with us. 
 
    “Are you feelin’ up to that right now Callie?” Psycho asks, sitting up straighter in his chair. 
 
    “I’m good. I’m tired, but I want to see the babies. Please, can someone get them in here with us. They’re family and don’t need to be kept separate,” she says, leaning back against the bed but never once letting go of my hand. 
 
    Renegade and Hadliegh leave to get a nurse help them bring the cots on wheels in so that my wife can see our son and daughter. In the meantime, I hold her hand and soak up the light shining from her and take in our family members that fill the room beyond capacity. We’ll be kicked out soon, and I’ll have to leave to go back to the rehab center. For now, though, we’re all together and I couldn’t be happier. My club is at my back and my wife is at my side. Always. 
 
    Two nurses come in the room wheeling the twins in before turning to leave. At the same time, the slutty nurse from the rehab center tries to enter the room. I see red when I realize that she’s trying to insert herself into a family matter and interrupt time with my family. Not to mention the fact that she’s purposefully trying to hurt Callie. Not gonna fucking happen! 
 
    “Excuse me,” I speak up, getting the nurses from here attention. “Can I have the supervisor of this hospital please?” 
 
    “Sure. Is everything okay?” one of them ask, stopping in her tracks while the other one leaves the room. 
 
    “With the staff here? Yes. The nurse that came with me from the rehab center, not so much,” I say, letting her know that I don’t appreciate the way that she’s been acting since I got to rehab. 
 
    “I-I…” the slut begins to stammer. 
 
    “Guys don’t let her leave. This bitch is goin’ to get what she deserves. I’m done with her tryin’ to fuck with Callie and me,” I say as Grave stands in front of the door so she can’t get away. 
 
    It doesn’t take any time at all for the supervisor of the hospital to make an appearance in my wife’s room. She’s an older woman that is short and looks like a complete push over. However, I think she has a backbone and doesn’t take anyone’s shit. She’d have to in order to be in charge of an entire hospital. 
 
    “Hello, I’m Regina Plate. Mr. and Mrs. Jones, what seems to be the problem?” she asks, looking at everyone in the room while the cots sit between Callie and me. 
 
    “This nurse here is from the rehab center I’m at. She insisted that she had to come with me today and has done nothin’ but try to insert herself into the situation. She’s inappropriate as fuck and I want somethin’ done about it,” I say, never once taking my eyes off the dumb bitch. “I had an accident and lost my short-term memory and didn’t remember my wife. Still, I came here today and this woman has been actin’ like we’re together. I just got my memory back and I don’t want her around me. She needs to lose her damn job.” 
 
    “I see. Cassandra, this isn’t the first complaint against you. In fact, it’s why you lost your job here,” Regina says, pressing a button for the walkie talkie and calling security. 
 
    “I don’t know what he’s talking about,” Cassandra says, trying to put the blame on me. “I’ve done nothing wrong here.” 
 
    “Bitch, please. We’ve all seen it at the rehab center and now here today. You’re nothing but a dirty fucking slut. Your time is up and nothing will save your ass. We’ll all back Bear up,” Hadliegh says, standing up and putting her hands on her hips. If fire could shoot from her eyes, I’m sure that’s what would be happening right now. 
 
    Security enters the room and we all watch as Cassandra screams and fights them. She’s not getting away and I have to stifle the laughter that wants to burst free. This bitch is crazy and I’m glad that she’s gone. I won’t ever have to deal with her at rehab again. She’ll never be there to try to hurt anyone else. 
 
    “Baby girl, we need to take care of somethin’,” I say, turning my attention from the scene to my wife. 
 
    “What’s that?” she asks, leaning over to look at the babies who are beginning to stir. 
 
    “We need to name our son and daughter,” I answer her, watching as Hadliegh picks my daughter up and hands her over to Callie while Psycho hands our son to me. 
 
    I’m wheeled closer to Callie’s bed as soon as the cots are moved so that we can look over our children together. Emotion threatens to overwhelm me in this moment as everyone in the room begins to fade away and it’s just the four of us. Our son looks almost identical to me now that I don’t have all that other shit clouding my head. And our precious little princess is gonna look just like her mama. I can already see it. Callie looks between them and I can see her mind working as she tries to think of the perfect names. 
 
    “What about Knox Remington for our little boy and Jasmine Silvia for our little girl?” she asks, looking at me with such uncertainty that it breaks my heart. 
 
    “I think they’re absolutely perfect,” I tell her, looking up to where Psycho stands before us. 
 
    His face is filled with emotion that I know he’s trying to hold in right now. He’s got a shitty past and I can just imagine the honor that he feels in this moment. Callie’s given him something that no one else has ever taken a second to do. She’s shown him unconditional love and a loyalty that he’s only seen from his brothers in the club. Psycho walks forward and leans down into my wife. He’s careful of Jasmine as he wraps his arms around her and whispers something in her ear. Standing up, I watch as Psycho composes himself and looks over at me. There’s a small smile on his face as he looks down at Knox. Nodding my head, I give him the permission he’s silently asking for to pick him up out of my arms to hold against his chest. He needs this moment and I’m not gonna take it away from him. 
 
    For the next few hours, I sit in the room with Callie, Knox, and Jasmine. Everyone cleared out when it was time for my wife to nurse our children. There’s no way in hell that anyone is seeing any part of her naked. Psycho’s already seen more than enough and if I could bleach his fucking eyes out, I would. They left us be for a while so that we could bond as a family and I could spend time with Callie without everyone around. 
 
    Now, it’s time for me to go back to the rehab center and it’s the last thing I want to do. I want to stay here in this room with my family and help Callie. There’s not much I can do without being able to walk though. So, Hadliegh and Psycho will stay here with her until she’s released to go home. Smokey, Grave, Bishop, and Bentley will be at the hospital on guard duty while Renegade stays with me. We don’t know what’s going on with the guys that hit us, and I’m not taking any chances with my family. 
 
    My heart breaks as I lean down and kiss my children goodbye. It shatters when I get close to Callie and see the tears in her eyes. She kisses me like it’s the last one we’ll share and I reluctantly pull away from her. She’ll never fucking look at me with tear-filled eyes again. I’m going to bust my ass so that I can get out of that rehab center and back home where I belong. We’ll never be apart again if I have my way. 
 
    “Love you baby girl,” I say, wiping her tears away with the pads of my thumbs. “I’ll be back as soon as I can tomorrow.” 
 
    “Love you Bear. More than you know,” she murmurs back, lying back against the pillows and watching me leave her room. 
 
    “We’ve got her Bear. Go kick ass and come back stronger than ever,” Hadliegh says as she holds the door open for Renegade to push me through. 
 
    I nod in response before looking back over my shoulder. Callie hasn’t taken her eyes off of me and I don’t look away from her until I can no longer see in the room. Hanging my head, I let Renegade wheel me outside and to the van that he picked me up in. The ride is made in complete silence; both of us lost in our own thoughts. Mine are on Knox, Jasmine, and Callie. The place they’ll remain until I’m with them in our home. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Eighteen 
 
    Callie 
 
    THE LAST THREE MONTHS HAVE BEEN HARD, exciting, tiring, and everything in between. Psycho and Hadliegh have been by my side since I had Knox and Jasmine. They stayed in the hospital with me and then came home with us. I can’t even begin to explain how much help they’ve given me when we first came home. Especially when it came time to loading up and going to see Bear at the rehab center. 
 
    Bear was there for three weeks after we came home. Once he got his memory back and realized everything he had to fight for, he started busting ass and working as hard as he could to get back on his feet. His only goal was to come home. I can’t tell you how many times we had the conversation that it should be him helping me with our children and not Psycho and Hadliegh. It was killing him to know that he wouldn’t be able to be there with us full time just yet. That’s why we’d get up every morning and I’d feed and bathe Knox and Jasmine and we’d head over to him. We’d stay with him until late at night and repeat the process all over again. 
 
    If he was in therapy, I’d stay in his room to feed and change the twins. The days they were sleeping, I’d go with him and be his personal cheerleader. Those days were hard for me because I could see the pain, frustration, and determination on his face. Within a matter of minutes, he’d be covered in sweat from all the exertion he was putting forth to start walking on his own again. It took three weeks before he could walk enough for the doctor to let him come home. Three weeks of continuous torture he put himself through. Now, just over two months later, Bear has a slight limp that’s more pronounced when he’s tired or done too much walking in a short amount of time. He continues to work daily on it though he may never lose the limp. 
 
    I will say that Bear is definitely a hands-on dad. If I have to get up with the kids at night, he’s right there with me. While I’m feeding one baby, he’s changing and singing to the other one. Then we swap baby’s and he does the same with whatever one I’ve already fed. He can sense when I’m getting overwhelmed because I’m exhausted and will immediately take over. I’ve started pumping just so he can feed them himself. It’s been a huge help to have my husband back and I tell him how much I appreciate him every single day. 
 
    “Callie, gotta head out baby girl,” he calls out as I check the nursery. 
 
    “Okay. I’ll see you when you get back,” I answer, meeting him in the hallway. 
 
    “Not gonna be gone long. Still can’t ride long distances. The guys are goin’ on a run so I’m goin’ for church and then I’ll be home,” he tells me, leaning down to kiss me as I wrap my arms around him. 
 
    “If you want to take my car and go with them, we’ll be fine here. I’ve got Bentley and Hadliegh here if I need help, but I think we got a good routine down now,” I tell him, walking downstairs with him so I can start a load of laundry. 
 
    “You sure?” he asks, following me into the laundry room. 
 
    “Yeah. Bear, you need to get back to what you do. If the club needs you, go. We’ll be fine here and we’ll be waiting for you when you get back,” I tell him, placing my hand on his chest. “You don’t have to keep trying to make up for what happened before. I get it and there’s nothing you have to do to make it up to me. Or Knox and Jasmine.” 
 
    “I just can’t get that time back, baby girl. It kills me to know that I treated you like a complete stranger and wasn’t there for you,” he responds, putting his head down in one of his rare moments of guilt and pain. 
 
    “Did you make yourself lose your memory or forget me on purpose? I don’t think so. I blame the men that did this to you. No, we’ll never get that time back, but we’ll move on and continue to build our life together. That’s what we need to do and what will happen,” I say, walking to the front door so that he can give me one more kiss before heading out. 
 
    “I love you always and forever,” he says, placing his lips against mine and pulling me tight to his body. 
 
    “Always and forever,” I repeat when we break apart. “Now go and do what you gotta do. Make those motherfuckers pay for what they’ve taken from us.” 
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    The day has been a lazy one. I sat outside and read while the kids were napping. Hadliegh had to work so it’s just Knox, Jasmine, Bishop, and myself at the house. When they woke up I fed them and got them changed. Knox needed a bath so I got that done while Jazz was lying in the playpen that’s in the living room. I move it into whatever room I’m in so I don’t feel like I’m abandoning one of them. Having twins isn’t easy to do on your own, but we make it work when I’m the only one home. The prospect that’s on guard duty never comes in the house unless he needs to use the bathroom out of respect for Bear. 
 
    I’m going out of my mind after the kids have been up for a while. It’s lonely here and I want to get out of the house for a while. So, I pack them up and get their car seats in the SUV Bear got and make my way to Anarchy Ink. It’s not an ideal place to take baby’s but I need to talk to Ink about my tattoo. And Hadliegh can watch over them while she’s at the front counter. It’s not the first time she’s helped me while she was work. Ink doesn’t care as long as they don’t get brought near the back room and remain in front with my friend. 
 
    Walking in the front door, I spot Hadliegh looking at her phone with a shocked expression on her face. I stop at the counter and stand there with both car seats in my hands for a few seconds before she snaps out of her stupor and looks up at me. 
 
    “You okay?” I ask, never having seen that look on her face before. Even when we were in a cell and being tortured. 
 
    “Um, yeah. This is a nice surprise,” she says, putting a fake smile on her face as she stands up and makes her way around to take one of the car seats from me. 
 
    “I need to talk to Ink. Is he in?” I ask, looking around at the quiet shop. 
 
    “Yeah. I’ll grab him,” Hadliegh says, turning and making her way to his room real quick so she can come get her snuggles in. 
 
    Ink follows her out and leans down to give the kids some attention before turning his focus on me. “What’s up Callie girl?” he asks, leaning against the counter. 
 
    “Need to talk to you about a tattoo,” I answer, looking down at the horrible scar on my chest. 
 
    “Let’s go in back,” he says, helping Hadliegh get the kids behind the counter before walking to his office. 
 
    Once we’re inside and he closes the door, I sit down and wait for him to ask me what questions he needs to know. This will be my first tattoo so I have no clue what I’ll need to know or ask before it gets done. 
 
    “So, I’m assumin’ that you want to cover up your scar?” he asks, leaning back and looking completely relaxed in his chair. 
 
    “Yeah. I have a picture of what I want. It’s not something stupid or meaningless. For me it signifies the rebirth of the woman I am now. The one that’s strong to withstand anything that’s thrown at me,” I tell him, reaching down for my purse where I have a folder holding the design of the Phoenix I want. 
 
    Ink reaches out for it and I watch him take in the details and trying to figure out what his own spin on it will be. I’m not dumb enough to believe that he’s going to simply trace that picture and put it on my skin. No, he’s going to make it his own and put his own little touches and flairs on it. 
 
    “Can I see the scar area?” he asks, standing up and walking around to my side of the desk. 
 
    I pull my shirt down in the front so that he can see the word in its entirety. When he reaches out to run his hand along my skin, I almost flinch but stop myself as I realize that he’s just doing his job. He needs to know what my skin is like under the scars to tell if he can tattoo there. 
 
    “Okay. I think the only part I may have trouble tattooin’ is the tops of the letters. The scar tissue is worse there. So, to get around that, I’ll incorporate them into the design of the tat. You’ll still see them, but they’ll be camouflaged if that makes sense,” he says, sitting back down in his chair. 
 
    “It does. I didn’t know if you’d be able to cover it at all so I’m happy to know that most of it will be under that tattoo,” I say, getting ready to stand up and head out of his office. 
 
    “When do you want this done?” he asks, putting my drawing on the middle of his counter where his drawing desk is set up. 
 
    “As soon as possible. I want to surprise Bear with it. Oh, can you incorporate his name in there somewhere? Maybe on the outer edge of it or something?” I ask, opening his door and making my way out to get my kids. 
 
    “I can do that. Give me till the weekend to get it drawn out. I’ll do a few different versions and you can pick the one you like the best. Sound good?” he asks, leaning on the counter as a customer walks through the door. 
 
    “Sounds perfect,” I respond, taking Knox from Hadliegh’s arms so she can do her job. 
 
    Once I have the kids back in their car seats and fastened in, we make our way out to the SUV. It might not have been a long outing, but it’s better than nothing. We make our way home with Bishop following behind us on his bike. When I pull in, I see that my car’s still gone. Good. Bear needs to get back in with the club the way that he used to. I know how he feels and I appreciate the effort he’s been making. But, he also has responsibilities there. He can’t keep punishing himself because of what happened to him. It’s not fair to anyone, especially himself. Bear needs to be around the guys every now and then. We’ll both go crazy if he doesn’t get away from home more than to go to the garage. 
 
    A month after Bear got out of the hospital, he gave me my rag and officially made me his ol’ lady. I haven’t gotten his name tattooed on me yet, that’s why I want to add it on my Phoenix tattoo. Later on, I’ll add the kid’s names somewhere else. The Phoenix represents Bear and I perfectly. Not only as individuals, but as a couple with everything that we’ve overcome together. There was a huge party to celebrate and I saw more of the men I consider my brothers than I ever wanted to. Let me tell you, some things can’t be unseen. 
 
    We’ve also been working on planning the first annual Christmas toy drive. It’s going to be in memory of my grandma. The guys have been contacting all sorts of clubs to come and be a part of the ride. Hadliegh has been helping me hand out fliers about the event and securing donations from stores around town and the surrounding areas. I’m excited to be making this a reality so that a piece of my grandma lives on forever. We even got the store we originally bought the ‘special’ wrapping paper at to order us several boxes of just that design. I can’t wait to see how the event turns out! Satan’s Anarchy MC may seem like a bunch of rough around the edge’s asshole, but they make the women in their lives feel like they are the most important people on earth. I’m happy to be a part of them and I’ll do anything for the men in the club. The same that they’d do for me. 
 
    Tomorrow I go back to work. The kids will be going with me so I don’t have to leave them with a babysitter. I could’ve gone back before now, but I wasn’t ready. Between having them and the situation with Bear, I needed to take a little more time off. If things couldn’t wait to be put in the computer, he’d bring it home to me and I’ll upload it on the program on my laptop. We set up an area for a playpen for the Knox and Jasmine to go and I’ll have to pump in the morning so that I can feed them there, but that’s not a big deal. We’ll make it work however we have to. 
 
    I’ve also been taking classes online. It’s not as hard as I thought it would be. For me, it’s perfect because I can do my lessons when I have the time and not really take away anything from my family. I know that’s not always going to be the case if I have a paper to write or anything like that. But, I’ll have to learn how to manage my time and make sure that I spread myself out evenly. 
 
    So far, our lives are shaping up to be perfect. We’re all imperfect and have different flaws, but when you find the person you’re meant to be with, life is imperfectly perfect. I was lucky enough to find that with Bear. Now, I have a husband that loves me for me and never treats me like shit. And I have two amazing little lives to take care of, love, and teach as they grow up into amazing people. My past is just that; the past. I’ve moved on and I know that I’m exactly where I’m meant to be. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Nineteen 
 
    Bear 
 
    OVER THE LAST THREE MONTHS, MY LIFE HAS slowly been getting back on track. My biggest regret will always be Callie and forgetting her. I’ve tried everything in my power to make it up to her. I’ve lost so much time I’ll never get back with her and I’ll never forget how she stood by my side no matter what. Callie didn’t hide away and let the hurt over the situation drag her down. No, she was there every day with me, waiting and hoping that I’d remember her. She never lost that hope and I’ll never be able to let her know what that means to me. 
 
    My brothers never lost hope either. They all had my back and knew that I’d remember everything eventually. That doesn’t mean that they didn’t hate to see what Callie was going through because they did. But, I’ll never forget how they were there for her when I couldn’t be and the way that they all made sure she had what she needed until our children were born. 
 
    Knox and Jazz have completely turned my world upside down. I thought I had everything I wanted with Callie and the club. That was the biggest lie of my life. My world is complete with the three of them in my life. I can’t wait to add to our family, but I know that we need this time with just us. It’s an adjustment for sure, but I take every moment with them and commit it to memory so that I’ll never forget how full my life is and how precious it actually is. I almost lost it all in the blink of an eye and I’ll do my best to ensure that it never happens again. 
 
    Though I can’t say that having a child is all sunshine and roses. They cry and can’t tell you what’s wrong with them. There’s exploding diapers that make you want to throw up, and there’s the getting up every few hours. There’s also the way they cuddle into your body and hold your finger while your feeding them, the way they wrap you around their little finger with a look, and how a ferocious need to protect them overtakes you. It’s a learning experience that I treasure and can’t wait to see where it takes us. Knox and Jazz will forever know how much I love them and that I’ll do anything for them. The same with Callie. 
 
    “Bear, you okay?” Renegade asks me as I stand outside the clubhouse and reflect on the past few months of my life. 
 
    “I’m good. Just thinkin’ about how good I have it,” I answer, knowing that it’s time to switch my frame of mind so that we can get these assholes and make them pay. 
 
    “Let’s get to church,” he says, walking through the clubhouse door and into the meeting room. 
 
    As soon as we’re all in our seats, he bangs the gavel on the table. We go over all other business such as financials and more news about the toy drive before getting down to the real reason we’re in church today. The Scavengers MC. 
 
    “Okay. Now, the biggest news of all. Grave and Psycho, I’m gonna turn it over to you so you can let us all know what you found out,” Renegade says, looking at the men on his left. 
 
    “The men that attacked us are part of the Scavengers MC. That’s not the part that’s news. What we’ve found out is that they have a warehouse a few miles outside of town. They’re livin’ there and it’s their base of operations. They want in our town, bad,” Grave says, looking at me while he talks. “What we don’t know is why they want in town so bad and what they’re next move is goin’ to be.” 
 
    “He’s right. Hawk set up cameras on the street lookin’ in. We know that they’re all there at night. Durin’ the day I’m not sure what they do or where they go. But, when they show back up, they unload crates of some sort. I say we roll in around ten tonight and blow their shit to hell. We can capture a man or two and find out what they’re really up to, but blow the rest of those motherfuckers to hell,” Psycho says, leaning back in his chair and taking a deep breath while watching the room. 
 
    “All in favor?” Renegade asks as ‘yes’s’ sound off around the table. “All against?” 
 
    Not a single person makes a sound. We’re all ready to eradicate the earth of these evil bastards. They’ve taken too much from us already and they’re not going to stop until we’re wiped completely out. These fuckers have already taken women, we know they’re in the drug business, and they tried to take us out on a run. I have my own opinion on the matter, but I’ll talk to Renegade, Psycho, Grave, and Ink on my own about it. It’s not something I want to think or even say out loud, but it has to be brought up because it makes sense. 
 
    “I want everyone gettin’ what they need ready. We’ll leave here around eight thirty and make our way there. Once we get there, we’ll decide the best way to surround the warehouse and take these motherfuckers out,” Renegade says, banging down the gavel to dismiss everyone. 
 
    I remain in my seat as Renegade does to. Nodding my head toward Grave and Psycho, they stay where they’re at too. Smokey is the last one out and he closes the door behind him before I look at the three men that have been my friends for longer than I can remember. 
 
    “Got an idea I want to talk about,” I say, making sure I have their attention before I continue. “There’s not a single person besides the men that sit in this room and the Phantom Bastards that knew where we were goin’ the day the attack happened. Just like no one besides the men in this club knew the route that Callie took to and from work. Is there a chance that there’s a mole here?” 
 
    The three men look at one another and take a minute to digest what I just said to them. In my mind it makes sense, but I’m not sure if I’m too close to the situation since Callie and myself were hurt the most in both attacks. Psycho looks at me and I can see the wheels turning in his head. 
 
    “I don’t think you’re wrong at all. It’s a possibility,” Renegade says, leaning back in his chair. “Now we just have to figure out who has the most to gain by betrayin’ the club.” 
 
    “That’s the only part I’m stuck on. I don’t know who to even lean toward,” I tell them, getting up to make my way out of the meeting room. 
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    We’ve pulled up to the warehouse and have been scoping out the situation for a while now. Just as Psycho said, three vans have pulled in and the men unload crates from the back of them. We’re too far away to tell what’s in them, but I have a bad feeling in the pit of my stomach that it’s going to be women. That seems to be the common thread that we find with these men. 
 
    Finally, Renegade puts up a hand signal that it’s go time. I follow Grave and Smokey to the front of the warehouse. Psycho, Ink, and Hawk are on one side while Renegade, Chains, and Ryder are on the other side. Doc, Tex, Tats, and Snake make their way to the back. We all have ear pieces in so that we can confirm when we’re all in position. Once the last group lets us know they’re set, we bust through every doorway and window that we can to get inside of the warehouse. 
 
    I’m the first one through the front door and what I see takes my breath away and brings the bile rushing up. In the middle of the floor sits almost fifty cages containing women of every race and a wide age range. As I look around I see a girl that can’t be more then fifteen years old. The other two men stop behind me as we stand there and watch in shock as the cages are hit with bats, whips slice through the openings in the bars and hit bare skin, and other various degrees of torture occur. 
 
    “Who the fuck are you?” one man asks when he finally realizes that we’re in here. 
 
    “We’re the men that are gonna kill you fuckin’ slowly,” I answer, pulling the trigger and hitting the man that was just screaming and whipping some little girl in the shoulder. 
 
    That first shot leads to chaos and complete destruction as we try to take as many of the fucker down without hitting the women. The cowards try to hide behind cages before they realize that they’re surrounded. Soon, they’re giving up like the little bitches that they are. Renegade stands in front of the group of men while we tie them up and choose which ones will be going with us tonight. They’ll all meet their maker, but the men we take will have a slow and painful death. 
 
    “Which ones Bear?” my President asks me, as I look around at the men we’re surrounding. 
 
    “That one for sure,” I say pointing to the asshole that opened his mouth first.  
 
    Walking around the group of men, I see the one that was in the passenger side of the truck when I was run off the road. I grab him by the shoulder and throw him toward Grave before moving on to pick one more. There’s a man that’s trying to shrink away while keeping his gaze locked on Tats. This motherfucker right here will be going with us. I think he has more answers that we need than the other two. 
 
    We pull them outside and take them to one of the vans and throw them inside. Ryder starts setting up the explosions as the rest of us get the women out. They’re scared as fuck and shy away from us while we’re trying to help them. I can’t say that I blame them. Snake pulls them away from the building so that Bishop and Chris can bring more vans to load them up in. We’re going to drop them outside the hospital so that they can get the help they need and then find their way back home. It’s the only thing we can do with this many of them. 
 
    By the time everyone is ready to go, Ryder is jogging back toward us and nods his head to let us know everything is set on his end. As we all get on our bikes or in the vans, Ryder pulls out the detonator and hands it to me. He tells me that we can be down the road far enough that we won’t be around for flying debris but still see the explosion through the trees. It works for me as I start my bike and make my way a couple hundred feet down the road with the rest of the club. 
 
    Pulling over, I turn around so that I can watch as the building holding a bunch of vile men explodes. I look at my brothers and see that they’re all waiting for me to press the button. Without further delay, I press it and within seconds we can hear the sounds of the explosives going off one by one around the warehouse. The flames lick at the sky as a dark cloud of smoke billows up toward the sky. I’ve had enough of this. I want to get back to the clubhouse, put these men in the dungeon, and get to work to find out what we need to know. 
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    We’ve been in the dungeon with these assholes for a while now. Not a single one of them want to give up any information and it doesn’t matter what we do to them. The same man from the warehouse keeps looking at Tats while he leans against the wall and acts nonchalant. I can see the pain in his eyes though. There’s a connection here and I’m about to find out what it is. 
 
    Grave took his turn first. The only thing I requested is that I get the final blow on the man that was in the truck. He’s given me that. My brother has used knives, brass knuckles, and pliers on the guy that wanted to speak up when no one else would. That one’s barely hanging on and I give him five minutes before he bleeds out and dies. Psycho has been working over the man that was in the truck, but he’s still breathing. He’s missing a few fingers and toes; his chest and back are carved up almost to the point of no skin being left on his weak body. Now, it’s my turn. 
 
    Instead of making my way over to the three men that are strung up from a beam, I make my way over to Tats. He stares at me trying to figure out what I’m doing. “See, I talked to Renegade, Grave, and Psycho after church about a mole in the club. It had to be this club because of the attack on Callie too. Couldn’t figure out who it’d be though. All it took was one look at the warehouse and I knew that it was you.” 
 
    Renegade looks between Tats and me waiting for a further explanation. So, I pull him front and center. “Go ahead Tats, tell them what I’m talkin’ about,” I say, standing him right next to the man already hanging from the ceiling. 
 
    “I-I d-d-don’t k-k-know what you want me to say,” Tats stutters out, letting his nervousness show. 
 
    “I want to know why you’re workin’ with the fuckin’ Scavengers to hurt us. Why did you help them cause me to lose so much time with my wife because of their fuckin’ attack,” I say, taking a knife off the table and holding it to his throat. 
 
    “He’s my brother. My blood brother and they found out,” Tats finally says, breaking down in front of him. “They were torturin’ him for information on us so I gave him just a road that you all might be on.” 
 
    “One that led to me almost gettin’ killed and leavin’ Callie!” I yell out, getting in his face before I look at Renegade. 
 
    “Usually I’d have a vote in church. All in favor of Tats bein’ stripped of his cut and meetin’ his maker say yes,” Renegade says, looking at every man in the room with us. 
 
    Every single man in the room says yes. Tats looks so dejected and like he’s lost his place in the world. It won’t matter soon though. I’m going to kill him. I’ll give him a quick death, but I won’t feel any remorse because of it. He fucked us over and he has to pay for that. Taking his cut off his back, I hand it out to Renegade before slicing the knife across his throat. Tats drops to the ground as the blood begins to pool around him. He’s gurgling and choking on his own blood as I step over him and make my way to his brother. 
 
    I’ll make the man that was in the truck give up more information before I kill him. First, it’s time to make this bitch pay for what he did to me and my family. Once again picking up the cheese grater, I work my way from his neck down to his toes. There isn’t an inch of his skin that isn’t marked up by the instrument in my hand. Including his limp dick. Well, what used to be his dick. Now it just looks like something that a meat grinder spewed out. All my brothers are looking at me like I’m crazy as fuck while simultaneously holding their junk. 
 
    When he’s done screaming and puking from the pain and shit, I take the cheese grater to his back. It looks the same as his front by the time I’m done. Taking the salt, I just dump the shit over his head so it will fall into his mutilated skin. As soon as that’s been rubbed into his skin, I pour alcohol over his body and let him settle for a little bit. He knows what’s coming next. Everyone in this room does. 
 
    Now, I can take my pain, anger, and regret out on the motherfucker that deserves to feel pain. The man in the truck. Picking up the sledge hammer on my way over to him, I slam it repeatedly into his knee and leg. His screams pierce the air and I see a few guys covering their ears to stop them from being blown by the loudness bouncing off the walls. My hearing is dulled a little bit by the intensity in this small room. 
 
    I do the same thing to the other leg. While I may only have one fucked up leg, this motherfucker deserves to have every bone in his body broken. His feet are next as I slam the sledge hammer down and ensure that I crush every bone in both feet. Setting that down, I pick up the cigar cutter off the table of tools. It will ensure that there are even cuts when I take down his fingers a knuckle at a fucking time. 
 
    “Someone gag this bitch; I don’t want to hear his scream anymore. Unless you have somethin’ to offer us,” I say, knowing that he’s gonna die one way or another tonight. 
 
    “You’ve killed the entire chapter of the club. But, that’s not all of us. You fuckin’ pussies haven’t met Craze yet. He’ll tear you limb from limb and laugh like crazy while doing it,” the man says, giving us the only piece of information we need. His name will be given to Hawk to find and Renegade will call his ass. 
 
    “Looks like you’re the bitch,” I say, finishing off his last two fingers before moving onto his face. 
 
    This bitch has gauges in his ears. Taking a screw driver, I slide it through the hole in his ear before twisting and turning his ear until it rips. Moving to the other side, I give that ear the same treatment. Next, I pull every single tooth out of his mouth, which isn’t many with the drugs he’s been taking. Then I cut his tongue out. This is the point that he passes out. Since I don’t want to waste any more time on his fucked-up ass, I pour the alcohol over him and set both their asses on fire. The prospects can deal with all four bodies as soon as there’re dead. 
 
    Passing everyone, I make my way up to my room. I’m going to shower and change before heading home. Callie, Knox, and Jazz will never be tainted by the shit that happens here when we have enemies in the clubhouse. That’s not to say they’ll never witness violence from me or the guys, but I’ll shield them as much as I can. For now, I just want to clean up and get home. Callie will be getting up soon and I want to be there when the kids get up for their next feeding. 
 
    Renegade 
 
    The day we sit down with Craze is finally here. Turns out he’s the national President of the Scavengers MC. I’m taking Bear, Grave, Doc, Ryder, and Snake with me. Bear needs to go in case the man doesn’t believe what’s been going on with his club here. So, we’re loading up on our bikes so that we can travel halfway to him. It’s going to be a three-hour trip, but I’ll gladly take it. This way we’re meeting on neutral territory and can hopefully get everything worked out today. We can’t afford to go to war right now, but I’m not gonna fucking bow down to anyone either. 
 
    Bear is riding next to me today. It’s out of formation, but he needs to let this Craze guy know that he’s the one that’s had all the shit happen to his family. I’m just thankful that Callie and he weren’t out on their own when the attack happened. I’d never survive the guilt if that had happened. It’s hard enough to live with the guilt about Bear every single day. If I hadn’t been complacent and stubborn, there would’ve been more guys on the run, and it wouldn’t have happened. Bear doesn’t feel that way and neither does Callie, but it’s burned into my heart and soul. 
 
    We’re finally pulling up to the desolate bar and I take in our surroundings. True to his word, there’s one car in the parking lot and only six bikes. Craze said this place isn’t busy and the owner knows that this is a place that’s often used for business between clubs. I’ll have to take his word for it at this point. The guys and I pull our bikes into the opposite side of the parking lot and back them in. We want to be able to get the fuck out of here in a hurry if it comes down to it. 
 
    As soon as we’ve all stretched our bodies out, we walk as a group to the front door of the bar. Pulling it open, I see the dark, dreary interior is old and in need of serious repairs. That’s not my concern though. Once our eyes adjust to the darkness, I see a group of men sitting at four tables that have been pulled together. There are chairs waiting for us and I walk up to the table, slightly in front of my men. 
 
    “Craze,” I say, holding out my hand to shake before pulling out my chair. 
 
    “Renegade,” he answers, standing up and shaking my hand before we all sit back down. 
 
    Craze is not what I expected. He’s an older man with long, greying hair that’s pulled back. A bandana covers his head with a pair of sunglasses resting on top of his head. He’s got a long beard that’s braided halfway down his chest. It’s his eyes that pull my attention in though. There’s not an ounce of malice or anger shining from them. I see confusion but that’s about it. 
 
    “Care to tell me why I’m meeting with you instead of my guy Harry?” he asks once we’ve all taken our seats. 
 
    “Harry’s dead,” I state matter-of-factly. “He was killed when he kidnapped my brother’s ol’ lady and a woman that was special to every man in this club. She was tortured and threatened to be sold to the highest bidder every day for almost a month before we found them and got her and a few other girls out. Some of them happened to belong to the Phantom Bastards out of Benton Falls.” 
 
    “What the fuck are you talking about?” he asks, his face turning red as anger finally starts to show. 
 
    “He’s not lyin’. That girl is my ol’ lady. Not only that but we have another girl with us now that was repeatedly raped, tortured, and beat down for longer than that. Then my wife almost lost me when your men attacked us and ran me over a cliff,” Bear says, keeping his cool despite reliving the hell that he’s been through with Callie. 
 
    “I didn’t sanction any of that shit,” Craze says, looking at the men with them who are all staring at us cluelessly. Not a single one of them have an idea about what Harry and his club were up to. “Is everyone in your club whole?” 
 
    “Yes. That chapter of yours has been eradicated though. Not a single member is alive,” I answer, knowing that I could be getting ready to go to war with this man because of my answer. 
 
    “If they were following Harry then I don’t give a fuck. We were about to cut them loose anyway. They were only supposed to be there to have a sit down with you. I want to run through your territory and that’s it. Nothing will be distributed there; our buyers are past you. The only thing we may need is protection or a little help if it’s required,” Craze says, looking at me dead in the face so I can see the truth in his words. 
 
    “What are you runnin’?” I ask, needing to know that before anything gets decided. 
 
    “Pussy, guns, and drugs,” he answers, sitting back in his chair while gauging my response. 
 
    “No pussy. I don’t give a fuck how you get that wherever it’s gotta go, but after what we’ve seen it’s not goin’ through our territory. Sorry, can’t help you with that,” I tell him, letting him see that I’m just as serious and that things with Harry and his crew were that bad. 
 
    “Guns and drugs then?” Craze asks after a few minutes and looking at the members surrounding him. 
 
    “That we can handle. Let me take this back to my table and I’ll be in touch,” I say, standing up while my men do the same. 
 
    “I’m sorry for all the shit that he stirred up. We didn’t know that’s what he was there doing,” Craze says, looking at Bear and only Bear. 
 
    Bear nods his acceptance before we all make our way out to the bikes. Not a single one of us says a word as we straddle our rides and make our way back home. The ride home will give us each time to think about the proposal before we take it to the table. But, I’m not gonna prolong answering Craze either. He could’ve started a war with us today over the loss of an entire chapter. It doesn’t matter if they were getting ready to cut them loose or not. They were still a part of the club when the shit went down. That’s a point in his favor, but it depends on the club as a whole. 
 
    [image: ] 
 
    We stopped one time on the way home. Grave got a hold of everyone and made sure they’d be there for church as soon as we got back. I want to have Craze’s answer today. As we walk in the meeting room, the table is full and the only one missing is Tats. He shocked the fucking shit out of me with his betrayal. But that’s the next thing that we’re going to take care of; vetting our guys a little better from now on. I’ll never have another man under me take his chances and not come to us when there’s a problem he thinks is too big to handle alone. We all need to trust in one another and have each other’s back. 
 
    I bang the gavel on the old, scarred table before I even sit down. The sooner we can get this out of the way, the sooner we can all move on. “We met with Craze. It was civil and he had no clue what was goin’ on here. Harry was workin’ his own agenda,” I tell the guys that weren’t with us today. 
 
    “What’s he want then?” Psycho asks, speaking up for everyone else as he sits back in his chair. 
 
    “He wants to transport through our territory. Harry was supposed to be here brokerin’ a way to do that. Not terrorizin’ everyone in town and the club,” I answer him, looking at everyone around me. “They want to take guns and drugs through here with a possibility of protection if it’s needed. Already told them no pussy comes through here.” 
 
    “He didn’t have a problem with that?” Smokey asks, lighting a cigarette and taking a deep pull from it. 
 
    “No. Told him after what happened with Harry that we wouldn’t deal with it goin’ through here. Honestly, I don’t think he wants a war any more than we do,” I say, looking at every man and giving them a chance to think about this before I call a vote. “Anyone got anythin’ to say?” 
 
    “Yeah. I think we should work with him. I’m not sayin’ that I trust him at all. But we can keep an eye on them and see how a relationship with them would play out,” Bear says, shocking the shit out of me. 
 
    Every single one of the men of Satan’s Anarchy look at Bear to see how serious he is. Knowing that the time is now, I call a vote. Bear is the first one to say yes followed by every single man at the table. I bang the gavel to signal the affirmative answer and place my phone on the table in front of me. Placing the call to Craze we all sit in silence before he answers. 
 
    “Renegade,” his gravelly voice says in answer. 
 
    “We’ve voted on the talk earlier today. No pussy but guns and drugs were voted yes on. We have details that need to be talked about and agreed upon before the first run makes its way through here. Do you know when that’s gonna be?” I ask, trying to figure out when we’ll be seeing him again. 
 
    “In two weeks,” his response comes fast and straight. 
 
    “Fine. You be here on Friday. Come to our house and we’ll iron out all the details. I don’t want a war with you, Craze, but don’t try any stupid ass shit,” I warn, the only one that he’ll get. 
 
    “You have my word. I’ll make this up to your man and club one way or another. My men were disgusted by what we told them. Harry is lucky he’s already fucking dead. I’ll see you on Friday,” Craze says before hanging up. 
 
    Banging the gavel on the table once again, I dismiss church and watch everyone file out of the room. They’re joking around and in a good mood now that we know war isn’t coming to us. I want to be right there next to them, but the guilt won’t let me. I’ve fucked up so many times in my life and feel so much older than I truly am. Fuck! 
 
    I finally walk out of the meeting room and make my way to my office. There’s paperwork to be done and final details to be gone over regarding the toy drive. I’d rather be doing that than getting drunk or losing myself in loose pussy. It isn’t what I want anymore. I want what Bear and Callie have. But I don’t know that I deserve to bring a sweet, gentle woman into my crazy as fuck life. I guess we never know what the future will hold for us. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Epilogue 
 
    Hadliegh 
 
    I LOOK AT EVERYONE AS THEY GET READY to ride out on the toy run for the Christmas project that Callie’s grandma started so many years ago. Tears fill my eyes as I watch everyone that has helped me through one of the worst times in my life. Men and women that have taken me into their world, and family, nursed me back to health, and that I’ve formed relationships of one form or another with. These are the people that I wish were going to stay in my life but that’s not my reality. 
 
    Callie is more than a friend, she’s like my sister. We have a bond that was formed by a situation that we both found ourselves in for different reasons. During the time we were locked in a cell, I knew that she was going to fill a void in my heart and be someone that I could protect when I couldn’t protect someone when I was younger. We talked, laughed, cried, silently screamed together, and survived hell. Yes, I took more beatings than I should have from her while we were locked up. I’d do it all over again if we went back in time. There’s a light in her that you don’t get to see that often. She’s pure and good. Today’s run is proof enough of that. I would do anything I could to protect that forever. Unfortunately, life has other plans for me and I have to leave her. Bear will be there to make sure that nothing, or no one, dims that light from her. He’ll protect her and the kids like no other. 
 
    My heart will be left here when I leave, but I can’t get it back. Remington ‘Psycho’ Jackson owns my heart. It will stay in Shadowville with him while I move on and create a new life for myself. One that’s cold and lonely without these amazing people around me. He’s a story that I’d rather bury and treasure without tainting it further by the words we say and the hurt we inflict on one another. It was supposed to be simple, not this hard. We were supposed to have a no strings attached affair so that we could both move on when it was over. Somewhere along the way he got under my skin and ripped my heart out. It’s in the palm of his hands but he doesn’t want it; it’s not our time and it never will be. 
 
    The first tear leaks from my eyes as I recall the argument that we had this morning. 
 
    Lying in bed with Psycho, I feel comfortable and sated. He’s the only man that can give me what I need and take what he needs in return. It’s not a one-sided fuck where he makes sure he gets off and leaves me hanging. No, he makes sure that I reach my climax at least a few times before he’ll let himself go. It doesn’t matter what we do or try, I’m up for anything when it comes to this man. 
 
    “What are you thinkin’ about?” he asks, wrapping his arms tighter around me and pulling me closer to him in the process. 
 
    “Nothing really. Have you ever thought about having kids?” I ask, suddenly needing to know the answer. 
 
    “Nope. Don’t want them. I know that I’ll just fuck them up in the end so what’s the point?” he replies, turning me to face him while I think about his answer. We’ve never had a really intimate and personal conversation like this before. 
 
    “How do you know you’ll fuck them up?” I question as I lay my head on his arm so that I can look up into his chocolate brown eyes. 
 
    “Look, Renegade and I didn’t have the best upbringin’. My mom’s a strong woman, but that doesn’t mean the three of us didn’t suffer at the hands of my dad. I don’t have a good influence to look at when it comes to bein’ a dad and I don’t want to ever bring kids into my life. The life I live is hard and dangerous. Why would I knowingly put my flesh and blood in danger just because I didn’t know how to wear a fuckin’ condom? What’s with the questions Hadliegh?” he asks, sitting up in bed and pulling a cigarette out and lighting it before standing up to pull his jeans on. 
 
    “I see how you are with the twins. Knox and Jasmine absolutely adore you,” I answer, trying to get him to see that he does know how to be a good dad. He proves it every day when he plays with Callie and Bear’s kids and takes care of them when he doesn’t have to. 
 
    “They’re not mine. I don’t fuckin’ want kids and that’s the end of the fuckin’ conversation,” he yells out, placing his cigarette in the ashtray so that he can pull on his shirt. “Now, tell my why you’re really askin’. You knocked up and tryin’ to pawn the kid off as mine?” 
 
    I sit up in stunned silence. I’ve only been with him since we got rescued from the twatwaffles dungeon. Every other man repulses me and can’t hold a candle to Psycho. “No, I would never dream of doing anything like that you rotten motherfucker. Don’t worry, you won’t have to have this conversation with me again you fucking piece of shit!” 
 
    Standing up, I grab my clothes and make my way into the bathroom. Once I’m dressed and have thrown my hair up into a messy bun, I open the door to find him sitting on the bed. Psycho looks up at me and I can see the regret and anger in his eyes. He can kiss my fucking ass if he thinks I’m gonna accept another word from him. 
 
    “Hadliegh, I’m….” he begins to say as I grab my purse and make my way to the door to leave. “You’re leavin’? Why the hell are you leavin’?” 
 
    “You basically just called me a fucking slut that would try to pawn a baby off as being yours. More than any other motherfucker you should know that you’re the only one that’s been in my bed since we were rescued. I’m not gonna put up with your bullshit; I don’t have to,” I tell him, turning my back to him and walking through the door before slamming it and leaving the clubhouse. I can break down later when I’m alone and not going to run into anyone. 
 
    Psycho has tried to talk to me, but I ignore him and turn my back on him every single time he gets close. Callie has seen what’s going on, but she doesn’t know what’s wrong. I can see the questions in her eyes. Especially since she knows everything I own is loaded up in the small, used car I just bought. We’re gonna have to talk in a few minutes, but it’s not a conversation that I want to have with my sister from another mister. 
 
    “Hadliegh, what’s wrong?” Callie asks, walking up to me on the sidelines while the guys continue to get ready to leave the clubhouse parking lot. 
 
    “It’s a long story and I’m not gonna get you in the middle of it. Just know that no matter where I end up or what happens that I love you. You’ll always be my sister from another mister and I can’t wait for pictures of your new tattoo when you get it done. Ink will hook you up,” I tell her, not letting my secret out of the bag. 
 
    “You’re not putting me in the middle of anything. Hoes before bros every single time,” she answers, wrapping her arm around my shoulders as I lose it. Tears are streaming down my face faster than I can comprehend right now. Damn hormones! 
 
    “Cal, I’m pregnant and Psycho doesn’t want kids. He even accused me of being pregnant and trying to pawn the kid off as his. You know that I’m hard, but I’m not a fucking slut. He made me feel so small and weak this morning that I know it’s time to move on,” I tell my friend not realizing that the man I was just talking about is standing right behind me. 
 
    “The fuck Hadliegh?” I hear his masculine voice ask behind me. 
 
    Looking over my shoulder, I pull Callie in for a hug and hang on tight for a few seconds. I can feel her tears hitting my bare shoulder and it breaks my heart that I have to leave her. This is a lot harder than what I thought it would be. But, I won’t be called a slut when I’m not one and I’m not going to force a child on any man. I am more than capable of raising a child on my own and they will know more love than what I had growing up. Psycho can kiss my ass if he thinks this changes any-fucking-thing. 
 
    “I gotta go sis. I’ll stay in touch and let you know when I get where I’m going. Promise,” I say, completely ignoring the man standing behind me. 
 
    “Love you Hadliegh. Please make sure you stay in contact with me,” she says, wiping her tears away as I turn and walk toward my car. 
 
    I can hear Psycho calling my name and my steps get quicker to the point that I’m almost running so that he doesn’t catch me. I’m not running from him; I’m giving him what he wants. The freedom to fuck who he wants, when he wants, and not to worry about a baby that he doesn’t even want. Opening my car door, I slam it shut, and start the ignition. Psycho is left standing in a cloud of dust I kick up in my haste of getting away from him. His head is hanging low and his fists are clenched at his sides. He’s pissed but it’s his own fault. Now, I can breakdown as I let the tears flow freely. I continue to drive while my heart shatters into a million little pieces. 
 
    Resting my hand on my still flat stomach, I make a silent vow to my unborn child that I’ll never hurt them or make them feel less than. I’ll tell them how proud of them I am and shower them with unconditional love. The things that I didn’t have growing up. I drive until I can’t drive anymore and pull into the first no-tell motel that I come to. Tonight, starts my new life. One that’s empty and filled with sadness. 
 
    Psycho 
 
    Ever since this morning, I’ve been kicking my own ass. The way I talked to Hadliegh and insinuated that she was nothing more than a common whore was fucked up beyond belief. The thought of having a child immediately sends me into a panic attack. Growing up, Renegade and I had a horrible childhood. Our mom tried to shield us for the most part and ended paying the price because of it. I don’t ever want to be the way that my dad was; beating us for every little thing, breaking bones on the three of us, and just treating us like shit in general. Everything was our fault no matter what happened. 
 
    Something was gnawing at me, trying to get me to realize that Hadliegh was telling me something without coming right out and saying with her questions, but I pushed that feeling aside. I flew off the handle and said shit I didn’t mean at all. I know that Hadliegh has only been in my bed. She’s not a slut or anything remotely close to one. She’s a badass and will rip anyone apart for hurting her or someone that she cares about. 
 
    This morning I royally fucked up and I know that there’s no way to fix this. So, I go about my day and try to figure out what I’m gonna do to win her back. Someway in the span of first laying eyes on Hadliegh until now she’s made me want more for the first time in my life. I wanted to claim someone as mine and have one woman that will be there when I get home, have my back when I need it, and to stand by my side. At the same time, I’ll be there for her when she wants me to and make her as happy as she can be for the rest of my life. 
 
    Instead, I’m spending the day alone when we’re doing the first run with Callie in charge for the Christmas toy drive. I wanted Hadliegh on the back of my bike for it. I’ve never put a bitch on the back of my bike and never thought I would. Hadliegh’s different. I want her on the back of my bike, in my bed, and owning my heart. She already has it in the palm of her hand and now it’s gonna get trampled if I can’t fix it in time. 
 
    We’re all outside, getting ready to head out for the run to collect donations of toys and money so that we can keep Silvia’s memory alive. I see Hadliegh and Callie talking, and I begin to make my way over to them. They’re talking and I can see that my girl, yes, she is my woman, is upset still. It’s been a few hours and I hate to think that she’s still upset over our fight earlier. 
 
    Walking up behind her, I hear Hadliegh tell Callie that she’s pregnant and what I said to her. Callie looks over Hadliegh’s shoulder and gives me the evil eye. I’m stunned and should’ve realized this morning that this is what she was trying to get at. I didn’t just fuck this up between Hadliegh and me, I totally fucking blew this, and I doubt I’ll get her back after this epic fuck-up. 
 
    “The fuck Hadliegh?” I say, not being able to contain myself as I learn that I’m going to become a father. 
 
    She continues to talk to Callie, completely ignoring me. Before I know it, she’s rushing off and I’m left to trail after her. Hadliegh gets to her car before I can reach her. There’s no chance of me stopping her now unless I run to my bike and follow her. I’ll give her the rest of the day to cool down and then I’ll go to her and make sure she understands how sorry I am and that I want her in my life as more than a fuck buddy. Still, the hurt I feel and the pain I caused her make me lower my head in shame. My mom and Renegade didn’t raise me to act like the asshole I did today. 
 
    If I only knew that she wasn’t staying in town or that the events that are about to take place were going to happen, I’d have gone after Hadliegh. She never would have made it out of the clubhouse parking lot in the piece of shit car she bought because it was all she could afford. If I was a better man, she’d have been taken care of from the very beginning by me instead of being held at arm’s length because I didn’t want to have one woman for the rest of my life. Now, there’s a whole new set of problems creeping up that are going to change the lives of the people that I care the most about in this world. 
 
    The End 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Playlist 
 
    Free Bird – Lynyrd Skynyrd 
 
    Epiphany – Staind 
 
    Save Me – Staind 
 
    Her – Cole Swindell 
 
    Love You Like That – Canaan Smith 
 
    We Got Us – Canaan Smith 
 
    The Ones That Like Me – Brantley Gilbert 
 
    You Could Be That Girl – Brantley Gilbert 
 
    Outlaw In Me – Brantley Gilbert 
 
    Get Me Some Of That – Thomas Rhett 
 
    The Trouble With Girls – Scotty McCreery 
 
    Five More Minutes – Scotty McCreery 
 
    Tennessee Whiskey – Chris Stapleton 
 
    My Match – Odessa 
 
    Change Your Name – Chase Bryant 
 
    Fall – Clay Walker 
 
    Stay With Me – Sam Smith 
 
    Lay Me Down – Sam Smith 
 
    Fire Away – Chris Stapleton 
 
    Sweet Lady – Tyrese 
 
    Just Love Me – Chris Cagle 
 
    Ride – Chase Rice 
 
    I Am The Fire – Halestorm 
 
    This Is How We Do It – Montell Jordan 
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