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      This e-book is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This e-book may not be resold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each person or use proper retail channels to lend a copy. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return it and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author. To obtain permission to excerpt portions of the text please contact

      
        
        authorlibertyparker@yahoo.com

      

      

      ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. All characters in this book are fiction and figments or the author’s imagination. No part of this story is based on any true events or anyone’s life. If any MC names used by any real or true person it is coincidental and in no way based on them or any real-life human being living or not.
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      Seeing as this book takes place in the later 80’s, I tried to research and use my memory of what was available during that timetable. There are places in the book that I had to improvise, so some things may seem like they could happen more in the 90’s. This is so the book is easier to write, and it helped the story flow. If there is anything you catch thinking that couldn’t have happened at that time, I apologize. This is a fictional book, so I played with some time factors and technology to make the story better. I delivered my children in the 90’s so it may have clouded my mind—just a smidgen.

      

      I hope you enjoy the story and don’t get stuck on the small, tedious details. I just wanted you to have fun reading this, and figured you would be a little forgiving on the small things.

      

      ~Liberty Parker
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        Cameron

      

      

      I’ve been in love with Gunner since I was six years old. He was always the older mysterious man. He lived solidly in my dreams. I had him one night before his actions devastated me. I thought I’d have him forever. One mistake had me running. But he gave me a gift out of that night, so no matter how hard I try to run from him, he’ll always be with me. 

      
        
        Gunner

      

      

      She thought I betrayed her, but that was far from the truth. I gave her time to grow up and experience life before I swept in and claimed her. I vowed to be faithful, and that’s what I’ll forever be. I’m the new president of the DreamCatcher MC, I have to keep my house from folding through the transition. I have a loyal band of brothers at my back, but change means chaos. Now though, my mind is set on one thing, my top priority, bringing my girl home.

      Cameron is running from heartbreak. Gunner is determined to find her and bring her home. There’s a threat on her life, and he’ll do whatever it takes to save her. Can he find her in time? Will her secret have him running and never looking back? Will they triumph together or fall apart at the first sign of trouble?
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        Gunner

      

      

      I walk into the bathroom to relieve myself, I’d been holding it throughout the entire ceremony. Watching as my baby sister and Country made vows to each other was an emotional time for me. I didn’t want to miss a thing, so I held it until I couldn’t anymore. I’m facing the urinal in the men’s restroom when the door opens behind me. Finishing up, I go to turn around, buttoning my pants. I’m caught off guard by the woman standing in the doorway and don’t finish the task.

      “The fuck are you doin’ in the men’s room?” These club bunnies are always up to something, why Twerp agreed to inviting them is a mystery in my eyes. I’m not sure if it was a show of her staking her claim or what, but I’m not happy that I keep having to dodge them at every turn I make.

      “You’re so handsome, Gunner, I’ve been watching you all day waiting for an opportunity to get you alone.” Judy purrs as she states this. I’ve had it out with this bitch on several occasions, so I have no clue what game she’s trying to play at here.

      “Get the fuck away from me,” I bark out, as I walk around her and head out the bathroom door. As I’m zipping up my pants, I hear a gasp and look up and I see Cameron standing there with tears in her eyes. She runs off before I have a chance to run after her.

      Judy grabs my arm. “You’ll never catch her, why don’t you come have a drink with me?” she questions, batting her eyelashes at me. Why she thinks that’s sexy and alluring is on her, because to me it’s pretty damn annoying. She’s anything but sexy in my eyes.

      “I’m not gonna tell you again…stay the fuck away from me,” I roar out, as I take off after the love of my life. Fuckin’ bitches always trying to come between a brother and his woman. These games have got to stop!

      
        
        Cameron

      

      

      I’m such a fool, I can’t believe I actually thought he’d wait for me. I’m all kinds of stupid, I seriously thought he was letting me get my head on straight and was keeping to himself. Can I really be so mad at him? We aren’t together, technically, but dammit—this hurts. I can’t stop the tears as they flow down my cheeks, I was ready to make us official, damn my timing. Maybe Jamie was right, he never will truly be mine and only mine, it’s not in him or his lifestyle. We made love just two nights ago! It wasn’t like I was making him wait forever, I gave him my body, but my heart wasn’t ready yet. Who am I kidding, I’ve been giving him my body for months, he kept begging for more and I wasn’t ready to give all of me to him after what Jamie had put me through. If he’d just been patient a little longer he would’ve had everything he’s been asking for.

      Making a decision I know will change everything, I run into the house I am currently sharing with my best friend, Charlee, I grab as many clothes as I can, and pack a bag. I move to the closet and grab my cash box, it’s only a few thousand, but it should help me start over someplace new. Somewhere that Gunner won’t be, and I won’t have to see his face and remember the betrayal I feel on a daily basis. As I make it around the corner from our house I hear a motorcycle flying down the road behind our street. Close call, at least he didn’t see me, I think as I head in the opposite direction.

      “I’ll always love you, Gunner,” I whisper, as I wipe a fallen tear from my cheek. It’s sad, that it was over before we got the chance to truly begin.
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        Cameron

      

      

      I’ve been on the road for more than twenty-four hours and I’m utterly exhausted. What made me think I could just keep driving without stopping for some sleep? My anger and sadness has driven me to keep going, but now it’s time to pull in somewhere and hole up and catch a few hours of sleep. I have no destination in mind, but I figure some town somewhere will call to me and I’ll make it my new home. I know that Charlee will be upset with me, but I need to think about me for once and not about always pleasing others. I’ll give her a call when I find a place and settle, but if I call her while I’m on the road, I know I’ll want to turn back around and I’m not sure that’s the best thing for me.

      Gunner and I had one night together before I caught him coming out of that bathroom, buttoning and zipping his pants with that skank following behind him like a lost puppy dog with her tongue waddling. Hmm, great terminology, I guess Gunner gave her a bone and she’s a happy bitch. Good for her, because I’m done. I waited so long for him, and I thought the night we shared together would lead us to something great, fool me once, shame on you…fool me twice, shame on me. And I’m through feeling like the one standing on the outside, I deserve more respect than what he showed me. I guess he can mark me off his to do list.

      With the decision made to stop, I find a cheap motel and pull in. I grab my purse and overnight bag and walk into the lobby. I ring the bell because no one is around that I can see, “Hello! I need a room please.”

      A young girl, around my age, comes out of the back. “I’m sorry, I was checking on our inventory and didn’t hear you pull up. We lost one of our clerks and it’s only me getting everything ready for tomorrow. How many nights will you be staying with us?” I look around the motel and see it’s pretty decent…it’s not the high-class hotels I’ve frequented with my parents, but it will do. I’m in a small town in Mississippi and think I could use this as a pit stop to think and get my bearings, maybe a couple of days wouldn’t be a bad thing.

      “I’m not sure how long I’ll be staying, maybe two nights?” I state more as a question than answer.

      “Passing through?” she questions.

      “Looking for a place to start over,” I whisper.

      “Know that feeling, if I could get out of here and start someplace new, you wouldn’t have to ask me twice.”

      “Just need to escape my old life and start over,” I drone under my breath.

      “Well, if you want to stay here for a bit, we’re hiring, and I could get you a meeting with the manager, as soon as tomorrow morning if you’d like.”

      “Let me think on it,” I reply.

      “Just ring the front desk if you decide tonight and I’ll get you set up, here’s an application in the meantime.” I take it, thinking it couldn’t hurt to fill out…just in case. The funds I have will only last me so long. If nothing else I could stay long enough to build up my finances and move on.

      “Thank you.” I grab my key and head towards my room once she gives me instructions on how to get there. I get into my room, grab some shorts and a tank top from my suitcase and head for the bathroom. I need to get the stickiness from the road off my sweaty body. Once I get the temperature just right, I step in and scrub my hair and body to the point it’s nearly raw. My thoughts are on flashback of watching Gunner walk out of that bathroom and it makes me feel dirty to know just the night before I gave him my body, heart and soul. The tears silently fall down my cheeks, this is my cleansing, the final tears I’ll ever let leave my eyes from his actions.

      I crawl into bed once I’m dressed without drying my hair and fall asleep. It’s a restless night’s sleep, but I finally succumb hours later when the sun begins to rise.
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      When my eyes open, I roll over and look at the clock on the side table. I rub my eyes to make sure that I am actually seeing the right time. Yep, I practically slept the day away, it’s one p.m. I get up and grab my toothbrush from my bag and walk into the bathroom and squeal when I take a good look at my appearance. Falling asleep with wet hair wasn’t one of my brightest ideas, it’s frizzy and sticking up everywhere. One side is smashed to my face so I decide I need to step in the shower to at least wet it down, so I can tame it for the day. With my hair tamed and looking somewhat like my normal self, I leave the room in search of a place to eat.

      There’s a different person behind the counter so I don’t stop to speak, I just head out the door and get back into my car. I’m tired of seeing the inside of it, but since I have no clue what is around here, I figure it’s the best course of action. I find a Ma and Pop type diner and pull in, the place looks packed, so the food must be good. I need something with a lot of grease, comfort food. Plus, coffee, I need lots and lots of coffee. I don’t function well until I’ve had at least a pot to myself.

      I walk in and see it’s a seat yourself type of place, I spot a booth tucked away in the corner and head in that direction. I slide in and pick up a menu, already the number five has caught my eye. Steak, eggs, sausage and biscuits. It’s a lot of food, but my thought is that I can take my leftovers back to the room and not have to get out again for dinner. My mouth begins to water at the thought of putting food in it. I was so busy wallowing in my own misery that I didn’t pay attention to what my body needed that I haven’t eaten since yesterday.

      “What can I get for you?” A waitress comes up to me and asks.

      “I’ll take the number five and a pot of coffee please.”

      “A pot, huh?” she smirks at me.

      “Yes, you can actually bring the pot and leave it,” I tease her.

      “You can’t function without it, I’m guessing. I’m the same way,” she laughs.

      “I’m not usually this functional without at least an entire pot to myself.”

      “Tell ya what, I’ll get you two mugs and keep it coming once I see you finish one. If I leave the pot, it will get cold and then it sucks.”

      “Sounds like a plan,” I reply.

      “Let me get this order in and get you started on your caffeine.”

      “Yes, please.” She leaves me to go do what she needs to do and a few short minutes later she’s here with two mugs as promised. I practically gulp the first one down and then slowly make my way to drinking the other one. She refills my first cup and winks at me, it’s good to have a waitress that knows how to treat the customer right. I only eat half of my food and get the rest to go, and I went through a pot of coffee myself just as I predicted I would. I leave a good tip on the table and go up to the front counter and pay my bill. Not wanting to head back to my room yet, I decide to explore this little town. I go into some thrift stores, a few antique stores, and they have a small boutique I instantly fall in love with.

      A couple of hours later, I force myself to go back to my room. The girl from the day before is behind the counter. “I think I’ll take the job, I’ll bring down my application in the morning and drop it off to you. This town is growing on me,” I smile at her.

      “Yay!” She claps her hands together in excitement, saying, “I can’t wait, I’ll take you out on the town when I have some free time. We’ll have a blast!”

      Her elation is catchy because I find myself getting energized alongside of her. I miss Charlee something fierce. Even though it’s only been a few short days without her, it couldn’t help to make a new friend. Right?

      
        
        Gunner

      

      

      “I want her found! I want to know where she is, and I want this done yesterday!” I scream out at my brothers. How hard can it be to find one woman, for fuck’s sake? “Get out and do your jobs!” Once everyone is out of my office, I sit back in my chair and sigh in frustration. I can’t believe that I lost Cameron because of that stupid hoe. I should rip her head off and spit down her neck, I’m not sure if it was her intention to start trouble between the two of us purposely or not, but if I find out it was, she’ll regret the day she ever stepped foot inside my clubhouse.

      I pick up the phone and dial my Pops. “Son, what can I do for you today?”

      “How’d you know it was me, Pops?”

      “Since I just got off the phone with your sister, I figured you’d be the next to call.” Sounds rational, but how funny would it have been if someone else had been on the other side of the line other than me?

      “She left, Pops. She just left without giving me the chance to explain what it is she saw.”

      “Well, she’s been let down by all the men in her life, Son. It’s understandable that she jumped the gun some. Have you checked with Jamie or her parents?”

      “I’m scared that if I do, and they don’t even know that she’s missing, they may start searching for her. I can’t let them get their hands on her before I have her safe. I don’t trust either one of those fuckheads.”

      “Have one of your men follow them and see if she’s spotted with them. At least look for signs of things they’re doing that look off-putting, if you know what I mean?”

      “Thought about that, but I’m worried they’ll see us spying on them and figure out for themselves that she’s gone.”

      “Then pick someone who won’t be spotted, you’ve got some good men, use them, and let them do what they’ve been trained for.”

      “Yeah, I’ll ask Kruger, he’s the best man for being inconspicuous.”

      “I’d have Country help him, that boy is sneaky as fuck,” Pops laughs.

      “That he is, I’ll call them in, and give them the assignment. Thanks, Pops, if I need you…”

      “Then call me, I’ve got a couple men I can spare.”

      “Thanks, Pops.”

      “I’m here for you always,” he replies before he disconnects the call.

      “Love you, Pops,” I say to the dead air. I get up, and walk out into the main room, and spot Kruger and Country at the bar.

      “Need you two in my office,” I state, grabbing a beer and walking back out.

      “What’s up, Gun?” Kruger asks as he and Country come in behind me and sit in the chairs in front of my desk.

      “Need the two of you to follow Cameron’s parents, and Jamie, find out if she’s with them.”

      “Saw Jamie the other day,” Country starts, “he was walking out of Cam’s parents’ home.” Why doesn’t it surprise me that even after everything that punk has done to their daughter they’re still supporting him and allowing him into their home?

      “We definitely need to check them out, I’ll take the parents, and Country can take Jamie boy,” Kruger informs me. Kruger hates Cam’s parents ever since Country caught her father rough handling her. He’s a firm believer that a man shouldn’t take his anger out on his woman or children. Unless they’ve crossed the club that is, then all bets are off and he’d be the first one in line to take out a bitch.

      “Sounds like a plan, I want to know what they’re doing at all times, I don’t care if you take notes or have to stop at a payphone and call me every fifteen minutes. I don’t trust them, and if they have her, we need to move on that.” I can’t let them do to her what they’ve threatened to do time and time again. If they think they can force my woman to marry Jamie, they’ve got another thing coming. I will see them sunny side up before that is ever allowed to happen.

      “You got it, Prez.” They walk out of the room, but I have a feeling she’s not with them. However, if they’re up to something shady, I will end them. I just need a really good reason to do so, because they’ll be missed by others and I can’t justify that type of blowback on the club unless I have solid proof.

      Shamus walks into the office and stands there waiting on me to notice him. “What’s up, man?”

      “We’ve got that gun run that still needs to be delivered. We don’t keep this promise, we’re going to have issues, they aren’t an enemy we need to make.” I rub my head because it’s too fucking much.

      “Take Malice, Bull, Bear, and Romeo then hit the road. We can’t let our reputation get flawed because of my personal issues. Get there, drop the goods, and get paid, then come right back. No messing around, no stopping for a beer, come straight home. I need y’all here.”

      “You got it, Gun,” he says walking out of the room.

      It’s times like these that I wish my father hadn’t gone back to his family and stayed the President here instead of passing it down to me. I want to be the one on the streets searching for my woman. I need to set things right with her and make her understand that I didn’t ‘cheat’ on her. We may not have technically been together, but we had a night together, one night, the best night of my life.
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        Cameron

      

      

      It’s been six weeks since I pulled into the motel. I got the job and one of the amenities is to get a free room as part of my pay. Thank goodness I got a job working behind the counter instead of maid services. I’ve always sucked at and hated cleaning, and I know I would’ve been fired by now if that’s what I had been hired for. I get off work in another hour, and Stella and I, the girl I first met here, are heading to the next town over to the honky tonk bar. They’re having karaoke, I don’t have the best of voices, but I love to sing. I could care less about impressing anyone, I’m going to be there with my girl to have a good time. Nothing more, nothing less.

      “I brought my clothes, so I can change in your room,” Stella says, coming up behind me and scaring the shit out of me. I grab my chest with my hand and take a deep breath through my nose and then exhaling.

      “Do not sneak up on me, it’s rude,” I say, with my hand held steadily over my chest. “You could give a girl a heart attack that way.”

      “You were lost in thought, I was not being quiet. As a matter of fact, I stumbled over the chair over there and it scraped against the floor. I hollered out because I stubbed my damn toe.”

      “Well, call out louder next time, because you weren’t loud enough.”

      She rolls her eyes, then continues, “So, is it cool that I get ready with you?”

      “I have no issues with that, as a matter of fact, it sounds like fun,” I reply. Charlee and I used to do that all the time. We’d sit in her room for hours doing hair and makeup before going out. She walks away so that we can finish up the day’s activities and have it ready for the night staff. We switch out nights and days with another two employees, and it’s worked for us so far.

      As I wrap up, Stella comes up to me and is ready to go. We walk to my room and my thoughts stray to my best-friend. I miss her terribly, but I’m still not ready to make that call and let her know where I am. She has a close relationship with Gunner and I’m sure that she wouldn’t keep that information to herself. It takes an hour for us both to get cleaned up and dressed. We hit the town and we take her car, since she knows the area better than I do.

      When we walk in, the smell hits me and makes me instantly sick. “Oh, my God, what is that smell?” I ask, clamping my nose shut with my fingers.

      “It’s their grill,” she responds. I place my other hand on my stomach and try to breathe in and out through my mouth.

      “Whatever they’re cooking is messing with me,” I inform her.

      “Didn’t you get sick yesterday?”

      “Yeah, maybe I’m coming down with a stomach virus, just my luck.”

      “Should we leave?”

      “Nah, let’s give it a few minutes and see if my tummy settles some,” I am steadily breathing in and out of my mouth. “I’m going to see if they have some ginger ale, that always seems to help.”

      “I’ll get you some if you wanna grab a table.” She walks away, and I find a table with a couple of chairs that are by the dance floor. I head that way and notice that the further away I get from the kitchen, the more the nausea eases. I turn in my seat and watch everyone up on stage having the time of their lives. My stomach is still turning a little bit, and I pray that it settles down. I am not a nice sick person. I’m needy, I’m a little overdramatic, and I hate worshiping the porcelain toilet more than anything else in the world.

      “Here’s your ginger ale, I also got some dry toast from the kitchen, hopefully these two things combined will help make you feel better.”

      I stare at the toast as if it’s going to get up and crawl away. Dry toast, uck! Sucking it up, I pick up one of the pieces and begin nibbling on it. I sip my ginger ale between bites, but I’m still feeling the same. I keep drinking and eating and breathing deeply in and out of my nose. The smells aren’t as bad as they initially were, but the air is full of body sweat, the odor of liquor is strong, and I swear someone walks past me and reeks of cigarette smoke. Usually the smell doesn’t bother me because most of the club members smoke and I’ve grown up around the smell. For some reason today, it’s more potent and my senses don’t appreciate it.

      “You okay, Cameron? You look a little green there,” she asks, raising her brows in concern.

      “I’ll be fine, just no drinking for this woman,” I say, pointing to myself.

      “Nothing says we can’t have fun without the influence of alcohol. We’ll just chill here for a bit, and if you’re not feeling better soon, we’ll go ahead and head out of here. Since I’m staying with you tonight in your room, we can make an early night of it and watch some movies and chill on the bed.”

      “That sounds like the best plan I’ve heard all evening, I’m so sorry I’ve ruined our girl’s night out,” I profess to her.
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