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      This book is dedicated to my friends, family, and DreamCatcher fans. This series was nearly nixed once upon a time due to some hurtful reviews due to the timeframe they were written in, but I’m glad I stuck with it, and we’ve had the opportunity to watch this club grow.

      Letti Trejo, this book is for you. Thank you for your devoted friendship, for your words of wisdom, and encouragement. Meeting you, becoming a part of your inner tribe and family, has renewed my love for this industry. To our babies, may they forever party together and watch over us both. To the moon and back, lady.

      XOXO

      ~Liberty
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      This is the expanded version of Dynamic Intentions, DreamCatcher Next Generation Book One, written for the TNTNC Revved and Riled up anthology, hosted by Janine Infante Bosco. Previously, the DreamCatcher motorcycle club was written in the past tense, the 80’s to be exact, but is now, written in the current time. This book features Ella, Shamus and Star’s daughter. She was introduced in their book, Utterly Wrecked. You will find new characters and will be reunited with the originals periodically. I hope you enjoy this new generation.

      XOXO

      ~Lib

      P.S. I’d also like to mention that I end this with a quick insight into book 2. It’s nothing outrageous, just giving a hint to which couple comes next.
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        Hydro - President

        Bruiser - Vice President

        Cobra - Sergeant-At-Arms

        Tiger - Tail Gunner

        Mamba - Secretary

        Rock - Enforcer

        Ella - Sniper (special forces team leader)

        Spook - Road Captain

        Gadget - I.T

        Mane

        Judd

        Jaggar

         

        Club Bunnies
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        Trudy

        Marloe

        Lexi
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      Hydro, Klaus Fitzgerald, grew up originally thinking he’d be joining the clan of his father and grandfather. When he crossed paths with Julius and Shayne Alvarez, that all changed. Wearing a leather cut with brothers at his back while he battled had more appeal than wearing a three-piece business suit and fighting alone. But the DCMC and change of scenery isn’t the only reason he’s chosen to switch organizations. That is all thanks to a certain bike riding, gun wielding, cut wearing pixie of a woman by the name of Ella. His once best friend whose title has changed. Now, she’s simply known as his. And when she gains new enemies through her career, they don’t just become the club’s, they become his too. Nobody threatens his woman without going through him first. He dares them to try, because his daddy wasn’t a glassmaker, he was a hard as steel Dad who took no crap off anyone, which means Hydro was forged in alloy, and as a result, he’s become a titanium structure.

      As Shamus and Star's daughter, Ella, the only female inducted into the DCMC, which is shrouded in burly and ruthless men, should be the biggest danger she faces. It’s a man vs. man world after all, and when you add a woman into the mix, things get chaotic. Her club is different, she was raised and trained to live this life and fight their fight. They’re accepting, loyal, and protective. She’s used to fighting for her rights, but when she faces a new adversary, a conniving and cold-hearted woman, the plot thickens and Ella’s life is in more danger than it’s ever been when she has a chromed frame nestled between her thighs, and metal grips held firmly in her hands. However, her new enemy doesn’t just want Ella gone, she wants her to disappear, but as a club daughter she’s faced bigger threats than the one this woman poses. She won’t be the one going down.

      They may be the next generation of the DreamCatcher Motorcycle Club, but they’ve learned from their elders' mistakes and they won’t be lenient—they’ll be lethal.
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      “Dissociative disorder,” I growl, sniveling over the damning terminology, pacing the floor and tapping my forehead with the muzzle of my gun. People like me have been crucified due to being labeled with that cancerous word and it being attached to our psych file. “Multiple personality psychosis. That diagnosis is the bane of our existence. Always puts a brick wall up, stopping us from moving forward, and we always end up back right back where we started… with zilch. Nada damn thing. How the fuck did Cobra get his hands on my patient profile from the sanitarium, anyhow? That shit’s supposed to be locked up tighter than a nun’s asshole.”

      Alex grunts, agitated with the fact that our privacy has been invaded. He angrily scowls while gripping our hair by the roots and pulling it until our scalp stings, causing our eyes to water. “Nosey motherfucker. He’s the reason we won’t have a family, be part of the brotherhood we need. He’s ruined everything! We need to make him sorry he ever fucked with us.”

      Brent fanatically laughs, enjoying the way we’re worked up. He always gets a thrill out of it and always is the one antagonizing us, keeping us amped up. He’s rubbing his hands together like a villain who’s got a dastardly idea, and when his eyes meet mine, he says, “I have a way to prove our worth to the club. One that’d sock it to Cobra too, which is even better. We’ll be commemorated for it, and when we are, we’ll take over his esteemed position. Move in fellas, this is a good one and you don’t want to miss a single word of what I have to say.” When we’re all within range of where he wants us, he continues, “I overheard a conversation between Mamba and the Hellion that’s in charge of booking their transports. They have a pecking order in which they use to assign their transport team to each load, and I know who’ll be next in the line-up with the Hellions for the haul the DreamCatchers have reserved. I think we need to do a little recon on him and see what is important enough that we can hold over his head to make sure there’s no hold up on his end. This is a multi-million-dollar job that the club is handing over to a third party to take care of, so we need to move in fast and efficiently, plus, we have to make sure it all goes down to where we’ll be seen like kings. Hydro, Bruiser, and Cobra will see our worth after we pull this off. We’re valuable to them, so now, we need to show them how much they need us in the fold. They won’t be able to make a move without our priceless input.”

      “How did you get into their database?” Alex asks, his eyebrows downcast as he uses two fingers to pluck at his bottom lip, nervous about us being caught and receiving backlash from the DreamCatchers for Brent’s back-handed duplicity. They are an unforgiving group of outlaws—they live the biker life, they kill without giving two shits who’s in the line of fire. That is unless it's innocent men, women, and children, they get taken somewhere safe from all of the stray bullets flying around. They do have family values, of sorts, and a moral compass—although, at times, it’s warped, but unless you’ve been in the fold and wear a bottom rocker patch that’s been stitched onto your cut, you’re expendable to the club. You’re either in or you're out, there is no inbetween. “That shit’s supposed to be airtight according to Gadget. I don't want our neck caught in their noose.”

      “Have I steered us wrong before?” Brent probes, his hands are positioned squarely on his hips and a scowl sealed, like it’s been glued onto his face. He’s pissed, and nothing good ever comes from him when he’s in that temperamental mood. Scheming and manipulation is his thing, but Alex is always the one who pays the ultimate consequences for Brent’s “brilliant concepts” that aren’t beneficial to either of us in any form. Therein lies the problem. He cares for us in his own way, but he cares for himself more.

      Unfortunately, we don’t have a leg to stand on when it comes to going up against him. We all have our designated roles. The three of us may share a body and brain, but our personalities are nothing alike. Some of us, insert internal cough, Brent, don’t have a conscience, nor do we care if others carry the brunt of our load.

      Brent is our leader, our protector—our protagonist.

      Alex, is what I refer to as the gatekeeper, he’s the one who decides and appoints which one of us deals with a situation or task as it arises. He’s also the enforcer of us three so to speak, he not only doles out the punishments, but he also is the one who physically takes on any and all abuse. He always has, which is why I don’t have any memories of my childhood and teenage years.

      Me? I’m the third wheel, I’m allowed to vote on important issues, but basically, they let me float on a cloud of unsuspecting bliss, and I live unaware of the crappy things we deal with on a daily basis, and as a reward, they let me conduct the best parts of our life.

      Recently, we’ve added a new personality in our group who’s resignedly hitched a ride on the crazy train along with the rest of us. He's usually found in the background, observing, grumbling, and glowering at us. I don’t think he likes us very much. As a matter of fact, I know he doesn’t since he’s told us as much anytime he opens up his mouth to speak. He thinks we’re all crazy and refuses to participate in our antics unless he’s given no other choice but to intervene and take over because one of us has irrefutably messed up. Of course, we don’t know what he does when he takes over, we’re not cognizant of each other when they’re in control, and evidently, he’s not the sharing type. We’re still not sure what his role is in the progression of the grand scheme of things, but he’s here, and once a persona forms and introduces themselves to us, there’s no getting rid of them, so all four of us need to learn how to co-exist.

      Because if not, we’ll be committed because we’ll lose our mind, do something nefarious to get us noticed and locked away. Probably in a strait jacket and loaded up on some serious meds.

      “You’re an idiot,” Scott exclaims around a scoff. “How is that going to do anything outside of getting us the sort of attention we don’t want nor need? You’re fucking insane, Brent. You two,” he tacks on, pointing his finger between Alex and me, “are fools if you listen to him. We all know the DreamCatchers don’t mess around. They won’t ask any questions, and if they do, they won’t really care about the answers. You know their motto. Shoot first, ask questions later.”

      “We’re doing this,” Brent vehemently replies. “You’re either in or out, it’s no skin off my teeth which way your dick sways or what decision you make, but hear me, Scotty boy, I will bury you so deep in Chuck’s psyche that you’ll never wake if you test me on this. Learn your place, mine is to lead, yours is to do as I tell you to.”

      Scott tosses his hands up in the air, angry and cursing, before his voice resonates and rebounds through our mind as he states through jaw breaking, clenched teeth, “It’s your funeral, but at least if we no longer exist, I won’t have to sit back and listen to your stupid plans anymore.” With that statement, he disappears into the recesses of my mind, dismissing us and ignoring us as we holler after him.

      My heart gallops as part of his remark whirls in my head.

      What has my heart skipping a beat is that if it’s Brent’s funeral, it’s all of ours. But we’re a team, we do everything together, so if one of us falls, we all do, and we’ll go down together—that’s what makes us a unified team. As long as we sink together in the same ship, we won’t be alone while drowning.
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      I’m an import from Italy, a Familia connection through the DreamCatcher MC brought me into the thick of the fold. Shayne and Julius Alvarez came for a visit so Shayne could meet her mother’s side of the family, the Fitzgerald’s, our family, and for some ungodly reason, I grew attached to them both, and vice versa, them to me, much to the delight of our grandparents. There was no rational reason behind our immediate attachment, it just naturally unfolded that way. From there, a unique, and strong, solidified bond was formed between the three of us. We spent countless hours together, most of that time I played tour guide, showing them my favorite places to eat and roam.

      When the day came that I flew across the ocean to visit them one summer, the year I turned thirteen and was deemed old enough by my parents to board a plane and travel on my own, my life was forever altered in various ways.

      The first being the most important. During that vacation abroad, I crossed paths with a whirlwind of a girl named Ella. She was spectacular, mesmerizing, the most beautiful girl I’d ever set my eyes upon. Golden spun hair, bluer eyes than the clearest sea, and a personality that drew you in and captivated you. I was instantly hooked on her. At that impressionable age, she became my everything.

      My co-conspirator.

      My partner in crime.

      My confidant.

      My hell on wheels, my little Hellion.

      I wouldn’t change a damn thing about her back then, and still wouldn’t to this day. She’s perfect in every way. In my eyes, there’s no imperfection or room for improvement to be found.

      We formed an ever-lasting friendship that’s changed stances since I transitioned into a man, and after I put in the paperwork that was accepted and stamped by the US of A’s government, things still expanded for us and our blooming relationship became… more. From that day forward, I became an American citizen and she’s been by my side ever since my arrival, never once straying unless work divides us. I was inducted into the Alvarez organization first, then the MC, and once my cut was lifted over my shoulders, an unshakeable sense of belonging wrapped itself around me, hugging me like a long-lost companion welcoming me home. A burst of happiness and acceptance poured into me, filling me with honor, loyalty, and pride.

      And Ella, my amazing cohort and lover, she’s been there for every one of those milestones. She’s stuck by my side through thick and thin. In my gut, I know she’s my ‘till death do us part woman. She’s my garden of Eden, my Eve, my greatest temptation.

      She’s still considered as being my closest friend and ally, but now, when my little Hellion is anywhere in the same proximity as I am, my dick hardens and my balls ache to be emptied Which is why I sink my cock into her sheath’s heat at any given opportunity. We haven’t solidified our relationship into anything past our bedtime rendezvous. As of now, we’re just enjoying each other's company. But it’s the best damn company I’ve ever kept, no doubts about it because nothing compares. One day, I will force her hand and make her see how much we’re meant for one another.

      It’ll happen, she’ll be mine, which is why I don’t stress over putting a title on us and what we are to one another.

      When the DreamCatcher motorcycle club and the Alvarez organization combined forces, it could’ve never been predicted when it was brought up in the beginning, after a bloody war with the Crumleys that our elders conquered, that things would be as lucrative and stable as they’ve been for the stronghold of our newly developed brotherhood. Our structure is remarkable and innovative. If others were to follow our footpath, they’d be surprised at how potent and influential they’d become. I’m not saying it’s smooth sailing, we’ve hit some rocky waters while in the midst of restructuring, but in the end, every wave we’ve been hit with has been worth the boat swaying nausea.

      The Italian mafia aligning itself with an outlaw motorcycle club, coming together and merging factions as one entity, has been financially advantageous for both parties involved. Our reputation precedes us no matter where we ride, and the connections we had have broadened tenfold.

      We’re unstoppable, and we’ve become a force of nature, causing men to weep in their boots as we joyride through town. Women boo-hoo as they hide their kids behind their skirts, and teenagers, they either want to be us or fuck us, depending on their preferred likes and tastes. To each their own, we don’t care if you’re into dick or pussy as long as you don’t cross us and the line we’ve drawn in the sand, we could care less what happens between your sheets or what lights your fire and keeps it burning. We consider ourselves as being equal opportunists, non-judgmental, and all that modern day thinking shit. As a whole, we’ve liberalized and grown with the times.

      None of us could give a fuck about who you love—as long as you don’t abuse it or the person on the other end of the relationship who’s given you the ultimate gift of their trust and devotion.

      And as a collective, we don’t tolerate bullying, unless it’s us dishing out a spoon full of that sugar, and we only do that when it’s in response to someone’s maltreatment of their partner or kids. Abusers only understand their own twisted language—which we happen to speak fluently.

      “Hydro?” Cobra, my elected Sergeant-At-Arms, heavily knocks on my office door while simultaneously calling out my name. “Got a minute?”

      “Yeah, man. Come on in,” I answer, ashing my cigarette that’s been burning the paper down to soot between my fingers while I got lost reminiscing in my head. “What’s going on, Cobra?”

      He’s not one to usually interrupt me when my door’s closed, knowing I’m in here taking care of business. He never rattles my cage like some of the others do, not unless it’s something that needs my immediate attention or signature that, for one reason or another, can’t wait until I’m done logging run information and business financials into the club’s daily ledger.

      Gunner, Ella’s pseudo uncle and the original DCMC chapter's reigning club president, logs it into his system and compares the numbers when we meet and have our monthly combined church session. Comparing notes, aligning our financials, and keeping things happening within both clubs after we’ve merged is pertinent in regards to ensuring our club is flowing and remains copasetic. It’s how we’ve managed to keep things running as smoothly as we have through the years and no miscommunication between the two of us has occurred. It takes a load off my back, and thankfully, he has plenty of help on his end so he’s not tasked with doing it all by himself. He’s also my mentor, my guide, and has been a key component to me in building and cementing the foundation of our branch. Without him, I would’ve been flying blind, and nobody wants that shit.

      “I think ole’ Chucky boy has gone rogue,” Cobra states, again interrupting my thoughts, but this time, what he has to say has my head whipping upward in his direction and my eyes narrowing as I recall who the fuck he’s speaking about… then it dawns on me.

      Chuck was a prospect we brought in, he made himself useful to us by giving up some intel on a job that didn’t go as efficiently as planned, and all he asked for was a chance to prove his validity and reliability to the MC and become an intricate member after doing his time in hard labor. Prospecting. It’s a hard job, but if you don’t go through with it and do your time, you won’t be approved into the brotherhood. As a matter of fact, the entire job he helped us out with went sideways in less than sixty seconds, and we had to dish out a lot of markers plus a butt load of hard-earned cash to make things right with our supplier after we were sabotaged by an enemy that no longer walks this earth.

      The Devil’s Bloodhound Motorcycle Club was a nuisance to society and gave all of us belonging to clubs a bad rap. They were into things that made even my blood chill. How Chuck had insider information on them should’ve been our first red flag when it came to him. Outside of our being grateful for him stepping in and telling us what we needed to know, we didn’t consider that the man had a screw loose.

      However, Chucky boy, he didn’t make the cut, he wasn’t brother material, and we kicked his ass to the curb as soon as we discovered he’s undeniably looney tunes—literally and with no pun intended. He was, and is, crazy. As. Fuck. I’m not criticizing him, I know it’s not his fault that he has that psychotic discord that he does, but it isn’t and won’t ever be cohesive with the lifestyle we live. The things we do are dangerous and your brain needs to be firing on all cylinders. His disease could be the cause of one of my men’s deaths, and even though I liked him as a person, thought he was a decent human being, his personalities hadn’t merged, and with one acting without another’s foreknowledge, it could be a clusterfuck of epic proportions—losing one of my family members due to his past traumas and illicit ideas, well, it’s not a risk I was, or will ever be, inclined to take. I hated the defeated look in his eyes when we let him go. It never feels good watching a potential brother walk away. I felt sorry for him, but it couldn’t be helped. I did put him on the streets with an envelope with a shit ton of money, enough to get him by until he could figure shit out for himself.

      Craning my head to the side, smashing my cigarette out in the ashtray until all the embers have burned out, I steeple my fingers underneath my chin, and look at him curiously, before asking, “What has you believing that?”

      “I’ve been keeping tabs on him, just in case one of his—” He pauses long enough to think and retrieve the right wording, then after deciding on a more “politically polite” term, he continues, “entities, decided to retaliate for us upsetting Chuck.”

      Straightening my head, I lean forward on my bent elbows, and ask another question, “Okay, I can see why you’d be concerned enough to keep a close eye on him. What’s he done that makes you feel concerned?” I do not have time for this idiotic motherfucker to be pulling any of his unhinged bullshit. We have a new deal going down, one that needs every bit of my spare time dedicated to it. This deal will give us the business potential that we want. A pipeline that’ll make it easier for us to move our product.

      We aren’t into guns, drugs, or skin trade, but what we do is just as important to our consumers as those things are to the ones who depend on the items for their survival.

      “I had one of the hangers, whose bid for becoming a prospect was being tested to see if he has what it takes to make it into the fold, tasked with observing Chuck, his comings and goings, and report back to me on his movements and whereabouts. Things are sketchy, Hydro.”

      My body tenses, because if he’s concerned, there’s a damn good reason for it. “How so?” He’s never been one for dramatics, therefore, I’d like to hear what he has to say.

      Cobra curves his torso over my desk, placing his flexed knuckles on the top, and reluctantly informs me, “Our guy reported back that Chuck was sporting a cut, more specifically, a DCMC one with both rockers sewn on.”

      My spine stiffens because the officers took away his top rocker patch labeling him as one of our prospects, as well as the club’s insignia from his leather, so here’s my question… where the hell did he get his hands on a faux patch?

      Saliva builds in my mouth as it goes dry. If he’s saying what I think he is, this could be problematic for the club as a whole. It won’t only affect our neck of the woods, but Gunner’s too. “He had on what? Cobra. Please say you’re fucking kidding me right now. Tell me you aren’t stating that we’ve got some piece of shit out there embroidering fake patches of our emblem and rockers then handing them out to a group of wannabe bikers?”

      He shakes his head and sighs. “We aren’t sure about that yet. I’ve got Gadget doing his thing and looking into it for us. But back to Chuck. Hydro, he’s in the wind wearing our brand. What’s worse, is he packed all of his belongings into his satchel before leaving. I have a bad feeling.”

      My blood is boiling and I’m ready to pound some heads together. “And our initiate, Cobra? Did he follow Chuck to see where he’s heading or did he sit back with his thumb stuck up his ass while that crazy fucker is out there on the road flashing our colors and representing our club?”

      He clears his voice but quickly answers because he knows I’m pissed. “Hydro, to be fair, he was only told to observe and report back. He followed direct orders as they were presented to him. Prospects aren’t supposed to think on their feet, that’s what we’re for until we can program them, for lack of a better phrase, to do things the way we prefer for our men to do things before they take the initiative for themselves. I get that you’re upset, fuck knows I am, but it’s not his fault. He did as he was told. The issue at hand now is we have no fucking clue where he’s gone.”

      He’s right, I know he is, but it still chaps my hide and makes me want to kick somebody’s ass. We’re better than this, the ball has been dropped and that pisses me right the hell off.

      “Send Rock and Spook on a scouting mission, locate that fucker, and bring him back to me,” I growl the command, my sharp tone leaving no room for argument. “And Cobra, hear me, from this moment moving forward, one of our brothers is to be at the side of a prospect on missions such as this. At all times. No matter what. Got me?”

      “Got you, Pres.”

      “And Cobra?”

      “Yeah, boss.”

      “Call church. Apparently, we need to update our protocols and the way we do things around here,” I order.

      “I’ll have everyone rounded up by ten tomorrow morning. We have a few men out on jobs that won’t be back until midnight or later.”

      “Fine,” I grumble, dismissing him.

      How did things get so epically screwed up? This is gonna stir up some shit, I can feel it in the marrow of my bones. Gunner’s going to shred my skin by peeling it off one layer at a time.
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must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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