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      A chaplain is normally the one over all of the spiritual things in a club, as well as performs marriage ceremonies, funerals, and puts protection on members in jail.

      A chaplain in my book is the one the members go to for advice. So, please keep that in mind while reading this book.

      Thanks!
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      Someone sliding their arm around my waist and cuddling up close to my back jerked me out of my sleep. I snapped my eyes open and shoved the arm off of me, sitting up to look down at the blonde in my bed.

      Fuck. I hated it when they stayed over after I passed the fuck out from a drunken night.

      “Up. Out,” I ordered, not giving a fuck about how much of an asshole I was being. Her mouth fell open in astonishment. I glared at her. What had she expected? Me to be sweet and kind to her? I got what I wanted from her, and now, I wanted her gone.

      “Unless you plan on wrapping your lips around my cock, I suggest you get the fuck out of my bed, get dressed, and get the fuck out,” I snapped.

      “God, you’re a dick,” she seethed as she flew out of my bed and quickly pulled on her clothes. I laid back down and shoved my pillow over my face, muttering an obscenity under my breath.

      I was hungover as fuck.

      She slammed my door behind her, making me flinch as the sound made my head basically split the fuck open. It took every ounce of restraint within me not to get off of my bed and go remind her of who the fuck I was. Slamming my goddamn door – who the fuck did she think she was?

      With a tired sigh, I moved my pillow from over my face and glanced at the clock on the side of my bed. It was only seven A.M. Jesus Christ, it was too early to be awake. But I already knew I wouldn’t be able to go back to sleep, and I needed to get as much coffee into my system as I could before I had to open my garage for the day.

      I heaved myself off of the bed and padded naked to the bathroom to get a shower. I didn’t remember shit from last night, which was probably best. I’d come across my dad last night in one of the bars right on the outskirts of town. He’d been in prison for sex trafficking for the past ten years. He was supposed to have served a lot longer, but obviously, the judicial system in America was a load of shit.

      Walker and Halen had been with me, and when I’d gotten ready to say something to him last night, they had hauled me to the other side of the counter and kept throwing drinks at me to keep me distracted.

      But looking down at the discoloration of my knuckles that I suddenly noticed, something had happened last night. I just didn’t know what, though I had a damn good feeling what it was.

      I just hoped the son of a bitch kept his fucking distance from me.

      

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      

      Halen met me at the bottom of the stairs. He looked as exhausted as I felt, but there was a smirk on his face. “How’s your knuckles feel, fucker?” he asked.

      I rolled my head around on my shoulders, trying to relieve the ache in my neck. I hated it when I slept wrong. “Fine. Just bruised.” I headed towards the clubhouse doors, on a mission to find some strong-ass coffee, and the only place I knew that sold it was a small, family-owned bakery in town owned by Mrs. Rosanna, a friend of my mother’s. Halen followed me. “What the fuck happened, brother?”

      He snorted. “Your dad came over to us despite our warnings to leave you the fuck alone. He wanted to ‘catch up’,” he said, putting air quotes around ‘catch up’. I snorted in disbelief. “You proceeded to beat the fuck out of him.”

      I cursed. “Did cops get called?”

      “Nah. Walker handled all of that,” he assured me. “Owner just told us to get you the fuck out of there. So, we found some woman who had been eyeing you up all night, paid her a hundred dollars to sleep with you until you passed out, and got your ass back to the clubhouse.”

      I arched my eyebrow at Halen as I straddled my bike and strapped my helmet to my head. “Was she blonde?”

      He nodded and then grinned. “I was wondering who the fuck slammed the damn door this morning.” He laughed. “Brother, you sure know how to piss them the fuck off.”

      I grunted. “Women that stay like that – they fucking want commitment.” I shook my head. “Commitment makes my fucking skin crawl, Halen.”

      He shrugged. “One of these days, man, some woman is going to come along and change your mind. Fuck – look at Copper and Brett. Honest to God, they’re so happy that it’s a little bit sickening.”

      I rolled my eyes. I knew Halen wanted an old lady. After seeing Copper settle down and then seeing their kids come along, the man was craving companionship. Problem was, women tended to only want him for his money. Halen was a trust fund kid – grew up with a good family. The straight and narrow was just never for him, though his parents still loved him and respected his choices, nonetheless. Honestly, his parents were probably the ultimate definition of supporting your kid no matter what because Halen was always involved in some fucked up shit.

      But they never turned their backs on him.

      When I got to the coffee shop, the smell of coffee instantly wafted out to me. The place was already kind of packed even though it was still before eight in the morning. Mrs. Rosanna had the best damn coffee in town – probably the best damn coffee within a hundred-mile radius. People drove insane distances just to try this place’s coffee and pastries.

      Halen followed me inside. A woman – probably two or three years younger than me – was standing at the counter, talking to Mrs. Rosanna, the owner of the bakery. “Honey, I can hire you here if you’re looking for work,” Rosanna told her, always the sweet, helpful woman of our town.

      The woman grimaced. “I really appreciate the offer, Mrs. Rosanna, but working this close with the public – it’s not really my thing. I would drive all of your customers away.”

      Not the male ones, I thought as I ran my eyes over her. Fuck, she had curves for fucking days. She was wearing a plain, black, pullover hoodie, and her hair was buzzed on the sides, the rest of her hair pulled up into a bun on the top of her head.

      And that ass in those tight-ass jeans? Fuck me sideways. My fingers were twitching with the need to grab it in my hands and squeeze as I fucked her hard from behind.

      Jesus Christ, Kyle. Get a hold of yourself.

      “What kind of work are you looking for, hun?”

      “Fuck, brother, she is fine as hell,” Halen whispered to me. I nodded in agreement, still unable to take my eyes away from her.

      “Honestly, I’m really good at fixing cars,” she told Rosanna. “I’ve been doing it since I was a little girl. It’s all I know how to do,” she admitted on a slight laugh. “I’m looking for mechanic work.”

      “I can offer you a job,” I blurted before I could stop myself. Halen covered his laugh with a cough. I shot him a dirty look before I turned my attention back to the gorgeous brunette in front of me. She turned her head to look at me, and those hazel eyes – they sucked me in, almost making me forget what the fuck I was talking about.

      She eyed my cut and then Halen’s. “You can?” she asked in disbelief.

      I snorted. “Yes, darlin’, I can,” I told her. “I own a garage here in town – Frazier’s Automotive & Collision Repair.” I shrugged. “Work has picked up a lot, and I need another hand. Pay is decent, as are the benefits. If you want, you can come by, and we can talk more in detail. I open at nine.”

      “I’d take it if I were you,” Rosanna told the woman. “The SCMC men are good men, and you can trust their word. If he says he’ll pay you decently with good benefits, then he will.”

      She looked over at me again. “Fine.” She held her hand out to me. “Skylar Woods. I’ll see you at nine on the dot.”

      I clasped her hand in mine, surprised to find it calloused and rough. And damn if I wasn’t suddenly dying to feel those hands run over my body.

      I nodded once at her. “Kyle Frazier,” I introduced myself. “I’ll see you then, Skylar.”

      Mrs. Rosanna smiled knowingly at me when Skylar left the shop. “Kyle, you’ve got it bad for that woman. Since when do you hire women in your shop?”

      I only grunted, ignoring her prying. “I’m here for coffee, Mrs. Rosanna.”

      She snorted. “Boy, I know your momma,” she reminded me. Halen barked out a laugh behind me. I glowered at the older woman. She only smirked though, not at all bothered by my cold attitude. She was so used to it.

      The older woman was a spitfire, too, and didn’t give a damn about what I felt about a situation. She would give me her opinion.

      She pointed her finger at me. “Now, Ms. Skylar has been coming into my coffee shop every day for three weeks now. Her rent is coming up soon, and she’s basically broke. You’ll treat that woman good, you hear me? And you pay her decently, just as you promised.”

      I threw my arms up into the air with a groan. Halen barked out a laugh behind me. I swung my fist back behind me, hitting him in his stomach. He groaned.

      “Mrs. Rosanna, for one, you gossip too much.” She arched an eyebrow at me and placed her hand on her hip. I sighed. “Two, she’ll get the same pay as my other crew members. It’ll raise when I see what she’s capable of doing. I pay based on experience.”

      She sighed as she began making my coffee. “I worry about that girl, Kyle. Just keep an eye on her, yeah?”

      I looked over at Halen. He frowned at me, both of us thinking the same thing. I looked back at Rosanna. “You said she’s been in town only three weeks, and now she has no money?” I asked.

      Mrs. Rosanna nodded and slid me my coffee. “Yep. You ask me, she’s running from something or someone. No one comes here to settle down, Kyle.”

      I knew that as well. There wasn’t shit in this town, and you had to drive over an hour to get to somewhere decent that actually had shit. Halen flashed me his phone, Logan’s number pulled up on the screen. I nodded once, giving him the go-ahead to find out who this woman was.

      “I’ll watch out for her, Mrs. Rosanna,” I assured her, though I wasn’t sure if I was trying to ease her fears or if I was looking out for her because I wanted to know more about her. “In the meantime, you mind talking to her about coming out to the clubhouse to get food and shit in her stomach?” I shrugged. “Can’t have my workers starving,” I smoothly lied, though I knew I wanted to take care of her for an entirely different reason. I just wasn’t ready to admit that out loud yet.

      Mrs. Rosanna nodded at me with a kind smile. “I’ll talk to her, Kyle.” She looked over at Halen who had moved off to a quiet corner, talking in hushed tones to Logan about Skylar. “He want a coffee?”

      I nodded. “Add a glazed donut to his order for me as well,” I told her. Halen had kept my ass from getting thrown in jail last night. I’d do something to thank Walker later on when he came in for his shift at the shop.

      I blew out a soft breath and looked down at my watch, noting that I had fifteen minutes before I needed to be at the shop to open it up and greet Skylar. I threw down a hundred-dollar bill when Mrs. Rosanna slid me Halen’s coffee and donut. “Put this on a tab for her.” Mrs. Rosanna nodded at me, a smile on her lips. I grunted. “Just tell her coffee is on the house until she gets back on her feet. Don’t let her know it’s from me.”

      I grabbed Halen’s donut bag and his coffee, nodding once at him. He followed me out of the door, cutting his call with Logan. “He’s going to find out what he can.” He grinned at the donut bag I handed him. “You’re a fucking blessing, brother.”

      I rolled my eyes.
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      I was sitting on the hood of my car waiting on Kyle to show up, contemplating if it was seriously smart of me to work for a man that I was highly fucking attracted to.

      This wasn’t a normal attraction.

      No.

      My body literally swayed towards his when I looked at him. He could have thrown me over the goddamn countertop at Rosanna’s coffee shop and fucked me in front of everyone, and I would not have cared – wouldn’t have given a single fuck.

      It was an insane attraction – the kind that got you into deep shit if you weren’t careful.

      But I needed this fucking job. I didn’t have a choice in the matter anymore. It was this or prostitution – literally. I didn’t know what else to do to save my ass from being put on the streets. The little bit of funds that I’d been able to grab before I ran from my husband were depleted. I didn’t have anything left. I hadn’t eaten anything in almost forty-eight hours – was surviving on coffee alone, and even that was slowly disappearing. Mrs. Rosanna gave me a free cup every morning, and I couldn’t bring myself to tell her no. I needed any bit of help that I could get at this point.

      The sound of motorcycles reached my ears, and I looked up to see Kyle and the guy that had been with him this morning riding onto the lot, both of them wearing the cuts of the Savage Crows MC. Honestly, the thought of working for criminals didn’t bother me.

      If there was one thing I knew about the SCMC, they protected women and children.

      Kyle parked his bike and slid off, pulling his helmet off of his head, resting it on his seat.

      He was tall with tanned skin. A leather jacket covered his back and arms with his cut over it, but I could see the veins in his hands standing out, disappearing under his jacket sleeves, showing he was a man that wasn’t afraid of hard work. His hair was cut into a fade with it longer on top, and damn if he didn’t look hot as hell.

      I slid off the hood of my car, watching as he said something to the man next to him. The other man strode off towards the garage as Kyle walked over to me. I stuffed my hands in the pockets of my hoodie, the urge to reach out and run my hands over him spiking in my bloodstream.

      This attraction wasn’t normal.

      It was fucking dangerous.

      “I need you to fill out some pre-hire paperwork,” he told me. “Come on.”

      I silently followed him to what I assumed was the office. A woman was sitting behind the desk when I walked in. Her blonde, curly hair fell messily around her shoulders, and her gray eyes were kind as she looked up at Kyle and then at me. Her face was free of makeup, her natural beauty shining through. “New hire or a car?” she asked Kyle.

      “New hire,” Kyle told her. “Can you grab the paperwork?” He looked at his watch. “Where’s your fuckard of a husband?”

      She laughed. “Probably dealing with Copper and Penny. We babysat Jayla and Ryker last night, and Brett gave them way too much junk food despite my warnings.”

      Kyle snorted. “I’ll pray for you whenever you two decide to have kids.”

      She laughed. “Thanks. I’ll need every prayer I can get.” She grabbed a small stack of papers and set them on the desk with a pen. “Go ahead and take a seat and fill these out,” she told me. She looked at her watch. “I need to go help out at the clubhouse. Penny is doing some kind of fundraiser this weekend, and I promised her I would help get everything together.” She stood up from her chair. “Everything is organized. Appointments are made. Had two cars towed in late last night. Need you to take a look at the damage and then call the owners,” she told Kyle, handing him a piece of paper. He folded it and stuck it in his pocket.

      He reached up and gently squeezed her shoulder, a small smile on his lips. “Thanks, Olivia. Go on to the clubhouse. I can handle everything from here.”

      “Call if you need me,” she told him as she walked out the door.

      He laughed. “I will. Now, go. And tell Brett that I said to get his ass here ASAP. We’re already running behind schedule.”

      She left the office, shutting the door behind her. Kyle looked over at me. “Is there anything you can’t do with a car?” he asked me. “I do both mechanic and auto body repair.”

      “I’m highly experienced in both.” His eyebrows shot up into his hairline in disbelief. My father – God rest his soul – had illegally raced, not to mention fixed up cars for other people, making them illegal to drive on any street in the United States. He had raised me after my mother’s death when I was three.

      If Kyle ran a background check on me, he’d see that I had spent two years in juvie when I was sixteen, and then I spent two years in jail once I turned nineteen, and then another year after that when I turned twenty-two.

      When I got out, I packed what necessities I needed, and I escaped into the night from my husband. The last time in jail had been a wake-up call for me, and when I was released, I just wanted to disappear from him.

      My husband was controlling like that, but I couldn’t keep going in and out of jail. Fuck, I hadn’t even been able to graduate high school, let alone get my goddamn GED. I was uneducated as fuck. And though my father had warned me numerous times about Grant, I’d ignored all of his warnings – couldn’t ever believe that my husband was that huge of a criminal.

      Until he dragged me into his shit with him.

      I frowned down at the question on my paperwork about my schooling. “Is it going to be an issue if I don’t have a diploma or a GED?” I asked him.

      “Can you read, write, and follow simple, self-explanatory directions and safety precautions?” he asked me in return.

      I narrowed my eyes at him. I hated it when people answered a question with another question. “Yes.”

      He shrugged as he took a seat in the chair that Olivia had been sitting in. “Then, no. It won’t be an issue.”

      I continued filling out the paperwork, taking note that not once did it ever ask for my work history or my experience. I was thankful as fuck, though I was curious as to why he didn’t ask. Didn’t normal employers usually ask these types of questions?

      “No work experience?” I asked him as I slid the paperwork across the desk to him.

      He grabbed the papers and ran his eyes over the first page. “No.” He flipped the page over. “As long as you can do the work I require, I frankly don’t give a fuck how you got your experience.” He shrugged. “Besides, you and only one other guy here aren’t members of the MC.” He looked up at me. “Mac earned his experience illegally. I don’t put it on here because I don’t want the man getting in trouble if for some fucking reason, someone targets my company and tries to blackmail me. All of my coworkers are safe this way.”

      The squeezing sensation in my chest eased at his words. He protected his workers, and that meant more than he would ever fucking know. Right then, I needed every bit of protection I could get. If I went to jail again, that was it. I was serving hard time.

      And if my husband found me, I would be six feet under.

      He set the papers back on his desk. “I’m going to start you at sixteen an hour.” I choked, my eyes almost bugging out of my head. He grabbed a bottle of water and handed it to me, his expression not changing. “I’m starting you off higher than normal since you seem pretty confident in your abilities. Prove your experience to me, and I’ll bump you up to twenty. Show me you lied, and I’ll demote you to thirteen until you learn what the fuck you’re supposed to be doing.”
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