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TRIGGER WARNING!!!!


This book may contain trigger points. This book deals with violence, shootings, kidnapping, torture, assault, rape, along with love and a willingness to accept one another for who they are. If you are in danger of such trigger points setting off memories that could be harmful to your health please proceed with caution. 
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This is book 9 in a series of 13 books dealing with The Devil’s Angel’s Motorcycle Club. Each book can be read as a stand alone novel and has a HEA but is recommended to read as part of the series to get the full experience of the whole club and its members. Happy Reading. 

Please feel free to leave me a review after your finished Reading Book 9. I will review all comments and respond. Please understand I am a 1st time author and a 1st time writer and self publisher. Please bear with any misspellings or formatting errors.  
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Kayla 

Finding out your mom is killed in a horrible car two days after you turn 18 is absolutely heart breaking. Growing up thinking your father died a war hero before you were born even more heartbreaking, finding out your father is alive, your mom lied, you’ve lived 30 minutes from your father for the last 5 years devastating.  But what is earth shattering is finding out your father is the Enforcer of a motorcycle club. 

Bone Crusher

Growing up in a motorcycle club awesome, living your life on a motorcycle awesome.  Having the ability to crush a man’s face in with one punch fan-fucking-tastic. Being the Enforcer for the Devil’s Angels MC for thirty years fan-fucking-tastic. Finding out you have a 18 year old daughter that has lived 30 minutes from you for the past 5 years and that her mother was the one that got away life fucking changing. Even worse finding out that the one that got away died in a horrible car accident  What’s even worse finding out your daughter works for low life criminal just fucking wonderful. But when your daughter comes up missing your whole life crashes down around you.  
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Chapter 1

Kayla
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Things happen in life that you can’t control. They say that you meet certain people throughout your life for certain reasons, and I’ve always been a strong believer in that everything happens for a reason. Take my life, for instance: I was born 18 years ago on Valentine’s Day. My mom, Laura Lee Grayson, raised me on her own; she never married. I never knew my father because he died before I was born. My mom told me he was in the Marines and died protecting our country. My mom chose to put all her energy and love into me and her job. She loved her job up until the day she died. Two days after my 18th birthday, my mom got up at 4 am and headed to Vail to start her shift at Vail Memorial Hospital. I, on the other hand, headed to Denver where I attended Regis University. I was studying accounting and computer programming. It was my 2nd semester. I was a straight-A student throughout school and was blessed with a full scholarship to attend college. The drive from Palisade, Colorado, to Denver four days a week was a grueling six hour long trip 4 days a week, but I knew it would be worth it in the end. I chose not to live on campus because I didn’t want to live so far away from my mom. She was all I had, and I was all she had. That’s the way it’s been all my life. My mom never dated and has devoted her life to raising me and always being there for me. When I wasn’t attending classes, I was working for an accounting firm in Glenwood Springs. I was wary of my boss because he always made the hair on the back of my neck stand up. He’d leer at me and on occasion make very inappropriate comments that made me cringe. But the money was too good to pass up. When I started working for Harold Crenshaw at Crenshaw Accounting Agency in Glenwood Springs, I couldn’t figure out why he’d hire an 18-year-old female fresh out of high school with no accounting experience whatsoever, but it was an opportunity I couldn’t pass on. He showed me the ropes and taught me a lot, and now that I was in college pursuing my accounting degree, the things he had taught me were making it easier to learn more in my classes. As much as I couldn’t stand the man, I had to admit he taught me a lot. I went to class that morning and had a normal day, as normal as any 18-year-old in college could have. 

After a long day of classes, I was finally heading home from college and was only an hour from home when I got stuck in traffic. It was snowing so I figured it was a slow down due to weather so I turned off my YouTube music and started listening to the radio and heard that was an accident on I-70 right at the peak of the Summit Pass.  It had already been a long day, so this was going to make my day twice as long cause traffic was all but stopped with no signs of moving anytime soon. They said the backup was at least a four hour wait. I was only a few miles pass the Eisenhower Tunnels. 

I didn’t want my mom to worry, so I figured I’d call her to let her know that I was stuck in traffic from a serious car accident and I wasn’t sure what time I’d be home. I dialed her number and it rang several times before her voicemail came on. So I tried again, and she still didn’t answer, which was unusual for her. I knew she was off work and should have been home at least two hours ago.   

As I sat in traffic trying to reach my mom, I began to worry. Something in my gut was telling me something wasn’t right. I couldn’t put my finger on it, but something just wasn’t right. I couldn’t understand why she wasn’t answering her phone. There hasn’t been one time that I’ve called my mom when she didn’t answer. Little did I realize that day would change the rest of my life in ways I never expected. 

After hours of sitting in traffic, as I got closer to the accident, my stomach had a knot in it. Then I saw the accident - I saw my mom’s car mangled. The police officer was waving me through, but I couldn’t. My car sat there. A police officer came up to my window, tapped on it, jarring my attention. I rolled the window down. “Mam, you’re holding up traffic. We need you to continue on your way,” the officer said in a stern voice. “I can’t. That’s my mother’s car,” I immediately told him. The officer then instructed me to pull to the side in front of his squad car. I barely had the strength to do that. A female officer came over, opened my car door, reached in, put my car in park, and turned it off. “I’m Officer Taylor. My sergeant told me that you believe that is your mom’s car. Why do you think that the car is involved in this accident?” I looked at her, got out of my car, and responded, “Because I know my mother’s car. The license plate says #1 Nurse. My mother is a nurse at Vail Memorial Hospital. I’ve been trying to call my mom for the last three hours, and she hasn’t answered me or called me back. I know my mom’s car.”

During  that moment of grief and confusion, I was faced with the devastating reality of losing my beloved mother, Laura Lee Grayson. As I navigated through the chaotic scene where her life had ended tragically in a car accident, I was overwhelmed with sorrow and disbelief. The realization that I’m now orphaned, with no immediate family to offer solace or guidance, it only intensified my sense of vulnerability and isolation.

Despite the heavy burden of my unexpected loss, a glimmer of hope emerged as my mother’s colleagues rallied support around me by initiating a crowdfunding campaign to cover the expenses of her funeral. Witnessing this outpouring of generosity and compassion from the community, I was deeply moved by their kindness and solidarity in my time of need.

In the days after my mother’s funeral I  grappled with the immense void left by my mother’s death, finding solace in the familiar comfort of her blankets, I allowed myself to surrender to the overwhelming emotions that had been suppressed. 

I realized it is in these moments of vulnerability and raw sorrow that we begin to acknowledge the profound impact our loved ones have had on our lives, their legacy living on in the memories and connections they leave behind.
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Chapter 2 

Bone Crusher
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Things have been quiet at the club since the whole incident with Laura and Jackson. We’ve had time to rest up and enjoy life spending time together. All my brothers are getting married, having kids, and settling down, and here I am at 55 years old. Since Laura Lee, I’ve not had another woman in my life besides the occasional one-night stand or the honeys of the club. 

I’m pretty content in my life, but seeing my brothers find their forever has had me thinking it’s time for me to get over Laura lee and start looking for someone to spend the rest of my life with. Being the Enforcer of The Devil’s Angels has its advantages and disadvantages. I’m 55, 6’11” tall, 250 lbs. with muscles and tattoos. I’ve got long blonde hair and a beard that women love. How at 55 I’ve managed to keep the grey away is a mystery to me, but I’ll ride it as long as God allows me to. I’ve got girls crawling all over me on a nightly basis and want me to fuck them, but that’s all they want. Don’t get me wrong, I’ll fuck them till they’re screaming my name out, and I get my nut, but that’s all they want. They want to fuck a badass biker so they can mark it off their bucket list, but I want more than that in my life now that I’m 55. I just want someone to come home to every night that will love me for me and not just want me to fuck them all night and be gone in the morning hours. I’ve lost all hope I’ll ever be a father. I’m too damn old to raise a child, even though all these babies running around the clubhouse now love me to death and make me feel younger. They call me Uncle BC, and some days I let them use me as a horse. I swear those kids keep me feeling like a kid. I love being an uncle to all these little ones, but I miss the connection with them that I’d have with my child. At my age, I’ll probably never get that chance. 
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