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Content Warning List


❖  Violence

❖  Extreme Torture

❖  Death

❖  Death of a pregnant mother

❖   Sexual Assault

❖  Rape

❖  Kidnapping

❖  Age gap

❖  Graphic sexual encounters

❖  Gun violence
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This book is dedicated to all the good girls looking for a Ram of their own. 
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Sweet Lady by Tyrese

I’m Yours by Jason Mraz
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Treasure by Bruno Mars
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Cleanin’ Out My Closet by Eminem

I Will Not Bow by Breaking Benjamin

When Can I See You by Babyface

Maps by Maroon 5

Heathens by Twenty One Pilots
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​Great Lakes Rebels Club Rules
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❖  Loyalty to the brotherhood

❖  Protect women and children at all costs

❖  Drug use will not be tolerated 

❖  Respect for the club (hierarchy, officers, and members)

❖  Respect for others (clubs and members)

❖  Respect the bikes

❖  Respect the patches. They are to be earned and worn with pride.

❖  No fighting among members

❖  No stealing from other members

❖  Only full members can wear patches

❖  Meeting attendance is mandatory
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​Chapter 1
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Ram

Nightmare by Halsey

“Can’t you go any faster? This leisurely stroll is boring as fuck!” I hear Trish say through my helmet.

“Not a chance in hell, Trish. You are eight and a half months pregnant. You are lucky I even allowed you to get on this bike. You knew I didn’t want to risk you or our baby, but I was tired of hearing you bitch about still needing to feel like a person instead of an incubator.”

“Well, if I had known you would drive like a damn grandpa, I wouldn’t have bothered. Just take me home.”

“Sorry you’re disappointed, but I’m not taking chances.”

POP, POP, POP, POP, POP

I didn’t even have to ask what the fuck that sound was, nor did I stop to look around to see where it was coming from. I just gunned it while firmly grasping Trish’s leg, letting her know to hold on so we could get the hell out of there as fast as we could. Trish wanted fast, and she’s about to get it because now there was no choice since some brave soul took it upon himself to shoot at us. 

The moment we made it back to the clubhouse, which was only a five-minute drive. I cut the engine, and it hit me that the weight pressing into my back felt heavier than usual, and Trish’s arms were not securely around me like they usually were. Instead, they were hanging limply in my lap.

“Ram, what in the fuck happened?” I heard Rowdy scream as he ran out of the clubhouse door, moving as quickly as his not-so-old legs would carry him. My dad is still in great shape, but he’s had a hard life, so at the young age of forty-two, he walks more like he is in his seventies. I guess that’s what happens when you are in the Special Forces and get injured, only to come back and take over as the president of a motorcycle club. He’s been shot more times than I can count, and most of them were not during his time in the military. 

“Some fucking asshole shot at us on Main Street! Can you please help me calm Trish down so she can get off the bike? I need to check her over to make sure she’s alright.”

“FUCK! SPEEDY, GET THE FUCKING TRUCK, NOW!”

“What’s wrong?” I asked, trying to spin around to see Trish.

Please, God, don’t let anything happen to her or our baby!

“She’s been shot at least three times in the back. She’s barely breathing. We need to get her to the hospital right fucking now!”

I could feel the moment my heart broke. It felt like my entire chest was caving in as my breathing picked up rapidly. My hands began to shake as I slowly tried to slide off my bike while keeping Trish in place so I wouldn’t accidentally make things worse. I never heard her scream or cry, but I was so focused on getting us out of there that I probably heard it and assumed she was just scared. 

What am I going to do without her or our baby? This can’t be happening!

Getting Trish into the truck in as close to the same position she was in on my bike, we took off like a bat out of hell down the road. Our clubhouse is on a dirt road full of potholes, dips, twists, and turns. Dad does his best to make our ride as smooth as possible, but I feel every pothole deep in my core. Any one of them could send a bullet into an area it shouldn’t be. Not that any of these bullets should be lodged inside her, but that wasn’t something I could have prevented, or could I have?

Waking up, I jolt out of bed, sweating and panting. My legs felt weak, and my heart was slamming against the walls of my chest. 

Boom boom, boom boom, boom boom

It takes what feels like a lifetime, but is probably only ten minutes or so, for me to calm down from that awful dream. It’s the same dream I have had for the last five years, and I know that when I lie back down, the dream will continue, and the next part tears me apart every fucking time.

Looking over at the pictures that line my bedroom walls, I am able to easily remind myself that, while everything didn’t turn out how I wanted it to, at least there was some sort of brightness to that dark day.

Crawling back into my now cold and clammy sheets in nothing but my boxers, I cover myself with the sheet that is also damp from the amount of sweating I had done while thrashing around during my nightmare, and drift back off to my version of hell.

“You’ve got to save her!” I scream to the doctors, nurses, hell, even the candy strippers, as I carry Trish through the hospital doors. I don’t care who hears me, as long as they help her.

“Sir, what happened?”

Turning to find a five-foot-something nurse with a medium build, short brown hair pulled back into a high ponytail, and a look of ‘what the fuck’ on her face, I proceed to tell her what happened as I lower Trish onto the bed that another staff member had wheeled out.

“We are going to do everything we can for her. Please go have a seat in the waiting area, and someone will be with you as soon as we can. I can already tell you that she is going to need surgery, but once the doctor sees her, we will know more. Do I have your permission to begin the surgery as quickly as possible?”

“Fuck yes!”

“And do we have your permission to do everything in our power to save her, or does she have a DNR?”

“She has no DNR. JUST GET YOUR ASSES IN THERE AND SAVE HER AND MY BABY!”

Hours pass with no information. The nurses' station is so tired of me asking for an update that they have told me that if I come up again, they will have no choice but to ask me to go outside until they come to find me. 

My head is a fog of ‘what ifs’, ‘how could this happen’, ‘Who the fuck did this?’, and ‘I’ll burn the whole mother fucking city to the ground if they die’. 

When my brothers try to talk to me, I just grunt a response. No, I have no damn idea what they are asking, and I don’t give a shit. Until I have updates and know both of them are okay, nothing matters. 

The squeaking of the door sends my head shooting up and my feet moving quickly to the doctor heading my way. 

“Mr. Collins, please follow me.”

The thumping of my heartbeat has each step I take sounding more and more deafening. I feel as though I am walking into a room of death. The room where all dreams go to die, but there is no way to stop it, because, in order to hear what this doctor has to say, I have to follow him.

“Mr. Collins, I am sorry to inform you that we have done everything we could to save Trisha, but our efforts were unsuccessful. We recovered three bullets from her body. One was located in her right lung, one from her lower spinal column, and the last was found just between her shoulder blades. Somehow, all the bullets missed hitting the baby, but she was leaking fluid. While we were unable to save Trisha, we were able to save the baby.”

My head is spinning and I feel dizzy. The feeling of vomit rising from my stomach and into my throat is strong, and it takes everything in me to keep from expelling it all over the small desk where the doctor is sitting. I cannot believe Trish is dead! I cannot believe I lost them..... Wait....

“Did you just say that the baby survived?”

“I did, and I am happy to report that she is a very healthy nine-pound, two-ounce beauty.”

Fuck me! I am now an eighteen-year-old single father of a girl, no less! I hope she doesn’t look like her mother. I’m not sure I can take looking at her every day without it destroying me. Trish was the love of my life, and to know I have to raise our daughter on my own makes my stomach turn inside out. 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]



​Chapter 2

[image: ]




Ram 

Let Them Be Little by Lonestar

Raising a child on your own is no joke! You would think that after five years of this, I would be used to all of this craziness, but every day is a new adventure. My beautiful Sadie stands in front of me, looking like the miniature version of Trish is about to start school in a few short weeks. It seems impossible that so much time has passed, but here we are at the damn store doing her favorite thing, shopping. We were given a supply list from the school yesterday, and Sadie just couldn’t wait one more moment to get everything on the list, plus a shit ton of other things not on the list.

“Dad, can I get this backpack, please? It has a cool Orca on it and it’s so colorful!”

Sadie is obsessed with animals in general, but ever since I took her to SeaWorld in Ohio, she’s been in love with Orcas. Fun fact, she hates it when people call them killer whales. She says that they aren’t killers unless they need to eat. I’m not sure how much of that is true, but I tend to believe her since she has checked out every damn Orca documentary and movie possible from the library. Oh, and let’s not forget her freaking out over the upcoming movie, Free Willy.  

Oh, how I wish Trish were here to see this. It should be her here shopping. She would have loved sharing this with Sadie. I guess this is just my daily reminder to never take a moment I have with Sadie for granted because Trish would have given anything to be here.

Shaking out of the thought. I tell Sadie, “Sure, sweet potato, put it in the cart. Let’s see what else is on the list.” 

Skimming the list, I see we have most of the items, minus the clothing and shoes. I have to save those for last, or I will want to end my life before we get everything on this long ass list. It took me ten damn minutes to figure out what half of this stuff was. I mean, why not just say Kleenex instead of facial tissues? Everyone knows what that is. They make it sound like it’s ass wipes for your face. 

Actually, I guess it is. I’m really overthinking all of this.

When we finally make it over to that dreaded clothing section, I notice all of the eyes that are on me. Yes, I am in the middle of Meijer, our local grocery store that thankfully happens to have clothing, and school supplies too, amongst other things. This place is really a one-stop shop, and I couldn’t be more thankful.

Turning toward the group of women giving me the evil eye, I can no longer hold my tongue, “Do I have shit on my face or something?”

The group of judgmental women quickly turned around and briskly walked away, never answering my question, but surly shit themselves. I’m not sure if they were gawking because I was here with my daughter, or if they thought maybe I had stolen her, you know, since I’m a mean biker and all, but that shit is annoying and happens every damn time we go anywhere together. Apparently, bikers aren’t allowed to have children and take care of them like a good father should. 

“Daddy, daddy, daddy, can I have this outfit? It’s so cool!”

The outfit is red bib overalls made out of sweatpant material and has a white shirt with a fuzzy-looking, multi-colored ball of an animal. What the fuck is a Popples? This shit looks goofy as hell, but if that’s what she wants, that’s what she gets. 

That red outfit wasn’t the only crazy colored item she got. Almost everything has patches of bright colors all over, making me feel old at only twenty-three, because I realize that this is what fashion has become, and I want no part of it. I’ll stick with my jeans, T-shirts, and boots. 

[image: ]

The first day of school had finally arrived. I had no idea I would be so nervous. When I walked Sadie to her classroom this morning, she hugged me, told me she loved me, then ran into the classroom without a care in the world. Meanwhile, I was a nervous wreck, staying close to the phone in case she had a freakout and needed me. No such calls came though, and when I picked Sadie up at three o’clock, she was full of smiles, telling me all about her day. The girl didn’t stop talking until we were home and dinner was in front of her face, and the only reason she shut up then was to shovel food into her yapper. 

I really am thrilled that she had such a great day at school, but damn it, she’s growing up too fast, and before long, I’ll have to deal with things like boys. That is the worst four-letter word a dad could ever hear... BOYS. 
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The days came and went a lot faster than I had hoped they would. Year after year, Sadie grew into a beautiful young woman who happened to be the spitting image of her mother. I thought that seeing her look like Trish would be the worst thing that ever happened; however, what it did was give me peace. It made me feel good to know that even though Trish wasn’t with us, she was still there in some way. 

It didn’t take as long as I had hoped it would for the boys to notice her. By first grade, she was talking about how Jake was her boyfriend and he was going to marry her someday. 

“Sweet Potato, I hate to break it to you, but Jake probably won’t be able to marry you.”

“Why not, daddy?”

“Well, you’re not allowed to date until you’re thirty, and by then Jake will be married to someone else.”

“Well, that’s not very nice of him! Why wouldn’t he wait for me? I’ll tell him to wait for me tomorrow at school.”

“Okay, sweet potato, you do that.”

The girl is too damn cute. I love that right now her daddy is always right. I know that it will soon come to an end, and I am not looking forward to that.
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Ram

Click Click Boom by Saliva

“Happy Birthday, Sweet Potato!” I say, bending down to place a kiss on the top of Sadie’s head from where she is sitting at the kitchen table, eating her breakfast. It’s her last day of high school, and now that she is eighteen and an adult, I feel like I can breathe a little lighter. 

“Dad! I’m an adult now. Can you please stop calling me Sweet Potato? It’s so embarrassing. What if a guy I like hears that?”

Letting out a low growl that sounds very similar to our dogs, I ignore her question. I decide not to give her a verbal response since nothing I have to say will be good for her to hear, not to mention that if I see her damn eyeballs roll into the back of her head one more time, I am liable to snap. I have been so close to locking her in her room and throwing away the key for the last few years, and she isn’t helping me fight the urge to do just that when she says things like that. 

“I hope you have a great last day at school. Remember to take the car today instead of your bike. People will be too excited to get out of there today, and I don’t want to see something happen to you.”

“Yeah, I’m definitely taking the bike. The car is too cage-like for me, and you know it.”

This girl is too much like me, and it doesn’t help that she’s surrounded by all of the brothers at the clubhouse. As she’s gotten older, they treat her like one of them instead of remembering that she is still a child.  

It’s been tricky living at the clubhouse for all of these years. The guys like to blow off steam a lot, and they don’t give two shits where they are when one of the club whores walks by, they grab them and go at it like they have never seen pussy in their lives. Sadie has walked in numerous times while these actions were taking place. She’s walked in on it so much that now she doesn’t even acknowledge it. 

“If you take the bike, you are waiting for everyone to leave before making your way out of that parking lot.”

Just when I’m about to tell Sadie that I’ll come to meet her after school, I hear, “I’ll go to the school and wait for her to get out to make sure she is safe.” I know who is speaking before I even turn my head around. Our newest prospect, Dagger, is standing next to me, looking ready to protect Sadie at all costs. 

Nodding once, I turn to face Sadie, “Do not leave that fucking school without Dagger. Do you hear me?”

“Loud and clear, old man.”

Why does she do everything she can to push all of my damn buttons? She is the reason I shave my head with a fucking razor! I lost a shit load of my hair the day she was born, and each year after she learned to talk, the worse my hairline got. 

“Prez, we’ve got a problem! We need to talk, NOW!” My VP spoke loudly while jogging toward me.

Kissing Sadie on the head, I took off toward my office, preparing to hear whatever dumbfuckary is going on now. 

Once I close the door, Speedy begins rattling off the information he had, “The Midnight Outlaw Riders are in town. They have been asking around town about you and the club. I don’t have a good feeling about this, Ram.”

“FUCK! Run, tell Dagger I want him to escort Sadie to school and home. We need to be sure she is safe.”

These fuckers have been a thorn in the club's side since before I was born. They are the reason my father is no longer here, and they are also the reason Sadie doesn’t have a mother. All these assholes do is roam from town to town, state to state, causing trouble. They give no fucks who they hurt, including women and children. It’s sickening, and they need to be stopped.  
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