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          JENSEN

        

      

    

    
      I normally enjoy Sunday night dinners at Aunt Ruby's house. She's a damn good cook and besides my twin brother Jonas, she and Uncle Orville are the closest family I have. Usually, there's good food and dessert, even if we have to deal with a little of Aunt Ruby's gossip and some talk about how we need to find nice girls.

      That talk has been coming up more and more as my MC brothers have been finding love, and Aunt Ruby is really laying it on thick tonight. The reason she's harping on us to find nice girls and settle down becomes painfully clear when I get a text from Luna.

      
        
          
            
              
        Luna: Have you seen this?

      

      

      

      

      

      That's all her text says, but there's a link to the Mustang Mountain tourism website that my aunt runs. As I click the link, I get a sinking feeling in my stomach.

      Jonas and I went to school with Jackson, Ford, and Luna. We were a grade behind Ford and Luna, so it wasn't really until we became adults that we all reconnected. But they've become a second family to us. So, I know for her to reach out, it must be big.

      When the page loads, I jump out of my seat, and in a few long strides, I'm in the kitchen where my aunt is cleaning up dishes from dinner.

      "What the hell is this, Aunt Ruby?" I ask, showing her the page where she has me listed as Mustang Mountain's Mountain Man of the Month for June.

      "Boy, you better watch your mouth! Adult or not, I'll still pop you upside the head with a frozen steak if you cuss like that in my house again." Aunt Ruby turns around to glare at me. Then she glances at the website and shrugs her shoulders. "If you expect me to be any kind of grandparent figure to any kids you might have, it's about time you and your brother settles down. You'd better get going. Your Uncle Orville and I aren't getting any younger."

      Jonas walks into the kitchen laughing hysterically. "I knew you were going to be June. I just knew it."

      "You'd better shut your mouth because your name starts with a J, and I'd bet anything that she's got you set up to be July." That seems to sober him up pretty quickly as he looks over at Aunt Ruby.

      "She wouldn't dare," he says, as if Aunt Ruby isn't standing in the room.

      "I would dare. Now get your butt in gear and help me with these dishes," she says, handing the sponge in her hand to Jonas just as my phone starts to ring.

      Aunt Ruby glares at me, but I hold up my phone. "It's Courtney," is all I have to say, and Aunt Ruby nods.

      She approves of Courtney and me working together to help the women's shelter. I've been the main point of contact when Courtney needs help from my MC brothers, so I get random calls from her at odd times.

      "Hey, Courtney," I say, answering the phone.

      "Jensen, I require your help. I've got a woman who called, and she and her daughter need to get out of a very unsafe situation tonight. I need backup."

      "You've got it. Should I meet you at the normal spot?"

      "I'm already on my way there. The sooner you can get there, the better. This one's not pretty," she says, and my blood goes cold. Generally, when Courtney says something like that, it means there are kids involved.

      Some of the situations Courtney has helped women out of are things straight out of your worst nightmare's nightmare. Things your brain can't comprehend.

      Without even bothering to say goodbye, we just hang up. Every second counts.

      "Jonas, we've got to go now. Courtney needs our help with a really bad case," I tell him, and he drops what he's doing.

      "Damn it, we have the bikes," he says.

      If we’re using our motorcycles, it will make it impossible to make phone calls to the rest of the guys while we’re on our way.

      "Who do you need me to call?" Aunt Ruby asks.

      "Ace and Shaw. Why don’t we let the married guys have a peaceful night on this one," I tell her.

      She nods, already pulling out her phone.

      We each give her a kiss on the cheek and then rush out the door.

      Our meeting spot is at the base of the mountain. Ace and Shaw beat us there by a minute or two. I can see the tension on Courtney's face.

      We don't waste time with hellos. Instead, she nods, and we follow her down the road. She's driving the women's shelters pickup, a vehicle I insisted on when I found out she was doing pickups in her personal car.

      After I made an issue about how unsafe it was for people around town to know her vehicle, she agreed to use the pickup I provided. So now, she has a vehicle specifically for these types of rescues for the women's shelter.

      The four of us ride behind her on our bikes. Now that the weather is warm, we're going to get them out as much as we can. Plus, they make for pretty quick getaway vehicles if we need to provide a distraction for her, which we've had to do many times.

      All my brothers in the MC club know exactly what to do. We've all helped on these runs. Honestly, it's really part of why we built our MC club.

      We arrive at an old, rundown house that doesn't look like it would be habitable for a human being. The only sign of life is a child's tricycle overturned on the overgrown grass in front of the house.

      The place is closer to Whitefish than Mustang Mountain. Distance doesn't matter as we've traveled several hours to help someone in need before.

      No sooner do I turn off my bike and get off to walk up with Courtney than a woman steps out of the house. The other men stay on their bikes in case they need to use them to help protect Courtney and me, or block someone from entering or leaving the house.

      "Hurry, he's going to be back anytime now. He just got out of work early." Her frightened voice tells me she wasn't expecting the man back so soon.

      When she steps into the yard, I can see the woman has a toddler on her hip. Thankfully, the vehicle Courtney uses has car seats in it. Courtney helps the woman get her daughter secured as I grab the bags sitting by the front door.

      As expected, there are only three bags. These women usually leave with very little. Some of them don't even go with anything at all.

      I grab all three bags and toss them in the back of the truck Courtney's driving.

      "Alright, let's go," Courtney says as the woman gets into the car. We waste no time getting Courtney back down the road and making sure she's not followed.

      Until we get to the main road and head back towards Mustang Mountain, we don't pass another car. My job is to stay with Courtney if she needs anything. The other guys are making sure that we're not followed. Thankfully, tonight seems to be a pretty easy ride as we get back to the spot where we met up with Courtney earlier tonight.

      This is where we part ways with the guys. We don't want to overwhelm the woman, who more than likely would be terrified of four hulking tattooed bikers surrounding her. Not to mention that the rest of the guys have never been to the women's shelter. We keep the location under lock and key, so it's difficult to find on top of all the security measures I've made sure they have in place.

      I'm the only guy from the Mustang Mountain Riders that has actually been to the shelter outside of my brother Jonas. Once the other guys are gone, I follow Courtney the rest of the way to the shelter. There's a locked gate at the road as we turn onto the driveway. The entire area is fenced in, along with the security measures that I've set up, including cameras.

      It's a mile-long driveway, so even if there was no gate, someone still wouldn't be able to see the place from the road. Plus, the land backs up to a mountain, so it's pretty secure.

      Once Courtney parks the vehicle, one of the other women that work at the intake part of the shelter steps out. While I stand back, Courtney takes a few minutes to explain the process to the woman. When the woman who we just rescued hesitantly steps away from the truck, she looks over at me, and gives me a shy, shaky smile.

      It's then I get a good look at her and the bruises that cover her body. She has a black eye, a split lip, and blood at the hairline near her temple. Distinct bruises in the shape of handprints fill the arm that's holding her daughter, and her daughter has a fresh bruise on her arm as well.

      Her little girl looks to be in much better shape than she is. My guess is her last straw was when the guy put his hands on her daughter. Usually, the women are more than fine taking the beatings themselves, but when their kids are brought into the mix, that's where they draw the line. I hate that it has to get that far before they'll call for help, but I'm glad they call, regardless.

      Once the woman is safely inside, Courtney turns back to me. I get off the bike, set my helmet on the handlebars, and walk over to her before pulling her into my arms.

      "Thank you for tonight," she says.

      Before she goes inside, I know Courtney will sit out here for a few minutes and process what happened. She also knows that I won't leave until she is safely inside because I know she'll be spending the night here.

      "I'm here anytime you need me, Courtney. You know that," I say, holding her a bit tighter.

      It's moments like this that make me wonder why Jonas ever broke up with her. I hate they dated in high school in the first place, making her off-limits to me.

      "I know, but I still really appreciate it. I'm going to need a day or two to make sure she gets settled in, but we still need to get together to talk about the outing we have planned for the women and kids here."

      There's a medieval festival a few towns over. She really wants to take the women and children out for the day to let the kids relax and be kids. But for the women to feel safe enough to go, they'll need support, and they'll need protection.

      That means all the Mustang Mountain Riders will be there, even the elders. The club voted to make this outing one of the mandatory events all the guys need to attend. It's not like we could put up a signup form asking for volunteers without bringing attention to the women's shelter and the people we've been protecting.

      I'll take any time I can with her because even if she's off-limits, it hasn't stopped me from wanting her.
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