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      This has been changed and expanded from the first release. Most of the story is the same as it was in the Anthology, but as I went in and added here and there, I had to redo the Epilogue to complement the changes. You will notice added scenes and expanded paragraphs. Not all have changed, it is the same story, just longer than it was originally. There will be two books to accompany this piece, it’s still a short story, but answers will be tied up into a pretty bow by the third book.

      Have to have some suspense right?

      I don’t as of yet have titles to the next couple of books, but the characters will be Echo and Maritsa in one, and another will have Angela and Jake. I don’t yet know which will be released next, but you will be getting both of these couple’s HEA’s. Until that time comes, please enjoy Blaze and Glory’s story.

      

      Love always,

      Liberty
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      Blaze Montgomery, the president of the West Texas chapter of the Dark Leopards MC, is up against his biggest challenge he’s faced yet. Women and men are missing from his town, he’s beside himself trying to figure out who they are and what they’re up to. Why his town? Why his people? When he discovers the truth behind these questions, how far will he go to save them all? Betrayal unlike any he’s ever come up against slams unceremoniously into him. These were trusted members of the shifter community. He believed in them and supported them, but now, what will that end up costing him?

      Glory Montgomery is on a mission. As the mate and old lady to Blaze, she must overcome her personal feelings and support him no matter what. Her best friend has lost everything, and Glory must sit idly by and watch as her friend struggles through her latest tragedy… one that ends up being the club’s worst nightmare come to fruition. Can she keep their secrets closely guarded? Or will she end up hurting her mate and club while caring for her friend?

      As secrets unfold and life turns their world upside down, will these two mates make it through? Will they hold strong to one another and come out on the other side unscathed? Only time will tell.
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      “Son of a motherfucking bitch,” I furiously hiss in despair when I see the mounds of papers spread out in front of me. Another human woman has been kidnapped, taken from our territory, I’m fucking livid and ready to blow some shit up. Human women have been vanishing in our town for the last six months or so, and I’m fed the fuck up with it.

      We’ve been swarmed by the local law enforcement, begging us to assist them in this investigation. Folder after folder sits on my desk, stacked on top of one another, all containing pictures and information on what’s been gathered and processed so far. The women have absolutely nothing in fucking common with one another, and I’ve wracked my brain trying to come up with a solution to capturing these assholes.

      Yet, I have nothing to work with, no place to begin and start my search. No leads are staring me in the face; causing my skin to crawl as fur breaks out, covering my arms and hands. My leopard is angry, vengeful, ready to annihilate the threat to his brethren and town folk.

      Innocents lives are being shattered, bringing out the protector side of me. I can’t sit idly by and watch families being torn apart, women being stolen out of thin air. It’s as if they’ve vanished… never to be heard from again. And that’s wrong as fuck. It’s this sort of situation that has had me scared witless to bring cubs into our world. People vanish without a trace, and that’s a parent’s worst nightmare come to fruition. I won’t put my mate through that… not now, not ever.

      My name is Blaze Montgomery, and I’m the president of the West Texas Chapter of the Dark Leopards Motorcycle Club. This club is my family, an indestructible brotherhood of shifters, some leopards, some not. Either way, I could care less if my brothers were purple unicorns, as long as they abide by our laws and enforce our ways.

      We aren’t what you’d call a lovey-dovey sort of MC, we get down and dirty. We take no prisoners, and we make no apologies for the way we live. Our existence to the humans has been a well-hidden secret for generations.

      We know what could happen to our kind if we were discovered. Scientists would use us as a way to weaponize the world. Each and every shifter is unique, have their own brand of specialized gifts, some that could end world kind, and some that would always keep us ahead of the enemy. Shifters will never sit back and allow ourselves to become used in an evil capacity. We’re all… one way or another, protectors… it’s written in our DNA.

      There are some evil shifters born, they usually turn rogue and we have to hunt them then irreverently put them down. Not something we take lightly, not something that’s easily done. We weigh all of our options and try to reform them if we can. But sometimes, it’s impossible to do.

      When our abilities are used against, instead of for humankind, they must be put down, for the better good. It hurts my soul every time we’re informed by the council that another shifter has been sent above. Some of our brethren’s shifter races are dwindling; they’ll be extinct soon; we need to figure out how to save their breeds.

      There’s been talk of starting some sort of reform sanctuary. The details are still being worked out, however, but we’re supposed to be voting on it… and I’ll vote yes as long as it’s not torturing our kind in any way.

      When the club was first started, you could only hold an officer’s patch if you were of the leopard breed; now, we’ve slowly begun changing that. If you are not a leopard, you can hold an officer’s patch, unless it’s that of the president or vice-president. It’s worked out in our favor, seeing as most of my officers are other breeds of shifters, my most entrusted group of men.

      I couldn’t imagine my table missing these men. The shift that has happened in our club is the best thing that could have happened in my personal opinion. It’s a closely guarded secret, only being passed down to the two heads of each club.

      Everyone else is left in the dark for a reason. It’s not that we enjoy keeping secrets from our brothers, it’s to ensure the survival of our club. We can’t have a shifter war happening, we have to protect our own at whatever that cost may be. It’s never to be written down or spoken of, it’s an unwritten rule that death will occur if our reasons get out.

      We’re typically all cats of one type or another, it’s the only way we could co-exist with each other. My door flies open and I see my beautiful mate, Glory, come rushing in, fear consuming her as she runs to me. My body stiffens in alertness as she makes her way to me.

      “Blaze. Oh my God, Blaze,” she cries out, planting her ass in my lap and her tear-stained face into my chest.

      “Talk,” I bark out from fear and worry.

      “My friend, Angela, just called me,” she sniffles.

      “Your human friend from work?” I inquire.

      “Yes, her daughter, Maritsa, is missing. She just vanished into thin air walking home from school today. The police aren’t taking her calls of worry seriously. They say she’s probably just hanging out with some friends or not wanting to come home. They won’t file a missing person report for forty-eight hours… it’s atrocious, Blaze. But we know that she didn’t just not show up at home to hang out with friends, they had plans to go shopping for a prom dress. Maritsa has done nothing but research stores and dresses looking for the perfect one. She wouldn’t miss it, it’s all she’s been able to talk about for the last two weeks since they began planning it. Something’s terribly wrong, Blaze, I can feel it. We have to do something!” She hysterically babbles through her sobs.

      All I can think about is my latest report, the one that says a young lady on her way home from a college class disappeared without a trace. The cops assumed it was the same scenario that was dished out to Angela. They can take that dirt and shovel it down their damn throats.

      I’m tired of these lazy as fuck assholes who’d rather shove a donut in their mouth than do some authentic police work.

      “I’ll look into it,” I promise her, knowing in the back of my mind that we have yet another young victim in our midst.

      
        
        GLORY

      

      

      I just can’t believe it! Disappeared walking home from school. How does that even happen without one person witnessing an abduction of a young woman? No one has come forward stating they saw something; my friend is beside herself. The entire reason she called me, other than a shoulder to cry on, is because she knows my man is the president of the club.

      He’d do anything for me, as I would for him. I’ve known Angela for going on ten years now; she’s human, but she’s got a heart of gold. I was instantly attached to her upon our first meeting.

      We work together at the school’s resource office. Angela took off early to go and prepare for a much-anticipated outing with her baby girl. Her miracle. Angela was told from an early age that conceiving would be next to impossible for her. Her fallopian tubes are riddled with scar tissue, it was only discovered when she went to seek help from the doctor for the inexplicable pain she’d suffer during her menstrual cycle.

      The day my poor friend found out she was expecting, her husband was killed in a motorcycle crash on his way home from work. He passed without knowing that they’d managed to defeat the odds stacked against them. He never knew the joy of impending fatherhood.

      When we speak about Calvin, it always has a tinged of sadness attached to it, even when it’s a happy memory. I feel bad for Maritsa that all she knows of her father are stories from her mother and a photo album Angela put together for her. And now, Angela’s possibly lost her daughter to the hands of another. We have to find Maritsa and bring her home.

      As I burrow deeply into my mate’s embrace, I begin to fall asleep from utter exhaustion. I feel the toll from my emotionally charged mental breakdown. My poor, poor friend. I can’t even imagine how she’s feeling… losing the two most important people in her life in tragic ways.

      As darkness takes hold, I hear these words from Blaze. “We will find her and bring her home, love. I promise you; I will not stop until she’s home.”
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      I relentlessly, and tirelessly, cover all land in my territory. Each and every day I’ve taken it upon myself to go out and look for clues, the missing link. The women may be disappearing from my town; but they sure as fuck aren’t being held here. I’ve left no stone unturned in my pursuit of tracking down these missing girls and women.

      I’ve reached out to our other Texas chapters, who’ve all promised to keep their ears to the ground and eyes wide open to intruders in their territories. The word has gone out, I’ve made sure it’s well-known that I am searching far and wide for these trespassers. No one will be left unpunished from the Dark Leopards MC once I get my hands on them.

      My men are riled up; ready for a fight. We don’t take indiscretions against women lightly. We may be a band of misfits who run drugs, weapons and a few other illegal operations, but we don’t ever hurt women or innocents. We take out the trash every so often for our town’s sheriff and chief of police. When their hands are legally bound, they call on us.

      We have an arrangement of sorts. Chief Anderson keeps his nose and men out of our business dealings, and we keep the town in order. Bliss Creek, Texas, a place we call home, used to be a meth town, but we came in and cleaned house. Not because we give a fuck about what they do on their own time, but because this is where we’re settling and choose to raise our families.

      I’ll be damned if that poison touches the ones I care about.

      It also was due to the fact that we wanted to be the only distributors in the area. Meth, cocaine, weed; we’re a one-stop shop. If you need it, we’ve got it. We use the cover of our chop shop, under the disguise of a legally owned junkyard. The drugs are transported inside of the used parts from vehicles in house. It’s been lucrative in supporting the club. The funds alone will ensure my great-grandchildren never have to work a day in their lives. The phone rings, bringing me out of my mind’s distraction.

      “Hello,” I pick it up and answer without looking at the caller ID.

      “Blaze, we’ve got another one it appears. Her name is Maritsa…” I don’t allow Chief Anderson to finish his sentence since I’m already aware of her status. He’s the one I deal with on a case by case basis. I don’t really tolerate the sheriff, he’s old school and a pain in the ass. Chief Anderson knows this and always takes it upon himself to keep me in the loop and vice versa with the sheriff.

      “Know this already, my old lady is friends with her mother, Angela. She’s already reached out to us for assistance, seeing as one of your men informed her that it’s just the wild act of a teenager. Tell me, why is it your men are sitting back and allowing her to become just another statistic?” The accusation in my voice silences him for a brief moment before he continues.

      “We’ve kept the missing women quiet so you and your men can do your thing. I chose to keep things on the downlow so your investigation isn’t interfered with.” His excuses are just that… full of fucking bullshit.

      “Not good enough of an excuse, Chief!” I bark into the phone. “She’s a fucking teenager, goddammit! Just shy of her seventeenth birthday. At such a young age, her life will forever be changed. We need to broadcast this far and wide so that the public is keeping their eyes open and children coveted.” I inhale a deep breath, trying to reign in my explosive temper.

      “I’ll have a media press conference later this afternoon. Is there anything I should keep quiet?” In my pocket, I greedily smirk at his question and my after thought.

      “Keep it simple, Chief. Just announce that we have a random number of missing women from our territory. Let’s ruffle some feathers and announce that we have suspicions on who they are and that the local MC is assisting in this investigation. I want to see if it causes someone to freak out and make a mistake.”

      “If this gets in the hands of the FBI, we’re all in trouble, Blaze.”

      “I’ll deal with that when the time comes. I’ve got some contacts high up that should nip that shit in the bud,” I authoritatively state. Shifters are everywhere. In every office, including that of our commander in chief.

      “I’ll set it up to where it hits the five o’clock news,” he informs me before disconnecting the call.

      Now that they know they’re being watched, they’ll be overly cautious, which means a mistake will be made. I just need them to make one. I call Kane and inform him that things are fixing to get interesting for us. My men are knowledgeable on a brief basis, but I’ve kept some things close to the vest, things I know I’m gonna have to lay out the details to for them all later.

      
        
        GLORY

      

      

      Angela doesn’t become a shell of a woman; she becomes a fighter for her daughter’s cause. We’ve been printing out missing person flyers and hanging them in every store window, all town poles, and some have made their way onto the internet’s numerous sites for missing and exploited children. The only thing that bothers me, is that we’ve found out that there are twelve missing women and children in our area alone.

      How does this even happen without it becoming public knowledge? Why would the town bury this and not make it public knowledge? Something isn’t settling right in my gut; I’m fixing to call out all of these politicians and public figures asses if something isn’t done soon.

      I’m on my laptop when something catches my attention. I’ve done a google reverse search using Maritsa’s photograph and have happened upon an auction site. One very deeply embedded in the dark web. Not easily found, but it’s hit on her thanks to facial recognition.

      Fuck, she’s being auctioned off like cattle! I have to get to Blaze and tell him immediately. I can’t let Angela see this, especially seeing as Maritsa’s currently being bid on. I feel like a shit friend hiding this from her, but there are words used that threaten my kind.

      My shifter brethren.

      This is not good. I fear for what’s being done to Maritsa now and what possibly could happen if we don’t find her quickly.

      Young mates.

      Breeders.

      Those are the two key phrases that stick out like a sore, abused thumb. They are kidnapping humans in order to change them into shifters and use them for breeding purposes. Some give up waiting on their destined mates to find them, needing offspring to carry on their lineage. But this, this is going too far. It has to be stopped. I make my excuses and leave Angela, who is lost in her own world and barely acknowledges that I’m leaving.

      “Blaze,” I reach out using our mate link. He doesn’t answer, which means he’s blocked any outside interference. Looks like I’m gonna have to search him out the old-fashioned way and invade whatever it is he and the men are up to.

      There are certain things, as his mate, I get away with that no one else would. Not usually interrupting their private meetings, but in this instance, I think he’ll forgive me… eventually anyways.

      
        
        BLAZE

      

      

      We’ve just wrapped up church and I’m sitting in my office chair when the door bangs open. It’s déjà vu when Glory comes charging in. “You have to see this,” she demands as she opens up her laptop in front of me. Is that the way I’m gonna be greeted by her these days? She’s on a mission it seems and has forgotten the right way to greet her mate.

      “Well, hello to you too, Glory,” I tease her. She gives me a no-nonsense look as she finds the page she was searching for.
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