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            A Warning  From The Author

          

        

      

    

    
      This is technically my third book about King. I know his journey has been a long one, but his story had twists and turns that I felt was needed to see not only his growth, but Gabby’s. I wanted the readers to see real change in them and understand how they truly bring out the best in one another. I hope I achieved that.

      Please note, if you’ve read the Savage Brothers MC - 2nd generation that Gabby suffered sexual assault and as such there they be some triggers in this book you should be aware of. I always say that my books are all triggers all the time, so read with caution. This book concentrates on her healing, because Gabby needed that and frankly I needed that for her, too. Lol!

      Happy Reading!  Thank you for your support.

      

      —J

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Playlist & A Note

          

        

      

    

    
      Dear Reader,

      

      I suck at playlists. Sometimes books inspire them, but I  have trouble listening to them while I write. In truth, I usually, write the book and find songs that fit the couple afterwards.

      This is the first couple since FOREVER where the couple demanded songs.  Although, I’m thinking King and Gabby must be old souls because you will notice their songs are big classics.

      Im not sure why, but in the end it fit them really well. In fact, the first scene the characters showed me? Was their wedding!

      Sooooo there you go!  LoL!

      You can find the Spotify playlist here:

      (Feel free to give me a follow and let me know this is worth it lol!)

      

      To View Playlist on Spotify Click Here.

      

      Songs

      1. I’d Rather Go Blind — Etta James

      2. I’ve Been Loving You Too Long —Otis Redding

      3. Tired of Being Alone — Al Green

      4. Bring It On Home To Me — Sam Cooke

      5. These Arms of Mine — Otis Redding

      6. You Send Me — Sam Cooke

      7. Try A Little Tenderness — Otis Redding

      8. Biggest Part of Me — Ambrosia

      9. At Last — Etta James

    

  


  
    
      Gabby:

      My father always told me I was his princess.

      In his eyes, I could do no wrong. He said I was destined to have anything I wanted in this world.

      All I wanted was the undying love of one man. Dominic West. He gave me part of him, but no matter how hard I tried, he would never give me more.

      I should have walked away. Instead, all I did was make mistake after mistake.

      When Dom continued to slip away, I got desperate. My play destroyed everything and completely annihilated my world and the people I loved.

      Looking back, I don’t even recognize the monster I became. Now I’m completely alone and that’s for the best. I’m too empty for more.

      King:

      A good woman. A good life. Something real.

      Those are the things I’ve always yearned for. I thought I found it, only to have it blow up in my face.

      The day I was served divorce papers is the day I decided to stop reaching for more.

      My brothers try to argue with me. They don’t get it—even when I tell them I’m not the kind of man good things happen to.

      Only one person has ever understood what I mean when I say that.

      Gabby Cruz.

      She gets it. She’s damaged—just like me.

      We spent one night trying to hold one another together. That’s it.

      Yet it meant more than I was prepared to admit.

      I didn’t think I’d see her again, but when I did, I felt something inside of me spring to life.

      Everyone warns me to stay away from her. They say she’s bad news.

      I just see someone as broken as I am.
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          KING

        

      

    

    
      “I think that’s the last of it,” I say as I put the last box down on the concrete pad.

      I’m with Dragon today at the Savage Brothers MC, Tennessee chapter. He and Nicole came down to visit with Crusher and Dani. Dragon asked if I could meet him out here and help move some shit with the rest of the club. Tennessee was bombarded with storms and the clubhouse had been flooded. Today they are going through everything and we’re packing up things so the Service Pro people can work their magic. Diesel—the president of this chapter—is discussing things with Dragon. They’re kicking around rebuilding the clubhouse and raising the new structure up slightly to prevent future flooding. The place apparently hadn’t been in danger before, but the weather has been crazy for the last couple of years.

      “Thanks for your help, King,” Diesel says, as we walk over to the picnic table he’s sitting on top of. He hands me a beer off the cooler that is on the bench by his feet. I grab it, taking a long swig, enjoying it.

      “No worries, I have some time on my hands,” I say with a shrug.

      “Dragon mentioned confidentially that you might be looking for a new place to lay your head and a new club.”

      I look back at the man who is my father by blood, a man I hated most of my life, and have lately called friend. Our relationship is odd, to say the least. He gives me a look with a shrug. “I know you’re not comfortable joining my club. Won’t keep me from trying to make sure you’re happy, son. Sue me.”

      I shake my head, fighting a smile. If someone had told me that I would actually like this man a year ago, I’d have called them a liar, kicked them in the balls, and spit on them. Then again, a year ago, I thought I found a woman I could settle down with, a woman I could have kids with, and build the life I had never had—but always wanted. Turns out she wanted that too, but not with what she called a biker who would rather break the law than live a decent life. I push the thoughts away. I don’t need to sink into that headspace right now. It’s bad enough when I’m alone.

      “I don’t need a club to make a position for me—no offense.”

      “That’s good. I’m not making you one,” Diesel replies at once.

      I look at Dragon and the bastard laughs. “I know you better than you think, son. I knew you wouldn’t want shit handed to you. They’re just asking you to join the club. They’ll patch you in on recommendation from Ford, by the way, not me.”

      “You’re still an asshole,” I mutter, and son of a bitch, if men could cackle, he’d be guilty of it right now.

      “All bullshit aside, we heard why you’re not happy at the Saints. I completely understand it. That’s not the kind of club we are. You won’t have to deal with that bullshit. We don’t use women for revenge. If it helps, I even spoke with Blade. He’s not listening. Losing his brother, and the way it happened, changed him.”

      “You know about their plans?” I ask, not liking the thought of Dragon telling them something I told him in confidence.

      “Probably before you did. I spoke to him before Dragon mentioned you were looking for a club. That’s also how I knew the reason you weren’t happy with the Saint’s Outlaws, if you’re wondering. No one told me shit.”

      I nod, but Dragon shakes his head. I can tell he didn’t like that I thought he betrayed me. I shrug. I like the man and I’m slowly learning to trust him. Still, years of distrust are hard to overcome. “Sorry, old man.”

      “You’ll learn,” he says, and I guess he’s right.

      “I’d need to talk to Ford. He’s still on his honeymoon. He wants me to come back, but I’d rather have a clean start somewhere.”

      “You can just tell me when. We’ve moved the headquarters to an old hotel about a mile from here. I’m not sure how long it will take us to get moved back in here but shouldn’t be long. Even if we rebuild to raise the structure up, we’re thinking of a whole new structure at this point. Our place needed some updating, anyway.”

      “Sounds good. Ford comes back next week. I’ll talk things over with him and let you know.”

      “That works. Now, how about we put your old man’s grill work to the test? I’m getting hungry.”

      “Fuck you,” Dragon laughs. “I’m taking a break. Isn’t Crusher supposed to be back today? Let that bastard cook.”

      “He is, but usually after he’s been gone a couple of days, he and Dani disappear for twenty-four hours, if not longer.”

      “Gabby!” My head jerks as I hear Nicole call out. When I look, I see the woman I’ve thought about the last few months. I’ve wondered how she’s been. What I didn’t expect was to see her here today.

      “Hey, Nicole,” she says softly, walking over to her. She hugs her. I look back at Dragon. “What’s she doing here?”

      “It’s her story to tell. Things haven’t been so great for her. Dani and Nicole have been helping her. No one outside of this club and us know she’s here, so don’t let it out. I haven’t even told my boys. They have issues with Gabby. It’s understandable. I did too, but time changes things and everyone deserves a second chance if they earn it.”

      I frown. He doesn’t have to defend Gabby to me. The last time we spoke, I wanted to deck Dom and T for the way they were with her. I know they had reason, but the woman has been through hell and had just lost her brother. There’s a time for that shit and that wasn’t it.

      I stand up and walk over to Gabby. I want to check on her. She was way too fragile and not taking care of herself the last time I saw her. I see the surprise on her face the minute she sees me. Then, it almost changes to complete fear. It’s a strange reaction considering we are friends—at least I thought we were. I think Shelby is proof that I don’t have the best judgment about what women feel or think.

      “Gabby?”

      She forces a smile on her face. “Hey, King.”

      I want to know why she’s treating me like a stranger. To be honest, it bothers me a bit. “I didn’t know you were in Tennessee,” I tell her lamely.

      “Yeah, for a few months now. Nicole and Dani are helping me start over,” she says.

      “Which reminds me,” Nicole says. “I brought a truckload of stuff for you. Kayden redid the baby’s room, and I told her I knew someone that could use all the stuff she was getting rid of.”

      “Oh wow, thanks, Nic. I started work, but until I get my feet under me, things are going to be tight. I think I found a nice house to rent in town. It’s small but has a decent yard. I told them I’d drop off the security deposit on Friday. That’s when I get paid.”

      “Let me give it to you,” Nicole says, but Gabby shakes her head no. “Nah, Crusher and Dani already tried. I’m doing this on my own.”

      As I listen to them talk, I look down and sure enough, Gabby’s stomach is distended slightly.

      “You’re pregnant?” I ask before I can stop myself. I feel Nicole’s eyes on me, and I can feel the moment Dragon and Diesel come up behind me, too.

      “Gabby! Let’s go. We’re going to be late.” Her head turns toward the garage area, and she smiles.

      “Okay, Lottie! Give me a second.” She turns back around after yelling at the other girl and looks at me. “I’m sorry, I’ve got to go. My car is in the shop in town and she’s my ride to work. King, it really was good seeing you again,” she says. She nods at Dragon and then hugs Nicole quickly. “You’re staying, right? I can look at the stuff tonight if that’s okay.”

      “That’s fine. You go before you’re late.”

      Gabby nods, then jogs over toward the girl that’s standing by an old, beat-up Ford Mustang. I just stand there in shock.

      Gabby’s pregnant.

      Then dread fills me as I imagine who the father could be. Fuck.
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            Gabby

          

        

      

    

    
      I sit back on the hard bench outside of the diner that I work at with a sigh. It has been a long day. The last thing I needed was for Lottie to be late. I look around the small street and smile. I’ve been in Tennessee for a few months and it’s the one thing in my life that I don’t regret. Sure, I miss Kentucky. Still, I had burned my bridges there. My father can’t stand to look at me and Mom’s so broken …

      I know she doesn’t blame me for Diego’s death—not like Dad does. There’s no disgust when she looks at me. Still, I know that it’s hard for her to live with the fact that he’s gone and I’m the reason he was killed. I didn’t want to be a daily reminder for her, but I was kind of stuck there while I tried to piece my own life back together. In truth, I think I was afraid to leave the only home I’d ever known. I learned the hard way that it wasn’t safe away from home. I’d never been scared in my life before I was attacked. Now, fear is a constant companion that chokes me most of the time.

      When I found out I was pregnant. I wanted to die. I didn’t know what to do. I couldn’t tell Mom or Dad. There was no way. My baby brother Carlos—who is really not a baby anymore and towers over me—has tried to be there for me since Diego died, but he’s not home much since joining my dad’s club. Now that he’s patched in, he spends his time communing with his brethren and proving he’s more than the president’s son. I wasn’t about to tell him I was pregnant either. That would lead to questions that I couldn’t handle and perhaps new looks of disgust by my father.

      I know I eventually will have to tell them, but I’m thinking it won’t happen until after I have my child. Dad and Mom will have questions. I’ll tell them I got drunk and had a one-night stand. I’ve already proven I’m not a good person. I’ll convince them easily that it’s the truth. They’ll accept that I have no idea who the father is and let it go. I believe that my parents—especially my dad—will be happy, because it’s better than the truth. Besides, he’ll be good as long as he doesn’t have to see me every day. I could assure him that he has no worries when it comes to that. I’m never going back to Kentucky. Ever.

      I did think about ending my pregnancy. It would have probably been the smart thing to do. I just couldn’t bring myself to do it. I definitely could have used a friend when I found out, but I’d fucked that up too. Heck, since the death of Diego, I was nothing but an outsider anywhere I go. The only one beside Carlos who bothered to talk to me at all was Aunt Katie. If I told her I was pregnant though, she’d tell Mom. I couldn’t go there. That meant when it got to be too much, I searched out the one person I thought would let me cry without judgment. She was probably the last person I should have called, but I did it anyway. Nicole.

      She’s been so good to me—better than I deserve, considering I tried to ruin her son’s life. I’ve apologized to Dom and Thea. I don’t think Dom believed me, but Thea shocked me. I thought she would spit in my face, but she hugged me and told me how sorry she was about Diego. She’s even texted me here and there. If someone would have told me I’d find more understanding from the people I hurt than my own family, I would have never believed it. Still, I limit my interaction with any of them—except Nicole—because I’ve done enough to all of them. I tried to make amends where I could—including apologizing to Lyla and Thomas. They weren’t quite as forgiving as Thea, but I understood. Lyla said she hoped I meant it and concentrated on moving forward as a better person. I assured her I was, and I’ve really tried hard to do that.

      Some days are easier than others. There are good and bad moments. Today is definitely one of the bad ones. I didn’t really expect to see King again. I wasn’t ready. I know I should talk to him, but I’m not ready. I’m not strong enough to keep my defenses up with him. He’s the only person I’ve ever completely laid things bare to. I really like and admire him. I don’t want to see the pity that I know would shine on his face. I could lie to him, but I couldn’t live with myself if I did that. He deserves my honesty.

      I shake my head, exhaling in annoyance at myself. I’m a mess. I always have been, but I need to be better. Soon, I’ll have another life depending on me. I’ll be the only person he or she has. I’ve got to get my shit together. I’ll find a way to be normal around King if he’s still there this evening—though I figure he only came here to help his dad and will be heading back to Virginia. I’m glad for Dragon that King is spending more time with him. Nicole has told me how much he wants a relationship with his oldest son. I think he was worried about me talking to his wife, but he has been nicer to me—although I give him a wide berth. He kind of scares me.

      I rub my stomach absently, then I take my phone out to check the time. Lottie is an hour late. She has it in her head that her and Iris are going to form their own club. In reality, they already have, they’re just doing it under the radar. Lottie’s dad, Diesel, doesn’t allow women in their club—well, other than as candy for the boys to indulge in. Hell, any club I’ve ever known has had that rule in place. I don’t know how she’s keeping her club under wraps so that Diesel’s and other clubs in the area don’t know about them, but so far, they’ve managed. They invited me in—which shocked me. I’m tight with the girls and they accept me like I am. Still, I may not look it, but I’m almost seven months pregnant and that doesn’t scream biker bitch. I don’t really want that for me or my child either.

      Growing up with a parent in a club wasn’t good for me. They called me a biker princess, but I didn’t feel like royalty. I was more of a bitch with a biker pedigree. Sure, Dad gave me everything I wanted. I even admit that I took advantage of that. Still, I didn’t feel welcome at the club. I wanted to make a place for myself to make Dad proud. I couldn’t earn it like Diego or Carlos, so I was going to make a place with Dom—whom I did love—and in my head cause this big alliance between the Savage Brothers and the Devil’s Blaze. It would be one that was tied by love and blood—my children—so that I did something for the club that Dad was proud of, while living my teenage dream life with the man I love.

      It was the perfect plan until Dom began pulling away from me so that I knew whatever he felt for me wasn’t the same as I had in my heart for him. Then, I panicked, lost my mind, destroyed lives, searched for someone that would show me I was worthwhile, all while becoming a bitch in a way that the stink sunk down into my bones and lingered there so everyone who gets near me knows the truth.

      So, I knew in my heart I wasn’t joining Iris and Lottie’s club. I was thinking more about moving out west so that my child wouldn’t be exposed to people who know her mother was a bitch of the worst variety. I want him or her to live free of my stink.

      I’ll probably have my baby in my arms before I can make a complete break, but I’m going to do it. I’ve been working here as a waitress since I made the move. Dani and Nicole got me a room here at Diesel’s club. I clean and pitch in with cooking for the members in payment, so I don’t really have expenses. Friday, I’ll be moving into my own rental in town. I want to bring my baby into stability and make sure it’s healthy before pulling up stakes. I’m going to have a clear-cut plan this time. I have to. It’s not just me, and everything I do from here on out will be for my baby. I have to be solid, and I’m going to be. Case in point is the fact that I work overtime when asked. I do whatever is needed so that my boss truly likes me. Also, I’ve taken all my tips and wages and squirreled them away. I now have five grand stuck back. It’s not much, but it might get me to Colorado.

      I’ve always wanted to see the Rocky Mountains. When we were younger, Dom used to talk about us traveling out that way on his bike. Me on the back of the bike of the man I loved, just the two of us traveling and starting our lives together. I needed that more than I wanted my next breath. As time went on, I realized Dom was just talking to be talking. It always happened after sex, too. Men say a lot after sex that can be utter bullshit. I’ve learned that lesson well and I’ll never forget it again. Incidentally, I also learned the lesson that sex—no matter how good—is not love. I thought I loved Dom, but today, I’m not sure I truly know what love is.

      I used to be good at school. So, maybe I could learn, but I’m not sure how you go about researching this particular topic. Besides, the only thing I do know is that love is not for me—unless you count the love I have and will give my son or daughter. Anyway, I’m going to keep saving until I have the baby. I’m hoping the mechanic is able to fix my car. If not, Diesel and Crusher told me they’d help me pick out one that won’t die halfway to my destination. I didn’t tell them where I was planning on relocating, but Dani and Nicole know. I figured they spilled the beans—especially since Crusher is Dani’s old man.

      With a sigh, I decide to call Lottie. The diner closed early today because of a water pipe break. I busied myself cleaning the place up and then walked to Walmart to get prices on travel cribs and such. I wanted to get my baby a regular crib, but decided against it. I figure until I move, a pack and play type thing would be best. I found one I like. It even has a thing you hang on the side to hold diapers. The crib part is also adjustable. I could use it until I get set up in Denver. I’m hoping I can give Lottie or Iris the money and have her pick it up for me tomorrow. I’ll feel better with at least one thing settled. Besides, it is a bright yellow with large green and brown circles decorating it. It will work for a boy or a girl.

      I haven’t asked the doctor what I’m having. Until recently, it was because I was in denial and ignoring the fact there was a life growing inside of me. It was a child born of heinous circumstances, but despite that, it is an innocent soul, and it needed me. No one ever had before. I wasn’t going to let him or her down. Now I haven’t asked, because I like not knowing. I want to be surprised. It’s been a long time since I’ve had surprises—at least good ones—and I find that I want it. This baby and me, we’re going to be a team. I’ll do anything to make sure our future together is happy for him or her.

      I am dialing my phone when I see Lottie’s jeep pulling into the parking lot. She hates driving anything but her bike that Diesel bought her. I know she brought the jeep because of me and my little jellybean. I rub my stomach. I don’t look that far along. I have worried about that, but the doctor assures me the baby is fine. She says I’m one of the blessed moms who carry weight well and don’t start showing completely until the last couple of months. I think it has more to do with the fact that I’ve been sick as a dog with morning sickness—that seemed to last all day long. Food has held little interest for me because of it. I drink healthy shakes to supplement and force myself to eat healthy, but there are days that some of it refuses to stay down. I’m personally glad I don’t look to be as far along as I am. Soon, I’ll tell my parents, and they’ll believe the pregnancy is recent and I’ll let them believe that.

      Hell, I’ll even pray they believe it.

      “Hop in chick. Sorry I’m late. The SS crew had a small situation.”

      I nod, but don’t say anything. I don’t want to know and if she told me, then she would take that to mean I was going to join—which I’m not.

      I’m moving to Denver.
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            King

          

        

      

    

    
      My ass was on the bench of an old, painted red bench. My back was leaned back against the matching picnic table. A worn, but usable, red umbrella shielding me from the burning sun above my head. I had a beer on the table beside me, but I’d long since forgotten about it. My mind was busy, and it was in places it probably shouldn’t be.

      Gabriella.

      I smiled as I thought of that name. It fits her much better than the shortened version everyone calls her. She’s too complicated for a simple name. I knew that from the first moment I met her. Of course, back then, after hearing T talk about her, I thought all that complication was bad—down to the core. Getting to know Gabby, I see it differently now. I’m no expert when it comes to people, but I’ve lived inside hell enough to know one thing. Everyone on the face of God’s green earth has a blackness inside of them. A substance so dark that light can’t enter. You can feed this monster inside you or starve it until it slowly wastes away. That’s it. That’s what I know. One more thing that I’ve learned just recently—and pretty brutally—is that the most beautiful person on the outside can hide that darkness in her smile and in her words. It's a hell of a lesson to take away from a short marriage, but it’s there just the same.

      In some ways, Gabby and I are a lot alike. Both of us were desperate for a life that, for our own reasons, we didn’t think we deserved. The only difference is Gabby allowed that desperation to turn her into someone she didn’t like—that no one liked. Me? I didn’t go that far, but the more I thought about it, the more I realized I let Shelby push me until I made changes I didn’t like—offers I didn’t want to make. Hell, I was willing to change my lifestyle and leave the club. Luckily, she threw that offer in my face. I guess having an old man in a uniform trumped having a grease monkey working at a garage. Fuck, most days I walk around in a haze trying to figure out how she fooled me so completely. More and more, I find myself just damned glad that I escaped.

      “I thought you were going back to North Carolina or Virginia? I can’t keep up.”

      I look up at Dragon and shrug. “Diesel said you were grilling out tonight. Thought I’d try my chances. See if you are going to poison me or not.”

      “Asshole.”

      “It’s my blood,” I say dryly.

      Dragon throws his head back with laughter, shaking his head. “You’ve been around Ford too long.”

      “He’s a good man.”

      “He is, but if you tell him I said that I’ll deny everything.”

      “You’re safe,” I respond once he cuts the laughter and sits down on the table, looking down at me.

      “Going to tell me the real reason you’re here?”

      “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I mutter. “I can leave if you don’t want me here.”

      “Don’t be an asshole. I’d give my left nut to see your ass in a Savage MC cut—even if it is the wrong chapter.”

      “For fuck’s sake, never talk to me about your nuts.”

      Dragon flips me off and shakes his head. “I can’t pretend I understand,” he says with a sigh after a few moments of silence.

      “What do you mean?”

      “Somehow, all three of my boys seem to have been drawn to Gabby. I don’t get it. She’s pretty, but what kind of power does that woman have that draws men to her?”

      Immediately, my body tightens. “Shut up, Dragon. You don’t know what the fuck you’re talking about.”

      “Tell me you’re not staying around to talk to her.”

      “Can’t. That’d be a lie.”

      “Then explain this to me.”

      “Did I miss the part of the program where I owed you any explanation about what I do with my time?” I snap and the bastard just shrugs.

      “I’m genuinely interested,” he asks, and for some reason, I find myself wanting to talk to him.

      “She’s been through hell at a time when my world wasn’t exactly roses. We understand one another. I’ll tell you right now, who she became after everything went down with the Feral Kings is not the same person who was with T and Dom. Regardless of what she’s done in her past, the woman needs a little grace right now.”

      “Got to tell you, King. It’s weird as fuck knowing you sound just like my old lady, knowing she might not be your mother but wishing with everything in me she would have been.”

      “Whatever,” I laugh, although there’s no humor in that laugh.

      “I mean it. I’m not the only one who wishes that, by the way. Or do you think it’s a coincidence that Nicole busts her ass to send you care packages to whatever address you seem to be at these days?”

      I frown. It’s true, Nicole has sent me about three packages. They’re full of homemade treats, sometimes a T-shirt, sometimes gift cards for takeout. Why she thinks she needs to do it is beyond me. I always text her thank you, and she’ll text back. It’s cordial. I’ve started looking forward to it, to be honest. There are things I don’t tell her. Like the fact I look forward to her handwritten letter over anything she sends. There’s never a lot in the letter. She talks about the grandkids or Kayden, Dom, or T. She goes on about Dragon. I enjoy it—to the point I ignore when she refers to Dragon as your father. Then again, that might be a lie. Nicole makes these peanut butter, chocolate, and caramel bars that are the shit. I might share some of the stuff with whatever brother I’m with at the time, but those bars? Fuck, no. Those I keep for myself.

      “Gabby is pregnant,” I respond.

      “I know. Pretty sure everyone but her family knows that.”

      “If she hasn’t told them, it’s because they don’t deserve to know,” I half growl.

      “Not arguing with you there. I’m going to have to go knock some sense into Skull’s head. He’s dealing with so much grief, he’s letting it drown him. It’s blinding him to the fact he’s putting his own guilt on his daughter’s head.”

      “Come again?” I ask, confused.

      “He’s laying his son’s death on Gabby being kidnapped. It’s bullshit. That motherfucker has always been by my side with his nose in my business from day one. Even if his daughter wasn’t involved, he would have been right there. He’s blaming himself because he volunteered his two boys to do shit and one of those boys is no longer breathing. Instead of dealing with that, he’s carrying a weight so big that it’s sliding over to his daughter’s shoulders. I’ve given him time. I’ll give him a little more, but if he doesn’t figure it out by the time Gabby heads to Denver, I’m going to knock sense into him.”

      “Gabby’s moving to Denver?” I ask. The question bitter on my tongue because a pregnant woman shouldn’t be moving cross country alone. “Is that where the father lives?”

      “The father?” Dragon asks, shock clear on his face.

      “Yeah, she’s pregnant, though not showing a lot. Is it someone here?” I don’t know why it upsets me that Gabby is pregnant. It’s good she didn’t let what happened to her scar her too deeply. It does bother me, though. I don’t understand it, but it’s the truth. Maybe it’s because a huge part of me feels she’s pushing herself too soon. I still remember the broken woman who cried in my arms until the sunlight began filtering through the window. It just seems too soon for her to be in a relationship. I shake myself from my thoughts, realizing that Dragon hadn’t responded to my question. “What?” I ask, when he just continues to stare at me.

      “I guess that answers my question,” he says quietly.

      “Your question?”

      “Nicole told me I was wrong. She wouldn’t give me any answers, though. I honestly thought you might be the father.”

      “You thought … me?”

      He shrugs, and for a second, I think I see embarrassment on his face. I doubt that’s something that ever happens to Dragon. I scrub the side of my face. “It’s not me,” I finally answer. “I’m not even sure why you would think that.”

      “Well, Gabby has a certain track record when it comes to my boys—of which you are one.”

      “Don’t be an asshole. Your boys were involved, too. Plus, quite frankly, T knew she had feelings for Dom—and Dom? His head was so far up his ass you should have pulled it out before it got that deep. Even so, he knew how his brother felt. They both should have grown a pair and talked to one another.”

      I expected him to be pissed off, but I watch as his lips jerk as if he’s fighting a smile. “Do I get to jerk your head out of your ass when the occasion calls for it?” he asks, losing the battle and smiling a shit-eating-grin that I have the strongest urge to slap off his face.

      “If I ever tell a woman I love her, promise to claim her as mine, and then proceed to make that woman feel the burn as I lose interest, then I hope to God someone would help me get a fucking clue,” I snap.

      “Gabby wasn’t exactly blameless. You’ve heard about the shit she’s pulled.”

      “I do. I also know she never would have had the chance to do part of that shit if he had just cut her fucking loose. She’s not blameless, but neither are Dom and T. Although, T mostly should have just had it out with Dom and quit letting a woman lead him around by his dick. Lucky for him, he’s got a woman now that is perfect for him and that won’t be an issue.”

      “Dom seems to have found that, too,” Dragon points out.

      “I’m sure angels are doing cartwheels in heaven right now because Dom’s walking upright and he is breathing air that isn’t covered in shit from being in his ass.”

      “So, using that logic, I guess you need a good woman now.”

      “I think it’s pretty evident that life is not for me. Tried that and believe it or not, I gave my best shot at keeping it. That didn’t work out and I don’t have the energy or the inclination to try again. I’m good.”

      “King—”

      “I’m good.”

      “The right woman can change⁠—”

      “I said, I’m good,” I growl.

      Dragon studies me, shakes his head, but lets the subject drop. “Fair enough.”

      “So, you don’t know who the father is?”

      “No clue. Nic and Dani do, but she said Gabby would only tell them if they promised not to let anyone know. The boys said she stayed in your room the night⁠—”

      “She laid on the bed and cried, Dragon. Gabby made some seriously warped decisions. She regrets them. They were desperate decisions that never should have entered her mind, but she’s not a monster. She’s just human.”

      “Now, you sound like my old lady again. It’s weird as fuck, but makes me happy.”

      “Whatever you say, asshole. Do you know when Gabby will be back?”

      “Lottie left about ten minutes ago muttering she was late to pick Gabby up. Rory lit into her because apparently she was supposed to get her an hour ago.”

      Anger flares inside me. “A pregnant woman should not be out in this heat for an hour after working on her feet in a damn diner!”

      “That’s close to what Rory told Lottie, but I don’t think Lottie paid much attention. Anyway, it’s not that far into town. They should be back soon. Why do you ask?”

      “Well, he’s not here with her, or you wouldn’t have suspected me. That means I’m going to find out who the father is. Then I’m going to hunt him down and see if he needs his head removed from his ass, too.”

      “Now, this is a mission I can get behind. Maybe while we’re at it, we’ll swing up to Skull’s club and knock some sense into his damned head. I swear it must be thick as a damn rock.”

      “I’m definitely down for that. Gabby is going to need support.”

      Dragon nods and before he responds, a car comes sliding into the parking lot of the old hotel that the club is renting out as a temporary base. Gravel flies everywhere because the driver is going way too fast.

      What the actual fuck?
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      “Lottie! Will you slow down!” I snap again. My right hand is gripping onto the armrest of the passenger side door panel like my life depends on it. My fingernails are biting into the vinyl bonded material. My left hand is across my belly as I try not to panic—to which I am failing.

      “I can’t slow down! You’re in labor!” She shouts as she slams on the brakes. She jumps out of the car while the vehicle is teetering back and forth from its sudden stop. I unbuckle my belt and open my door, wondering if my legs will hold me up. “Woman in labor! Call an ambulance!” she shouts. I hold my head down, wondering if Diesel will kill me if I kill his daughter. I figure he might, plus I like Lottie, so I nix the idea. As I try to stand, a large, dark, and scarred hand reaches out to help me. I look up and King’s dark eyes are staring back at me, full of concern. So much for hoping he was back in Virginia.

      “Hey,” I murmur as he helps me stand up. I have to admit I’m grateful for the support, because my legs are shaky as hell. I need my car back. I’m never riding with Lottie again.

      “Careful, Gabby. Do you need me to carry you?”

      “Carry me?” I squeak.

      “You’re in labor, although why that crazy chick brought you here and not the hospital, I don’t understand.”

      “I’m not in labor,” I whisper. His forehead crinkles as he looks at me with obvious confusion. My gaze lifts to the crowd that’s gathering around us, and I rethink the whole killing Lottie thing. Maybe I could just take nasty revenge on her. Then, I remember I’m not the person I used to be and, as such, revenge is out of the question. “I’m not in labor,” I deny again, so that everyone around us can hear me.

      “What’s going on, then? And why was Lottie driving like a bat out of hell?” Rory, Diesel’s old lady, asks.

      “I was having pain, but it wasn’t labor pains. It started as we turned onto the road leading here and supercool, normally badass Lottie disintegrated—leaving me with panic-ridden-thinks-she-is-Mario-Andretti Lottie. If I’d known that was going to happen, I would have kept the pains to myself.”

      I see King’s lips twitch and realize he’s still holding my hand, helping me to stand. I quickly let go and take a step back, forcing a smile on my face for everyone here.

      “You think I’m badass?” Lottie asks with a grin. I roll my eyes. “Coolest chick I know, Lottie.”

      “Stop, it will go to her head and we’ll never hear the end of it,” Aspen, her sister, responds. I let out a giggle.

      “Are you sure you’re okay, Gabby, honey? Maybe Dragon and I should take you to urgent care just to make sure,” Nicole offers, walking toward me and running her hand over the side of my face—as if her touch could take away the pain. It kind of does, but it’s more so because no one has touched me like that except my parents and that was before I turned into a crazy, she-bitch from hell and got my brother killed on the side of a road. I manage to hold back the tears that threaten to spring up out of nowhere. I chalk it up to pregnancy hormones and smile at her, capping my hand over hers.

      “I’m fine. The doctor said as I get closer to delivery it would happen. She even warned me that my little jellybean would stop moving as much because she didn’t want me to panic. I’m good, promise.”

      “I still think you should be seen,” she argues.

      “I do, too,” Dragon adds in. My gaze jerks up to look at him in shock. He’s been so nice to me—super nice, honestly. I know I suck, but he freaks me out. I’m scared of him. He’s always hated me, and I know that I’ve given him every reason to. No matter how nice he is being, there’s no way that just disappeared. He’s holding it back for his wife. He’d do anything for Nicole. That’s how my dad is about my mom. It is what I wanted from Dom. It’s something I never got and then I tried to force him to give it to me, which led to me making sure he would never give that to me.

      I slam the mental door on my past shut, the sound echoing in my mind like a gunshot. I know it’s only in my head, but I’m surprised everyone around me can’t hear it.

      “There’s really no point,” I argue, although even I can hear the nervousness bleeding through my words.

      “I don’t agree. C’mon, I’ll get Diesel’s truck and Nic and I will take you. Mine is still hooked up to the trailer.”

      “I’m fine, really. I just had a long day, and I walked over to look at cribs while I was waiting on Lottie. Actually Lottie, I forgot to ask, do you think you can run by and pick up the pack and play set for me tomorrow? I’m supposed to have my car back, but I am working a double shift at the diner. I don’t want to risk them being sold out. I can give you the money, plus gas money,” I ask, rubbing my stomach.

      The pain really isn’t that much. It’s light and more like sharp stinging pains. I know it’s not labor. It’s nothing like they discuss in the books or the Lamaze classes.

      “Sure thing, Gabby.”

      I smile, feeling warm from my head to my toes. I’ll have a bed for my baby soon. The landlord of my soon to be rental home said I could paint the walls as long as it was neutral. I’m going to do a beautiful gray and just add color here and there with my accessories. We may not have much, but I’m going to make sure my baby is safe and happy. I’ve been checking employment in Denver. I’m hoping I can get on at a call center and work from home. I don’t have a ton of experience, but I’ll have good work recommendations and I’m hoping that will help. If not, I’ll have to leave my baby in daycare, and that’s something I know I’ll have to do eventually, but I’d rather not when she’s still a baby.

      “Thanks,” I answer, still smiling. “I’ll just put my purse and crap up. What do we need for the barbecue? How can I help?” I ask, directing my question to Rory and Dani. The rest of the old ladies are sitting in lawn chairs under a pop-up shelter the men put up yesterday.

      “You can help by going to the doctor,” Rory says, giving me her mom look. I sigh.

      “Seriously, Gabby, you need checked out,” Nicole adds.

      “What you don’t need to be doing is working another double shift at the diner. I’m going to have to talk to them,” Crusher grumbles. I didn’t even realize he was here. I don’t know how I missed him, but such is the way when Dragon is in front of me demanding I go to the doctor.

      “No, please. I don’t want to give them a reason to get rid of me. They’ve already been great hiring a pregnant woman. Not many places want to do that, especially when you get as far along as I am,” I practically beg. Crusher stares at me—clearly unhappy. He gives me a chin lift, which I interpret—hopefully—as acquiesce. I grin my thanks. “I’ll just go get changed and then come back out to help,” I murmur.

      “I’ll take you to the doctor,” King replies, stopping my escape.

      “Um …”

      “You can take my vehicle,” Crusher says, tossing King the keys—which somehow, he catches easily. My face jerks up and I look at Crusher. His gaze isn’t on me, though. He’s staring at Dragon, and he seems irritated. “And what the fuck are you talking about—you’ll borrow Diesel’s? Is there some fucking reason you can’t take my vehicle?” he barks.

      Uh-oh. I’m preparing myself for biker badass fighting. I’ve seen it before. I may have never felt like I fit in around the men in Dad’s club, but that didn’t mean I’ve not seen the men going at one another. Dragon laughs in Crusher’s face—something I’m not sure most men would have balls to do.

      “Fuck, I’m not driving that thing you call a ride.”

      Crusher’s eyes narrow. “Asshole, it’s brand new and is totally FCS Syndrome worthy.”

      “What the fuck is FCS Syndrome?” Dragon barks, and honestly, I’m glad he asked cause now I’m worried he, Dani, or one of their kids is sick.

      “Fancy Car Syndrome. Dani won’t have anything that doesn’t have all the options. Fuck, I don’t even know what some of those buttons do. There are buttons to heat your ass, cool your ass, and massage your ass. Hell, the only thing I haven’t discovered is the one that makes your woman shut up,” Crusher mutters.

      “Keep that shit up and you won’t have to worry about my mouth ever again,” Dani promises, her voice a hair past annoyance and entering the bitch zone. “In fact, it will be snapped shut so tight that no part of you will ever experience my mouth again.”

      “Jesus, Maw, I don’t want to hear that shit,” Cowboy yells. He’s a year patched in with the club and their oldest child—an adopted son that still looks just like Crusher. They’re actually so much alike it’s uncanny.

      “I didn’t want to walk into my kitchen and see what you were doing with your latest skank either, but it happened.

      “Hayley ain’t a skank,” Cowboy mutters. Even he doesn’t sound like he’s sure, and he shouldn’t be. Hayley is the very definition of a skank. There’s not much good about that woman and I should know, I think I was just like her once upon a time. She’s desperate to hitch herself up to a man.

      That is definitely not me this time. No way, no how.

      “She’s right. It’s going to cost me over twenty grand to redo that damn kitchen so Hellcat will get back to cooking the food I like and letting me do her on the bar like I love,” Crush adds in. At this point, I’m holding back a laugh.

      “Twenty grand is cheap for a complete kitchen remodel,” Dani huffs.

      “It is, and that’s why your son is going to do a lot of the labor,” Crusher agrees. Cowboy gives them a look, but wisely says nothing else.

      “Crusher, you know you’re my man, but I’m not riding in that motherfucking minivan,” Dragon finally adds. “If I tried, my damn balls might fall off.”

      “It’s not a minivan, it’s a Toyota Highlander. That’s an SUV, motherfucker.”

      “It looks like a van. My Navigator? That’s an SUV.”

      “Let’s get going, Gabby. Do you want to change first?” King interrupts and everyone turns to look at me.

      “I don’t really want to go,” I grumble. “I know I’m fine.”

      “How many kids you had besides the one currently living in your belly?” King questions. My lips thin out in annoyance and for some reason that makes him grin.

      “I’m hungry. It takes all evening in urgent care. I’ll miss the barbecue,” I explain, hoping to still find some way to deter him.

      “We’ll stop in town and get something,” he responds. I try to stare him down. He just stares back, his face blank.

      “Fine,” I mutter, stomping off, mad and more than a little scared. I don’t know what to say to King and I really don’t want to talk about my pregnancy.

      But I know King will.
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