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      This book is dedicated to all of my DreamCatcher fans. Without you all, this series would’ve ended after Charlee’s Choices. Thank you for asking for more and forcing me to revisit a club that I thought wasn’t wanted or desired.

      

      Thank you, all of you.

      ~Lib
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      I know that this series is set in the Eighties, but I have added a flare of present times to enhance the enjoyability of this storyline. Things will begin moving further along in years so that when I get to the next generation, they will be on our current timeline. Also, if you don’t like cussing, provocative scenarios, fighting, rowdy and raunchy bikers, this book is not for you. But if you do… happy reading.

      

      XOXO,

      Lib
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      Bull has a hard task ahead of him, winning over his woman and claiming her for himself after having to inform her she has to fake her death and run away with him. He knows how dedicated she is to her brother and his wife, their kids, and her students, but lives are on the line, and he won’t take no for an answer. If he has to haul her away kicking and screaming, it’s something he’s more than willing to do. He refuses to lose her before he’s had her.

      Dottie loves her family, her job, and her independence. So when the man she’s been seeing for a few short weeks shows up and tells her if she doesn’t leave with him, her family may pay the consequences, she reluctantly agrees to leave her life behind and fake her own death. Her heart hurts with the thought that everyone left behind will grieve her unnecessarily, but it’s better to ask for forgiveness than permission sometimes… and this happens to be one of those instances.

      Will these two survive the holiday season with the rest of the DreamCatcher MC brothers while hiding away so Pops can eliminate the threat to the club? Will everyone come out whole and happy? Can they come together and work through the travesty that’s forced them to destroy and then abandon everything they love? Or will this incident be what tears them all apart?
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      Getting the go-ahead from Gunner to head out and grab Dottie was a relief. If he’d said no, I’d have stayed behind and taken her away with me somewhere other than where my brothers are heading.

      She and I have grown close over the past few weeks.

      I’ve been seen on multiple occasions, with her riding around sitting on the back of my bike, which puts a bullseye on Dottie’s back for the Crumley brothers. We know, without any shadow of a doubt, that they’ve been watching us.

      Which means they’ve seen her and I out and about running the town’s roads.

      As I haul ass to her house, I can’t help but think about the first day I’d ever laid eyes on her. I was watching Salem’s back for Powerhouse, my brother, after an attack on Aspen’s dance studio where Salem teaches.

      A heart-shaped ass, sticking up in the air, was the first thing that captured my attention.

      And kept it.

      A conversation with Powerhouse, after he arrived, was what prompted me to go and chat her up and see if it’d lead to something else—my head buried between her juicy thighs while feasting on her glistening pussy.

      I found myself infatuated with her as she dug out the weeds from her flowerbed. She had music pouring out of her opened windows, singing along with the lyrics as her hips bounced to the catching beat.
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        * * *

      

      “You can’t put out the fire, you can’t stop the heat,” she sang, off beat. I wondered if by any chance she was tone deaf or just didn’t give a fuck who heard her belting out the tune regardless if she was screeching instead of singing.

      “Don’t think I recognize this song. Who sings it?” I asked, bending down to look at her progress since she’d been out here for over an hour now.

      “Holy shit!” She jumped, then stepped back before giving me a disapproving look. “Didn’t your momma teach you any manners?”

      “Don’t reckon she did,” I murmured. “She’d have had to stick around to teach me jack shit.”

      “Oh, sorry. Um. It’s rude to sneak up on someone without them knowing you’re around,” she said, as if she was teaching me a lesson I missed out on in childhood.

      “Is that a fact?” I probed.

      “It is,” she said, bobbing her head. “I’m Dottie.” Her hand flashed before me; the second my flesh touched hers, a sizzle traveled from my hand up to my heart where it felt like it’d been jump started by an electrical wire.

      “Bull. Nice to meet ya, Dottie.”

      “It’s a local band from town,” she answered my prior question, pointing her thumb to her open window. “They’re pretty talented. I saw them perform last weekend and bought one of their demos. What do you think?”

      “They’re pretty good,” I admitted.

      “Yes, they are. My baby brother, Trent, happens to be their lead singer,” she praised.

      “They looking to make it to the big time?” I asked, wanting to continue talking with her.

      “Nah, it’s a weekend thing for them. They all have families, but they relive their glory days doing gigs on Saturday nights and practicing every Wednesday like it’s their religion,” she said, shaking her head. “What about you, Mr. Bull? What do you do?”

      “I’m a jack of all trades,” I responded. “I do a little of this and a little of that.”

      “I bet you're a wanderer, aren’t you?” Dottie asked. “Nothing keeps your attention for long.”

      “You a psychiatrist or something?” I questioned.

      “Or something. I teach fifth grade, Mr. Bull. I’m more like a counselor without the certification.”

      “Just Bull, nix the Mr. please, ma’am.”

      “Oh, you just had to go there and toss in that ma’am, didn’t ya? Trying to remind me how old I am, Bull?”

      “Nah, just showing you the respect you deserve, darlin’.”

      “Silver-tongued devil, that’s what you are,” she playfully scolded.

      “I believe in only speaking the truth, Polka Dot.”

      “Yeah, Bullheaded. Let's not use that pet name, shall we?”

      “Why not? It’s fun. Says you’re more than one expects upon first impression,” I taunted.

      “I don’t own a bikini, Bull. No one wants to see all of this,” she stated, rubbing her hands along her belly that only has a slight pooch.

      “I don’t know, Polka, I think I’d enjoy seeing you in an itsy bitsy, teeny weeny, yellow polka dot bikini,” I jested.

      “Well, if you play your cards right, stud, you just might.”
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        DOTTIE

      

      

      Pipes purring in front of my house has a shiver of anticipated delight rolling through me. There’s only one person it could be.

      Bull.

      Not just because he’s the only person I’m friendly with that owns a bike, but because I’d know the powerful rev of that engine anywhere. For the past several weeks I’ve been a constant passenger on the back of it, my arms wrapped around the sexy, dynamic biker steering it.

      With an extra pep in my step, I rush to the front of my house and toss open the screen door.

      “Bull,” I greet with a wide smile that’s stretched a mile long across my face. “I wasn’t expecting you today.”

      “Sorry to come over unannounced, Polka Dot, but I need to talk to you about something important,” he sighs. “May I come in?” He waves to the interior of my home.

      “You’re always welcome here, my Bullheaded biker.” Stepping back, I wave him inside.

      As he enters his eyes broaden and a mirthful smirk lights his face. “Looks like you’ve had a holiday explosion in your house, darlin’.”

      “Yeah. Last year, after Christmas, I tossed all of my holiday decor into totes and never took the time to separate them, hence the decoration vomit.” There are lights, bulbs, ornaments, wreathes, lace, ribbon, and two floor-to-ceiling fake trees strewn about from my kitchen into the bowels of my living space.

      “Why two?” he asks, waving his hands toward the two disassembled trees.

      Giggling, I answer, “I decorate one for Thanksgiving and one for Christmas. My niece and nephew come over Thanksgiving Eve and I gift them with an outfit to wear the next day. It’s become a tradition for the three of us and it’s one I look forward to every year.”

      “Shit. I’m sorry, Polka Dot, but I’m afraid I may have ruined it for you this year,” he groans. I’m confused, and sense a long story headed my way so I offer him a cup of coffee which he accepts. As I put a pot on to brew, Bull paces while combing his fingers through his hair and yanking on it until it’s standing up on end.

      Worried about him I ask, “Are you okay, Bull? Is there anything you need from me?”

      “Yeah, Dot, there is, but I’m afraid you’re not gonna be happy about what I’m fixing to ask of you,” he exhales through a heartfelt groan.

      “Well, we’ll never know until you ask, now will we?” I counter, knowing that whatever it is he has to ask of me isn’t going to be easy on him.

      The story, however, isn’t something I expected to hear. It sounds like something someone scripted for an action based, televised airing.

      Shootouts.

      Kidnappings.

      Blackmailing.

      Destruction and decimation.

      What the hell kind of life do these people live, and what the fuck did I get myself dragged into? All I wanted was to do something spontaneous and feel free. I’ve always been the good girl who follows the rules laid down before me, and for once, I tossed the rules aside.

      I wanted to be the rulebreaker, and experience what it’s like to not know what’s waiting for me around the next corner. To live on the wilder side of things. Well, that’s come back and bitten me square on the ass.

      But the longer he talks, the more I know he’s serious… and if I had to make a guess, I’d say he’s scared. Not for himself, but for his family, and me.

      “So, let me see if I’ve got this right. What you're saying is, in order for you to guarantee my safety, I need to go into hiding with you? Am I getting that right, Bull?”

      “I can’t let anything happen to you, Dot. You may not be ready to accept this yet, but you're mine and I protect what I’ve claimed.”

      “Claimed?” I ask, swallowing the lump that’s clogged in my throat. “As in… your property?” I’ve read, I’ve heard things about the biker way of life, I know what he means when he states this.

      “No. Not my property, my old lady,” he remarks. “Some clubs view that as the same thing, we don’t. We have respect for our women. We’re a team, there’s no ownership in relationships, Dot.”

      “You're saying all of the right things, Bull, but how do I know it’s not a bunch of bullshit? I could agree, then you could flip a switch and become an overbearing, controlling asshole.”

      “I’m gonna have bad days, Polka Dot,” he confesses. “I’m gonna be on edge on days, I may come across as controlling and domineering but only when I’m worried, stressed, or uncomfortable about a situation. Never with harmful intent, that I can assure you. You and my club will always come first for me. Whatever I have to do in order to keep you happy and secure, I’m gonna do it. Regardless of if I’m your favorite person at the time or not. I’ll be the first to admit, I can be overbearing, and I can be controlling, but only if it’s warranted. I won’t be a dick just because I can, that’s not who I am nor who I wanna be, Dot. Give me a chance, come with me, and see what my club and I are about, then make a decision.”

      “No pressure?” I ask for clarification.

      “Can’t promise that either, darlin’. I want what I want, and I won’t hold back on getting it. I’ll pull out all the stops and won’t apologize for it.”

      “At least you're honest if nothing else,” I harrumph, crossing my arms protectively over my chest, holding all of my fears inside.

      “You’ll always know where you stand with me,” he retorts. “Now, are you gonna come all easy like or am I gonna have to go all caveman with ya?”

      “Caveman?” I squeak. “What does that mean exactly?”

      “It means, I’ll toss you over my shoulder, strap you to my bike, and whisk you away. For your own good, of course.”

      “Of course,” I huff.

      “So, what do ya say, Dot?”

      “I guess seeing as I don’t have any other choice, I’m coming with you. Let me call my brother and tell him I’ll be going away for an unknown amount of time first,” I barter.

      “You can’t, Dot. You have to die along with the rest of us in order for this to work.”

      “I have to do what?” I yell.
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