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      Shamus O’Leary was born with biker blood running through his veins. He’s an ask no questions, kill ‘em all type of man. He’s loyal to his brothers and sisters. The brotherhood is all he’s known and love was never on the horizon for a man like him, but one look at Star’s photograph, and he was instantaneously smitten. He volunteers to find her then protect her from the world she’s found herself thrown into. She will be his one way or another.

      

      Star Angel is what she’s known as on stage. She’s never shared her last name with anyone, it’s her way of protecting her sister… Stella. The only person she finds herself loyal to outside of her daughter. She doesn’t trust easily; that’s been destroyed by a man, one who has used her and abused her. He holds something precious over her head to force her to stay within his clutches. She longs for the day that someone will save her from the life she’s found herself unable to untangle herself from.

      

      Will these two souls merge together as one? Can they come out unscathed from those who don’t want to let Star go? Is love at first sight a real thing, or is it lust these two find themselves facing?

      

      This is Shamus and Star’s journey, the fourth installment in the DreamCatcher Motorcycle Club.
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      This is normally the hardest part of any book. But I’ve chosen to dedicate this one to everyone who believed in the DreamCatcher Motorcycle Club. They didn’t have a fantastic start; as a matter of fact, they nearly ended before they even had a chance to begin. Not everyone understood Charlee, her age deterred a lot of people, but as always, there’s a method to my madness. Charlee and Country needed a chance to grow, Charlee’s story needed to start that young so she could find herself in the series as well as go through the trials and tribulations she needed to at such a young age. It was the setting for the series, thank you for sticking by me.

      So, to all of you DCMC fans, this book is written with you in mind.

      Happy Reading,

      ~Liberty
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      “What the fuck do you mean? There’s no way in hell Jamie is alive!” Gunner roars out while we’re in church.

      “Calm down, son.” Pops tries to settle Gunner down by placing a hand on his shoulder.

      “We killed that fucker. There’s no way he’s still alive and breathing. Your intel is wrong, Pops. You need to go back and have your man reinvestigate that shit.”

      “I had him triple check it,” Pops reiterates. “The man is walking, talking and breathing. A mistake was made somewhere.”

      “We don’t make mistakes like that,” Gunner rumbles out his irritation.

      “If Jamie isn’t dead, who’s the motherfucker we killed?” I raise the question to no one in particular. I can’t seem to wrap my mind around the concept that the fucker is still existing when we thought we’d extinguished him. “What is he? A cat that has nine fucking lives or something?”

      “If anyone could pull off a pet cemetery move, it’d be him,” Masters huffs. “How can we confirm that the man walking around is in fact Jamie and not some imposter?”

      “So, here’s something my man discovered. Jamie was born a twin; his brother, Dagon, was sent off to live with another family member on a different reservation. The uncle and aunt couldn't have children, so Jamie’s father chose the eldest son to keep for himself and sent the other to live with his sister who’d married the chief of another tribe. Jamie and Dagon discovered each other when they were in high school and kept in contact behind the parents’ backs,” Pops enlightens us.

      “And how pray tell did you figure that shit out?” I grill Pops.

      “All I’m willing to share right now, is that I have an inside informant. He’s not part of either of the tribes, but does some trades with them. His brother is the one who accidentally spilled the beans to Dagon that he had a doppelganger. That is how communication between the two began. When he heard about our recent troubles, he reached out to me.”

      “Why did he wait so long to tell you?” Gunner asks.

      “Because it took him a bit to put two and two together, son.”

      “If we’d known, we could’ve ended that motherfucker a long time ago,” Kruger rumbles.

      “How many fucking versions of Jamie are we fucking looking at here?” Country inquires, scrubbing his hands down his face.

      “Just the two that I can ascertain,” Pops answers.

      “Let’s hope another one doesn’t come slithering out of a dark hidden hole somewhere,” I sigh. “So now, we need to find him and bring him out. Any ideas of how we can do that?”

      “We need to draw him out,” Gunner encloses.

      “This is gonna be a long year,” Kruger rumbles.

      If we only knew….

      

      
        
        Now

      

      

      

      My bike glides smoothly on the asphalt road as I head out to check on Stella’s sister, Star. Her pictures stay present in my mind as I eat the miles up between us. She looks so defeated in each one I saw, that I want to ride in and be her savior. I want to be the one to chase all of her ghosts away.

      Why did just seeing her picture affected me so much? I have no clue. No one’s ever made my body jump to alert the way her face did… does.

      The spike of blood flow through my veins is a steady continuance. It’s never wavered, there’s just something about her that calls to me. It’s as if a magnet is pulling me to her. I can’t help the compulsion behind it.

      The need to protect her is prudent, it’s something I can’t control within myself.  When something pulls you so strongly, you don’t fight it. There’s a mapped course for everyone in life; this seems to be mine.

      The fact that we killed the wrong brother sits heavily on my soul. We killed an innocent man who did nothing wrong outside of having blood ties to Jamie. But why did the fucker sit there and pretend to be his brother? Why would he take the fall for someone, knowing that he was going to die?

      I know they were twins who had some kind of bond in the womb, but they didn’t even meet one another or know the other existed until they hit their teenage years. Was Jamie’s twin just as ugly and evil as he is? If that’s the case, my guilt would be severed, but not knowing has me internally beating myself up. We should’ve known, mistakes like that aren’t forgivable. If I had a twin, and he’d been killed for one of my transgressions, I would’ve done everything within me to right that wrong. Instead, all we managed to do was give Jamie more ammunition to use against us.

      

      
        
        Star

      

      

      

      Swinging around this pole, I take myself mentally to another world. Instead of these nasty fuckers trying to feel me up as they place bills at my feet, I make believe I’m dancing for my man.

      A man I’ve made up in my head.

      He’d be tall, built, and love me unlike anyone ever has in my life. I’d be his everything, no other woman outside of me would ever catch his eye or cause him to stray. His heart would belong solely to me. I visualize his body, but never get a clear face in my mind's eye. For some reason, his facial features are blocked from my imagination; he comes across as hazy.

      Is it because my mind doesn’t want to bring forth the most handsome man I’d have ever met, and when reality comes, he won’t meet my expectations? I honestly could care less about his looks, it’s his heart and soul I long for. My hips automatically gyrate to the music surrounding me, I imagine the man I long for’s eyes glued to my every move. I’m playing a game of seduction; one I’ll ultimately win.

      I will utterly wreck him for anyone else.

      It’s a fantasy I portray in my mind every time my stilettos hit the stage’s floor. If I didn’t have this imaginary man of mine, I wouldn’t survive a single night dancing.

      When my sister, Stella, and I parted ways, I never imagined in a million years this would be the life I was leading. I trusted the wrong man to help me get up and dust myself off. Begin my life anew. He had a golden tongue that uttered the sweetest words I’d ever heard.

      I was used.

      He used my lack of street knowledge to bring me into a false sense of trust. He promised me such a glamorous life, and I fell for it. Hook, line and sinker. For months I lived with him, he even helped me get my general education diploma so that I’d believe him when he said his only intention was to get me enrolled in school and help me make something of myself.

      Lesson learned.

      Never trust the words of a stranger again.

      My life has been nothing but a lie since the second I allowed him into it. I was such a shy, impressionable kid. Now, I’m void of any emotions. I have placed a large, boulder wall up against my trust.

      I hope to God that Stella has made a better life for herself than the one I’m forced to lead. You see, not only did he lure me into a false sense of security, he got me pregnant so that he could hold my daughter over my head and force me to do as he wishes. I thought we were in love, I thought we were building a life together, forging ahead with a family. I thought everything was tied up in a nice little bow.

      What a sucker I was.

      I do as I’m told, not because I want to, but because I have no other choice. I now know that he’s involved in selling and trading children. I’m not the only woman he’s impregnated and uses the threats against. There are many of us, ten at my last count, and there’s no telling how many more have been drawn into his web of deceit.

      What I’ve learned recently is that he belongs to a group of men who run several businesses together. And every one of them, involve some sort of sex market. Strip clubs, brothels, underground sex clubs, escort services. Nearly every woman they employ has something held over their heads. Most of us were swayed from the streets by this group of losers. The others, their families owe them some sort of debt, so the women do as told so that their loved ones stay breathing.

      I’m one of the headliners here at Lovelace. We aren’t permitted to cover one inch of our body, not even as we initially step on stage. We walk out of the back room wearing nothing more than what God gave us when we entered this world.

      As the song concludes, I spread myself wide in the splits; that there is my money maker. Seventy-five percent of my income for the night goes to the house. In other words, I line the pockets of the men who use my body for their own monetary gain.

      As I walk over to the end of the stage to collect my funds, my eyes meet the greenest eyes I’ve ever seen. They captivate me from the second mine lock onto his.

      He’s built like a Greek Adonis. He has the face of a cover model. Just the stare we share alone has my knees going weak.

      This is the man I need to be imagining when I need to get lost from the reality of my world.

      “I believe this is yours,” he huskily says as he hands me a hundred-dollar bill. “Nice performance, looking forward to catching your next show.” He winks at me as I reach out and grab the money from him. My hands are shaky, but I do everything I can to not show him in other ways that his voice and looks affect me in the slightest.

      “Thank you,” I quietly reply as I step back away from him. I keep my eyes on him until I get behind the drapes that separate the stage from the back room. Holy shit. My breath is caught in my chest as I stroll over to Jeremiah and hand him the money.

      “You know that guy?” he solicits of me.

      “Never seen him before in my life,” I answer, thankful that I’m not lying, because if he thought in any way I was, I’d be punished before I’d be able to leave for the night.

      “I’m gonna be keeping my eye on him. He looks a little too interested in you.” Without replying to him, I reach out and hand him my earnings. He counts the money and a smirk forms on his face. “You did well tonight, kitten. Maybe we can get you in the dark room and you can make me a little more, huh?”

      “Whatever you’d like, Jeremiah,” I robotically counter. With him, I never show any emotions. He had that once, but he’s lost it all now.

      “Good, I’ll go see if I can get you a buyer for the night. Head back into the dressing room. I’ll send Gray to get you if I find anyone interested.”

      I nod my head and scurry away as fast as my heels will allow me to. I hate getting up on that stage, but I really, really dislike private shows. The men who pay a wad of cash for that service are sleazy individuals.

      This wasn’t my vision of a dream job as a kid. At night, Stella and I used to sit back and think of what we’d be. What we’d do in order to get ourselves out of the hellhole we grew up in.

      I always dreamed of becoming famous, just didn’t realize that’d include showing my tits and ass in order to line a greedy man’s pockets.
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        Shamus

      

      

      

      I was only supposed to sit back and observe. Find out how much of this shit Star’s a willing participant of and how much she’s being forced into. The only time I saw life in her beautiful sapphire-like eyes, was the moment our gazes intercepted one another’s.

      Unhappiness is etched in her orbs. You couldn’t miss the dead stare she sent the audience's way as she shook her hips back and forth. Every time she closed her eyes, I could feel the magnetic pull toward her to protect her, to pull her out of this life.

      As the floor waitress passes me by, I reach out to stop her. I don’t place a finger on her, I just hold my hand up in the air to get her attention.

      “What can I get for you, handsome,” she purrs, and instead of enticing me as I’m sure it’s meant to do, I find myself cringing at the come on.

      “Jack and Coke please, heavy on the Jack. Tell the bartender not to skimp on me this time, yeah?” I dismissively respond. Don’t want her getting any ideas so I’m short and sharp with my demands.

      I hold back the chuckle as she stomps away like a petulant child. I don’t have time to deal with women like this; I’m on a mission, one that is a lot more dire than getting my fucking dick wet. Women like her are a dime a dozen; looking for an easy lay and way to escape their life’s woes.

      “Never seen you around here before.” A man I saw lurking in the shadows earlier says as he uninvitingly takes the seat on the other side of the booth from me.

      “Never been here before.” My response has his shoulders tightening. I’m not being nice; I don’t know this fucker from Adam. And I most certainly didn’t invite him to infringe on my night.

      My job was to blend into the background; be incognito. I’ve royally fucked that one up if this guy spotted me the second I walked through the entrance.

      “What brings you to our establishment tonight, Mr.?” The guy is a pompous asshole, I can tell from the smugness he’s using while speaking with me.

      “O’Leary,” I produce, not in the mood to share pleasantries with this asshole or share my life’s story with him.

      He’s inconsequential.

      He’s an arrogant prick who is trying to come across to me as someone way more important than he actually is. I did my research before I got here, I know who this guy is, he’s the owner. Nothing less, nothing more that we could find.

      “Do you have a first name, Mr. O’Leary?” he inquires.

      “Not that I share with those who I’m not associated with, Mr.?” Turnabout is fair play, he wanted to put me on the spot, now it’s his fucking turn to answer.

      “Just Jeremiah,” he bites out, sticking his hand out for a gentlemanly shake.

      Only thing is, this fucker has no clue that there’s nothing gentlemanly about me. I sit here, as still as a stone statue and look at his outstretched hand as if it’s nothing more than an annoyance.

      “Don’t touch strangers. You never know if they’re gonna get the wrong idea or not,” I divulge. To which, he tosses his head back and lets out a raucous roar.

      “What kind of ideas would you presume someone would make from simple pleasantries?”

      Deciding that I’m in a smartass sort of mood, I respond with, “Never know, you could be a predator who jizzes his pants from contact with another man. And whereas I believe in the concept of ‘to each their own’, doesn't mean I’m gonna give someone the opportunity to think they could molest me and get away with it.” I’m just messing around with him, but I’m having fun while doing it. I don’t believe for a second that I have caught his attention in any sexual capacity, but you learn more about a man’s character when you toss something crazy their way.

      “I must say, Mr. O’Leary, I’ve never gotten that response before.” Jeremiah inspects me by perusing my features, trying to figure me out, as he answers back.

      “I’m not your typical man, Jeremiah,” I spit his name out, tired of these games. I wish this fucker would get to the point of why he invaded my solitude.

      “So I’m figuring out, Mr. O’Leary.” I hate the way my last name sounds coming out of his mouth. It makes me want to punch every last tooth out of the cavern.

      “What sort of services were you expecting out of your visit to my humble establishment?” he solicits, spreading his arms wide.

      “Entertainment, good liquor, kicking back and relaxing,” I affirm, sitting back into the booth and crossing my arms over my chest. I wish he’d get to the damn point of this undesirable chat already.

      “We offer other services here as well.” He scoots forward and leans over as if he’s about to let me in on a deep, dark secret.

      As I go to lean forward, the server sits my drink down on the table between us. I hold out my hand with the ten dollar bill and wave her away when she goes to issue me change. “What services would that be, Jeremiah?” Out of the corner of my eye, I see the waitress pause before getting a dismissive growl from my table buddy. Her eyes widen as she turns on her heeled shoes and basically runs off.

      “I couldn’t help but notice you admiring our headliner?” he imposes.

      “She’s easy on the eyes,” I return, not wanting to give myself away to him, and what my intentions are where Star is concerned.

      “That she is. She also happens to be really good in the sack.” He snakes his tongue out and licks his bottom lip. His eyes glaze over as if he’s lost in a memory that makes me want to jump over this table and beat the living shit out of him.

      “Is that right?” I ask him, removing my hands from the edge of the table and balling them into fists as I sit them in my lap.

      “I should know, I’m the one who broke her in,” he methodically chuckles. I have to remind myself of my mission here. And unfortunately, it doesn’t include rendering this guy unconscious in the hospital.

      “That good, huh?” Acting nonchalant about this topic in particular should win me an Academy Award.

      He’s fucking pimping Stella’s sister out to me.

      “Wanna give her a try?” he quizzes me, and I’m not sure how he wants me to respond. If I say yes, will that give me away, if I say no, will I lose my shot at getting close to her? I don’t know this guy's mind or how it works, so I’m at an impasse, a loss for the appropriate way to answer.

      Knowing I can’t stall, I finally decide to answer with, “Wasn’t my intention coming here tonight. But if you’re offering something as delectable and mouthwatering as the woman I was admiring earlier, can’t say that I’d blatantly turn you down.”

      “Very good. Gray,” he calls the man over with a whip of his hand. “Have Star meet Mr. O’Leary in the pink room.” He then turns his attention back to me, “There’s a bed, a couch and other objects that you are welcome to. Word of advice, she loves to have her ass spanked.” The whites of his teeth are blinding as he plasters a large, predatory smile on his face. “Enjoy your evening, Mr. O’Leary. Tonight is on the house.”

      “Appreciate ya,” I grit out.

      He says not one more word to me as he scoots out of the booth. I keep my eyes glued to his back as I down the drink that’s now a bit watered down. Feeling eyes on me, I don’t go to the counter and ask to use their phone, I don’t have the opportunity to send an SOS message out to my president and club brother even though I desperately want to. Instead, I follow the man who comes and escorts me up the stairs. We walk down a dark corridor before coming to the third door on the left. When he opens it for me, he steps back and waves me inside.

      “Enjoy your evening,” he simply states before shutting the door behind me.

      

      
        
        Star

      

      

      

      As I’m escorted up the stairs, I mentally prepare myself to give the show of a lifetime. The dark room isn’t my favorite, I can’t always see well and know when a man is ready to cop a feel. Jeremiah believes in discretion, so there’s no monitors in any of the rooms. If I was to need to call out for help, I’d be screwed. Once we cross the threshold into one of the private sectors, we’re on our own. I’m at the mercy of whoever has requested me for the evening.

      And we cannot say no. I tried once; it took me weeks to recover. I no longer use that word in my vocabulary when it comes to Jeremiah nor his business. His men are a bunch of snitches so I watch every word that exits my mouth. I do nothing more than simply nod and do what is demanded of me.

      It’s the only way I get to see Constellation, my little Ella. I named her something that made me think of my sister, Stella, and the many conversations we had as young girls. Constellation is as close to Stella’s name as I could get without raising any suspicions. Jeremiah let me get my way, he doesn't care one way or another about his daughter, she’s nothing more than a pawn in his eyes.

      So I paid tribute to my sister the only way I could.

      I’d give anything to let her know that her niece bears an accolade of her name. Stella was the only one who held a piece of my heart until my baby girl was born.

      Even though Jeremiah knows I have a sister, I never shared her name with him. He only knows of her as ‘sissy’ and I believe he thinks that’s her actual name. And I’m good with that.

      My feet stop in their tracks momentarily when I see what room I’m actually being led to by Gray. Jeremiah doesn't usually have me go to this particular room; he likes to keep me more of a mystery. Unapproachable so that I’m more attractable to the business.

      I can’t allow Gray to see me pause, so I lift my head up high and walk with what little pride I have left. I go to my safe place inside of my mind. One where I’m playing with Ella at the playground and am happy with hearing and experiencing her little girl giggles. She’s the only thing these days that brings me any sort of comfort whatsoever.

      She’s the only reason I haven’t taken my life and ended the misery and suffering I experience each and every day.

      There is no escape for me. This is my life whether I like it or not.

      When the door swings open, I shuffle past Gray and go to the jukebox that’s sitting in the corner of the room. I find some seductive music and set up an order for it to play in. Hopefully, whoever comes sauntering into the room, is only truly interested in seeing me dance and not wanting to touch the merchandise so to speak. The door closes and I walk over to the pole that is in the middle of the room and begin to dance.

      When my caller comes in, I want him to be entranced by my movements, forget about the reason this room exists in the first place. Jeremiah was my first lover, but the fact that he owns me, in his mind at least, means he can share me with whomever he feels will give him some sort of power.

      There’s always something menacing behind every action he makes; each decision has thought behind it. I’m a rare commodity to his friends and business associates. For some reason, getting between a woman’s legs means more than common sense to these men. They’re all willing to sell their souls to the devil himself for a taste of the forbidden fruit… i.e., me.

      With my mask in place, I move seductively to the beat of the music. It may only be me in here for now, but I’m gonna be ready to play this charade of who I really am versus who I’m supposed to be portraying.

      An untouchable woman.

      Someone who makes you wake up in a cold sweat filled with need.

      That’s all I’m good for these days anyway. Being a man’s illusion of perfection, his conquest, anything he desires as he rubs one out to images of me.

      When I finally hear the door open, I allow my eyes to slit open for just a moment; only enough to see who’s flavor of the night I’ll be.

      A gasp leaves my mouth when I see the man, who’s become my ultimate fantasy, come walking inside.

      I was not expecting him; at least by the time this night is done and over with, I’ll have lived my own fantasy.
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        Shamus

      

      

      

      I wasn’t mentally prepared for the beauty that’s standing before me. Her dance is one of a siren, calling a sailor into the dead of the night to meet his maker. A seductress like Star is what all sane men fear, she has the ability to make a man forget his mission in life. She’s the type of woman that makes you want to roll out the red carpet everywhere her foot touches so that the earth's dirt doesn’t touch a part of her foot.

      This woman, damn, she’s got the ability to light up the room, to make you want something so much better than what you have. Something that’s so far out of your reach, that you fight just to get the opportunity to gaze upon her and beg for a simple touch alone.
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3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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