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      When one door closes, a window always opens, providing an escape route. This metaphor seems to be the DreamCatcher’s motto. Unprovoked, the club finds itself the target of a new enemy. As sergeant-at-arms, Master’s tasks are keeping the club unified, ensuring the club follows the rules, and doling out appropriate punishments. His ex destroyed his faith in relationships—broke his spirit. The trusting man he once was is no longer who he is today. But Aspen, a tiny dancer, throws all of his self-avowed pledges into upheaval. Can any of his shields protect him and hold him strong? Somehow, he doubts that. He knows she’s a game-changer.

      Aspen Reynolds had a safe childhood, even if it was religiously strict, until she became a teenager and caught the eye of a predator in her family church congregation. She became the sacrifice, and when she no longer kept his attention, she lost everything—including her family. She leads a safe life, one that’s structured and predictable. Is she willing to take a chance and leap? Or will her old insecurities and fears hold her back?

      The Morbid Saints MC had never been significant enough to cause the DreamCatchers any concern—they hadn’t even crossed paths. So when they’re met with a new person to protect, they close ranks and vow that they will keep their club members and friends safe from harm. But are they strong enough to pursue the new threat after surviving their last war? Or are they still struggling, still mourning a lost member to pay attention to the signs? Will they be victorious while taking on a club as savage as the MSMC?
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        Being a biker is more than riding a bike. You feel it in your heart and soul.

      

      

      

      
        
        ~Author Unknown

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          Author’s Note

        

      

    

    
      Master’s story is gritty and raw. It has some dark situations, and the way they’re handled isn’t any better. The book isn’t intended for the faint of heart. It’s more of a slow burn compared to most of my books published to date. I had to build a relationship between two new characters and build a foundation for them to grow. Sexy time doesn’t occur until the last part of this book. But be prepared, I’m warning you now, this story is intense. It’ll have you reaching for the tissues at times to dry your eyes and praying for a fast resolution in others.

      Also: There are two things I want to express. I know that this series is set in the Eighties, but I have added a flare of present times to add to the enhancement and enjoyability of this story line. The second thing is that there is a lot of narrative in this book. There is a lot happening around the club. There’s a drastic number of members, a.k.a. brothers, active in this club. Therefore, there needed to be more than endless chatter and conversations happening. Details had to be shared and it was necessary that these things were expressed through thoughts.
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      This novel deals with, and most assuredly is surrounded with, and by—couples, outside threats, as well as unpleasant/malicious individuals. Threatening situations will always, with a guaranteed promise, arise involving a motorcycle club, their patched members, as well as the members old ladies.

      Also, expect to read about graphic (sometimes/most of the time) retribution-type scenarios.

      My MCs, especially, the DreamCatcher Motorcycle Club, do not discriminate when it comes to a person’s gender...etc. Man or woman, they don’t care. You hurt one of their own, you will pay in blood or with your life.

      If you don’t like reading content with cursing, fighting, death, kidnappings, or sexual situations, this is the wrong genre for you to read.

      Put this book away now if any of the pre-mentioned things are not for you.
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        Master

      

      

      As things start dwindling down from Texas, Malice, and Jessia’s reincarnated prom extravaganza, the gate’s doorbell begins chiming incessantly. Annoyed, I lift my arm to check the time on my wristwatch. My eyes narrow with a semblance of distrust. Nothing respectable arises when somebody attempts to gain entrance, even if they’ve been given previous permission to come inside of the compound, at eleven o’clock at night.

      I stand, placing my dominant hand on my gun’s holster, just in case it’s trouble that’s come knocking on our door, while Gunner pounds his boots as he marches over to the audio box. Curley’s murder has everyone on edge. We’re all worried a new enemy will arise—one who’ll be just as spiteful, if not worse, as Jamie or Jeremiah were. As far as we are aware, we’ve disbanded their groups. Whoever we left alive went scurrying away like parasites with their matted tails tucked between their legs.

      Our brother’s loss has hit us all hard, but for me as his sponsor, my guilt is expanded. The lingering question is, did I miss something in his training that would’ve given him the tools to survive? It eats at me like a parasite.

      “Who are you and what do you want?” Gunner demands, as the unknown woman’s picture appears on the screen. His irritation is brisk. There’s no denying he’s unsteadily swaying on a thin line of fury.

      “Gunner, it’s Manny. I think you’ll want to let me in.” What the hell is he doing here this late in the evening? No one asked for an after-hours meeting, especially seeing as they aren’t cheap visits. As the club’s sergeant-at-arms, I’m in charge of the club’s welfare, which means I have intimate knowledge of the salaries we pay those we employ. It’s a costly mint to keep him on retainer and to be ready on a whim.

      “Manny? Isn’t that the club’s attorney?” Jessia asks, turning her attention to Texas and Malice. Both of them nod their heads, confusion marring their faces like everyone else’s. “Huh? A little late to be making house calls.”

      “Yep,” Texas replies.

      “It’s gotta be something important,” Malice groans.

      Most of the room takes a seat while waiting to see why the lawyer has made an overnight visit. I know it has to be grave, otherwise, he would’ve waited until sunrise before disturbing our peace. I glance over at Texas, wondering if he has anything to do with our unscheduled visitor. He raises his eyebrows at me, then shakes his head.

      When Gunner returns, his face is ashen, and his eyes scan the room’s occupants. When they land on me, my hackles rise. It’s been years since my ass was busted by the law for any infraction, and lately, I’ve kept my nose clean. He looks down, trying to compose the sympathetic look, then glances back up at me, replacing his sour expression with an uneasy hesitancy.

      Gunner clears his throat before saying words that will irrevocably change the rest of my life’s course. “Master, Julia is dead.” Relief swamps me. If that’s all that’s wrong, oh well—couldn’t have happened to a more wretched gal than my ex. “Apparently, she was in a head-on collision with an eighteen-wheeler on her way home from work. She’s, uh, left you a little something. I, uh, I’ll go get it and come right back.” Whatever it is, I don’t want it. Before I get the chance to argue, he’s darting out of the room like his ass is on fire.

      “Who’s Julia?” Jessia questions.

      “My wife,” I spit, the word tasting foul in my mouth. “My con artist of a runaway bride.” Jessia’s eyes widen, mimicking a loose-lipped guppy. Only a select few knew I had a wife in a previous life, let alone the fact that she’s been hiding from me—from my wrath for the hundred and fifty thousand dollars she greedily swiped from my bank account while I was on a run for the club.

      Gunner comes back indoors with a little girl attached to his hip. She’s hanging onto the back of his legs as if he’s her lifeline.

      “What’s that?” I ask, astounded, pointing a condemnatory digit around Gunner’s shit brick house physical structure.

      “That would be your daughter,” Gunner claims, pulling a blond-headed little girl out from behind him, who looks like the spitting image of my childhood photos when I was around her age.

      “That fucking deceitful bitch,” I snarl, my body vibrating with both anger and fear as I stare at the little girl who’s fixing to change my life. “If she wasn’t already dead, I’d kill her myself.”

      
        
        Aspen

      

      

      “Point and flex. Point and flex,” I repeat the cooling-off routine we use at the end of every ballet lesson. “Now circle your ankles.” I lead them in, bending over, lifting, and raising our hands over our heads. We all exhale and shake our bodies like a dog does his pelt, from the tips of our fingers to our toes. “Class dismissed.”

      My eyes have kept a keen eye on the doorway throughout the hour, wondering where my shy pupil is during this scheduled class. What I know with certainty is that she hasn’t attended a class in the past two weeks. And with the two women tasked with raising her, this has me increasingly concerned with each pending absence.

      Oakley hasn’t missed a single minute since her psycho mother, Julia, and her trigger-happy granny, Sicily, pushed her inside the first day. The Smith and Wesson holstered to her hip gave the parents and staff pause. Now, we’re used to it and don’t notice it most days.

      A small lift of my lip plants on my face when the memory of my teaching assistant, Dawn, strikes me. She and I joked haphazardly once they named our shining star after the gun-wielding Annie Oakley.

      Then I’m overwhelmed with taciturnity from when the vexatious duo asked, what the charge is for after-class care. When I responded with I don’t run a daycare, they both scowled at me and instructed Oakley to wait at the curb until they could wrap up their business and come back for her.

      Twenty minutes after beginning the class that followed hers, I spotted her sitting on the sidewalk. My temper reared its ugly head. Sweetly, I gathered Oakley up and brought her back into the classroom. I was shocked when she kept up with the older class, even outshining the most senior of the troop.

      Her natural talent had me agreeing unreservedly to let her remain longer and join the next couple of sessions after hers wrapped up.

      My daughter, my little ray of sunshine, walks to me with her head drooped. She normally heads to my office and works on her timetables or alphabet flashcards after her class, but today, I derail her, not liking the forlorn look splashed across her face.

      “Juniper.” I speak her name, then squat down to her level. “What has Mama’s shining spark looking gloomy?”

      “Oakley didn’t come to class today, again, Mama.” She pouts, her bottom lip protruding outward, visibly trembling as sadness seeps in.

      “I’ll call her mother tonight and find out what’s going on, okay?” I promise her, hoping to see her switch the frown to a bright smile.

      “Okay.” She sighs with dejection, coming across as older than she is. I watch as she grabs her bookbag, flings it over her shoulder, and drags her feet all the way to my desk. My own face bears a frown when I see her place her elbows on the desk and bury her face into her palms. When her tiny shoulders begin shaking, I leave Dawn in charge and end my working day three hours early.

      My daughter is worth every penny lost by transferring my next classes to my friend. Earning her trust and seeing her eyes alight is worth more weight in gold than a million dollars deposited into my account.
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        Master

      

      

      This is the third day in a row that Oakley has asked for me to turn on the boombox in her bedroom. The day after she was handed over to me, I went out and used my life savings to buy a six-bedroom, two-story, brick-and-mortar house. I wanted her to have a fenced-in yard to run wild in and a separate space that she can call her own.

      When I showed her the smaller version of my own master bedroom suite, she stood stock still for endless, surmountable seconds—when I counted to one hundred and twenty, I worried I’d somehow eternally broke her. She squealed in happiness as tears leaked from her eyes, further making me wonder if I’d already screwed up this father thing.

      My curiosity today got the better of me, which is why I left her door cracked to see what she’s up to. She strolls into her attached bathroom, and when she exits, my head tilts to the side as I take stock of what she’s wearing.

      She looks like a petite ballerina—pink ballet shoes adorn her small feet, black tights painted on her legs, a leopard-print leotard across her torso, and a brown mesh tutu around her hips that match the spots on her bodysuit to perfect the ensemble.

      The costume takes me back to the days when my twin sister, Hemmingway, whom we call Hemi, used to dress the same way twice a week like clockwork. Hemi traded in her youthful gear for a grown-up pair of fatigues required of her since enlisting in the United States Army.

      Germany is her stationed residence these days. She’s part of an elite operative group that’s home base is in Munich. She’s never in one place long enough for me to plan a vacation visit.

      I’ve been amassing hours and logging my personal time-off hours for when the opportunity to see her pops up. Random or planned, the club’s aware that if the outside chance arises, I’m on the next international flight I can book while waving farewells over my shoulder.

      “Point and flex,” Oakley instructs herself, repeating the instructions said while following the mapped directions—ones I’m positive she’s heard and followed a time or two. She’s still a bit standoffish with me, not that I can blame her. I’m a virtual stranger that’s been thrust upon her. The latter thought has me angrily biting the inside of my cheek.

      If I knew where Julia was buried, I’d dig her up and burn her corpse to a crisp for keeping a piece of my genetics, my soul, away from me, allowing it to freely walk around unhindered—without protection—neglecting to offer me my paternal rights, and not allowing me to share guardianship of my daughter like I’m a dirty secret not worth mentioning, while burying my existence.

      It enrages me that she was so flippant in her singular choices, without thinking about potential consequences arising. My resentment decreases marginally as I watch Oakley through fatherly eyes, twirling around in a small-footed circle with her arms elevated above her head, hooked together.
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      “I’m telling you, her mother may have been a cunt, but she did one thing right. She gave that girl her heart’s utmost desire,” I state to my enraptured audience, the entrusted men and women in my club. Disdain dripping from my words, I had to choke out the compliment.

      “Sorry, Master. It’s just hard to believe that shitty woman did anything decent for anyone that wasn’t herself,” Shamus states, bitter accusations held back. He and Julia have their own history, and none of it’s any good. “She never gave a damn about anybody. It’s hard to think she did anything worthwhile, especially if it didn’t line her pockets in green or shove snow up her mother’s nose.”

      “Snow?” Jessia snickers. “I’ve heard it called blow, but not snow.”

      “Then how did you know what I was referring to, Mrs. Smarty Pants?” Shamus badgers.

      “Because the only white substance I know of that someone snorts, is cocaine, Mr. Know-It-All,” Jessia quips in rebuttal, aiming a smirk at me. I lift my hands, shrugging my shoulders, demonstrating, and claiming my innocence.

      “Take your wayward child, Shamus,” Star insists to her old man as she plops a wailing Judd into his arms.

      “I can’t play with him, he’s too little. Where’s the bigger one? She’s fun. She talks and cleans her own ass.” Shamus pouts, as he lifts his infant son, making freakish faces at him.

      “Daddy. I’m gonna kick you in the shin if you don’t play with my brother,” Ella condemns, crossing her tiny arms across her chest in emphasis. “He can’t help that he’s just a baby and can’t wipe his own ass.” Shamus hides his face in his son’s belly as his shoulders shake.

      “Shamus, slowly hand me Judd and run. Your woman looks murderous. Ella mimicked your bad word, again,” Kruger warns as we all glance over and see a scowling, fuming Star. “Come see your uncle Kruger, little man.”

      Jaggar, who until that point had been contently sitting in Stella’s lap, raises his eyes to where his dad is pulling his cousin into his arms, as his uncle is chased down the hallway by his aunt and Jaggar loses his ever-loving mind.
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      Thirty minutes later, my ears are still ringing. I voluntarily offered myself up to do chick things with the younger girls. I’d have about agreed to nearly anything in order to step outdoors and get as far away from the howling toddler. However, I wasn’t the only one to raise their hand for the opportunity to escape when Ella, Mane, and Oakley asked if someone wanted to have a tea party.

      “Why is it that I have the pink boa again?” Kruger turns his attention to me, questioning his worth as a man, his integrity taking a brutal hit.

      “Because you’re confident in your masculinity,” I shoot back, blowing the pesky green feather that’s taken a liking to me and has been tickling my upper lip, away from my nostrils. The damn thing is trying to invade my sinus cavity.

      “I’m not that fucking confident,” Kruger sputters his disagreement.

      “Stop whining, fucker. Mine’s not much better than yours,” Gunner grumbles argumentatively, tossing the lavender-and-plum ombre-feathered boa over his shoulder like my grandma used to with her shawl.

      “What’s got y’alls undies in an uproar?” Malice requests. “We all volunteered for this torture. What did you think would happen?”

      “I thought we’d have mini-tea cups, maybe some cookies to munch on. I wasn’t expecting to be dressed up like little old Mrs. Harper down at the drugstore,” I complain, answering his moronic question.

      This whole raising a daughter thing is no walk in the park. Not to mention, I’ll need to double-check and make sure my balls are intact after this assassination of character to my manhood.

      Speaking of my daughter, she’s standing next to me, chewing on her bottom lip. “Everything okay, Oakley?”

      “I recognize that look,” Gunner remarks, eyeballing Mane cynically. “Heads-up, that’s the potty dance. I’ve seen that prance every day since Mane’s been potty trained.”

      “Do you have to use the commode, Oakley?”

      “I have to poop,” she claims ferociously, loud enough for all of the guys to hear even though she was shooting for the exact opposite. When we’re at home, I toss her in the shower when she finishes that certain act. I’ve got the cleanest five-year-old on record.

      “Can she wipe herself?” Kruger leans over and whispers like a little bitch keeping a secret from the others.

      “Hell if I know. I usually toss her in the bathtub when she says she’s done.” I tell him what I was just thinking in my head. “Can ya wait ‘til we get home?” I redirect my attention and ask Oakley.

      “No,” she savagely replies, rotating her hips from left to right, and cupping her hand between her butt cheeks, trying to hold her shit from sliding its way out.

      “She’s gonna blow,” Malice, oh so helpfully implies—panicked alarm sketched across his face as his nose scrunches up, smelling a non-existent odor.

      As if I were a multi-million-dollar player in the pros, I lift Oakley up, tucking her underneath my armpit, superbly impersonating a running back on the gridiron, who successfully caught a fifty-yard pass then folds the football protectively in his arms. I dart my way into the clubhouse—weaving my way through the numerous bodies that are hindering my path.

      “I’ll grab the baby wipes,” Gunner offers as he stomps behind me. “Hold it in, sweetheart.”

      “I hope you were talking to Oakley,” I fire back over my shoulder. “Because if she blasts off, I’m gonna hurl.”

      “Prospect!” Gunner yells. “Follow the man and kid.” I hear Powerhouse’s heavy footfalls behind me as he rushes to do Gunner’s bidding.

      “What’s going on?” I hear Charlee girl ask as I slam the dividing door behind me.

      I don’t pay attention to the muffled answers, nor do I give a damn about the cackling women. I get Oakley’s bottoms off and have her seated on the toilet just in time for her to release an explosive fart and a relieved sigh.

      
        
        Aspen

      

      

      Nothing I did today put a smile on Juniper’s face. Ice cream melted from the lack of interest. The park swing didn’t entice her. I’m at my wit’s end trying to come up with ways to remove her melancholy. Finally, I gave up and drove us home.

      When I go to enter my house, I instantly know something’s off. Standing on the creaky front porch with Juniper next to me, we both stare at the ajar front door. The keys rattle in my hand as fear looms thickly in the air.

      “Stay here,” I tell Juniper in the lowest voice I can generate.

      “Mama, don’t go.” She sniffles, holding back her tears.

      “Go over to Mrs. Stanton’s house and don’t come outside until I come and get you. Understand?”

      “Yes,” she grimly answers, pivoting without a backward glimpse and sprinting across the yard to our neighbor’s connecting one. Her bookbag forgotten, dropped posthaste on the stoop as she sped away.

      Tucking my keys between my fingers as a makeshift weapon, I slip off my hard-sole flats and tiptoe across the porch. The door hinges creak as I push it open wider. Holding my breath, I take a few seconds to make sure whoever broke in isn’t still here, listening for me to come home. When I feel confident that the boogeyman isn’t going to jump out of the shadows and attack me, I continue moving, slowly placing one foot in front of the other.

      My chin quivers as I take in the state of my belongings. All of the things I worked hard for are smashed, obliterated, nothing more than debris. In my mind, I know they’re just things and can be replaced, but when you come from nothing and make something of yourself, all things are treasured, no matter what their value is.

      “Hold it right there,” a raspy voice orders. It’s a female but sounds like she’s a three-pack-daily smoker. Despite that, there’s something oddly familiar about it. I’m so damned nervous I can’t place it.

      Then, like a lightning bolt striking, I know exactly who it is. “Sicily. What the hell are you doing in my house?” Before I get an answer, something hits the back of my head and it’s lights out.
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      “Time to wake up now, dear,” the old bitty snarkily commands.

      My mind is layered with weaved cobwebs. It takes me a few minutes to swat them away and find my bearings so that I can process my condition. “What the fuck?” My head is spinning, and it feels like my body is swaying and weaving. Trying to come to, I open my eyes but am blinded by sunlight. “Seriously, Sicily. What the hell is going on?”

      “You and your beloved daughter are fixing to be my delivery messengers. As a little incentive to keep you compelled to see things my way, I have nabbed precious Dawn and have her wrapped up nice and tidy at my hideout.” Sicily is a little too comfortable, announcing she’s snatched my teaching assistant. Makes one wonder if this isn’t her first time holding someone against their will.

      “My daughter? Where is she?” I pick my jaw up off the floor long enough to look around. My immediate concern was clearing my head. Now, however, I’m realizing that the motion I was feeling earlier wasn’t from the bump on my head—it’s because we’re actually moving.

      “You worry too much, Aspen. My associate chloroformed your neighbor and made sure she was comfortable for her little catnap. He’s entertaining your little girl until we arrive. Don’t look so spooked, she’s fine—he’s good with kids.” That promise doesn’t help ease my worry.

      “He’s good with kids?” I repeat her utterance.

      “He used to watch Oakley for us when you weren’t taking care of her,” Sicily confirms. “Although, my granddaughter much preferred your company over his.”

      “She’s a good girl,” I affirm with conviction. “How long until we get to Juniper and you tell me what message it is you’d like for us to pass along?”

      “Just a few more minutes now. Sit back and relax, Aspen. Your little girl is well taken care of. Walker has got himself a boy of his own. Right now, the two little ones are probably playing hangman or some shit.”
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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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