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Her Saviors Blurb

Jayce ‘Wheels’ Sord

Forced onto a path I never wanted to take, it took me a long time to heal from the pain and betrayal I felt. Throughout everything, there was one person who never left my side and helped me through every situation I found myself in. Gavin has been my best friend for most of my life. We do everything together. One night, we find the one thing we’ve been waiting for; a woman to share between us.

Can we be the men she needs to heal her heart and show her not all men are the same? 

Brooklyn Dalton

I’ve never been in charge of my own life. As a child my parents ruled over me. When I was of age to begin making my own decisions, they were taken from me by a man. One who separated me from everyone important to me with the exception of my parents. Parents who betray me in the worst way possible. With no other way out, I make a choice I may live to regret. 

Can the men who promise to protect me really take care of my abuser? 

Gavin ‘Soul’ Calhoun

I’ve never wanted to live an extravagant life. I’m a simple man who loves my club, my new life, and living how I want to. My only concern is making sure I make my mom proud even though she’s no longer living. She was always my biggest supporter and encouraged me to do whatever made me happy in life. Now, things are changing and I’m not sure if it’s for the better or not.

Can we be her saviors, or are we destined to fail before we make our intentions clear?

Dedication

Her Saviors is dedicated to everyone who has been through the recent hurricanes. Please know you’re in our thoughts as you move forward. 

~ Darlene & Erin

Trigger Warning

Please note these books may contain the following trigger warnings: sexual assault/rape, kidnapping, mental abuse, physical abuse, emotional abuse, swearing, sex, drinking, drug use, and other trauma. Please read knowing there’s a chance you’ll see these in this series. 

*This does NOT mean you will find any or all of these possible triggers in this book. It is just a warning of any possibilities to see this in the pages as you read.
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Brooklyn

THE GUYS GOT me out of the bar and loaded up into a truck as quickly as they could without making me hurt more than I already was. I mean, there’s no way in hell I’m not going to feel any pain because my body is beaten and bruised. This is among one of the worst times Bennett has beaten me and I wish I knew what I did to set him off. It doesn’t really matter if I did anything wrong or not, but part of me wants to understand his reasoning. Why does he feel that it’s okay to put his hands on me in anger? I’m not perfect. No one is. Bennett seems to demand perfection of me which means I’ll always let him down and he’ll beat me on a daily basis. That was never a life goal of mine at all, and I have to wonder if there’s something wrong with me that keeps me with him. Because sane people wouldn’t sign up for what he is doing to me. 

Wheels, I think his name is, is driving the truck back to the clubhouse. You can’t live in Odin’s Gap and not know where the Tattered and Torn clubhouse is. It was a big deal when the guys moved into town and started setting everything up. I know it’s not far from Crickets but the ride is killing me. My hand and arm are still throbbing in immense pain with every beat of my heart. I’m almost positive something is broken in there. Soul is sitting right next to me with his arm wrapped around my shoulders. From the second I wedged my body in between theirs at the bar, one of them has been touching me at all times. I’m not about to put a stop to it because for the first time in a very long time I feel safe. Some part of me knows these two men will do everything in their power to protect me from Bennett and everyone else who wants to hurt me. 

“We’re here, Angel,” Soul says, his voice soft and gentle as if I’m a wounded animal about to run away from him. “I’m gonna carry you in the clubhouse to the medic room. Dr. Crewes is a good guy. He’ll take care of you. Neither one of us will leave your side the entire time.” 

“Okay. Thank you both for helping me,” I tell them, my voice breaking as sobs threaten to overwhelm me. The only reason I don’t collapse in tears is because I know from experience how much more I’ll hurt, especially this time with my hand and arm so messed up.

Wheels parks the truck on the side of the huge building that’s their clubhouse while the guys who surrounded us on the short ride here park in front of the building in a line. I lift my head once Soul has me in his arms long enough to see the bikers all backing in their bikes in a line. I’ve never witnessed anything like that before and it makes me feel as if I’m part of something bigger as these men are larger than life and make everyone around them take notice without even trying. Laying my head on Soul’s chest, I close my eyes against the bright light in the clubhouse. My head is starting to hurt and the less lights I have shining in my eyes, the better I’ll feel. At least as far as my head goes. 

“We’re in the medic room, Angel. I’m gonna set you on the gurney so Doc can check you out. I’m layin’ you down now,” he informs me, his voice washing over me like a warm blanket on a cold winter’s night. 

“Okay,” I mumble, my voice still nothing more than a whisper. 

“Brooklyn, I’m Dr. Crewes and I’m so sorry to meet you under these circumstances,” an older man states as I open my eyes and look at him. “Can you tell me where you hurt the most before I just start lookin’ you over?” 

“My hand, wrist, and arm hurt on the right side. Every single inch of my arm hurts with every move or jostle, and it makes me want to scream out in pain. I’ve also got pain in my stomach, nose, and jaw,” I answer, my voice still barely above a whisper. It hurts every single time I talk so I want to avoid it as often as I can. 

“Okay. Don’t talk for now. I’m gonna give you an exam and then we can go from there. I don’t have an x-ray machine for your hand and wrist, but we’ll figure out somethin’ to determine if there’s a break somewhere in there or not. Just from first glance, I do believe the cut on your forehead is gonna need stitches. That means I’m gonna have to numb the area with a local anesthetic so you don’t feel a thing. If we have to, we’ll head to the local walk-in clinic for the x-rays,” Dr. Crewes says, his voice remaining soft and gentle as he begins his exam of me. 

I try to keep my eyes open during the exam, but the pain makes it impossible. One of the guys holds my hand that’s not hurt and the instant our hands touch, that feeling of safety and warmth surrounds me once again. While my discomfort doesn’t disappear, I realize I’m not alone in this any longer and it helps keep me focused on the here and now.

“Okay. You’ve got quite a large number of bruises on most of your body. They’ll heal on their own as you know. Your ribs aren’t broken, but they are badly bruised. It’s gonna be a while before you can breathe or move around without feelin’ the pain from them. Your jaw is bruised. It’s gonna hurt for a while but there shouldn’t be any lastin’ damage. Don’t talk if you don't have to and you can use ice to help ensure there’s no swellin’. At this point, I do believe your wrist is broken. For now, I’m goin’ to wrap it so it’s secure and then we’ll head over to the clinic. I’ve got a contact there who can let us in after hours so everythin’ remains off the books. It took ten stitches to close the wound on your forehead. You need to keep that area clean and dry. Don’t get it wet at all. The boys and ol’ ladies here know how to change the bandages if you’re comfortable with them doin’ it.

“The last thing I have to do is reset your nose. This one is really gonna hurt and there’s nothin’ I can do to take that away. If you want to have some pain medicine, I can certainly give you a shot for that so it doesn’t take as long to kick in. Right after I get that taken care of, we’ll head to the clinic and get you taken care of. They’ll have everythin’ I need there to put you in a cast if that’s what’s needed as well. I have a lot of stuff here, but not that.” 

“Please,” I whisper. I’m not a wimp, not by a longshot, but this is the worst Bennett has ever hurt me and the pain radiating through me has me wishing I could curl into a ball and cry hysterically.

“Then that’s what we’ll do, darlin’,” Doc replies, reaching into his black bag. “Just a tiny prick now, that’s a good girl. Now, I have to ask you an extremely personal question. Do you want the guys to leave?”

“No. I’d like them to stay please,” I whisper, looking between the two guys who make me feel safer than ever before in my life. 

“Were you raped by the man who attacked you?” Dr. Crewes asks, the tension in the room increasing until it’s all I can feel. 

“No. We were together and it’s not rape if you’re with the person,” I state, not looking at any of the men in the room because this is a very personal matter and I don’t know any of these men. Even though one is a doctor, I’m still quite embarrassed right now.

“What did you just say, Angel? Who told you that?” Soul questions me, his voice hard and cold. 

“My parents and Bennett. They’ve told me for over two years now that it’s not rape if you’re with the person. So, no, I wasn’t raped,” I say, listening to my voice tremble because of the anger now filling the room. 

“Star, I don’t know how to tell you this,” Wheels begins, his voice not hiding the anger he’s feeling right now. “Rape is rape. It doesn’t matter if you’re with the person or not. If at any time you didn’t want to have sex with Bennett, then he raped you. So, were you raped?” 

“Every single time,” I whisper, tears filling my eyes and spilling over in seconds because I’ve been lied to for so long by the people who were supposed to protect me above all else. Now I feel dirty, unclean, and figure that these two men will go running for the hills as soon as possible. 

“Don’t cry, Angel. You won’t ever have to live like that again. I’ll make damn sure of it and I know Wheels won’t let that happen to you either,” Soul promises me, the look in his green eyes showing how livid he is. I don’t even think livid is the right word to use here. Soul is so angry and if his eyes could shoot lasers at whoever is closest to him, they’d be dead, incinerated on the spot.

[image: image]

I don’t know whose room I slept in last night, but the guys surrounded me all night long. Their scents enveloped me, furthering my feeling of being safe. For so long now, I’ve lived my life scared of everything. My earliest memories are grounded in fear, and as I’ve gotten older, it’s only gotten worse. The x-rays we got at the clinic showed my wrist is broken in two spots but thankfully I didn’t need surgery to repair the damage Bennett did to me. Dr. Crewes believes having the cast on will ensure the bones set the way they’re supposed to and then I can get the bulky cast off and go about my life. Or figure out where I want my new life to go. Right now, the only thing I’m completely sure of is that I don’t want anything to do with my parents or Bennett ever again. 

“Mornin’, Angel,” Soul says, his voice scratchy and deep from just waking up. “How did you sleep?” 

“Better than I have in a very long time,” I answer him, my voice only slightly louder than last night when they brought me to the clubhouse. 

“Someday, you’ll explain that to us, Star. For now, we have to get ready to head to church. I got a message from Anguish that he wants to see you in church this mornin’. It will be easier on you to go over everythin’ once instead of havin’ to talk about everythin’ multiple times,” Wheels says, his voice also full of sleep that deepens his normally deep voice and makes it sound like he’s gargled with gravel or something. 

Honestly, the voices of both men are sexy as hell. That’s a thought I have no business thinking about them. Yes, they saved me from Bennett and brought me to the clubhouse to get looked at by their doctor. Then, they made sure that I’m safe and protected throughout the night. These men are protecting me and that’s it. They aren’t going to have any interest in a girl who’s damaged and been beaten repeatedly. I’m still trying to wrap my head around the fact that Bennett raped me repeatedly over the years. It’s going to take a very long time for me to even think about this information and process what’s been done to me. 

“How am I gonna talk in front of everyone? Dr. Crewes doesn’t want me to talk very much,” I remind the guys as we all start to get out of the bed. Because in addition to everything else, my jaw is badly bruised and even opening my mouth to speak has my head aching as though someone is banging against my skull.

Soul helps me get from under the blankets and sees that I’m steady on my feet before letting me go. 

“We’ll get you through it and then you won’t have to talk for the rest of the day. We’ll spend the rest of the day in the cabin, makin’ sure it’s all set while you rest and point out what you want done or what you need. Just whisper if you have to and we’ll let the guys know exactly why they have to truly listen to you and not make you speak up louder than you can,” Wheels states, walking to the dresser in the room and pulling out a pair of sweatpants and a tee-shirt before handing them over to me. “You can’t take a shower or wash your hair today. Soul and I can help you get cleaned up the best we can if you don’t mind.” 

“I don’t mind,” I say even as I fill with fear at the thought of these men touching me so soon after learning the revelation of what Bennett’s been doing to me. 

“You’ll see every single move we make, Angel. If you don’t want us to touch you in a certain area of your body, we won’t. Today we’re just gonna use wet washcloths to get the blood and stuff off of your body. Especially your face. We would’ve done it last night but you were so exhausted and we wanted you to sleep more than worryin’ about cleanin’ you up,” Soul tells me, 

Last night, their anger over my treatment from Bennett, as well as my parents, clouded every space we were in. Today, however, I can feel their kindness and concern and it melts something inside. Instinctively, I know they’ll treat me with care, and won’t do anything that makes me uncomfortable. 

“Okay,” I murmur. “Lead the way.”
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It’s a little intimidating being in a room full of larger-than-life men, but Wheels and Soul have me sitting between the two of them. I don’t know their history, but word around town is they were all in the same unit in the military and when they were all medically discharged, they followed Drayven here and decided to set up their homebase in our small town.

They’ve done a lot for the town, including revitalizing it with new businesses. They’re also active with many different projects, things that are making life better for others. So, even though I feel like I want to pass out now that everyone’s eyes are on me, I will push through my fear and do it anyway.

Because I can’t keep living the life I was; I won’t survive it.

“Brooklyn, I know this might be hard, but I need you to tell us everythin’,” Anguish, the club president states. “Take your time, and Brothers, I need y’all to hold any questions until she’s done talkin’ if there’s anythin’ you need clarified.”

I watch all the men agree, almost in unison, as Wheels and Soul place a hand on my shoulders, giving me the strength I need to purge everything all at once. There’s so much poison clotting my soul, I worry that I’ll be dead by the time I’m finished. Still, I want, no I need to do this, for my sanity, my future.

“I met Bennett two years ago. He was at my parents’ trailer when I got home from work. I’m not exactly sure what they were talking about, but the second I walked through the door, they all stopped talking and looked up at me. Bennett stood from the worn chair he was sitting on and came over to me. He was the perfect gentleman. Bennett said all the right things and treated me like a princess. At least in the beginning, he did. It only took him six months before his true colors started showing. That’s when he’d slap me here or there for various reasons. I didn’t dress properly, my hair and make-up was too over-the-top for him, any reason he deemed appropriate to ‘put me in my place’. 

“By the eight month mark of our relationship, he started alienating me from all of my family and friends. He took my cell phone, had to know where I was every second of the day, and everything else you can think of. I wasn’t allowed to go out unless he was with me. Then, we were with his friends and only his friends. I was surrounded by assholes at all times. The only people he didn’t remove from my life were my parents because they believed everything he was saying and agreed with his punishments to ensure I was acting the proper way. A way beneficial to him and only him. I was to be nothing more than a trophy on his arm when he decided to take me out and show me off. 

“From there, it only got worse. The smallest thing would set him off. I couldn’t ever really tell when Bennett was going to hurt me, but for the most part, I knew what I had done to set him off. Not this last time though. He came into my parents’ trailer and just started tearing into me. Bennett destroyed everything in the place before walking out and leaving me curled up on the floor in agonizing pain. I had no clothes left but the sweatpants, tank top, and hoodie I was wearing last night. Every other piece of clothing I’ve had to save up to buy was completely destroyed. 

“When I was able to pull myself up off the floor and get out of the trailer, he tried to run me over with his car. I was at Maude and Miriam’s diner when he finally pulled away and left me alone. He’s scared of them and knows they have a shotgun inside. If they’d seen me the way I am, they would’ve taken care of him and not cared who witnessed it. From there, I made my way to the bar behind the buildings and anything else I could hide behind. That’s when I ordered an angel shot and Cricket sent me over to Wheels and Soul for help,” I tell the guys, staring at the table in front of me so I don’t have to worry about seeing the pity in their eyes as they listen to the treatment of me at Bennett’s hands. 

“Sweetheart, why would Bennett ask if we knew who his father was last night?” one of the largest guys I’ve ever seen in my life asks me. It’s the same man who was behind the bar with Cricket last night. 

“Well, his father is the Governor. That’s why Bennett never gets in trouble for anything. I’m not the first girl he’s treated this way. They aren’t even from here, and I know that because one of his ex’s reached out to me not that long ago. He beat her so badly she was admitted to the hospital at one point,” I tell them, still not exactly looking at anyone around the table as Wheels and Soul continue to lend me all the comfort and strength they have to give. 

“I’d like you to write down Bennett’s full name and anythin’ else you can think would be good for us to know,” the man sitting at the head of the table says, his voice gentle despite the underlying hint of anger. 

“Well, um, I can’t exactly write anything down right now. He broke my dominant wrist. But, if Wheels or Soul could write everything down for me, I’ll give over any details I can think of,” I tell them, finally looking up at the men surrounding me. 

None of them are looking at me with pity in their eyes. If anything, I see nothing but rage, anger, and violence from them. These men are angry on my behalf and it’s kind of liberating to realize for the first time someone is actually on my side and believes me over Bennett. I mean, it’s kind of hard to dismiss what I’ve said with all of the evidence on my body. Wheels and Soul definitely saw more of it than anyone else in this room, but they can see the damage that’s been done to my face. 

“Okay. Wheels and Soul, take her to the cabins and get her settled in one. Fetch is gonna run to the store when you get him a list of what’s needed. Cricket and Fee are on standby to get anything Brooklyn might need. Make sure you air out whichever one you put her in. Nanny could probably use a neighbor. Just sayin’. I don’t want either one of you leavin’ her there alone. Until we can get a handle on this situation, you’re her personal bodyguards. We’ll take care of everythin’ else,” the man in charge orders before slamming a gavel on the table in front of him. It’s so loud, I jump in my seat and almost fall to the floor. 

I can’t help myself; it’s a conditioned response after two years of hell. Loud noises, slamming doors, threatening tones; they all render me virtually helpless as fear courses through my body. Hopefully, my life is changing for the good and I’ll eventually leave these reactions behind.

Wheels and Soul take me from the room and lead me out of the clubhouse over to a row of cabins. There’s an older lady sitting outside of one who waves and offers me a large, bright smile. I shyly wave back as she gets a good look at my face and anger fills her features. Quickly turning my head from her, I continue walking between the two men and let them lead me into where I’ll be staying, right next to the older woman. I’m ready to take my medicine and go to sleep and I haven’t even been up that long. So, that’s exactly what I do.



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


Chapter One

[image: image]




[image: A red skull with black background

Description automatically generated]

Wheels

Four months later

FOR THE LAST four months, Brooklyn hasn’t left the compound other than when she goes to work at Soul Escape. She’s still staying in the cabin next to Nanny and is loving life. Soul and I have watched her go from a broken woman covered in bruises and believing everything her parents and Bennett told her to a woman full of life who loves to laugh. I’ve never heard a laugh like hers and it hits me deep in the chest every single time I’m lucky enough to hear it. That doesn’t mean she’s still not fighting her demons from the ones who were supposed to love and protect her. It just means she’s putting up one hell of a fight to battle them and make sure they leave her alone. I think Nanny is helping her out a lot with that. They spend every single morning together with the chickens and no one is allowed with them when they’re together. Soul and I stand back and watch over her. We’re never far from her side if we don’t have to be. It amazes me that something as simple as taking care of Nanny’s chickens seems to be grounding her, but that’s what’s happening. 

Brooklyn has really taken to her job at Soul Escape. She loves being around the music and watching as everyone dances and has a good time. As she moves through the crowded floor during each of her shifts, Brooklyn seems to sway and dance to the music even as she delivers drinks from one table to the next all night long. There hasn’t been a single time she’s messed up a drink order, spilled anything, or gotten customers angry at her. If anything, the men love to watch her body sway to the music while the women follow her every move with green-tinted eyes.

I think what’s even more phenomenal is that while she’s healing, she truly doesn’t see what an impact she’s having on those around her. I mean, her self-confidence and self-worth is slowly returning, but it’s not an overnight fix by any means. She’s had years of subtle and not-so-subtle abuse to overcome. Those jealous bitches see a gorgeous woman with a kind and gentle spirit, but they have no clue the demons that are haunting her. Still, she keeps fighting, and it’s that spirit that keeps me entranced. Soul loves having her work with him and he’s always at the club every shift she has. I don’t give a fuck who the bouncers or other staff are each night she works, none of them are us and won’t protect her the way we do or will should danger come knocking. When I’m not busy, I tend to randomly show up during Brooklyn’s shifts and grab the empty table in her section. There’s always one left for me lately. Guess it’s a perk of owning the business, but I’m not complaining at all.

Soul and Brooklyn have been gone for a few hours now and I’m trying to figure out what the hell to do with myself as I look around the small cabin we’ve all been staying in since Brooklyn showed up at Cricket’s that night. I’ve already been out searching for any signs of Bennett. No, the club isn’t looking for him at this point. We’re all sitting back and quietly working behind the scenes. While Soul and I would love to get our hands on the fucker for what he’s done to Brooklyn over the years, we’ve decided his time would be better spent in prison for his crimes. No matter how much we torture him or keep him on the brink of life, he doesn’t deserve a quick, easy death, not compared to the pain and suffering Brooklyn still faces. 

Grabbing a bottle of water from the refrigerator, I hear a knock on the front door and make my way over to see who the hell is here. Looking through the small window near the top of the door I can barely see through, I find Country standing there. Scowling, I wonder what’s going on because this man doesn’t just show up unannounced without having a damn good reason for doing so. 

“Country,” I say, opening the door and waiting to see what he has to say.

“Need to come in and have a word with you,” he states simply, his eyes darting all over as if he senses some hidden enemy lurking in the shadows I don’t see. 

I step back and allow him to enter the cabin before closing and locking the door. Country doesn’t always act paranoid the way he is right now, but we all have our moments when our demons get the better of us. Country doesn’t share what the hell haunts him from our time in the military and it takes a lot for him, or any of us, to open up about that aspect of our past. None of us blame him and let him have the time and space he needs to work through shit. It’s another reason we started the MC, because all of us are fucked up in one way or another and who better to understand what demons still chase us than those who were by our side?

“What’s goin’ on, Country? Are you okay?” I ask him when he takes a seat in one of the chairs while I grab a seat on the couch. 

“I’m okay, Wheels. I was down by the courthouse this mornin’. Somethin’ told me to go there when I was out ridin’ to clear my head. When I got there, I ran into Bennett. That fucker was there tryin’ to get the restrainin’ order Brooklyn filed  against him thrown out. He doesn’t have a court date and won’t be goin’ in front of a judge or anythin’ like that. Basically he was throwin’ a fuckin’ temper tantrum sayin’ it’s bullshit that she’s allowed to lie and get the restrainin’ order without havin’ solid proof against him,” Country informs me, sitting forward with his elbows on his knees as he stares at me and gauges my reaction to this news. 

“So he still has no clue there’s photographic evidence of his abuse and other shit Brooklyn has? That we’re lookin’ into him and diggin’ up every bit of information we can find on the sick fuck?” I question Country, my mind swirling a million miles an hour with so many thoughts and questions right now. 

“No. The clerk he was talkin’ to said there’s nothin’ he can do until their court date. That doesn’t take place until closer to the expiration date of the restrainin’ order. If I remember correctly, that won’t happen for several more months. There’s nothin’ Bennett can do to find out any information about how she got the order against him either. The file is sealed and it would take someone a hell of a lot better than Hulk to hack into the court’s computers to gain access to the evidence against him so far,” Country says with a smirk on his face because we both know Bennett is too fucking dumb to know how to hack a computer system or anything else like that. 

“Did you hear anythin’ else when  you were there?” I ask, leaning back deeper into the couch cushions. 

“Yeah. He was tellin’ everyone who would listen what a fuckin’ slut Brooklyn is and how she’s done nothin’ but cheat on him from the day they got together. Said she’s been fuckin’ every member of the club since we stole her from him too. When nothin’ was workin’ to get people to turn in his favor against Brooklyn, Bennett tried to get a restrainin’ order against her. Said she was abusive, harrassin’ him, and stalkin’ his entire family. That’s when I had to leave because I couldn’t hold in my laughter. I did hear the clerk tell him there was no way he was tellin’ the truth and she wouldn’t be handin’ over what he needed to do to get the paperwork started,” Country states, his voice full of laughter as he remembers the scene only he witnessed this morning. 

With the way it’s taking every ounce of strength Country possesses to contain his laughter, I wish I’d been with him to witness Bennett realize no one’s gonna believe a word he has to say. Then to know the court clerk didn’t fall for his shit makes me a very happy man right now. Bennett seems to think everyone will always believe his word and no one will ever go against him because he’s that much of an entitled prick. 

“Fuck! You couldn’t let me know you were there?” I ask Country, laughter lacing my voice as I look up at my friend. 

“Trust me, I didn’t realize that’s where I’d end up when I went out for a ride this mornin’. I could’ve recorded it for ya, but I didn’t want to be too obvious about what I was doin’ there. So, you’ll just have to take my word for how funny it was. Besides, we all know Soul and you spend your mornin’ watchin’ over Nanny and Brooklyn while they’re in the chicken coop,” Country says.

“Sounds like Brooklyn will be in a good position when she finally goes to court. Won’t hurt that she’s got the whole club behind her,” I muse. 

We haven’t pressed for anything with her; she still has so much healing to finish doing, but we’ve made our interest known and there’s no fucking way she’ll go through anything to do with that prick alone. Those times of her having no one at her back are over and done. But the promise of her is enough to keep us going.

“Well, if she needs character witnesses, I’m sure there are customers who’ll gladly give one for her,” Country replies. “We’ve all seen how she is when she’s at work and hands down, she’s the best fuckin’ waitress I’ve ever seen. Hell, even those bachelor parties that come in aren’t all handsy with her like they are with some of the other girls.”

“I’ve noticed that,” I say. “I think it’s because she looks innocent, if that makes any sense. She brings out everyone’s protective instincts.”

“How are things goin’ with the three of you?” Country asks me, giving me something everyone rarely gets from him. 

Country isn’t one of the guys who goes out of his way to check on others and doesn’t typically ask about one of the women of the club. Yeah, he’ll be there to protect the fuck out of anyone who needs it, but getting personal and shit isn’t something Country does any longer. He keeps everything to himself and doesn’t go out of his way to make friends other than those of us he served with. 

“It’s goin’ as good as it can. We aren’t rushin’ things when it comes to Brooklyn. She’s been through way too fuckin’ much for us to pressure her into sex or anythin’ else. For the first time in her life, she’s livin’ how she wants and growin’ into a new version of herself. Soul and I are more concerned about gettin’ her where she wants to be instead of all the other shit,” I answer him  honestly as he nods his head.

“Good. She’s a good girl and we all see it. Soul and you will help her get to the point she’s ready to have sex and know it’s not because either one of you are forcin’ her hand or makin’ her feel as if she doesn’t have a choice in the matter. I haven’t seen her parents around. Anyone heard from them?” Country asks me, standing from the chair and stretching out his tall body. 

“Soul and I will never force her into anythin’ like that. She deserves to be treated like the fuckin’ queen she is and that’s what we’re gonna do. And I haven’t heard of anyone seein’ her parents around. I haven’t been goin’ out of my way to look for them, but it’s almost like they disappeared or somethin’,” I state, following him to the door and watching him walk through after opening it up. 

“I’ll start checkin’ in on them and see what I can find.”

Without another word, Country heads for the clubhouse as I turn to see Nanny sitting outside her cabin with a fresh container of lemonade and some of the cookies she makes that melt in your mouth. With a smile on my face, I make sure I’ve got my phone and close the door before heading over to see what she’s doing today. 

“I see how it is,” Nanny begins, a large smile on her face as she watches me step up closer to her. “You see the goodies and walk right over like I’m gonna share with you.” 

“Of course. We all know you’re cookin’ is the best. When you bake, it’s the shit dreams are made of. I can’t help it that we all want to come hang out with you when we know you’ve been bakin’,” I tell her as we each take a seat in the rocking chairs she has out front of her cabin. I’m unsure why she stood back up; but Nanny is from another generation so I don’t question it at all.

“Brooklyn’s at work tonight?” she asks, pouring us both a glass of lemonade before handing over a napkin with two cookies on it. 

“Yeah. I’m probably gonna head over to check on things in a little while,” I tell her, taking a bite of the peanut butter cookie she’s baked today. I’d say it’s my favorite, but truthfully, my mind changes every time I eat a different one. So far, though, peanut butter and snickerdoodle are in the top two spots. Although . . . the chocolate chunk cookies melt in your mouth, so they tend to push the others down whenever she makes those. 

“I wouldn’t expect anythin’ less from you. Brooklyn is very fond of both you boys. She’s half in love with the two of you and doesn’t understand that’s what she’s feelin’ because for the first time in her life it’s genuine and there are no strings attached. You’re both showin’ her there are good men in this world and she’s nervous it’s all gonna end,” Nanny informs me, her voice a whisper as two of her chickens waddle around the cabin. 

“The feelin’ is mutual, Nanny. You don’t have to warn us not to hurt her or anythin’ else you’re gonna do. Soul and I will take care of her and be the men she deserves,” I promise Nanny as she smiles in return and we both sit in silence. 

After sitting with Nanny for almost an hour, my phone vibrates in my pocket and I pull it out to see Soul’s name on my screen. He needs help at the club because one of the bouncers just got stabbed with a knife one of the customers brought in with him. Fetch is taking him to the hospital and he can’t get anyone else to come in on such short notice. Assuring him I’ll be there in a minute, I hang up and thank Nanny for the conversation and food before going to get ready to go to the club. I don’t have time to shower or anything, but I change my clothes and make sure I don’t stink before heading for my bike and taking off to help my best friend and keep an eye on Brooklyn.
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Soul

“SON OF A bitch,” I seethe out as Fetch helps Chayse, our bouncer, out through the side exit so he can take him to the hospital. The fucker who brought a knife into our club eyes me fearfully as I glare at him. “What the fuck were you tryin’ to do, you stupid prick? Get to the girls? How’d that work out for ya?”

He sneers at me but before he can utter a word, I have him gripped by his shirt and against the wall, his feet dangling. “No one fucks with our girls, asshole. If I were you, I’d be worried about Chayse comin’ after you for your little stunt. Our fuckin’ sign out front clearly states no weapons are allowed inside. You think you’re somethin’ special, dickhead?”

“He touched me,” he manages to rasp out, his face now a wonderful shade of red. Guess I should let him breathe; Anguish will have my balls if we get the cops involved with a dead body, more’s the pity. 

“Because you were somewhere you weren’t supposed to be,” I growl at the asshole in front of me as I drag him through the club toward our back rooms. 

I’m not about to leave this stupid fucker on the floor of the nightclub despite us searching him and making sure he’s got no more weapons on his body. He will not be fucking around with the crowd so someone gets hurt besides Chayse. The cops will be coming to get this fucker for us because we’re gonna press charges on his ass. Chayse already said he wants him sitting in a jail cell so we know he won’t try to make his way back in the club when we’re so fucking busy no one can pay attention to him. 

A thought strikes me as I drag this fucker to the back of the club. 

“Who the fuck sent you here?” I question him, stopping in the middle of the deserted hallway and turning to face this asshole once again. 

“What the hell are you talking about?” he returns, not answering my question as his face pales under the dim lighting. 

“Were you sent here to go after a specific person? Is that why you’re here tonight and were followin’ one girl in particular as she works? I’ve seen you watchin’ my waitress like a hawk and then when Chayse finds you, you’re tryin’ to follow her to the bathroom. Our staff doesn’t use the public restrooms for a reason. So, again, were you sent here to go after one person in particular or are you just a piece of shit in general?” I question the twatwaffle as he looks up at me with fear starting to fill his cold, lifeless eyes. 

“I’m not telling you anything,” he says, his voice shaking as his entire body almost shuts down with the fear coursing through him. 

“You just did. Most people don’t realize that not answerin’ a question is an answer in reality. Takin’ in the way you’re shakin’ and how pale you’ve gone since I started askin’ you questions, also answers me without you openin’ your fuckin’ mouth and sayin’ a word in response to me. Again, you think you’re holdin’ back the truth so you’re protectin’ whoever’s after my girl, but you’re givin’ me all the answers,” I state as the idiot starts to whimper while tears fill his eyes. I swear to Christ if he pisses himself, I’m gonna rethink my position on calling the damn cops. 

“He’ll kill them if I talk. He knows where my wife and kids are and will take them out while recording things so I’m shown the video every day for the rest of my life. I can’t tell you, the cops, or anyone else a thing,” he informs me, his voice shaking with the fear coursing through his veins as tears fill his eyes and he drops his gaze to the floor at our feet. 

“Where is your family?” I ask, knowing I’ll get the club to pick them up so whoever this guy’s working for won’t be able to get to them. Since he’s got kids, even though he’s a piece of shit, we’ll protect them. 

“They’re in a cabin closer to the next town over. I thought it would be a good place to hide them because it’s not in a name associated with my wife, her family, or my family. This asshole still managed to figure out where I put them and now he’s coming at me harder and pushing me to do more and more for him,” the guy tells me, lifting his head once more as he looks at me with just a hint of hope shining in his eyes. 

“When I get you in this room, you’re gonna write down your wife’s name, how many kids are in the cabin with her, their names, your name, and any other information I need to know. I’ll turn the information over to my President and the club will decide whether or not we help them or not. We’re not in the business of standin’ by while innocent people are hurt. Just so you know, the woman you were sent to attack tonight is a victim of your boss. He’s raped, beaten manipulated, and abused her every way possible. That’s the kind of asshole you’ve hooked yourself to,” I state, anger filling my voice once again when I think of how close Brooklyn was to being hurt once again by assholes who want to pull her down to where they are in the world instead of lifting her up the way she deserves. 

Getting to the room I’ll be holding this asshole in until Darren gets here, I slide over a piece of paper and pen to the guy in front of me. After handcuffing his left hand to the table so he can’t try to escape, I leave him in the room alone knowing there’s no way out for him. This room doesn’t have a window in it, the door locks from the outside, and there aren’t any secret exits from the room. There is also nothing in there he’ll be able to use to hurt himself or get out of the handcuffs with. We check the room daily just for this very reason because we never know what’s going to happen on any given night at Soul Escape. 

After leaving him in the room, I pull out my phone and call Wheels to see if he can come in and help keep an eye on the place. I know my best friend will be in at some point in time tonight since Brooklyn’s working, but we never know when. Right now, I need him here sooner rather than later to ensure no one else decides to pull some shit like the stupid fuck with the knife did. Wheels lets me know he’ll be here in a few minutes. It’s not surprising since we don’t live that far from the club. 

Heading back out front, my phone is to my ear once more as I place the call to Darren so he can come pick up the stupid fuck and get him out of my club. Once I’m done with the conversation, I go back behind the bar and start making drinks for the customers of the club while helping out Misty. She’s been running around like a chicken with her head cut off and I can’t leave her back here for long because she’s not feeling the best tonight. Misty just announced her pregnancy and the morning sickness is hitting her hard. Still, she shows up to work and doesn’t let it affect her doing her job the best she can. I make a mental note that we’ll need another backup bartender once she gets far enough along to go on maternity leave. Worst case scenario, we’ll bring in Fetch since he’s worked all of the club’s businesses so Misty won’t worry about coming back to a job. 

My eyes land on Brooklyn as she moves around the floor, through the bodies dancing and writhing on the floor to the music playing through the speakers. Her hair is tied up as normal and to anyone who doesn’t know her, you wouldn’t realize how scared she is right now. Since I’ve spent every single day with her for the last several months, I can see through the fake smile and how she’s trying to keep her head held high in the face of someone coming at her with a knife intent on doing the maximum amount of damage to her. Eventually we’ll know what the guy was instructed to do, but I have a pretty good feeling already that he was here to scar and maim Brooklyn as a form of punishment. Bennett will pay for every little thing he’s done or tried to do to Brooklyn, even if we have to skirt legalities to ensure he doesn’t get away with it, since sometimes, the justice system isn’t as blind as we’re told. With him coming from money like he does, it’s highly likely they’ve got judges in their pockets. 

After making the next round of drinks for one of Brooklyn’s tables, I look up to find Wheels walking through the door of the club. He has no clue what really happened here tonight because I wasn’t about to tell him that kind of shit on the phone. Now, I don’t have a choice but to tell him the guy in the back came at Brooklyn and that Chayse is now at the hospital with injuries he suffered protecting her. Knowing Brooklyn the way I do, she’ll take the guilt of the altercation on her shoulders and will do everything in her power to make it up to Chayse. She’ll go out of her way to help him with anything that needs to be done, including making him food, cleaning his wounds, and anything else she can find to do for him. Brooklyn has been trying to pay the club back from the second she recovered for saving her that night at Cricket’s. While she has nothing to pay anyone back for, we’ve all seen that she has more confidence than she did when she first arrived, so if it helps her keep healing, we’ll let her do her thing.

“What the hell happened here tonight, Soul?” Wheels asks me when I meet him at the end of the bar to have a quick word with him. 

“Brooklyn was goin’ to the bathroom durin’ her break. I watched as a man who’d been stickin’ close to the bar followed her suddenly. We’ve been busy as fuck and I couldn’t run after him. Thankfully, Chayse was close to her and he stopped the guy from attackin’ Brooklyn. Wheels, he had a knife in his hand when he went after her. He pulled it sometime after leavin’ the bar and I didn’t know he had it,” I tell my best friend and watch as his face morphs from the blank mask he keeps in place while out in public to one of pure rage. 

“Are you fuckin’ kiddin’ me right now, Soul? Some fuck went after our girl with a knife and now Chayse is at the hospital to have his injuries checked out! Does Darren know what the fuck happened? Do you know anythin’ about why this happened?” Wheels questions me, his voice laced with anger and fear as his eyes dart around the club until they land on Brooklyn as she heads back toward the bar.

“I’m not kiddin’, Wheels. That’s what happened. There’s a paper in the room with him containin’ the names of his wife and kids. They’re in a cabin by the next town over hidin’ out. Whoever sent this guy knows where they are and is usin’ them as leverage to get him to do their biddin’. He didn’t come right out and say Bennett is behind this shit, but we both know it’s him. There’s no doubt in my mind about that shit. Still, the guy refuses to talk, preferin’ to protect his family,” I tell Wheels as Brooklyn makes her way over to us. “Darren’s on his way here now for the asshole and will come through the back door so this shit is kept quiet. That’s all we know for now and I’m waitin’ on a call from Fetch to let me know what’s goin’ on with Chayse.” 

“But who the fuck else could it be?” he asks. “We both know it’s been far too quiet from his camp. I’m just grateful as fuck Chayse was closer, even though he got hurt for his efforts.”

“It’s what we hire them for, to protect the girls workin’ here along with the customers who come in for a night of dancin’ and drinkin’, Wheels. Chayse didn’t even hesitate from the look of him,” I reply, thinking of the blood coating his skin and clothing when Fetch took him out of here. 

“You say Fetch took him to be seen, right? Let me call him and see how he’s makin’ out,” Wheels states. “We need to let Anguish know too, especially if that fuck has a family we’re gonna be protectin’. I’ll get that taken care of while you help Misty.”

Wheels leaves the end of the bar and stops to talk to Brooklyn briefly. I watch as she smiles up at him and places her hand on his arm while leaning in closer. She doesn’t always get physical and touch one of us, but when she does, it always sends a thrill through our bodies. By the time they’re done talking, Wheels has a slight smile on his face as he pulls out his phone and makes the phone calls to get this shit taken care of while I work behind the bar. 

“We need more beer, Soul,” Misty informs me as we get a slight lull in customers coming up for drinks. 

“On it. I’ll be right back. If you need help, motion to Wheels and he’ll come help out until I get back. Is it just one keg that needs to be replaced?” 

“Yeah. Though, we’re running low on Tequila and Jack as well. If you can grab some, that would be a good idea. I think that’s all we need right now. I can make a list in a little bit so it’s stocked before we get closer to closing tonight. You know that’s when we get busy as hell again,” she answers me, her voice barely heard over the music and various conversations taking place close to the bar. 

“I’ll get it taken care of,” I assure her, leaving her behind the bar alone once more and heading for the stockroom. 

When Soul Escape was designed, I had them install a system so we could replace the kegs in the storeroom and it will run straight to the bar where we can fill each glass for the customers. That way we’re not transporting the kegs through the floor of the night club while it’s busy as hell. I could see nothing but problems doing that on a nightly basis. I hate changing these fucking kegs. Sometimes it’s easy as hell and doesn’t give me any problems. Other times, like tonight, it’s a pain in the ass and doesn’t want to work the way it’s supposed to. I spend fifteen minutes fighting with the damn connection before I finally manage to get it disconnected and line the new keg up in place to hook it up so Misty can keep filling drafts. 

After making sure the keg is working properly, I grab an empty box we keep in here and fill it with a few bottles of alcohol. I know Misty said we were low on Tequila and Jack, but it’s only a matter of time before we start to get low on a few other bottles we use on a nightly basis. I’ve worked behind the bar enough to know exactly which alcohol is our most popular. Those are the bottles I grab to take out with me. I’ll do a visual on the bottles of beer and make another run when we get another lull, but this’ll do for right now.

Walking through the club, I turn my head to find Darren leaving with the asshole in handcuffs. Darren gives me a nod of acknowledgement before leaving and I release the breath I didn’t know I was holding until this moment. Having that guy in the club with Brooklyn was too much and now I don’t have to worry about it because he’ll be at the police station, being questioned by Darren. Wheels is behind the bar and Misty is nowhere to be found. He lets me know she had to rush off and I know exactly where she is without him saying anything else. After stocking the bottles, I get to work helping Wheels mix and serve drinks while lines form. Right now, a lot of the women in the club are lined up and I know it’s because Wheels and I are the ones behind the bar. They’ll take any excuse to get close to the two of us and this is a second for them to attempt to flirt with us. What they don’t know is our eyes are for Brooklyn only and we’re not going to give in to anyone just because they think they can flirt with us for a few minutes. The irony is they toss their tips into the jar we keep on the bar thinking they’re giving them to us, but we don’t take them, we leave them for whoever is the actual bartender. In this instance, it’s Misty, and I know she’ll be able to use the money for her upcoming baby. 
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Brooklyn

IT’S BEEN A week since the guy tried to attack me at Soul Escape. I don’t know the details of what happened or why he chose to come after me, and I don’t care to know them. This is just one more incident in the series of fucked up shit that’s happened in my life since meeting Bennett and learning how little my parents truly care about me. What I do know is that no matter how much I try to forget the night in question, the worse the nightmares plaguing me get. Each night I dream of him coming after me and getting his hands on me. Not only does he beat the hell out of me the way Bennett has done in the past, but he uses the knife I caught a glimpse of to carve up my body. The man carves horrible words into my skin and places cuts deep enough to bleed like crazy but not enough to kill me. It’s the worst pain I’ve experienced in my life and that’s saying something after everything Bennett has done to me since we got together. 

Wheels and Soul have been awesome throughout it all; waking me up and then doing what they can to soothe me so I fall back to sleep. Right now, we’re all looking a bit haggard around the edges, but when I try to apologize, they shush me, which is kind of funny if I think about it since they’re both badasses in their own right. I guess logically I know I’m safe, it’s my subconscious that won’t let me forget the horrors of my past.

Chayse ended up getting released from the emergency room after being there for several hours and being treated for his injuries. Fetch took him home to his apartment and stayed with him that night. He wasn’t allowed to shower or get the bandages covering the worst of his damaged body wet and needed someone to help him take care of the basic necessities for a few days. Fetch got it cleared with Anguish to be there for him and I’m glad he’s not alone. Though, I have sent over a few things with Soul when he went to visit with him and make sure Chayse is really okay. I used one of Nanny’s recipes to make him some soup and Nanny gave me a loaf of bread she made to go with the soup. 

Chayse isn’t the type to read so the books I’ve been loaned from the ol’ ladies and Nanny are useless, but I did check with the guys and sent him some of the magazines that were in the clubhouse. They include getting tattoos, bikes, cars, and all the other stuff guys read about. Or at least these guys. Bennett wouldn’t be caught dead reading about anything that’s not the stock market, the financial section, or anything else he feels will keep him relevant when he’s out in public. Bennett is all about his image and making sure nothing tarnishes it and that he never looks like a damn fool. 

My thoughts turn from Bennett to the two men who have been there for me since the night I walked into Cricket’s. They’ve been at my side every day and have done everything in their power to ensure I learn, grow, and realize exactly what my parents and Bennett have been doing to me for so long. It makes me sick to realize that all the lies my parents and Bennett told me are just that—lies. Plus, the fact that all three of them felt comfortable hitting me whenever they wanted? Yeah, I now know from the guys that no one should ever put their hands on me in anger. It’s not okay and I have the right to protect myself. When I’m ready, Wheels and Soul will be teaching me self-defense here on the compound because they’re the only ones I’m comfortable touching me or being up in my space. Fetch and a few others will be there to help them, but they aren’t allowed to get too close to me or touch me in any way. I’m honestly excited to get started with that and plan on telling the guys when they get home so we can start training. 

From what I understand, Wheels and Soul aren’t just going to teach me self-defense. They plan on giving me an entire routine to get through on a daily basis. We’ll be running, working with weights, strengthening my core, and stretching out my muscles so I become flexible and better able to get away from any potential attacker who might come at me because of Bennett, his family, or for any other reason. I’m not looking forward to working out, but I’ll do whatever the guys ask me to do because I know they have my best interest at heart and won’t ever make me do anything I’m uncomfortable doing. 

When I’ve been alone in the cabin with Wheels and Soul, I’ve noticed the looks they give me and how they each disappear to the bathroom for extended periods of time. I’ve heard them both mumbling about needing a cold shower more than a handful of times since we’ve all been staying together. When we all sit down for a meal or to watch TV, I’ve leaned on both of them, falling asleep on their shoulder or with my head in their laps. Still, neither one of them pressures me for anything physical. While I love that they’re taking what’s been done to me into consideration and not forcing anything I’m not ready for, I’m just as frustrated as the two of them. Bennett never made me feel the way the two of them do, and the touches have been innocent with no sexual intent.  

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
TATTERED AND TORN MC - BOOK FOUR

. USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR

ERIN OSBORNE

INTERNATIONAL BESTSELLING AUTHO

DARLENETALLMAN





OEBPS/d2d_images/image001.png
o





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image002.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.png
TATTERED AND TORN MC - BOODK FOUR

USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR

ERIN DOSBORNE

INTERNATIONAL BESTSELLING AUTHOR

DARLENE TALLMAN





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





