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Callie Patton

I’ve lived a life that I wanted to get out of. One that I was emotionally and, sometimes, physically abused by the people that were supposed to love me unconditionally. The one person in the world that meant anything to me is taken way to soon. In her absence, I’m left with the opportunity to be free and do as I want for the first time in my life. Can I truly be the girl that chases her dreams and learns to make my life what I want it to be? Or will people continuously try to take it all away from me?

Damon ‘Bear’ Jones

The only thing I want is to live a simple live and do what I want. One girl completely destroys that notion from the second I lay eyes on her. I’ve heard about this girl, Callie, for so long that I was beginning to think she didn’t truly exist. Now that I’ve seen her and witnessed the innocence and freedom she’s truly experiencing for the first time; can I be the one to try to make her settle down with one person? Will outside threats tear us apart before anything gets started?
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Bishop Williams
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Kitty
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Note to Readers
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I would like to take a few minutes to thank you all for taking a chance on a new series by JC Belanger and myself. It was a different kind of adventure to say the least. But, it was a fun one and these characters are going to take us on a journey for sure.

For those of you that have triggers, I’d like to let you know now that some of the torture scenes are a bit darker than what we’ve written before. There’s mention of rape, but the story does not go into detail about it. There’s also some scenes where abuse against women takes place as well.

We can’t wait to hear what you all think of the Satan’s Anarchy MC series as it unfolds and we bring into some of the characters’ lives.

Thank You,

Erin Osborne and JC Belanger.
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I’m dedicating Satan’s Revenge to my grandma. She was always my biggest fan, encouraged me no matter what I wanted to do, and gave me a shoulder when I needed it. Her heart was bigger than most with the way that she would give to others and I hope to follow in her footsteps. May you rest in peace and fly high and free. I’ll always love you!!

~ Erin

I am dedicating Satan’s Revenge to my brother Scott. He loved me more than anything and would be proud to see my dreams coming true. There is not a day that goes by that I don’t miss him. The hole he left in my heart will never be filled. Thank you for being my guardian angel. I love you more than words will ever say. Till we meet again, rest in heaven. I will never forget!!!

~Jenni
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Prologue
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Callie

GROWING UP MY PARENTS TAUGHT MY SISTER ANNA AND I that we were to marry for money and become the perfect little trophy wife. That’s what we were trained for. My sister and I got homeschooled so that we couldn’t see the way the ‘heathens’ of the world lived. While my dad went out and worked a great job, it was my mom’s job to take care of us and the house. During the day, we sat down to do our lessons; just enough to ensure the state didn’t come after my parents and that we could hold a decent conversation at any parties we attended. During the few hours that Anna and I were doing our school work, my mom would be cleaning the house from top to bottom and making sure that dinner was planned out. That way it was hot and ready on the table the second my dad walked through the door from work. It was the longest amount of time we ever saw him. Hell, for the most part, we were to be seen and not heard.

When we weren’t doing our lessons, we would have to work around the house. We weren’t allowed to watch TV or listen to the radio at all. If we did sit down in the family room where the only TV in the house was, we were with our parents and watching the news. The only thing that was allowed to be on. I have no clue about music, movies, or any television shows that I like because I’ve never had the freedom to explore those areas of my life. Or any part of my life that would make me dream bigger than going to college and getting an education that meant something to me. I was trained to be brainwashed and not have a single thing in my life that I loved.

Anna and I had to make sure that we were dressed correctly every single second. Our hair had to be done perfectly, usually in a braid flowing down our back, and a minimal amount of make-up had to be applied daily. My mother would inspect us the second we walked out of our rooms. If we weren’t up to her standards then the screaming and yelling would start. In my case, name calling would commence from my mom and sister. Then, it was back in the bathroom to begin all over again. I absolutely hated it!

My mom would hold all of her insults and punishments until my dad was gone. She never once raised her voice in front of him or hurtled the shameful names or slaps while in his presence. That was undignified and beneath her. However, Anna didn’t feel the same way about it. She’d find ways to call me names, hit me, and make sure I knew what an absolute horror I was, every single second of every day. The only time I got a reprieve was when my dad would call me out to make a rare appearance in pubic with him or the family. As soon as we got back in the car or I walked through the front door of the house, Anna would start right in again.

As we got older, I spent more and more time with my grandma Silvia. She was amazing. My grandma was the one person in my life that wanted to make sure that I followed whatever dreams I had. If I wanted to go to college, then that’s where I should go. And, she taught me about the kind of person that I wanted to be. One that gave back to the people around me. She was positive about everything in her life no matter what happened to her. As far as she was concerned when one door closed, another one opened.

I was twenty when my grandma died. She fell asleep one night and never woke up again. My heart shattered into a million pieces and the world I came to love and want to explore ceased to exist. As I was grieving and falling apart, my parents and sister were going on with their lives like nothing happened. Well, until it came time to hear her will being read. That was the day that my life became even harder. See, my grandma wanted me to get out and do what I wanted in life so bad that everything came to me. Suddenly I was richer than my wildest dreams, I had a home, and I couldn’t give a single penny to my parents or Anna. They went ballistic. Especially Anna.

Anna began to torture me even more with the name calling, taunting me about never finding a ‘good’ husband, and anything else evil that popped into her mind. Well, that’s when she wasn’t going out on date after date with the correct guys. You know the ones. They have a good job making lots of money, their family name is well known, and she would have the luxury of staying home doing absolutely nothing. Well, she’d be cleaning, making sure she went to all the right social functions, and kept her husband happy. Even if that meant turning her head while he was with every female in his office. No thank you! That’s not the life I wanted to lead at all.

In the last three years since my grandma died, Anna has found the man that will let her be the trophy wife she wants to be. Her wedding is in a few days which gives me the perfect opportunity to leave the place that has been my jail cell for so long. While my mom and sister are out picking wedding dresses, flowers, and other wedding related crap, I’m left alone. I’ve been very busy while they’ve left me alone. See, Anna doesn’t even want me in her wedding so I’ve been left home when they go out.

My grandma’s house has sat vacant and untouched since the day she passed away. I haven’t been able to get away long enough to make the few hours trip to see the house for myself. I’m sure the yard is overgrown, the house needs work, and that I’m going to be overwhelmed with the amount of work I’m gonna have to do in order to make it livable again. But, I’m willing to put in the work because it’s the only place I’ve ever had a moments happiness or peace in my young life.

The first thing I did was go out and buy a car. If it wasn’t for my grandma, I wouldn’t know how to drive. But, when I was over there, she’d let me drive her car after spending countless hours teaching me what to do and how to be safe. For the last few days it’s been sitting at the dealership because I don’t have any friends that could store it for me. You can’t get out and meet people when you’re not allowed to go anywhere. Add on the fact that I’ve been put down and treated like a second-rate citizen my entire life and I don’t know how to make friends. Anyway, I walked two miles to the dealership again this morning as soon as they left. When I got home, I quickly loaded the few boxes up that I had packed of the new things I bought. The oppressive heat that threatened to slow me down didn’t even bother me because I knew I was on the brink of leaving hell and starting my life for the first time in twenty-three years.

Over the last few days, I’ve also been buying things to take with me when I start my new life. I needed new clothes, I bought make-up and hair products that I’ve never used before, and other things that caught my eye. Including a cell phone. I was never allowed to have one of those either. Not like I had anyone to call. The boxes I stored all my new things in were placed in the back of my closet so that no one would find them if they went snooping.

Now it’s time for me to spread my wings and fly. I close the door and take one last look at the place that I’ve hated for so long. I’m not memorizing it so that I don’t forget happy times or memories that were made within the walls of the house. No, I’m taking one last look because I don’t ever want to live like this again. And because in a way, the old Callie Patton is dead. I’ll never be her again. I’m going to learn to make friends, get a job, go to school, and not worry about finding the perfect man. Whatever man I decide to give my heart to will be perfect for me no matter what his flaws are or how unfit anyone else thinks he is.

So, I climb in my brand-new Dodge Charger and turn it on. I crank the radio as Epiphany by Staind comes on. I’ve just discovered different kinds of music and listen to so many different things that I can’t even pick a favorite band or song right now. Pulling out of my parent’s driveway, I press a button to roll down the windows and take off for parts unknown. Already I can feel a sense of freedom and peace begin to settle deep within me. My journey won’t be easy and full of nothing but happy times, but it’s mine and I’m going to make sure that I don’t have any regrets as I finally learn to live a life that I want.
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Callie

I’VE BEEN DRIVING FOR A WHILE NOW. I should be about a half hour from my new home and my nerves and excitement levels are soaring through the roof. I’m not going to say that I’m not scared to death of being alone for the first time in my life, because I am. But I know that I’m not going to survive living the life that my mom and dad want me to live. My life was meant for something bigger, something that means something to me and the memory of my grandma.

The town I’m driving through isn’t much to look at as I drive down the highway. In fact, there’s nothing around me right now. No houses, shops, gas stations, or anything else. If it were the middle of the night, I’d probably be pausing and rethinking my desire to drive through such a desolate area. The driving force behind me continuing down this road is the desire to break free of the invisible chains that have held me back my entire life.

Before I get into Shadowville, there’s a sudden thudding coming from the passenger side of my car. What the fuck is going on? This is a brand-new car and it’s not like I’m driving across the country and back. Pulling over on the shoulder, I turn my car off and get out so that I can figure out what’s making the noise. It’s not like I really know what I’m supposed to be looking for at this point because I’ve never heard such a noise coming from a car. Rounding the front end of my baby, I see that the car is sitting a lot lower than the rest of it. I bend down and see that the tire is completely flat. Now what am I supposed to do?

I walk back around to dig out my new cell phone. I’m not sure who I’m going to call at this point, but I’m sure I can find a tow truck or something to come help me. Maybe it’s something that they can patch until I can get it to my grandma’s house. I never should have left without getting the new tire. Or I should have insisted that the dealership left the spare in the trunk until the new tire was delivered. It’s nothing I can change now.

As I try to figure out what to look up in Google, I hear a low rumble begin to come up from behind me. I have no idea what causes the noise that I’m hearing right now. The only thought that runs through my head is that I should be terrified since I’m alone in the middle of nowhere, but I’m not. Instead, I look down at my phone and realize that even if I figure out what to search for, there’s no point because I don’t have any service right now. Great!

The rumbling noise that has been creeping up behind me is now loud enough to make the ground rumble beneath my feet. Expecting it to pass by me, I lay my head against the back of my seat and close my eyes so I can begin to regroup. What I hear amazes me. Suddenly there’s a quiet stillness in the air. Whatever was making the noise has now shut off and I almost jump as I hear footsteps approaching me.

“Miss? Are you okay?” a deep and gravelly voice asks, stopping a few feet from me. The stranger’s voice is so deep that a shiver runs through my overheated body. A response I’ve never felt before.

Standing up, I turn to face the stranger that has stopped to help me. The sight that greets me renders me speechless. I’m standing before a man that is wearing a bandanna around his head covering his hair, a tight blue tee shirt stretches across his hard and muscled body. He’s wearing a dark and worn pair of blue jeans and black boots adorn his feet. There’s the beginnings of a beard on his tanned face and the bluest eyes I’ve ever seen in my life. I can’t see his hair, but from the stubble on his face I can tell he’s got dark hair.

“Um, h-h-hello,” I stutter, not sure that I can continue speaking for a second as his eyes travel my body from the top of my head to my toes and slowly back up. I watch as a grin covers his face and a look that I can’t quite decipher. “It seems that I have a flat tire.”

I lead the man around to the passenger side of my car and watch as he kneels down to inspect the damage. “Do you have a spare?” he asks, turning around to face me as I stand behind him.

“No,” I answer feeling stupid as hell for not waiting for the damn tire.

“Can I ask why?” he asks, standing up and walking closer toward me.

“Well, I had to get away from my family and I didn’t wait for the new tire to get shipped to the dealership. Now, I see how stupid that move really was,” I answer, shifting from one foot to the other one.

“Yeah, that wasn’t a good move. I’ll call a tow truck and have them come pick you up,” he says, walking back toward a motorcycle that’s gleaming in the sun. The tank is a deep red with designs painted on it that I can’t make out from this distance. There’s chrome covering the rest of the bike and I instantly fall in love with the looks of it. “I’m Grave by the way.”

“I’m Callie,” I respond, following the stranger to his bike as I look at the vest, he’s wearing. It looks like a goat head with the curled horns in a triangle and all that’s in a circle. It is really cool and scary at the same time. “Um, that’s a different kind of vest.”

I hear the rumble of him laughing from a few feet away. “It’s a cut, babe,” he tells me, grabbing his phone and sitting on his bike.

“Oh, um, sorry,” I answer, looking down at the ground instead of him.

“Nothin’ to be sorry about,” he answers, standing up and walking to me. “If you ain’t never been around a club, then you don’t know that kind of thing.”

I nod my head and remain quiet as I hear him talking to someone. While he’s busy, I listen to the rich sound of his voice as he speaks quietly so I can’t quite hear the words he’s saying. At the same time, I also look around at my surroundings. There’s not much too look at in all honesty. On one side of me there’s a vacant lot that’s overgrown and I can see trash littering the area closest to the road. Turning around, the sight before me takes my breath away. The lot is a field of wildflowers and in the distance I can see an outcrop of rocks that look to be in some sort of formation. I’m too far away to make out what the formation is, but it looks amazing from here. My first thought is that I want to be here when the sun begins to set. The colors that grace the sky as the sun sets against the purple, blue, and reds of the flowers along with the rocks in the background will be a beautiful sight for sure.

“It’s gonna be about a half hour or so before the truck gets here,” Grave tells me, walking over to the edge of the road to stand next to me. I jump at the sound of his voice because I was so lost in my own thoughts that I didn’t hear him walking over to me.

“Oh, um, thank you. I appreciate you stopping to help me,” I tell him, expecting him to get back on his motorcycle and ride away.

“It’s not a big deal. So, where are ya headed?” he asks, squatting down next to me and tightening the laces on his boots.

“To Shadowville. My new home is there,” I answer, shifting from foot to foot as the small, jagged rocks on the side of the road dig into the bottom of my flip flops. I’m not used to wearing them because it was another thing that I was never allowed to wear.

“Really? I don’t know about any houses that have been sold recently,” he says, peering up at me before standing up.

“Oh, I didn’t buy a house. My grandma passed away a few years ago and I’m just now getting a chance to make it to her house,” I answer him, starting to walk back over to my car. Since my back is turned, I miss the flare of recognition in his eyes at the mention of my grandma’s house. “I’m sure that you have things to get back to, so thank you again.”

“Nope. Not leavin’ you out here alone,” he says, like it’s the most normal thing in the world as he follows me over to my car.

I open the driver’s door and take a seat as he stands next to me. Sliding my flip flops off, I sit Indian style in the seat as I turn toward Grave, the man that has rescued me. “Are you like my knight in shining armor? And why do you have cell phone service when I don’t?” I ask, wondering how he was able to make a call when I can’t even use an app on my phone.

“Well, I have a phone through a company here. Didn’t think of that when you left, did you?” he asks, leaning against the side of my car. “And, I’m no one’s savior. If you knew what I was really like, you’d be lockin’ yourself in that car and leavin’ me be. Besides, if you’re not careful out here, you’re gonna get hurt.”

“What do you mean?” I ask, suddenly nervous being alone in a desolate stretch of highway with Grave the only one here with me.

“Well, you’re a gorgeous girl that’s alone with car trouble. You have no phone and you’re walkin’ around in the clothes you are. Not everyone would be makin’ sure you’re okay,” he says, nonchalantly as he reaches into his cut. I watch as he brings a pack of cigarettes out and offers me one. Shaking my head, he shrugs his shoulders before taking one out and lighting it up.

“What do you mean about my clothes?” I ask, wondering what’s wrong with my outfit.

“Nothin’ much except for the lack of your body bein’ covered,” Grave says, looking up and down me once more. “If I were a bettin’ man, I’d say that you’re rebellin’ against somethin’ and this is the first time you’ve dressed like this.”

“Well, I think your right about that. Maybe I should cover up some,” I respond, getting ready to stand up and make my way back to the trunk of my car as I look down at the outfit I put on once my mom and sister were out the door. I’m wearing a pair of jean shorts that come just below my ass cheeks and a dark red tank top that’s loose on me. You can definitely see my bra sticking out the side of the tank top. But, I didn’t think I’d be doing anything other than driving to my house so it didn’t really matter what I was wearing. Breaking down along the side of the road never factored into choosing my outfit.

“Didn’t say you had to change or cover up. Just statin’ facts babe. If I were a different man, I’d be doin’ more than lookin’ at you right now,” he says, taking another drag of his cigarette as I settle back into my seat.

“What kind of man are you?” I ask Grave, suddenly curious about who he is.

“I’m the kind of man that you don’t bring home to your mama and daddy. The kind that will protect what’s mine no matter the cost, and the type of man that will send you to your grave with a smile on my fuckin’ face. Babe, I’m the man of your nightmares that makes you run the other way,” he answers me, staring me in the face the entire time that he’s speaking. I know he’s trying to intimidate me and it’s working. A little bit at least.

“Well, I guess it’s a good thing that as of a few hours ago, I have nothing to do with my family,” I answer, sitting up straight in my seat as I hear another vehicle coming down the road.

Before Grave can answer, I poke my head out of the car and see a tow truck coming at us. He takes that as his cue and walks toward his bike after throwing his cigarette down and stomping it out with his boot. I watch on as the tow truck pulls in front of my car. As the guy gets out of the cab of the truck, I stand up from my seat. My breath catches and I can’t take my eyes off of him. Especially once he turns his eyes to me. They are the most stunning eyes I’ve ever seen in my life; a brilliant blue that immediately captures your attention and doesn’t let you look away. He flashes a smile as he continues to walk over toward me at my car.

“You must be Callie. I’m Damon but everyone calls me Bear. Grave here says you got a flat and no spare?” he asks, just as he reaches me, never once taking his eyes from me.

“Um, uh, yeah. I didn’t wait for the new tire to come in,” I answer, internally shaking my head at how stupid I sound right now.

“Not a problem. I’ll get it on the flatbed and we’ll have it fixed soon enough for ya,” he says, walking around to the other side of my car so he can inspect the damage before getting to work.

Grave

The second that I laid eyes on Callie parked on the side of the road, I knew that we were right in suspecting that she would be here eventually. Silvia, her grandma, used to tell us all about her whenever we stopped by to check on her. Guys from my club, Satans Anarchy, were treated like her grandchildren. It started out simple enough, helping her one day get her groceries loaded up in her car. From there on out, she would stop by the clubhouse and make sure that we were all fed and taken care of. In return, we would run by her house and make sure that everything was maintained. We’ve been doing it still since we all lost her a few years ago.

The only thing that we had to do in return was stay away when Callie was in town. It wasn’t often that she was allowed to visit her grandma, so we had no problem staying out of the way when she was around. Silvia would usually give us a few days’ notice when she was expecting her granddaughter, so we would make sure anything we had to do around the house was completed before she arrived. I’m not sure why she wanted to make sure Callie didn’t know about us, but I can guess it has to do with the innocence of her. Silvia wouldn’t have wanted to have a bunch of bikers sniffing around her granddaughter until she was truly ready to leave home.

Callie is so small and fragile looking. You can see the pureness and innocence radiating from her as she sits in the car and tries to talk to me. Trust me, if I didn’t have the respect for Silvia that I did, I’d be taking full advantage of her innocence. Instead, I make a silent vow that I’ll do whatever I can to ensure that no one takes that away from her.

The second that I hear Bear’s truck roaring down the road, I know that my time with her is just about up. I’ll have to get back to the clubhouse and inform everyone that Callie is here. We’ll make our presence known to her soon and let her in on the fact that we’ve been watching over her grandma’s house for her. Even when people arrived to try to sell it out from under her. Her parents are some sneaky fucks that I’m glad we haven’t had the privilege of running into yet. One day we will and they’ll know that no one fucks with anyone that falls under the protection of Satans Anarchy Motorcycle Club.

Anyway, turning my attention back to the scene unfolding before me, I watch as Callie and Bear interact for the first time. Silvia made some off-handed remarks about the two of them making a good match. I never saw it until this moment. Where Bear is big and rugged, Callie is like a tiny fairy compared to him. He’s tan from working outside most days while she’s pale in comparison.

Standing back, I watch as they don’t seem able to be to pull their eyes from one another for more than a few seconds at a time. Neither one of them say a word to the other as they stare with unbridled interest. Callie doesn’t seem to know what to say to him, even though she didn’t seem to have any problem talking to me. She let her curiosity get the best of her when it comes to me. Bear seems to be tongue tied around the young girl. He’s never shy around anyone, especially girls. This is an interesting development for sure.

I decide to put a bug in his ear since he wouldn’t listen while we were on the phone and I didn’t want to give away the club’s secret just yet. Leaving my bike, I walk over to Bear as he straps down the car so they can take off. I may have forgotten to mention that Callie will be riding with him to the garage while he fixes her tire.

“Bear, thanks for gettin’ here so fast,” I say, clapping my hand on his shoulder as he uses the controls to move the car up onto the flatbed. “Um, you should know that this girl isn’t just any girl. It’s Silvia’s grandbaby. This is Callie that she’s always been talkin’ about.”

Bear doesn’t say a word for a few minutes. He continues to do his job as he thinks over the news that I just dropped on him. “You shittin’ me right now?” he suddenly asks before jumping up to finish securing the car.

“Nope. Didn’t know until she said that she was goin’ to a house that was left to her by her grandma. Coupled with the fact that her name is Callie and there’s no chance that it’s anyone other than Silvia’s granddaughter,” I tell him, watching as his face falls with the fact that he feels she’s untouchable now. “That untouchable thing don’t apply to you, Bear. Silvia wanted you with her Callie.”

“Not goin’ there,” he mutters as he jumps down from the bed of the truck before turning to walk over to Callie on the side of the road. “You ready to go?”

“Um, well, yeah. How am I getting to my car?” she asks, letting her naivety shine with the words coming from her mouth and the way she’s running her hands up and down her toned legs. The movement draws our eyes to them and it takes a minute to pull it away from her skin. I wonder if it’s as soft as it looks from here.

“You’re ridin’ with Bear,” I tell her, shaking the thoughts running through my head of having her legs wrapped around me while I drive into her body over and over again. “See ya ‘round Callie.”

“Um, bye Grave. Thank you for everything,” she tells me, before turning back to Bear who’s still staring at the girl in front of him.

By the time I throw my leg over my bike and pull my helmet on, I see Bear leading Callie to the truck. He opens the door for her and makes sure she doesn’t get tripped up while getting inside the cab. His eyes immediately zone in on her ass as she’s climbing up in front of him and I can’t help but think what a lucky bastard he is. But, I would never go there with Callie. Not with who she is and what family she belongs to. She’ll be nothing but a little sister to me and the guys in the club. My bike roars to life as Bear climbs in his side of the truck and I follow them as far as the town line before splitting off and making my way to the clubhouse. Renegade is going to want to know she’s here.
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Chapter Two

[image: image]




Bear

I CAN’T BELIEVE THAT THE ANGEL SITTING NEXT TO ME is Callie. The one girl that we’ve heard so much about for years from her grandma. I’ve sat and listened for hours and hours of stories about the girl sitting in the cab of my truck. It’s my dumb luck that she’s gorgeous and the one person alive that I can’t touch. My respect for her grandma outweighs the pull I feel toward this girl.

“So, um, do you think you’ll be able to fix my car today?” Callie asks suddenly.

I look over to see a blush creeping up her face. It looks adorable on her and in a way I want to see how far down it goes as I see it moving lower on her body and disappearing underneath her shirt that’s way too revealing. “I should be able to. Got a few tires at the shop that will fit the car if I can’t patch it. I’ll show ya to the local hotel when we get there,” I tell her, not wanting her to hang around the shop while I work on her car.

The guys working for me didn’t know Silvia the way that I did. They won’t understand that Callie is untouchable to us. She’s way to pure for the likes of them. And me. I’ll do what I can to make sure she’s left untouched, but it will take longer for me to do my job if she’s sitting there waiting for me. Fuck! I really want to spend time with her and get to know her beyond the words that came from her grandma. This is bad; very bad.

“Well, I don’t need somewhere to stay. As soon as my car’s ready, I’m going to my house,” she says, peering at me from under her lashes before quickly turning her face out the window.

Before I can respond, the short drive is over and I’m pulling into the parking lot of my garage. Jones’s Garage has been in my family for years and years. My grandfather started it once he was home. He didn’t have many skills and almost ran the shop into the ground more times than I can count. But, put him in front of any vehicle out there and he could figure out what was wrong with it and get it fixed quicker than anyone else around. Back in the day it was nothing for him to have a car, truck, motorcycle, and a dirt track car in his parking lot waiting to get fixed at the same time. When my dad took over the shop, he tended to stick to the cars and trucks of locals. Once in a while he’d make sure that a visitor had their car fixed, but he tended to direct them to another shop. As far as my dad was concerned, if you weren’t local, then you weren’t worth his time. I didn’t agree with his point of view, but he was in charge back then and I really couldn’t say anything about it.

Now, I run the shop and I tend to take after my granddad. I’ll help anyone that needs it and I don’t care what comes through my shop. There’re three other guys working here with me. Bishop is a Prospect with Satans Anarchy and he’s a whizz when he gets a bike in his hands. He can tear it down and put it back together quicker than anyone else I’ve ever seen. Sam started working here when my dad owned it and he typically works on local individual’s cars. He has the same opinion my dad did and it’s caused some tension in the shop. Carson is the newest guy to join the shop and he’s still learning. Don’t get me wrong, he’s a genius when you put a dirt track car in front of him, but we’re all trying to teach him the ropes of everything else. Personally, I’ll work on anything that pulls in or we have to pick up. I love working on bikes and make sure that the guys from Satans Anarchy get spaced out between Bishop and myself. Depending on the workload, I try to take on as many bikes as I can.

I went out and bought my first bike a few years ago. I’ve been working on rebuilding my dad’s old bike, but it’s nowhere ready to ride yet. So, I’ve decided to buy one in the meantime. Renegade and Grave went with me to help pick it out and make sure that I got what I truly wanted. And, they used that time to make sure that I heard their running spiel about joining Satans Anarchy. Getting the bike was the last thing I needed to do in order to become a Prospect as far as they were concerned. Doesn’t mean that I’m ready for their brand of chaos in my life though. I like to live a simple life that I control and can do as I please when I please.

“Well, if you’re not gonna leave the shop, how about you sit in the office while I work?” I ask Callie as I turn the truck around and back as close to my bay as I can.

“Um, yeah, that sounds good,” she answers, looking at me again while trying to take in as much about the garage and surrounding yard as she can. She’s a curious little thing it appears. Especially when her eyes land on my house that sits behind the garage. It’s far enough away that I can’t hear anything going on here, but close enough that my commute is short as hell. 

As soon as the truck is stopped, I shut it off and get out. Callie is already out and waiting for me when I make it around to her side. So, I lead her into the office and brush the magazines and other debris off the chair behind the desk so that she can sit down. We don’t really use the office much unless we need to get on the computer to place an order or something like that. So, it’s not exactly organized. In fact, it could use a good cleaning if I’m being honest. The guys and I don’t really have a knack for cleaning, we’d rather be getting our hands dirty than dusting and sorting all the shit piled high on every available space in here.

“Sorry ‘bout the mess,” I tell Callie, wiping the seat down before she takes a seat. “I’m sorry there’s not much for you to do right now. If you want to look out in the shop, that window over there looks out over the bays.”

“O-okay,” she stutters in reply as I make my way out the door so that I can get her car down and begin replacing the tire.
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It’s taken longer than what I thought it would, but Callie’s car is finally finished. The damn tire that was on it didn’t want to come off. Once I got that off, the rest of the job went smoothly. However, she did decide to look out the window for a while and all the guys decided that it was time to take a break and stare at her. I was not impressed or happy with the turn of events. It took me yelling at them to finally get them back to work. I must have yelled a little too loud since Callie soon disappeared from view. There’s gonna be questions as soon as she leaves here today. Questions that I don’t want to answer.

Pulling her car out, I take a quick trip around the block to make sure that there’s no more issues before parking it close to the door of the office when I pull back in. I about had my ear drums blown out with the music she was blaring, but I can’t say that her song choice was bad as Free Bird by Lynyrd Skynyrd blasted through the speakers. Walking in the office, I see a few neat piles of papers sitting on the desk while Callie’s head is resting on her folded arms. She’s sound asleep and I really don’t want to wake her up, but I know I have to. The sun will be setting soon and I don’t want her driving around in the dark. Fuck! I can feel myself get hard as I gaze down at the angel sleeping at the desk.

“Callie,” I call out as I make my way over to her. “Callie, it’s time to wake up.”

I gently shake her shoulders and she jumps in response. The first thing I see is her tank top falling down below her bra. Her tits are on full display as she jumps up and wipes the sleep from her eyes. My gaze is looking down at her chest while she becomes aware of the fact that her shirt has fallen down. The swell of her tits almost falling out of her bra captures my attention.

“Oh, um, I’m so sorry,” she says, pulling her shirt back in place and covering her chest. “I guess I was more tired than I thought I’d be.”

The cute blush covers her face again and slowly creeps down her neck and chest. I can’t remember the last time I saw a woman blush the way that she does. It only adds to the knowledge that she’s so innocent and untouched. I’m not going to be the one to touch her that’s for sure. Even if that’s the only thing I want to do right now.

“It’s okay. I took the car for a drive to make sure nothin’ else was wrong. Everythin’ seems good to go. Do you know where you’re goin’?” I ask, as I reach out to steady Callie when she stands up.

“Yeah. I’ll figure out where I’m going one way or another. From what I’ve seen it shouldn’t be too hard to get home,” she replies, walking out of the office and toward her car.

I think she’s about to take off when she opens the door and leans inside putting her ass on full display. There’s catcalls and whistling coming from the garage as she stands back up quickly and her blushing takes on a whole new level. Fuck! Instead of getting in her car, I see that she’s holding a wallet and looking expectantly at me.

“How much do I owe you?” she asks, while opening up her wallet. I’m not sure what happens, but suddenly the entire contents of her wallet end up on the ground.

Running around the car, I bend down to help her pick the contents up when I see a few condoms laying at her feet. My thoughts immediately turn to taking her back in the office, closing the blinds, and using a few of those condoms. But, that’s not gonna happen. I’ll just have to keep an eye on things and make sure that no one takes advantage of the sweet girl squatting in front of me with a look of complete horror covering her beautiful face.

“On the house sweet girl,” I tell her, pretending that I didn’t see a fucking thing so that she can relax. “You good to make it to your house alone?”

“Yeah, I’m good,” she responds, finally standing up with her things gathered in her hands. “I need to pay you something. You picked my car up and fixed it. That’s going to cost money.”

“Nothin’ for you to worry about. We’re straight here,” I tell her, handing her keys back to her since I picked them up off the ground.

There’s a doubtful look in her eyes as she realizes that I’m not going to take any money from her. I stand next to her as she gets in the car and begins to close the door. For some reason, an overwhelming urge to keep her here surfaces and I can’t beat it back down. In the end, I’m going to have to let her go and try to make sure that I keep my distance from her.

“Well, sweet girl, if you need anythin’, you know where to find me,” I tell her, making sure that she knows that she’s not alone here.

“Thanks Mr. Jones,” she says, reaching forward to start her car.

“Nope, you can call me Bear,” I answer, backing away as she offers a small wave and backs out of the parking lot.

I stand there until her car disappears. Bishop makes his way over to me, wiping his hands on a rag. A smirk is already on his face and I know that he’s going to talk some shit right now.

“Whatcha got to say?” I ask, knowing from experience it’s best to just get it out of the way now.

“Not a damn thing. Fine lookin’ girl there. You gonna go after her?” he asks, turning to look at me.

“Nope,” I respond, walking into the office so that I can figure out what the next project is.

Callie

It took me a little bit to get to my grandma’s house. Well, my house now. I may have taken a wrong turn, or two. As I pull in the circular driveway and up to the garage, I park and take a look around. The yard is mowed and looking really good from what I can see in the dusk of night. On the outside of the house, a light is on over the door, and the curtains are halfway open on the windows. For sitting empty the past three years, it doesn’t look like I’m going to have too much work to do on the outside of the house. That thought may change in the morning when the sunlight hits everything.

I get out of my car and pop the trunk so that I can take a few things in with me. It’s going to take several trips to get all my stuff inside, but this place is all mine and I know that I’ll be happy here. I’m going to forge a new life for myself based on my rules and wants; not what someone else has laid out for me. As I get to the front door, I set the one bag down so that I can get the key in the lock and open the door. Once the door swings open, a sudden realization hits me. My grandma will never be here with me. The laughter, talks, and her sheer will to make sure I was the best person I could be would never be heard once again in these walls. There’s an overwhelming urge to break down and cry right here outside of the house. But I steel my spine as a few tears slip from my eyes and roll down my cheeks.

I’m so lost in my own grief that I don’t see a lone man standing on the edge of the property. As I make trek after trek to the car to get my belongings, I’m being watched. The tears rolling down my cheeks continue to go unchecked as I gather up my new clothes and the other things I’ve gotten to begin a new life with. When I have the last box in my hands, I close the trunk and set the security alarm before going inside and shutting the door; closing myself off from the outside world.

Leaving my boxes in the entry way of the house, I begin to make my way through the house. The living room is a huge room with a lot of space. There’s a new TV sitting on the wall with a stand underneath it. I see there’s a DVD player and stereo system already sitting there. Everything has been unplugged as I make my way over to pick up the picture that sits on top of the stand. It’s a picture of my grandma and me the last time I was here. I’m standing behind her with my arms wrapped around her shoulders. My head is resting on her shoulder as one of her hand’s rests on my arm. More tears roll down my face as I remember that day. One of her friends, Gloria, had stopped over and taken the picture for us. I have the same one packed away in one of the boxes I brought with me. We had spent the afternoon playing card games and talking about the future. I’ve never laughed so hard in my life as my grandma described men that were single in town. Yeah, she may have been trying to convince me to move here with her.

It’s in that moment that I remember her talking about Damon Jones. The man I just left. She used to talk about him on a regular basis when I was with her. Telling me all about how hardworking he was and what a sense of loyalty and humor he had. My grandma definitely had a soft spot for the man that helped me today. But I remember her cautioning me that he was a few years older than myself and that he has a strong sense of doing the right thing. Yeah, I could tell that today from the way that he wouldn’t let me pay and the feeling I kept getting whenever he looked my way. Even if he wouldn’t say anything to me

I walk through the room and begin to pull the sheets off the furniture that’s sat empty for the last few years. The first thing I’m gonna need to do is give the house a deep clean after sitting empty for so long. Hopefully everything is still good in the kitchen so that I don’t have to go out again tonight. The last thing I want to do is find the store and walk through the aisles.

Making my way into the kitchen, I open the fridge and a few cupboards to see that they’re completely empty. Well, it looks like I may have to make that trip anyway. I’m going to need to eat before too long. Opening up the pantry and then the closet my grandma always stored her cleaning supplies in, I see that they’re also empty. Well, damn! I grab the pad of paper that is still on the counter by the fridge and make a list of everything that I’m going to want to get tonight. I’ll make another trip in the next few days to get anything else that I’ll need.
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It didn’t take me very long to make my way to the local store. Walking up and down the aisles, I realize my mistake of coming here on an empty stomach. While I continue to look at my list, I grab everything on it and add in a bunch more items that I don’t need. There may be an addition of ice cream and cookies in my cart that didn’t make it on the list when I was at home. As I round the last aisle so I can grab the rest of my cleaning supplies, I bump into someone. Looking up, I see a man that’s built more like a God than the average man. Taking in his appearance, my heart rate begins to slow as I realize that he’s wearing a cut like Grave.

“Um, I’m so sorry. I wasn’t paying attention to where I was going,” I say, feeling the heat creep up my cheeks.

“No big deal,” the stranger says, a smile on his face. “I’m Renegade. I believe you met my brother earlier today.”

“Grave? Yeah, he helped me out a lot earlier,” I say, mesmerized by his deep voice. “I’m trying to think of a way to thank him.”

“Not necessary,” Renegade says, breaking my train of thought about how I can help the man that stayed with me this afternoon.

“My grandma taught me that it is necessary. So, excuse me, Mr. Renegade, but I need to get back to the house,” I say, moving my cart around him and then making my way down the last aisle of the store so I can go home.

“Who’s your grandma?” Renegade asks, continuing to follow me.

“Silvia Patton,” I answer, not sure why this man is following me as I look back at him again.

I notice that the cut he’s wearing is slightly different from Grave’s. While his had an enforcer patch on it, this man has one that says he’s the President. Must mean he’s the man in charge. I take a few minutes to take in the man. He’s tall with dark blond hair that reaches his shoulders and blue eyes that have a hint of pain for anyone to see that takes a few minutes. Renegade is built like a man who knows what hard work is mixed with some time spent in a gym. I’ve heard the expression of wanting to climb someone like a monkey and Renegade definitely fits those words.

“Knew her. She was a great lady,” Renegade finally says, continuing to follow me like it’s an everyday occurrence. “You ashamed to be seen with me?”

“Not at all. I don’t know you enough to have an opinion of you Mr. Renegade,” I say, turning back around and finding the last few items that I need so I can get back home.

“It’s not Mr. My name is just Renegade,” he answers, grabbing a bag of chips off the shelf.

I nod my head, so he knows I’ve heard him before stopping in front of the cleaning supplies. I grab a mop, bucket, and anything else I can think of that I’ll need over the next few days to ensure that the house is clean and smelling good the way my grandma always kept it. Once I have everything, I turn around and make my way up to the front of the store so that I can cash out and head back home. Two more men join Renegade and he introduces them as Ink and Psycho. They nod their heads at me and remain quiet while I begin to place my items on the belt so the cashier can begin ringing them up.

In a way I feel protected as the three men stand behind me in line. I watch as the other customers begin to move into other lanes and avoid the one that we’re standing in. They give the men standing behind me a wide berth as they do nothing but look at the items lining the register and then back at me to see how much longer we’re going to be here. Finally, the girl finishes ringing up the items I’m buying so that I can pay her before loading everything in my cart. When I go to turn and start grabbing bags from the lane, I see that another man from their club has joined us and made sure all my bags are loaded up in the cart sitting in front of me.

“Thank you all for everything. I’ll see you around I guess,” I murmur before pushing the cart forward and out of the store.

Making my way to my car, I can feel eyes following me. The feeling I get isn’t one of fear, it’s one of curiosity of being new in town. Yeah, I’ve been out in town with my grandma when I was here, but not in a long time. I’ve changed since I was here last and I’m sure that’s why everyone is looking at me. I don’t really care one way or another if I’m honest with myself. The opinions of others don’t bother me in the least. Not when I’ve lived with my parents and sister for the last twenty-three years. They’re the most judgmental people I’ve ever seen.

Once everything is loaded up in the car, I put the cart in one of the corrals, and walk back to my car. I hear the rumble of several bikes starting up and look over toward the noise as I open the door and get in. Starting it, Outlaw In Me by Brantley Gilbert begins to blare through the speakers. Making my way out of the parking lot, I begin to think of everything that I need to do inside the house to make it clean and fresh after sitting empty for so long. It’s nice enough out that I can open the windows as I clean and let the fresh air in to help get rid of the staleness. I’m going to have a very busy few days ahead of me.

I’m standing in the entryway of my home trying to decide where to begin. Since I’m hungry, I guess that I’ll start in the kitchen, so that I can eat before I pass out. After forty-five minutes of mopping, waxing, and scrubbing the cabinets, floor, and every appliance, the kitchen sparkles like it did when my grandma lived here. Since I am on a roll, I move on to the living room, dining room, and family room. Everything is dusted, mopped, swept, and vacuumed. I have lit several of my favorite candles so the house smells like cleaning supplies and a cinnamon roll candle. I am making a list of the bigger chores that I need to do, like the windows and baseboards but that can wait for a few days. All that I need to finish today is the bedroom so that I have a place to lay my exhausted body tonight. Then I’ll go through the house room by room and give it a good cleaning and go through things that I want to keep and want to donate.

Deciding I need a break, I make myself a sandwich and wander into the family room and sit at her desk after turning on the radio. Five More Minutes by Scotty McCreery plays as I think about my best friend and confidant that’s no longer here. I am overwhelmed with the memories of the times I spent here. As the memories flood my brain, I remember her sitting at her desk to write letters to her friends. Gram always told me that writing letters is a lost art with all the technology and other things out there now. She paid her bills here, read her mail, and most of the time her newspaper too. I open a drawer and see her stationary, and favorite pen. Taking them out, I lovingly place them on her desk as pictures of her sitting here continue to play on a loop in my mind while fresh tears roll down my cheeks. My grandma was my rock and I don’t know what I’m going to do without her here to lend me advice and remind me that I’m the creator of my own destiny. I can do anything in my life I want to now that I’m free from my parent’s clutches.

Rummaging around her desk I find an envelope with clippings and some pictures. I swear the picture I’m holding looks a lot like Renegade and Grave, but why would she have any pictures of them? I look through the clippings and they are all of the club Grave mentioned, Satan’s Anarchy. This makes no sense to me, but I guess she was just interested since they are from her town. As I look at more of the pictures, I see they include pictures of her and them together. How in the hell did my grandma get to be a biker babe? She is on the back of Renegade’s bike in one and she is smiling like she is the queen of the world. There is even a picture of her sitting with Grave in her kitchen. They are wrapping Christmas presents for the children at a local domestic violence shelter, I know because I picked out the wrapping paper for the event and she only used that paper for it. There are still fifteen rolls in the attic for next year. This brings me to a stop; she will not be there for next year. I will have to see if I can carry on in her place If I ever see Grave or Renegade again, I will try to let them know about what I found and see if they want the pictures. If they were friends, I think they would, but that’s something to think about tomorrow.

Making my way upstairs to the bedroom that I used to stay in while visiting my grandma after finishing my sandwich, I begin to pull the sheets off of everything. Once I have them all in a pile to go down and into the washer, I begin to open the windows before getting down to cleaning. It’s going to need to be dusted, vacuumed, and I’m going to have to make the bed before I can even think about crawling into bed. With the fine sheen of sweat covering me, I’m going to need to take a shower too. Thankfully, I claimed the room with an attached bathroom so I clean that right along with the bedroom. By the time I’m done, I’m more than ready to pass out and hopefully have a peaceful sleep.
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After I cleaned up the bedroom last night, I fell into bed and crashed hard. When I woke this morning, I was sore in so many places I forgot I had. I took a quick shower and headed down to the kitchen to make some breakfast. My mind is filled with things to accomplish today. I want to finish cleaning so that everything is fresh and clean, I also need to explore outside and see if things are really as good as they seemed last night. I had forgot about grandma’s ‘she shed’ as we named it that was probably filled with stuff to sort out as well. I hoped that she had a lawnmower and weed eater as well, so that I didn’t need to go buy one. I had no idea how to put one of those together and was not really interested in learning. There’s always the possibility that I could hire a company to do the mowing and yard stuff for me. That’s something to think about in the upcoming days though.

Grabbing my half of a bagel, I walk out the front porch and sit on the swing. Just taking in the quietness and peacefulness of the morning. Not having my mother and sister yelling at me and putting me down is a blessing I would thank my grandma for every day. I’m enjoying the sounds of the birds chirping and the gentle breeze from the trees that hide the coming heat of the day. I am in my own little world and don’t notice that I am once again being watched.
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Chapter Three
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Bear

IT’S BEEN ABOUT A WEEK SINCE I MET CALLIE. She came in and turned my entire world upside down just from a little bit of time in her presence. Callie is sweet, innocent probably in every way imaginable, and the kind of girl that you want by your side. She’ll have your back when times are tough, when you need support in everything from simple tasks to feeling like the weight of the world is sitting on your shoulders and will know what it takes to put up with a man that’s hard to love. Everything that I want but know that she’s untouchable. That doesn’t stop her from being on my mind every second of the day though.

The guys in the shop are constantly asking me about her. I swear, they spend more time gossiping like a bunch of teeny boppers than they do any actual work! I’ve never once answered their questions about Callie, and I won’t. The farther she stays away from them, the better off she’ll be. I’m sure she’s got enough on her plate right now and doesn’t need any extra bullshit added to it. So, I try to ignore the ribbing and questions tossed my way throughout the day.

Today we’re really busy, so hopefully I won’t have to listen to them run their mouths. As I sit down at the bike a customer brought in to be restored, a song by Staind comes on and I can’t help but let my mind wander once again to Callie. I was surprised to see the CDs sitting on the seat of her car. Silvia always listened to country so I guess I figured that Callie would too. But she obviously has a broad taste in music based on the music in her car.

Trying to get lost in taking apart the bike in front of me, I barely hear the loud rumble of a bike pulling into the parking lot. It’s a hot day out so the bay doors are all wide open. Looking up I see Grave getting off his bike and heading directly for me. I know none of the guys have work coming in, so he must be here for another reason.
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