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Victor “Gator” Thorn is pulled from an assignment and sent home to take care of any unfinished business he has with his family or loved ones before embarking on his next undercover assignment. While there, he meets the woman he wants to spend the rest of his life with.

Laci Heller encounters Victor in a dangerous situation, that only she can pull him from. Much to her surprise, he has everything under control. When she learns who he is, and why he is there, she agrees to keep his secret until it is the right time to expose it.

When her past comes at her head on, Gator proves to Laci that not all men are like her ex. Some deserve to be loved unconditionally. Will her ordeal make them stronger together, especially when Laci realizes that she can rely on Victor to have her back, or will his new job deter her from following her heart to be with him wherever he goes?
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Chapter 1

[image: ]




Victor “Gator” Thorn sat on the cold, hard concrete floor of the jail cell with his head leaned back against the wall to study his surroundings, and though at a quick glance his eyes were closed, they were open only a slit so he could see what was going on around him, trying to see if anyone else was in the cell with him. He had lost track of time and didn’t know how long he had been in this jail cell. He didn’t know if it had been days or hours. He sat there cool as a cucumber, not speaking one word since his home had been invaded and he had been arrested. 

As an undercover agent for the DEA, he knew his rights, and until he knew what the fuck was going on, he would remain silent. He heard a metal door open in the distance, but refused to get scared, or react. It sounded like the door to the cells, and not the actual cell door. At this time, he didn’t know if it had been friends or foes that had accosted him in his garage after he had put his bike back together from changing the oil. As soon as he’d seen the men dressed in all black with guns, he’d frozen, put his arms in the air, and waited for them to approach. Again, without saying a word, and he had only been instructed to turn, put his hands behind his back, and he was cuffed, then put into the back of a black van. The only thing that made him wonder if it was his foes was that his head was covered and he felt a sharp pinch in his arm, then nothing until he woke up in this cell. He had no clue how long he had been out, or how long they had stayed at his rented home before they left. Everything was a mystery. The only thing he did know what that he was thirsty as hell, and had a dull headache from whatever they’d injected him with. He hoped he could find answers soon.

At the sound of approaching footsteps, he turned his head slightly to listen, and saw two men in suits come into view.

“Victor,” the man in the blue shirt said as he pulled out a set of keys and unlocked the cell door. “I’m sorry for the delay, but we will get to all of that. Please come with me.”

Victor continued to sit there with his eyes now open, and only raised a brow at the man. He didn’t say a word and the two men sighed and shook their heads at him and each other.

“We’re friends,” the guy in the pale green shirt said. “I’m Paul Flynn with the DEA.”

“I’m,” the guy in the blue shirt said, “Duane Kessler, ATF.”

Victor continued to study them, then nodded and rose to his feet. It took a few seconds to get his feet beneath him. He had to reach out and touch the wall to prevent himself from face planting when he was dizzy. He waited until the dizziness diminished and walked toward them. He held out his hand and shook theirs. “You can call me Gator. I take it you’ll tell me what’s happening?” He didn’t wait for them to reply. “Got anything for a fucking headache, and I’m starving. How long have I been here?”

“Yes, and though it doesn’t seem like it, there is a method to our madness. We’ll get you some food and drink.”

“How long have I been here?”

“Two days,” Paul said as he held up his hand. “We’ll explain, I promise.” They started walking and they stopped outside a room marked it was for men, Gator went inside to use the facilities, wash his hands, face, and splash water over the back of his neck. He was surprised when he wasn’t followed inside and watched. So, this must be a good thing, and he wasn’t in any type of trouble. When he emerged, he felt better, but his stomach was growling. He’d only been given skinny sandwiches during his time in the cell.

“Got any coffee?” he asked as he rubbed his stomach.

“Yes, this way.” They went to a conference room where three more men sat at the table, and it was loaded with different types of submarine sandwiches, salads, drinks, and when he was told to help himself, he immediately picked up four of the sandwiches, piled a large scoop of potato salad on his plate, set it where he was told to sit, at the head of the table, and went over to fill two mugs with coffee and stuck a bottle of water beneath his arm. He settled before his meal and with one sandwich halfway to his mouth nodded toward them. “I’m listening.”

They watched him eat, then Paul sighed heavily. He didn’t beat around the bush in his explanation. “You were compromised. That’s why we pulled you.”

Gator paused mid-chew and cocked his head to the side. “What about my handler?”

One of the other guys at the table opened a folder and pushed it toward Gator, who looked down and swore when he saw a picture of his handler with a bullet wound in the center of his forehead.

“Talk to me,” Gator said as he simultaneously ate and looked at the file handed to him.

“I don’t know if you know this, but when you go under, you have a handler.”

“I know that.” He scowled and he used his fork to point to the picture of the guy with a third eye staring back at him. “He was mine.”

“Okay, that was a stupid statement, but I don’t know if you know that your handler has a handler.”

“That I did not know.” He slowly chewed and he continued to scowl at them. “Yeah, I can see where they would need one.”

“Okay, with that being said, Bo, your handler, contacted Chuck here four days ago.”

“What is today?”

“Wednesday. Chuck was contacted on Friday night, we quote, unquote, arrested you, Sunday afternoon. During your arrest, several members of the Knights motorcycle club drove down the road your house was on. We believe, but can’t confirm it, but we believe they were coming after you. We arrested you, put you into a van, and immediately started cleaning out your home and garage. Everything is in here. We did it to keep your things safe. Also, one of the Knights stopped to ask what was going on, and why we were taking your things. They called you by name. I’m assuming that Gator is your club name. That’s how they referred to you. They were told that you had an outstanding federal warrant out on you, and we were acting on it. They also questioned us as to why we were taking your things.”

“Your answer?” Gator asked between bites of his meal. It amazed him that these federal agents would go to such lengths to protect one of their own.

“Evidence in the case against you.”

“Good.”

“We went through what little you had, and I’m confused as to why there wasn’t any, or many, papers.”

“We also didn’t find your badge,” one of the others who hadn’t spoken yet said in concern.

Gator held up his hand, slid his chair back, removed his left boot, reached in, and withdrew a slim black wallet. As he did, he showed the inside of his boot and everyone spotted the ‘pocket’ there. He put his boot back on, then opened the wallet and they all nodded when they saw his official badge and government ID.

“There are two things you never fuck with when it comes to a biker.”

“Which is?”

“His bike, or his boots.”

“What about his woman?”

“Depends on the club. The last undercover assignment I did before going with the Knights, they shared the unmarried women. If they were married to a patch holder, all bets were off.” He shook his head. “Engagement doesn’t count, they had to be legally married. That small piece of paper stopped them in their tracks. Not the ring, the legal paper.”

“Damn.”

“Yeah, with the Knights, all women were fair game. Single, engaged, married. If a patch holder wanted one, they would take them to a back bedroom at the clubhouse, have their way, and shove her back to her old man. If either the old man, or the woman said anything, the punishment was severe.”

“How severe?” Paul demanded.

“Where’s my bike?” Gator asked as he rose to toss his empty plate away and refill his coffee mug. He had finished them both, along with the water, but he only refilled one mug.

“What’s that got to do with anything?”

“I have proof of how severe these assholes are, were, or can be.”

“Oh,” they all said in shock, rose to their feet, and led the way to the garage. As soon as Gator saw his bike, he checked it all over, removed the small tool from his jeans pocket, that was when he realized they hadn’t cleaned them out, then opened a box beneath the seat. He looked at them with a grin. “Oil filter.” He pulled it away, turned it, then started removing flash drives that had been taped on the inside with gray duct tape. It took several minutes to get them all free, then he replaced the cover, and stood. They trudged back to the conference room, and after looking over them, Gator placed the first one in the laptop provided. Thankfully, it was set up to show on the big screen on the other side of the room so everyone could watch. He didn’t want anyone breathing down his neck as they viewed what he had recorded. Before he pressed play, Gator pointed out who the players were, and they all watched the Knights at different functions, and at one point Flynn turned to speak, but Gator shook his head and pointed.

“This is what I meant. See, that is Slash, he took Becky to the back room, but when he returned, Becky wasn’t with him. She’s married to Sloth, who is only a striker. Sloth went to check on Becky.” They turned to look at the screen and the video showed that Gator had walked behind Sloth. When they arrived at the bedroom, they found a naked woman with a dead look in her eyes. When Sloth went to her, she didn’t move, and Gator’s hand could be seen as he reached in and felt for a pulse. They saw the camera move, and then Sloth pulled both a knife and gun from his belt, ran out of the room, and walked up behind Slash, sliced the back of his neck with the knife, and before anyone could react he put the gun to the back of Slash’s head and pulled the trigger. Everyone watching the video jerked as brain matter sprayed forward, then several guns were drawn and they were emptied into Sloth, who jerked with each bullet that penetrated his body.

“What the fucking hell?” Chuck said after he regained his composure.

“I showed this to Bo, he said he would handle it, he wasn’t present when this happened. I have no clue where he was, since he had seniority over me, I didn’t question his whereabouts, but since I was undercover, I couldn’t really do anything except to get this information to my handler. That’s just one incident. The five years I’ve been with them I would say there were at least fifteen incidents similar to this.” He shrugged. “I have no idea what happened to the bodies over the years. It was above my status with the club to know that.” At their frowns, he sighed. “I was what you would consider middle management. The officers would be the upper managers, the strikers, hang arounds, and wannabes were lower management. The women, all of them, were considered even lower than them. I had heard that some of the wannabes were used for some hush/hush assignments. I’m assuming it was to take care of the bodies of not only Sloth and Becky, but others before them. Bo, on the other hand, he was considered upper management. He was the secretary of the club. I don’t know if he reported it or not.” He shrugged again. “Like I said, it was above my pay grade.”

“Damn,” Chuck said, and shook his head. They stopped watching the video, and he nodded as he scrubbed his face with a heavy sigh. “Bo contacted me and said that he had been compromised. At first, I didn’t believe him, but when our daily contact suddenly ended, I was worried.”

“Compromised how?” Gator asked as he settled back in his seat with another cup of fresh coffee.

“He said he had fallen in love with someone, and refused to bring her around the club. He didn’t outright say the words, but they were implied, and I read between the lines.”

“About?” Gator asked through gritted teeth.

“He told her who he was, and that he was your handler.”

“Fuck me. He threw me under the bus.”

“Yeah, anyway, after a missed call and three days of radio silence, I had his phones pinged. They were in the same location, and hadn’t moved, so I sent a team to investigate. I showed you the picture of what was found. The next day, we arrested you, cleaned out your house and garage, and got you to safety.”

“Thank you.” Gator nodded as he sipped his coffee and looked at the screen with an unfeeling eye. He had seen so much depravity, perversion, evil, debauchery, and demoralization in the biker world, he was immune to it now.

“Now we get you settled elsewhere,” Paul said as he took one of the other folders on the table and opened it, moving it in front of Gator. “Unless you want to get out altogether?”

It seemed like the entire room held their breath, waiting for his answer. Gator didn’t hesitate, he took thirty seconds to reply. “No, I don’t want out. I want to get fuckers like these guys.”

Paul opened the file before him, and looked directly at Gator as he withdrew photos of bikers. “Do you know any of these men?”

Gator ended up standing to look down at the photos of six men. He picked up the photos, studied each one intently, set them down, picked up the next. When he was done with the last one, he looked at Flynn. “No, I’ve never seen them before, should I know them? Are these are my next targets? What club are the affiliated with?”

“Not necessarily, not bad guys, but they are like you. They either work for the ATF, the DEA, or both. All of them were undercover and they took out Devil’s Scorpions.”

Gator felt his eyebrows lift and whistled. “Let me tell you, the Knights were shitting bricks when they learned of that take down. I wonder if that’s why they took out Bo, and were coming after me. If they knew I was a mole, then I wouldn’t have survived. They legit freaked out when Devil’s Scorpions arrests were plastered all over the news.” Gator went through the flash drives and moved one to the side. “Their reaction should be on this drive. They didn’t take it to their church meeting, they plotted revenge in front of everyone.” At their confused looks, he explained.

“Church meeting is for patch holders only, in a secure room, that is usually referred to as the patch room. Only men wearing the center patch can enter. No strikers, no wannabes, no hang arounds, and no women. Fully patched members only. Everyone I just referred to was the general public that was there for one of their parties. When the arrests came across the TV screen, they started planning right then and there. I don’t think anything came of it, but it was discussed in anger before someone said to take it to the patch room.”

“We’ll look into it,” Paul said, and pointed to one of the photos. “This is Paul Rankin, he goes by Psycho. He came to us, Duane, and I, months ago, and told us that he was starting a club with all of these members. He told us to stay out of it, and to only come when we were called. We agreed.”

“Why?”

“Because he pointed out that we didn’t know what went on behind the scenes of these clubs, and we agreed. You are an agent for the DEA, but because of the nature of your work, you don’t have to follow the dress code regulations like we do. You guys are literally on the front lines. We realized that if we wanted to get these people off the streets, then we needed to listen to the people who know what they’re doing.” He paused to rub the back of his neck. Looking directly at Gator, he nodded once before he continued. “We’re giving you sixty days to go home, if you have a family, make everything right with them. Sometime during that time, contact Rankin, tell him how you got his number, and that you were compromised. Answer all of his questions truthfully, and when he contacts us, we’ll tell him your record working with us, along with how and why you were compromised. In the meantime, I will contact him and tell him to expect you call.”

“What happens after the sixty days?”

“You are to make your way to him, join his club of undercover agents, and work your job. However, the entire club will be made up of undercover agents. As Paul pointed out to us, we don’t know the ins and outs of the biker life, but they are going to legally set up clubs that operate like the Devil’s Scorpions, the Knights, and several other clubs in the country to sell them drugs, or guns, whatever they are into, except flesh. They will call us once the merchandise is handed over.”

“Ah, and then you guys sweep in on some charge, arrest the players, confiscate the merchandise, and go from there.”

“Correct, but we think, we have to discuss it yet, but it was brought to our attention that instead of making the arrests as soon as the pick-up is made, we’re going to observe, record, and watch who the other players might be. I’m not being racist about your age, or trying to be ageist against you, but as you can see, you would fit right in with these guys. All of these guys are exactly like you. They have served on their local police force, same as you, for several years before being recruited by us. All of their work is undercover. According to Rankin, you will live a normal life in the town the club will be based out of. If you have a lady, they are welcome to come. Don’t quote me on this, but I believe the women can get any type of job they want out in the community. I do know that Petra, who is also an undercover ATF agent, Paul’s girlfriend, works at the local diner.”

“Inside information, so to speak.”

“Correct, but when you arrive, you will be working as a motorcycle repair shop. Paul is setting it up as we speak. He’s also getting the colors made, and we, as an agency, have purchased several homes that have been abandoned. You will have your pick, and you can either pay us back, or rent it from us.”

“Why are there so many empty homes?” The more Gator heard, the more he liked. When he sat in that cell, he had no clue what he would do with the next stage of his life. He liked what he was hearing, and believed he could have the best of both worlds. He didn’t have a woman in his life, but if he would be working with others like him, then there wasn’t any reason why he couldn’t find someone.

“There was a factory that closed its doors. People moved away to look for work. Don’t worry, we’ve cleaned them all up, repaired what needed to be repaired, and they are all up to code, and some things have been done. Like new paint and such.”

“Will we have handlers?”

“That’s what the construction crew for these houses are. They’re not there now, but they will be there when people start arriving. Like Rankin is setting up a motorcycle repair shop for you guys to work in, your handlers will be setting up a construction crew. Yes, they will take jobs they can do around town, but nothing major like putting in a high rise building. If someone wants a kitchen remodel, or a deck added to their home, they can do that.” 

“Does this Paul Rankin know that?”

“Not yet. I’ll inform him when I call him about you. Do you have family to go home to?”

“Yes, down in the Florida Everglades.”

“Go home, get right with them, close up anything you have to deal with, then make your way to Rankin in Iowa. By the time you arrive, Paul should have more information for you.”

“Thank you,” Gator said as he stood, shook their hands, and walked out of the conference room with his head held high. He paused, then turned back with a grin.

“Where am I?” At their confused looks, he lifted a finger and twirled it around. “What state am I in? What city?”

“Oh,” Duane said with a laugh. “West Virginia. Clarksburg, West Virginia, to be exact. We didn’t want you released anywhere near the Knight’s territory.”

“Got it.” Gator went to the garage where there were several men that told him where his belongings were, and they helped load the bike in the back of his pickup truck, and throw a tarp around everything. Two hours down the road, he pulled over for the night, got a hotel room, and ended up running the hot water out. After sleeping for fourteen hours, he was up early the next day, showered again, dressed in clean clothes, and hit the road for home—someplace he hadn’t been in twenty years. He hoped he would be forgiven for staying away for so long. At least he had called when he could, he hoped that would be forgivable to his family.
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Chapter 2
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Laci Heller walked into her best friend’s office, leaned against the desk opposite Angela and grinned when her friend looked up and gave a startled gasp. She had been so absorbed in her work, she hadn’t seen Laci until she spoke.

“You rang?”

“I did,” Angela laughed as she turned her chair to open the small refrigerator, withdraw two bottles of water, and toss one to Laci. “I need to talk to you about a couple of things.”

“Shoot,” Laci said after downing half the bottle of water. She looked behind her, then ended up sitting on the desk there to look at her friend.

“I don’t mean to offend you.”

“Too late.”

“What? What does that mean? I haven’t even said anything yet.”

“This is just my opinion, but if someone says, ‘no offense,’ or ‘I don’t mean to offend you,’ then you’ve already done so, just by saying those words.”

“Really?”

Laci shrugged. “As I said, just my opinion. But go ahead, offend away.” She grinned and caught the bottle of water Angela threw at her. Laci kept it for herself.

“Has anyone ever told you that you can be a brat at times?”

Laci sighed heavily, hung her head, as well as shaking it sadly. She looked at Angela before she spoke. “I wish, but since I have no one in my life, and haven’t for years, then I guess the only one to tell me is you, Bubba, your kids, or your parents.”

“Shit, I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be. I’ve made peace decades ago about my dismal personal life. I know my marriage was a sham from the beginning, and all I can say about it now is that I’m glad I saw the writing on the wall and was able to get out intact. Because of how shitty Johnny was, I don’t even want to date anyone. I’m happy with my life now. I have a job I love, my best friend, and not only her family, but also my work family. Don’t feel sorry for me, Ang, I’m fine.” The two women were silent for almost three whole minutes before Angela grabbed another bottle of water for herself, and leaned back in her chair.

“Okay, you know that I’ll be off next week, right?”

“Yes, how’s the party coming along?”

“Great. Mom’s birthday is Tuesday, their anniversary is on Wednesday, and Dad’s birthday is Thursday. They’re going to go over to Miami, then drive down to Key West for a couple of days to celebrate.”

“They’ll be back for the party, right?”

“Yes, as much as I wanted to keep it a surprise for them, I panicked when Mom told me their plans. I had to tell them I planned a family get together for them on Saturday.”

Laci smirked at her. “What’s the difference in the size you told your mother, to the actual size of people attending?”

Angela threw her head back and laughed. “You know me so well, the difference is roughly two hundred people. That’s what I want to talk to you about.”

Laci finished her first bottle of water and looked at her with a raised brow.

“Okay, my final count was two hundred and thirty people. When I gave the final count to the caterer for the food and bar, we’re only having a beer and wine bar, I padded the numbers to two hundred and fifty.”

“Why? How?”

“I’ll answer the how first. This is where I don’t mean to offend you.”

“I’m listening,” Laci encouraged as Angela twisted the pen she’d reached to grab in her hands nervously.

“Okay, hear me out. I put you down as attending with a plus one.” She immediately held up her hand. “I’m not expecting you to bring anyone, I know you’re not dating, nor are you interested in dating. I did it because it will be easier to take the place setting away from the table, rather than trying to scramble to find one.”

Laci remained silent for a few moments with her head cocked to the side, her eyes not focused on anything. She gave her head a shake and looked at Angela with a smile. “I’m not offended. I can see if you didn’t give me or others like me, that are single a plus one, and we arrived with someone, you wouldn’t only have to struggle with finding a place setting, but also a seat, and there might not even be enough food for everyone.”

“Exactly, thank you for understanding.”

“No problem,” Laci said as she hopped off the desk to toss the first empty water bottle in the recycling bin. “I totally understand, but hypothetically here, or devil’s advocate, what if I do show up with a plus one?”

“Then I’ve already planned for the place setting, the seat, and the food. It wouldn’t be any hassle at all. Oh, and if all twenty people I added a plus one to bring someone, we will still be okay, because the caterer said they can accommodate for five extra above the number I gave them, but nothing more than that.”

“Good for you. Now I know why your dad is turning this sanctuary over to your capable hands.”

They both worked in Angela’s family business that gave air boat rides, tours of the Everglades, and they had a small sanctuary that housed wild animals that had been rescued on some of these rides. Once they were rehabilitated, they were able to set them free back to their own habitats again. If they couldn’t return for some reason Laci used her veterinarian degree to work with these animals. It wasn’t much, since there weren’t that many animals in the sanctuary at this time, but she did what she could. When she wasn’t helping the animals, she’d take out a tour once a day.

“How many tours do we have scheduled for next week,” Laci asked as she walked over to the chalkboard on the side of the office to look.

“Only three a day for Monday to Friday. We closed everything down at three in the afternoon for Saturday, and nothing for Sunday. Come Monday morning, we’ll be back to full capacity again.”

“Good,” she said as she turned to look at her. “Since we’re light on the animals needing help, I can still take my tours each day.”

“Good, if something happens, then Chuck can take over your tour.” Chuck was one of the guys that did a little bit of everything at the sanctuary, but his primary job was as the maintenance man. He made sure the air boats were up and running, the animals had water, and if anything, broke, he fixed it.

“I’m going to head over to check on Megan.”

“How is she doing?”

“It’s hard to tell,” Laci said with a heavy sigh. She looked over both her shoulders, then leaned in to whisper. “I think her days are numbered. She’s been here for almost thirty years, and she’s tired. Lately, she’s been sleeping a lot, and we make sure she’s comfortable in her cave.”

“Is she eating?”

“Yes, but she’s slower. I checked her earlier this week and she’s lost another tooth.” Laci shook her head sadly. “I know you can’t tell me anything, but I wished your brother would show up and see her one last time. I don’t know if it’s actually true or not, but I believe she would remember him.”

“Since he was the one that found her, saved her, named her, played, and worked with her for the first five years of Megan’s life, I think she will remember him. Unfortunately, because of the nature of his work, I have no way to get ahold of him.” She shrugged and looked at Laci in distress. “I couldn’t even send him an invitation to Mom and Dad’s party. Nothing in the mail, nothing over the internet, and nothing over the phone. He calls when he can, but when he does call, it’s to tells us he’s going undercover again, but can’t tell us any details about his assignment.” She shook her head sadly. “I’ve come to the conclusion that when he does call, he’s between assignments and it’s safe for him to do so.”

“Damn, that must be so hard on all of you.”

“Sometimes yes, sometimes no. I do know that he’s doing good work, and that it seems like he knows when we start to worry unnecessarily and we get a call from him that he’s safe. The calls will last a couple of weeks or months, then we get the dreaded call that he’s going under again. Mom and Dad have each other and this business. I have Bubba and the kids, and this business. Bubba has us and the kids, and the kids don’t really know him, and they have their lives.”

“Where does he work again?”

“Some government program. I’m not sure, and I have no clue what he does for them. I do know that it’s not the military. At least I don’t think it is. Bubba’s tried to find out over the years, but even with his job, he’s shut down in seconds. It might be different if we never heard from him, but we do, so there’s nothing we can do.” She shook her head sadly and looked at her best friend. “We all know that we’re not the hoovering family type. Victor and I were raised to be independent, and we are.”

“Ah, okay, well, it would be great if he could come see Megan, but I’m not going to hold my breath.” She realized what she said, and held up her hand as she shook her head. “I did not mean that to sound bitchy, snarky, or mean in any way.”

“I didn’t take it that way,” Angela laughed. “Now, before you go, I just want to reiterate that I will be out of the office all next week. The kids and I are doing last minute things for the party. Bubba will still be working, so if you need anything give him a call at the office or his personal cell phone.”

“I don’t see any problems cropping up, but I’ll keep that in mind. If I don’t see you before you leave today, I’ll see you next Saturday.”

“Thanks for everything you do here, Laci, oh, and did I tell you that you are in charge while I’m gone.” She laughed at Laci’s expression and waved her away when the phone rang. Laci shook her head as she left the office, taking the second bottle of water with her.

The first thing she did after leaving the building was go over to the sanctuary and let herself into what everyone referred to as the cat cage. There were three cougars in residence, and Megan had been there since she was a couple of months old when she was found in an alligator’s mouth and while out on a maintenance boat check, Angela’s brother, Victor, had rescued her. After everything was said and done, Megan had lost her front right paw to the alligator. Her mother had been brought in with wounds from the gator while trying to rescue her cub, but she had been treated and released months later, after Megan was stable and weaned. The other two cats in the enclosure were there because they had been found stranded on a small island, and their mother had been dead beside them. Further investigation showed that she had been mauled by either a crocodile or alligator. Sometimes living in the Florida Everglades could be hell on the animals that made the area their home. As much as Laci wanted to gather up all the cougars out in the wild, they were considered endangered species, and protected by the government. She did what she could to save the ones brought to the sanctuary and nursed them back to health to release them back in the wild. She followed all the guidelines from the locals, state, and federal government to keep them safe. Unfortunately, Megan, named by Victor, hadn’t been cleared by the authorities to be released, so she’d stayed at the sanctuary all this time.
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