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      This book is dedicated to my loving husband, Greg.

      You are my Dallas.

      My everything.

      My happiness.

      No one believes in me the way you do and always have.

      Be happy, my love.

      Always yours,

      Xoxo ~Liberty
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      Charmane, you are my person. My best friend, my confidant.  She is my Amberly.

      Sharon Renee, you always take my craziness and go with it. When I have an issue, you are the voice of reason… She is my Milly.

      Sasha… She is a toss-up between Tammy Carney and Charmane Brooks.

      To my support teams; Liberty’s Luscious Ladies and The Insiders, your encouragement and love for our characters keeps us motivated and keeps me personally going. Without y’all, we’d never explore or expand our horizons. You ladies and gentlemen are all of our rocks.
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        Dallas

      

      

      One moment, my life was complete, the next it was decimated into oblivion. I grew up as her protector, her teacher and her best friend. Shelby was my world, then tragedy struck the club and she was gone. Her mother stole her from me, rocking my world to the core. Life continued, but the days, months and years dragged on. My mind and body never wavered from that little spitfire who stole my world. Not one person was ever able to fill that void in my heart once she was gone. I always knew I’d get her back, even if I had to go to her residence and forcefully bring her back personally. But now she’s back, and this is a version of my Shelby that I wasn’t expecting.

      
        
        Shelby

      

      

      After being ripped apart from the only family I ever knew, I was miserable. Even though my mother made life hard for my sister, Sasha, and I, we stuck by her side until we couldn’t any longer. There are secrets I must hide from the brothers of the Crossroad Soldiers; otherwise, a new type of war would be brewing on their horizon. Secrets that could have my mother buried deep in the ground of the earth like my dad. I’ve lost one parent; I don’t want to walk this earth without the other. Even if she’s made life unbearable for me. I may not like my mom very much, but I love her. Choosing sides is harder than one would think. Especially once I submerge myself back into the club’s life.

      When secrets are revealed, and danger comes knocking on their door, will the Crossroad Soldiers come out the victors, or will they lose more of their beloved family?
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        MC Members

        Kobe

        Jackson

        Mason

        Garrett

        Grayson

        Gaston

        Alec

        Damon

        Macon

        Zac

        Branson

        Dallas

        Jameson

        Denton

        Hudson

      

        

      
        Club Women

        Milly

        Sasha

        Shelby

        Amberly

        Britney

        Mallory

        Josie

        Hope

        Maizy

      

        

      
        Club Parents (Old Timers)

        Jasper & Miracle

        Libby

        Reaper & Morgan

        Blaze & Shey

        Bowie & Kylie

        Sissy
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        Machete & Layla

        Sunny

        Dawg & Carson

        Cobra & Chastity
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        (with Darlene Tallman)
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      Many years ago, The Crossroad Soldiers was founded by Jasper, and his closest compadre from the military, Knuckles. Together, they built an unshakable brotherhood, one that’s stood the test of time.

      That was until they crossed paths with Lorenzo. A man who’s so evil and vile that he kidnapped the little girls of the club to use as an advantage… to gain the upper hand and force the club to do his bidding. It caused a war to break out, one that took out several brothers and a beloved old lady.

      The MC was forever changed by the outcome.

      Since they were children, the boys were raised to protect their women, and trained like soldiers going off to war. The girls were trained just as hard and are just as lethal.

      It’s a battle of wills inside the clubhouse.

      Who will come out the victor? The men who want to keep things as they’ve always been, or the women who fight for a change in club politics?

      Stay tuned for this installment of the Crossroad Soldiers.
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        Shelby

      

      

      When my dad, Knuckles, was brutally murdered, and then Mom scurried us off to places unknown, I was petrified. Not only was I leaving the only family I had; but I was losing all the ties to normalcy that I knew. Sasha and I struggled with this event in our lives, because we not only lost our dad, but we lost our mom as well. She’s never been the same since Dad was taken viciously from our lives.

      Mom became a mean and spiteful woman. She loathed all the members of the Crossroad Soldiers that survived that tragic day, and she’s never had a nice word to say about them since. Sasha and I grew distant from our mother, deciding that the only people we had, who we could depend on, were each other. Mom started living her life for herself; so, we followed her lead.

      Random men started coming in and out of our house; we started hiding out in our room. Not all of them were bad men per se, but they all looked at us like a lollipop they wanted to lick, suck and devour.

      Not cool.

      I know my dad was turning over in his grave at the kind of woman his old lady ended up being.

      Their love was epic, something all romantic movies attempt to replicate. They had their bad times, but Dad doted on Mom and supported her every whim.

      I miss him.

      I miss them.

      My family.

      Who we used to be.

      Sasha and I became a family of two. We talked about the friends we left behind; but they became more of a distant memory. We agreed when the time came, that we’d go back home despite our mother’s protest.

      We needed, deserved those familial ties; whether by blood or oath. And we upheld our father’s chosen family with the highest regards.

      Mom may hate them and blame them all, but we need them.

      The last straw came the day my mother came home and announced that she was getting married. To a man whom both my sister and I feared each time he walked into our home. He’s in a motorcycle club, which confused us immensely, we thought she hated that life and the men who led that lifestyle.

      To our horror, he came with two sons, two boys who were eager to claim Sasha and me for themselves.

      Jaryl and Jayden.

      No thank you.

      Their beady eyes followed our every move, their tongues would swipe their bottom lips, and their words terrified us both. The things they said they planned on doing to our bodies caused vomit to form in my mouth.

      Fuck that.

      We knew it was time to run. We’d kept in touch with Milly behind our mom’s back. And thank fuck we did. When we told her about our new stepdaddy to be, she told us it was time to come home.

      We couldn’t have agreed with her more.

      Little by little we began gathering our things and settling our debts. We put in notices at our jobs, and tucked our money away in a safe place.

      Sayonara, motherfuckers.

      It’s time for a new, better life.

      I can’t say that I was sorry to run away from our mother the way we did, but I miss and will always miss the woman she used to be. The woman who used to love us unconditionally and tell us stories of how she fell in love with our dad.

      
        
        Dallas

      

      

      When I was a young lad, my heart was stolen by a pixie of a little girl. She was my shadow, one that I always watched for out of the corner of my eye. Every time she fell and scraped her knee, I was there to bandage her up. Whereas we grew up like brother and sister; it never felt that way in my heart.

      She was more than that to me, she was my world.

      When the girls were kidnapped, my heart literally stopped beating in my chest. Until, that is, I learned that both Shelby and Sasha were safe. One of the sisters had a nightmare and they both ended up crawling into their mother’s bed, this saved them from being taken the night the other girls were. It’s not that I didn’t worry about the other girls who were taken; I was just relieved for the ones who weren’t.

      Especially where it came to my Shelby.

      I stuck to her side like a leech; never letting her leave my line of sight. My protective instincts where she was concerned tripled what they originally were.

      The boys all rallied together and found one girl to stick to like glue. We knew our fathers were busy planning to rescue then retaliate, so we took over the roles that they couldn’t be there for. It didn’t matter that we were kids; growing up the way we had, we already knew that protecting the girls was our utmost priority.

      Then that night came, the one where we lost a lot of our family. Shelby was whisked off, out of my life, and I’ve struggled every day since. When your heart is ripped out of your chest, and far away in another’s hands, it’s hard to breathe and exist.

      When word came that the girls were returning home, for the first time in years, I felt my heart begin to beat in my chest.

      My body, mind and soul woke up.

      Milly told me they hadn’t had an easy time of things since Libby, their mother, took them away from the club.

      Libby hated us.

      Libby wished us all dead.

      Fuck Libby for taking my life away from me.

      And now, she’s marrying into another motorcycle club? One that has my girl running scared. At least she’s running back home, where she should’ve been all these years.

      I can’t wait to wrap my arms around her.

      As soon as we’ve been reunited, I plan on finding out what exactly she fears from her mother’s new man and his children.

      If they’ve laid one hand on either one of their bodies, they are dead.

      I don’t give a fuck if I ultimately start a battle.

      It’s a war I will finish and come out on top of.

      We’ve trained for years to take on our enemies, I won’t fear facing the unknown. I have a steady hand when I hold my gun. I can outride, outshoot and out maneuver the average man.

      Our fathers trained us like soldiers.

      They trained all of us that way, even the girls.

      We are ready for anything life throws at us. We know that we’re not untouchable, we can be taken down like any other human being… losing people in the past, we are more than aware of that fact. That doesn’t mean we’re going to back down, and not pursue those who’ve threatened or harmed one of our own.

      We are fighters. Born and bred in the MC lifestyle. We were trained to face our troubles head on.

      And face them we will.

      Even our women are highly trained.

      Most of them can take down the average man with their hands tied behind their backs.

      When the clubhouse door opens, and Shelby walks in, all I do is open up my arms and she comes running into them.

      Well, mostly.

      Now, my life can re-start.

      Our life can begin.

      Together.

      As it always should’ve been.
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        Dallas

        One year later

      

      

      The women have been up our ass about gaining a patch into the club, ever since they took out Lorenzo’s men. Men that were sent to eradicate the women of the club and hurt us where it counts the most.

      Our women are valued and coveted; we were raised to protect them at all cost. So now that they want to stand beside us in battle, we’re having a hard time coming to terms with it. It’s not that we don’t think they’re capable, we know they are, it just goes against everything ingrained in us.

      The protectors being protected is a hard pill for us to swallow.

      Some of us are having a harder time coming to terms with their request than others. I know what they’re capable of, it doesn't mean I want them placed in any sort of danger, however.

      I officially made Shelby my old lady three months ago, and since then she’s been using our time alone together to pound into me why we should let the women join our ranks in the club.

      “Shelby, I get it,” I tell her, once a-fucking-gain. “I’m not the one who makes the final decisions and you know it.”

      “But you have the rest of their ears, Dallas. All I ask is that you rally for us. The troops will listen to you if you argue on our behalf,” she states, fists firmly planted on her hips.

      “Woman, it’s a thorn of contention in church. We’ve argued with one another until we’re blue in the face. It’s pitting brother against brother; that’s not something that can happen and you fucking know that as well as I do. We have to trust each other and have each other’s backs. You know how this world works,” I hesitantly argue. I don't want to be on her bad side, but this has to be approached with caution and a fine touch.

      “Why does this have to be a big deal, Dallas? I don’t understand what the issue is. Do y’all not trust us to have your backs? Just because I’m not waving around my dick doesn't mean I don’t have balls of steel.”

      Same damn argument, different motherfucking day.

      “My advice, Shelby. If you ladies really want this to come to pass with a vote, you might wanna lay off just a smidgen. The more you ladies argue, the more the brothers are inclined to go the opposite way.”

      “That’s your advice? To back off and let you guys go on with business as usual? So, we do this, then what? Everyone just assumes we no longer care and want this? That doesn’t sound productive, Dallas.”

      “Neither does you pissing off every brother, Shelby,” I fight back. This shit is getting old, the brothers are fit to be tied and ready to veto their wishes due to the fact that they can’t let the subject rest. “If you ladies really want this, you need to find a way to prove yourselves to the men, not just run your mouths.”

      “Let me guess. The men still want us to fight them? Y’all catching us off guard as we walk through the clubhouse isn’t fair, we’re not prepared, Dallas,” she spews my name out of her mouth as if it’s poisonous.

      “You think our enemies are gonna announce themselves to you and give you time to prepare, Shelby?” Now, I’m no longer irritated, I’m pissed the fuck off.

      “No,” she stammers out.

      “So, we should what, Shelby? Give you a courtesy that they won’t? How will that prove to us that you ladies are ready?”

      “I guess it won’t,” she says with a sigh.

      “Chew on that for a bit and take it to your ladies. We won’t be convinced to let you become patched members if you aren’t prepared for everything and anything that could be thrown y’alls way. Sorry if that disappoints you, but it’s called life, Shelby.”

      Not willing to stand around and have this out with her, I grab my cut off the dresser and leave her in our room. I need a drink and she needs to think.

      Fucking women.

      Shelby and her team of cohorts are gonna be the death of me.

      Why they’ve targeted me as their spokesman is beyond me.

      I will always vote for them, but I won’t pick fights with my brothers.

      Ain’t happening.

      
        
        Shelby

      

      

      “Well, you really blew that one, Shelby,” I murmur to myself as I kick the edge of the bed in frustration. My big toe instantly throbs from the harshness of my actions. “Fucking hell.”

      I know Dallas is on our side, but the women are on me daily about getting him to fight for us. I understand why he’s hesitant to go up against his brothers, but he’s supposed to be on my side.

      Pulling out my phone, I send a group text out to my girls.

      Well, that didn’t go as planned, I type out.

      You haven't been able to chisel down his defenses? Amberly responds.

      He refuses to go against his brothers, I reply.

      What will it take to get them to see us as grown, badass women, instead of the little girls who used to worship them and follow their every move? Wasn’t it us who took care of the problem at the gym or do I have a faulty fucking memory? Hope types out her response, and even without hearing her voice, I can feel the angry vibes from her words.

      Meet tomorrow at our regular spot? Milly asks the group.

      We all reply with a resounding “yes.”

      With that planned, and knowing that Dallas won’t be joining me in our room anytime soon, I head into the bathroom for a long, drawn-out bath. I need time to think, and the soothing water always helps me when I’ve hit rock bottom.

      The stress I get from the women, the arguments with Dallas, it’s all starting to weigh down my shoulders.

      I need a vacation from my life.

      When I came back home, I had all of these expectations.

      Being put in the middle of a shit storm between the men and women was not something I was anticipating. But women empowerment and all of that is something I believe in, will fight for, even if it becomes a battle of wills with my man. I hate that he’s upset with me; I hate it, I wanted everything to be sunshine and roses when I came back home.

      But that’s the story of my life.

      I always dream big, then am disappointed when it doesn’t play out like I foresee it in my mind. Mom always accused me of living with my head up in the clouds, I can’t help that I want more out of life than what’s offered up to me. I want to fight for what I believe in, not give up until I work my ass off to try and make my dreams come true.

      I won’t give up on my beliefs, not only would that make me a coward, but others are depending on me to have their backs. I made promises to my woman posse, and I don’t plan on yanking it back. I’m a woman of my word; in this life, that’s all you have to stand by.

      Loyalty and trust isn’t something that’s just freely given to you. You have to earn that shit.

      And fuck anyone who says otherwise.

      The only people who would beg to differ with me, are those who’ve been handed everything on a silver platter.

      Nothing earned is nothing gained.

      But my mind is stuck on the fact that I’ve upset my man. How can I make things right between us again? Do I just stop using him as my sounding board? Do I stop telling him about my wants and desires?

      I can’t do that.

      I need him to hear me, help me, trust me.

      I’m gonna have to get my sisters’ advice on this one. They’ve been around all of the men these many years; they know how their minds work and operate.

      I need someone to steer me in the right direction.

      Sinking into my hot bubble bath, I close my eyes and enjoy the warmth surrounding me.

      Tomorrow is another day.
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        Dallas

      

      

      Same argument, different day. Seems to be the same thoughts as I felt last night while fighting with Shelby. This time, it’s my brothers in church that I’m growing perturbed with.

      “We were raised to protect our women, not have them out on the battlefield with us as bullets are being fired,” Branson rumbles. “How am I supposed to concentrate if Milly is out there!”

      “You trust your woman,” Kobe growls. “This shit is getting fucking old.”

      Having your president and vice president at each other’s throats is not uplifting when it comes to the moral of the brotherhood.

      “Even the old timers are against this shit,” Branson huffs, crossing his arms across his chest in protest.

      “But they don’t run this club anymore, brother,” I pipe in, shooting daggers at Branson. “We do, in case you’ve forgotten. When we stepped into their roles, their shoes, it was with the understanding that we were making changes. Why can’t that include letting the women in on things? They’re just as capable as we are.”

      “You’re okay with Shelby putting her life on the line? I have a hard time believing that, Dallas.” Branson shoots me an irritated look. One that screams he doesn’t believe me.

      “I trust Shelby, Branson. She and the women put their funds together and bought the gym after the shootout. They’ve set that thing up as a training facility that would make the government shudder. If we work with them, spar with them, help them, they’ll be capable of taking on anything that’s thrown in their path. Fuck, they learned alongside us growing up, brother. Some are better shots and riders than we are!”

      “I’ll never vote for this, you’re all wasting your breath,” he hisses out, sounding like a damn rattlesnake.

      “Let’s get to the real point of your worries, shall we,” Hudson states, raising his eyebrows, challenging Branson. “You’re scared that the women will prove themselves and be an asset to the club. Your way of thinking is warped, brother. Those women are highly trained and can take most of us out if they wished to, we all made sure of that as they were growing up.” He’s reiterating what I just said, but maybe it’ll sink in coming from Hudson instead of me. Who the fuck knows anymore? I feel like every day is Groundhog Day; the only change is my fucking underwear.

      “He’s scared of getting his ass whooped by a female,” Zac jests. “Just the other day, I saw Milly take him down with an arm bar move that would make us all proud. It’s his pride and ego that keeps him from voting yes.”

      “I was teaching her new moves,” Branson grumbles. “Just because I don’t want her put in danger, doesn’t mean she doesn’t need to be ready if one of us isn’t there to protect her.”

      “Look, I used to be in the same mindset as you are, but I’ve watched how hard the women have been working to prove themselves to us. I’m not saying they are as strong as we are, but they are capable. Let’s face the facts here, shall we? They can blend in a fuck of a lot easier in places that we can’t. We all stand out like a sore thumb in most places. We need them to be able to go places and watch for things. They are all magnificent at gaining intel and fitting in. They are easily passed by and viewed as non-threatening. People will talk around them and not be worried about being overheard.”

      “Dallas makes a good point.” Kobe agrees with what I just shared. “They are pretty inconspicuous and not seen as an imminent threat.”

      “So what, you wanna use them as spies for the club?” Branson questions. He doesn’t look convinced, but I can tell we are beginning to wear him down some.

      “It could work,” Zac says, rubbing his chin in contemplation.

      “They are qualified,” Hudson adds.

      “We could get them all top of the line spyware,” Gaston excitedly states; anything gadget related gives him a hard on.

      “Check on that, Gaston. We’ll pick up this discussion at next week’s church. Right now, I just wanna grab a beer and forget this bullshit. Meeting adjourned.” Kobe smacks the gavel on the table before he slams back his chair and marches out of the door.

      
        
        Shelby

      

      

      We’re all sitting in a circle inside of the boxing ring. Our gym that we purchased has become our home away from home. We train here every single day; unless we’re dying, you can find us here.

      “The men are never gonna take us seriously,” Hope drones.

      “Some of them are coming around,” Amberly wistfully replies.

      “I think Branson is trying to knock me up,” Milly tosses in there, causing us all to whip our heads around and give her a shocked look.

      “Why do you say that?” I ask her. I know that Branson is the big hold out on voting on our behalf. So, this announcement doesn’t shock me, but he hasn’t officially made her his old lady yet. And that is unacceptable.

      “The other day, when I went to the bathroom to clean up after a round of sex, I noticed that the condom was leaking. I lifted it up, and there were small pin holes at the tip. I thought, okay, must be a bad one. Then, last night, the same thing happened.”

      “But you’re protected, right?” Amberly asks her.

      “Yeah, I’m on birth control, but he doesn't know that,” she wearily replies.

      “Why doesn’t he know that?” I ask her, confused as to why she’d keep that a secret.

      “Because we agreed that when I was finished with my degree, that he’d make me his old lady and we’d start trying for a family right away. We both talked it out and decided to use condoms so we didn’t have to wait for birth control to wear off. It can take months, even up to a year or so to conceive once I get off. But I wanted to protect myself while wrapping up school. I hate lying to him, but I felt I needed to do this for me. Condoms aren’t one-hundred percent fool proof and with him fucking with them, I’m glad I decided to get on the pill.”

      “So, you what? Think he’s doing this to ensure that you can’t do anything to put yourself in harm's way?” If I was to think like Branson, that’s the only conclusion I could come up with.

      “That’s what I’m thinking. If I was pregnant or a mother, he’d have another reason for arguing that I need to be home. Playing house with a baby on my hip,” she disappointingly says.

      “I agree that when any of us get knocked up we shouldn’t be placed in any sort of danger, but that’s taking things to the extreme.” Amberly shakes her head in appallment.

      “Should I confront him about it?” Milly asks us.

      “Only if you're willing to share that you're trying to prevent it from happening,” I suggest. “One wrong doesn’t make a right, and you both keeping secrets from one another is a disaster waiting to happen.”

      “She’s right,” Hope adds. “This has the potential to tear y’all apart in the long run. I wouldn’t hold that secret for too long.”

      “I don’t wanna lose him, but I’m not ready for that argument yet,” Milly states, chewing on the cuticle of her nail bed.

      “Until you’re ready to share that with him, then I think you shouldn’t say anything at all,” my sister, Sasha, rebuts. “But you take the chance of losing him in the long run if you hold back. If he discovers this any other way than from you, it could be detrimental and backfire on you and cause you two to stray apart from one another.”

      “I don’t want that,” Milly cries out. “I love him, but I have so much I wanna do before I become a mom.”

      “Then you need to tell him that,” Amberly placatingly says.

      “Ugh… he’s so set in his ways that this is not going to be a fun conversation,” Milly protests.

      “Aren’t they all headstrong and set in their ways?” I ask, causing all the women to furiously nod in agreement.

      “Okay, ladies, back to business. The guys aren’t taking us seriously, we need to come up with a plan of execution,” Amberly redirects the conversation.

      “Pillow talk is only getting us so far,” I interject.

      “Then we need to take things up a notch,” Hope suggests.

      We spend the rest of the day plotting and training. The club doesn't only belong to the men, we’ve worked just as hard to earn our place alongside them.

      They will suffer the next few weeks, but they’ll recover, and our point will have been made.
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must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
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