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Liz:

Thanks again. Your insight is always so spot on!

Brandy:

Thank you for keeping the characters and timelines right! 

Thanks for being the greatest Ziggy EVER!

Mary, Trudy, Robin, and Carrie:

Thanks for your willingness to read and give feedback so quickly!

You are all so loved and appreciated!
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Waverly Anderson

Having been assaulted by bikers at a college party, I steer clear from anyone on a motorcycle, but when my best friend falls for a biker, I find myself having a crisis of faith, and sanity. Little did I know, my newest physical therapy client is hiding his true identity from me, and my whole world is about to be turned on its axis.

Gio ‘Razor’ Rossi

My club’s on the verge of war and I’m being forced to hide who I am in order to stay under the radar. The problem is, I’ve just met a woman who deserves to know every part of me. Even if it means risking everything. 

For Kelsey

You have literally put me back together over the past two years.

Thanks for being the best physical therapist on the planet!
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Razor

“FUCK YOU!” I bellowed from my place on the floor.

Pain shooting up my leg, so bad I thought I might puke.

Jesus, I’d never felt anything like it.

I dropped my head to the carpet and took a few deep breaths, before glaring at my walker which was now no less than six feet from me. Exactly where it had fallen sideways because I’d toppled over when my cast had caught a piece of trim that was pulling away from the wall. And I’d toppled over because I was plastered from the tip of my dick to tip of my toes, and I had no sense of balance, therefore I couldn’t stop myself from falling flat on my ass, which ironically, was the only part of my body that wasn’t bruised or broken. 

At least it was.

Technically, I was so fucked up, I wasn’t even supposed to be trying to use a walker, but I had to piss, so the call of nature overrode my better judgment.

Fuckin’ cunt Gloria and her obsession with Cash had done this and now I might never ride again.

––––––––
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Four weeks ago...

I was sitting in the great room with Jamie, Hatch’s youngest kid, shooting the shit when Hatch barreled into the room. “Where’s my wife?”

“In the kitchen I think,” Jamie said. “Everything okay?”

“It’s officially Fuckuary, if any one of you assholes bugs either of us in the next two hours, I’ll cut your dicks off.”

“Jesus, Dad, too much information.”

“Make it three!” he growled, and stalked toward the kitchen.

“What the hell is ‘Fuckuary’?” one of the recruits asked. His name was Johnny and he was on the cusp of getting kicked out. I highly doubted he’d make it to prospect, mostly because he didn’t know when to shut his goddammed mouth.

Jamie dragged his hands down his face with a groan. “Dad declared a few years ago that February was the month he was gonna fuck my mom every day of the week and we better be prepared not to need her because we monopolize her throughout the holidays, and then it’s back to school shit in January for the grandkids, and she’s always being asked to help. Hence, Fuckuary.”

“If my old lady was as hot as his, every month would be Bonetober,” Johnny murmured.

Case in point.

Before I could comment how that was the exact wrong thing to say, Flea, my Sergeant at Arms, had already sent him to the floor with a punch that would have knocked a smaller man unconscious.

“What the fuck, bro?” he snapped, wiping blood from his mouth. “It was just a joke.”

“First of all, you’re not my bro, and the only joke around here is you,” Flea hissed. “I’ve had my doubts about you from the beginning and now I know why. Pack up your shit and get the fuck outta here.”

“I thought this was a fuckin’ motorcycle club,” he sneered getting up. “Not a daycare center.”

“I don’t wanna see you around here again. In fact, I don’t wanna see you on the street,” Flea growled. “When you see our colors, you better run.”

I made my way over to them and stepped in front of Johnny. “Let’s go, asshole. Don’t make it worse than it already is.”

Johnny spit blood at my feet, then stormed out of the club.

Flea turned to Grip. “Grip! Clean up this goddamn floor before Hatch kills all of us.”

“You got it, boss,” he said, and headed for the supply closet.

I shook my head and made my way to the kitchen. Cash and I were supposed to be having a beer, but he’d gone AWOL, so I went looking for him, finding him standing against the counter, staring at his phone. “Are we havin’ that beer or what?”

“Gloria’s stranded somewhere. Car’s crapped out on her. She’s asked if I can come see what’s wrong with it.”

I frowned. “That bitch, man. She’ll try anything to get in your pants.”

“I really think she’s in a tight spot, brother.”

“Jesus,” I hissed. “Come on, I’ll go with you. We’ll take one of the mobile trucks.”

We headed out, arriving to the location Gloria had texted Cash, and I saw her car with the hood up, parked on a narrow frontage road near an industrial complex.

“Why the fuck’s her hood up?” I grumbled. “Did she think she was going to be able to fix it herself?”

Cash shrugged as he pulled up behind her car. “The day I know what the hell Gloria’s thinkin’ I want you to put a bullet in the back of my head. Come on, let’s get this over with. I want to get home and back in bed before Teagan knows I was ever gone.”

We hopped out and Gloria hugged Cash, giving him a relieved smile. “My hero. Thank you so much for coming to my rescue.”

“Okay, okay,” he said, pulling away. “Let’s see what’s wrong with your car.”

No sooner had he gotten the words out of his mouth, than a black panel van came screeching to a halt beside us. Cash grabbed for his knife at his side but was bum-rushed by three Spiders before he even had a chance to pull it out.

“What the fuck?” he snarled as they zip-tied his arms behind his back and threw him in the van.

Outside the van, I did my best to stand my ground, but I was eventually overtaken by the Spiders. The names on their cuts read ‘Slammer’ and ‘Tiny.’ Trunk jumped in at some point as well, because I almost had the upper hand.

“What do we do with this guy, Trunk?” Slammer asked, pointing to me, despite the fact I was still struggling, despite bleeding from several places on my face. “Kill him?”

“Fuck him up but not so bad he can’t crawl back home,” Trunk said. “Warlock wants to send a message. Vega, Gloria, you come with me and Loverboy here.”

Then the door whooshed shut and drove away.

––––––––
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Someone pounding on my door brought me back to the present.

“Gio!”

Fuck. Angelica.

My big sister, and all-around pain in my ass. There were five of us. Four girls, and me. The baby. To say I was doted on... and smothered... was an understatement, with Angelica leading the pack right behind our mother.

“Gio, I’m coming in,” she called, and I heard the key in the lock.

“Fuck,” I hissed.

“Oh my god!” she squealed, then she was suddenly standing over me. “What the hell happened?”

“What the fuck, bro?”

This came from Cash who was now rushing into the room, his boots hitting hard against the old linoleum and I groaned at the impending shit show.

“Why is my brother on the floor?” Angelica demanded.

“I don’t know, Margo,” he snarled, suddenly appearing above me as well. I would have laughed, considering Christmas Vacation was our favorite movie, but this seriously wasn’t the fucking time. “Why the fuck are you on the floor, Razor? You were supposed to keep your ass in the chair while I ran and got food. I was gone fifteen minutes. Tops.”

“I had to piss,” I bit out.

“So what? You fuckin’ hold it,” Cash snapped. “How did you even manage to use that walker with only one working arm?”

“Not well!” I growled. “Which is the reason I’m on the goddammed floor.”

“You just had surgery, Gio,” my sister said. “You can’t be up and moving around by yourself yet.”

“I’m aware.”

Cash sighed. “Let me put this food down and I’ll help you up.”

Before he could do that, another voice entered the fray.

“What the heck happened?” Katie demanded.

Katie was Flea’s sister, who had been a registered nurse for years, but went back to school to become a Physician’s Assistant, and she now worked in private practice with Gina, the wife of Clutch, the VP of the Burning Saints. Flea was one of my best friends, but that didn’t mean I wanted his sister all up in my business.

“Jesus fuckin’ Christ.”

I groaned. This was the voice of my club president, Hatch.

“Why the hell is Razor on the floor?” he bellowed.

“He fell when he got up to pee,” Cash said. “Unsanctioned because he was supposed to keep his ass in the chair while I grabbed food.”

“He’s not supposed to be alone, Cash.”

“I was gone less than fifteen minutes. I made sure he had everything he needed before I left. He was supposed to stay put.”

All of a sudden, I was looking up at Hatch’s wife, Maisie. “Hello, darling.”

She was sweet, she was gorgeous, she was British, and the fact she was seeing me flat on my back was humiliating.

I squeezed my eyes shut. “Hey, Maisie.”

“Did you do anymore damage when you fell, love?”

“I don’t think so.”

“Right, you’re coming home with us.”

“What?” I rasped.

“You clearly cannot be left alone,” she said. “And I’m not okay with one of my boys hurting. We have plenty of space, we have a room on the first floor that’s perfect with an en-suite, and I’m home all day with nothing to do, which means, I can take care of you.”

Hatch let out a quiet grunt. “Sunshine—”

“If anything other than, ‘Yeah, baby, you’re right. Razor needs to come home with us,’ is about to come out of that sexy mouth of yours, husband, then shut it.”

If I hadn’t been in so much pain, I would have laughed, especially when she did a spot-on impression of him, deepening her voice and adopting a rather impressive American accent to boot.

Maisie hunkered down beside me. “Unless, you’d rather be with your mum, darling, but I really think you need to be with your family. People who can take care of you. At least until you’re well enough to be on your own.”

“He can’t go to our mom’s,” Angelica piped in. “She lives in a split level with more stairs than Machu Picchu. It was great for us as kids, but Gio can’t navigate—”

“Okay enough about what I can’t do,” I hissed.

“Let’s get him up,” Cash said, and the women stepped aside so Hatch and Cash could lift me up.

“Watch his shoulder,” Katie warned as she guided my walker in front of me. 

Hatch and Cash lifted me to my feet, a herculean task, considering the Spiders that had fucked me up had broken my femur, fibula, and tibia on my right leg, dislocated my left shoulder and wrist, not to mention, given me one hell of a concussion and three broken ribs. Three long and intensive surgeries later, my leg was ‘fixed,’ but I was going to have to wear a cast for the next two months and physical therapy would start as soon as the cast came off.

My bike was and would remain stored at the club for the foreseeable future.

Fuck my life.

* * *
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Waverly

I walked into my condo after a long day at work and dropped my keys into the dish on the console by the front door. After hanging up my jacket and setting my purse next to my keys, I headed into the kitchen and poured a glass of wine as I heated up leftovers.

Flipping on the television for background noise, I nearly dropped my glass when a familiar name and face popped up on the screen. I turned up the volume and fought back the bile threatening to spill.

“...in national news, we bring you a story intended for mature viewers only. A high-ranking member of the notorious Aryan Motorcycle Club, the Supreme Riders, Delbert “Boneyard” Fisk was admitted to Lakewood County Hospital near Denver, Colorado, on Friday, having sustained life-threatening injuries. Fisk was found by a passing motorist who spotted him on a nearby road. According to doctors, Fisk’s genitals had been completely removed by an as of yet unidentified person or persons. Law enforcement is asking anyone who has information to contact the Denver Police Department. Fisk has a long criminal record including charges for assault with a deadly weapon, false imprisonment, sexual assault, but had somehow failed to serve any serious jail time. Both Denver PD and federal law-enforcement had long suspected Fisk to be the head of an international weapons trafficking enterprise but neither had been able to convict him on any charges. At this time, there are no suspects and the motive remains unclear. In local news, the annual Rose Festival...”

I changed the channel and stood frozen in place for what seemed like forever. I didn’t know how to feel, to be honest. One of the men who’d drugged and raped me was now a eunuch? 

Good.

But also, too little too late. 

The beeping of the microwave brought me out of my maudlin thoughts, and I sighed. I’d had a lot of therapy to deal with this shit, but it didn’t mean I still didn’t think about it. Because I’d been drugged during my assault, I didn’t remember most of it. Snippets from time-to-time, but never full memories, and as horrible as being drugged and raped by two bikers sounded, I was grateful I hadn’t been lucid for any of it.

I had been able to compartmentalize in a way.

My best friend, Lennon? Not so much. She’d wanted blood but no one had been able to keep both of them behind bars. Boneyard had been released due to overcrowding and the other creep was in the wind, so I’d had to leave it in the hands of the Denver PD.

Lennon Whitman had been my best friend since we were paired together as college freshmen. She’d been my ride or die from the moment we met, and she was still living in Colorado, recently swept off her feet by a mystery man whom she’d met while visiting with her grandmother. He was a neighbor who apparently helped the elderly woman out with fixing the occasional clogged sink, so he sounded pretty close to perfect, and she sounded happy which made me happy. 

After my attack, I’d refocused my studies on Physical Therapy and moved to Portland. Well, technically, I’d moved to Vancouver, Washington. But nobody knew where the fuck Vancouver was. You’d tell them, and they’d say, “Oh, Canada?”

No, you dumb shit, Vancouver, Washington was settled before Vancouver B.C. And then you’d correct them, and they’d say “D.C.?”

Insert facepalm. 

On their face. 

D.C.’s on the total opposite side of the country.

So, it was just easier to say Portland, because I needed to protect my peace, and their general well-being.

In the end, I’d put everything behind me. It was a clean break, and since I had no family, other than Lennon, really, it was a chance to start over. It was the best decision I’d ever made.

I love, love, loved the rain, so the Pacific Northwest was a perfect fit, and my career involved helping people, which had always been my passion anyway, so Portland was where I landed.

I wasn’t a fan of being so far away from Lennon, but we talked and texted almost daily, and since she was working on her PhD, we pretended she was just super busy, not hundreds of miles away from each other.

I grabbed my phone and dialed her number. 

“Hey, Gravy,” she said, answering on the third ring.

I smiled. She’d given me so many nicknames in the past, but landed on ‘Gravy,’ and it didn’t matter how much I’d groaned and lamented how lame it was, it stuck.

“Hey. Did you see the news?”

“You know I don’t watch that crap,” she reminded me. “Why?”

“Delbert Fisk has been emasculated.”

“Like by a dominatrix?” Lennon retorted.

“No, not emotionally.” I sighed. “As in literally. His penis and testicles have been removed.”

“Oh...really?”

“Yes,” I said, and then I realized she hadn’t sounded surprised.

At. All.

“Lennon?”

“Yeah?”

I narrowed my eyes. “Why don’t you sound surprised?”

“Well, I kind of knew already. I heard about it over the weekend.”

“Why didn’t you call me?”

“I wanted to, but I wasn’t sure if it would fuck with your happy and I didn’t want to bring all that up for you again.”

“I get that, Len, but never feel like you can’t tell me things, okay?”

There was a moment of silence and then another sigh.

“Wait, I just saw about this on a breaking news report. How did you know already?” I demanded.

“Well, I need to talk to you about that, but I just haven’t been sure how to bring it up.”

“What?”

“You know Granger, the guy I’m dating?”

“Yes,” I hedged.

“Um, well, he’s, a...”

I waited several tense seconds for her to speak, but she stayed silent, so I pressed. “He’s a what, Lennon?”

“It’s just so hard, because he’s so great and I don’t want you to form a negative opinion of him before you meet him.”

“Are you trying to tell me you’re dating a lawyer?” I joked.

“No, no, he’s not a lawyer. He’s a biker.”

“You’d better mean avid cyclist,” I bit out.

“No,” she breathed out. “As in he rides a Harley Davidson in a motorcycle club.”

“Oh my god,” I rasped. “What?”

“He’s not like Boneyard, I swear. He’s the kindest man—”

“There isn’t one goddamn biker on the planet who’s kind, Lennon,” I snapped. “I’m sorry, I cannot speak to you right now.”

I hung up, turning off my phone because I knew she’d try to call me right back, and I could not, absolutely without a doubt, could not, speak to her right now.

Then I sank to my knees and burst into racking sobs.
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Razor

A FEW DAYS later, I was securely ensconced at Hatch and Maisie’s home, and Katie had made a surprise visit to check on me. I was not happy to see her.

Let me clarify.

I was happy to see her in the sense that I adored her, but not happy to see her in the sense that she always told me the cold, hard truth.

And she was doling out said truth right now, and I was not in the fucking mood to hear it.

“Look, buddy, if you don’t get some serious PT, you’re gonna lose use of your hand and arm,” Katie warned.

I scowled. “And how the fuck am I gonna do that, Kate, if I can’t leave Hatch’s home or the compound?”

She sighed. “Haven’t figured out that part yet.”

“And, maybe we don’t talk to Katie like an asshole,” Hatch suggested, walking into the room. Of course, his suggestion wasn’t a suggestion, and I knew it.

“Sorry, Katie,” I said.

She smiled as Hatch made his way to her and kissed her cheek. “Hey, sweetheart.”

“Hey, yourself.”

Hatch nodded toward me. “I think we can get you to PT and back without raising any red flags.”

“Yeah?” Katie asked, hopefully.

“You just gotta dress like a civilian.”

“What does that mean?” Katie asked.

“No cut, no colors, nothing to indicate you’re in a club,” Hatch said.

I frowned. “No fuckin’ way. I don’t roll up anywhere undressed, Hatch. You know this.”

“It’s temporary, brother.”

I scoffed. “You’re my prez, how can you ask me to do this? It goes against our code.”

“I’d rather you not be dead than follow any kinda code right now, kid,” he said.

I scowled deeper.

Hatch raised an eyebrow. “Have one of the girls or a prospect drive you. Cash has some time, he can drive you too. We switch up cars and routes each time.”

“Why can’t you do my PT?” I asked Katie.

“Because I’m not a physical therapist.” She patted my cheek, a little harder than might be necessary. “Plus, you’ll be way nicer to someone else.”

“Hey, I apologized.”

“Yeah, but the fact you had to apologize in the first place proves my point.”

“Fair.” I reached for her hand with my good one and gave it a squeeze. “I really am sorry, sweetheart.”

“All good, buddy.” She smiled. “I am happy to drive you, though. And sit in on the first appointment if that makes you feel better.”

“That’d be great.” I released her hand. “Thanks.”

“You ready to shower?” she asked.

I tried not to let the humiliation sink into my bones. “Yeah.”

Hatch and Katie helped me into the bathroom where Hatch helped me undress, then Katie slid on my cast covers, before Hatch was up again to guide me into the shower chair. He covered my dick with a hand towel, then Katie walked back in.

“You want me to do your hair, then you can do the rest?” she asked.

I nodded.

She cupped my chin. “I’m a medical professional, buddy. Remember that. None of this should bother you.”

“Well, the fact you’re washing my privates is kinda humiliating.”

“Pretty sure you can handle your privates, big man.” She smiled gently. “Well, other than one armpit.”

I let out a quiet grunt.

“Would you rather have Hatch do it?” she challenged.

“Hell, no.”

She chuckled, grabbing the handheld shower sprayer, and washing my hair. Once that was done, she gave me some privacy so I could finish up, staying within shouting distance.

It took me far too long and a shit ton out of me to finish, but I did it and I did it alone.

“I’m done, Katie,” I called, and she reached in and turned off the water. She then handed me a towel from around the curtain and waited for me to dry off. Well, as much as I could sittin’ on a wet shower chair.

“You ready for me to get Hatch?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I breathed out.

After the ‘committee’ finished assisting me with my shower, I was wiped out, so I was settled (forcibly) into a recliner in the family room by Hatch. 

“I’ve cleaned out your portable urinal and tidied up your bedroom a bit, so I’m going to head out,” Katie said. “Call or text if you need anything, okay?”

“Thanks sweetheart,” I said, giving her a tired smile.

She grabbed her coat and walked out the door and I closed my eyes. The drugs I’d taken earlier started to kick in, especially after the exertion of the shower. They did not, however, block out the screech of my sister’s voice as she entered the house soon after I’d fallen asleep.

I startled awake and sighed. “Angelica,” I hissed.

She came rushing into the room, followed by my mother and sister, Francesca. She was closest to me in age and working in fashion. 

In New York.

“Frankie?” I frowned. “You’re supposed to be in New York.”

“Well, when my baby brother nearly gets murdered, I get my ass on a plane and come home,” she sassed, leaning down to kiss my cheek.

“Language, Francesca,” Mom admonished.

“Sorry, Mamma,” she said, then mouthing to me, “Asshole.”

“You weren’t supposed to be told about this at all,” I complained.

“Well, therein lies the problem,” Frankie admonished. “I would have been here sooner, but Angelica threatened Bianca with death if she told me before the show, which went off without a hitch, so yay me, but still, you should have told me immediately. Not cool, Pastrami.”

I sighed.

“You four visit,” Maisie said. “I’ll make some tea.”

“You don’t need to do that,” I said. “They won’t be staying long.”

“Razor,” Maisie said, meeting my eyes. “Your mother has taken the time to come and visit. She’ll stay as long as she needs. Right, love?”

“Right.” I sighed and nodded. “Sorry, Mamma.”

My mother smiled gently at Maisie and waited until she left the room before leaning down, nose-to-nose with me. “Listen to me, you little shit. If you ever scare me like that again, I will murder you.” She grabbed my face gently, running her thumbs over my cheeks. “Capisce?”

“Mom!” Frankie snapped. “Language.”

“What language? You heard nothing.” She straightened, then sat on the sofa beside me. 

Angel leaned down and kissed my cheek. “You look good.”

“That’s because I showered and have painkillers coursing through me. I’d be even better if I could have finished my nap.”

“Next time, I’ll think about making an appointment,” Mom said, then chuckled. “Oh, no, wait. I’m your mother. I pushed you out of my vagina, fed you from my breasts, watched your father get murdered in front of me, and was left to raise five children alone. So, maybe I’ll do as I damn well please.”

Well, shit. She played ‘the card.’ Actually, she played all ‘the cards.’ 

I took a deep breath. I had also been there when my father had been murdered, although she didn’t know that, and I wasn’t about to tell her. It had gutted me. All of us. But she’d crumpled. At least, for a time. However, five kids and a life that needed to be continued, pushed you to move on. And she’d done exactly that.

“Jesus, you act more like a mafia boss than a mother,” Frankie grumbled.

My mother raised an eyebrow. “How do you know I’m not?”

Before any of us could retort, Maisie returned with a pot of tea and cookies. Mom rushed to help her.

“Thank you, Camilla,” Maisie said.

“No, thank you,” Mom countered. “This is so kind, Maisie.”

Mom had been a ‘hard sell’ when I’d decided to join the Dogs of Fire, but she’d come around and come around fast when she’d met Hatch and Maisie. Partly because it was quite possible if Hatch didn’t take me to heel, I’d probably be in jail, but also because she probably had a little crush on him.

She might even have a little crush on Maisie. 

“It’s my pleasure.” Maisie smiled. “I’ll leave you to visit. If you need anything, just give me a yell.”

“Thanks, Maisie,” I said, and she squeezed my good arm before walking out of the room.

My mother faced me and cocked her head. “I need this to stop.”

“What?” I asked.

She waved her hand from the top of my head back down to my toes. “This.”

I sighed. “This was random and there was no way to stop it.”

“Being part of—”

I raised my hand. “Don’t.”

Mom let out a huff as she pressed her lips together in silent judgment. 

“It’s dangerous. It nearly got you killed.”

“You and Dad went to buy Christmas presents, and he was stabbed for it, so don’t sit there and tell me about what’s fuckin’ dangerous.”

“Enough!” Hatch growled as he walked into the room. “You will not disrespect your mother in my house.”

I nodded, closing my eyes and taking a deep breath.

Hatch turned to my mom. “Camilla, you mind giving me a moment of your time, sweetheart?”

Mom set her teacup aside and nodded. “Of course.”

He gave me one more look of warning as she rose to her feet and followed him out of the room.

“Jesus, he’s sexy as hell even when he’s growling at you,” Angelica breathed out.

“More, if that’s possible,” Frankie whispered.

“Don’t be gross,” I hissed.

“Just speaking the truth,” Angelica sassed.

“What the hell is going on, Angel?” I snapped.

She raised an eyebrow, then focused on her teacup. “Whatever do you mean, little brother?”

“Mom wasn’t scheduled to ‘visit’ until Saturday. Why is she here today?” I cocked my head. “Why are you here today?”

“Mom’s got it in her head—”

“Frankie!” Angelica snapped. “Shut it.”

I frowned. “Mom’s got it in her head... what?”

Frankie shrugged.

“Spill,” I growled.

“Mom wants you out.”

“Jesus, Frankie.” Angelica leaned over and flicked her forehead. “Shut your goddamned mouth.”

“Mom wants me out of what?” I pressed, even though I knew the answer.

“Don’t be obtuse,” Angelica said at the same time Frankie said, “The club.”

“Fucking hell,” I bit out, trying to push to my feet.

“What the hell are you doing?” Angelica demanded, setting her cup aside, and standing in front of me.

“I need to stop Mom from spouting whatever bullshit she’s spouting to Hatch.”

“Sit down, Gio,” Angelica ordered. “You’ll do more damage trying to move without help.”

“Razor,” I corrected.

“I changed your diaper, little brother, you’ll always be ‘Giovanni Pastrami crying for his mommy’ to me.”

I raised an eyebrow. “The fact I was crying for our mother while in your care is very telling.”

“Oooh, burn,” Frankie retorted.

“I’m so glad my childhood trauma is amusing to you,” I bit out. “Now, can you all get the fuck out so I can suffer in my current trauma without you adding to it?”

Before my sisters could comment further, my mother walked back into the room.

Correction. 

She stormed back into the room, snatching up her purse and glaring at me as she did so. “Girls, we’re leaving.”

“But we just got here,” Frankie whined.

“Francesca,” Mom warned.

“You didn’t get the answer you were looking for, hm?” I asked. 

I was a dick for asking, especially with the tone I was using, but I couldn’t resist the little dig.

“This is not over,” Mom hissed, jabbing a finger toward me.

“Maybe you should think about dropping it, Mamma. Otherwise, it really will never be over.” I cocked my head. “Don’t make me choose between you and the club.”

Four feminine gasps filled the space. And I say four, because Maisie had walked in without me noticing.

“Razor!” Maisie admonished. 

“Fuck,” I breathed out.

Mom’s eyes filled with tears as she slid her purse over her arm, giving me a look that could kill before storming out of the house.

Angelica followed suit, while Francesca sighed, leaning down to kiss my cheek. “You’re a dumbass. I love you but you’re a fucking idiot and you know it. At some point, you’ll figure it out and have to come crawling back, but this time it’s going to cost you a lot more than your pride.”

With that, she thanked Maisie and walked out the door.

I dragged a hand down my face and sank deeper into my chair.

“Not good, darling,” Maisie said.

“Well, she needs to understand that I will not give up the club.” I met her eyes. “She’s trying to get Hatch involved like I’m an errant child unable to make my own decisions. She’s out of line.”

Maisie gave me a sad smile. “She’s a mother who has lost her husband and thought she might lose her child.”

“She didn’t lose me,” I grumbled.

“She doesn’t know that, Razor. Give her some grace.” Hatch walked in but Maisie wasn’t done with her motherly lecture. She cupped my chin. “And trust that your president has your back.”

Kissing her man, she left us alone and Hatch sat in the chair across from me. 

“What’d my mom want?” I asked.

Hatch leaned forward, setting his elbows on his knees. “Before we get into that, I need some assurances from you.”

“What kind of assurances?”

“The kind that entails giving your mother more fuckin’ respect.”

“Hatch—”

“I don’t wanna fuckin’ hear it, kid,” he snapped. “Outside of the fact she’s your goddammed mother, she’s been through it over the years, and she’s earned it.”

“Doesn’t excuse her—”

“It excuses all manner of things, Razor,” Hatch argued. 

“She wants me out, Hatch!” I snapped.

“And you seem to forget she doesn’t have the power to get you out.”

“Well, she has the power to make me miserable until I die.”

“Doesn’t have the power to do that either.” He raised an eyebrow. “Only you do, brother.” 

“What did she say to you?”

“I won’t betray her confidence.” He sighed. “But you’re right, she wants you out.”

“Goddamn it!”

“I’m not releasin’ you,” Hatch assured. “Unless you want it.”

“I don’t.”

He smirked. “I know.”

“I want these fuckers who did this to me dead,” I snarled.

“Right now, I want you to focus on healing your body. And gettin’ your head right. I will take care of the fuckers who did this to you. I will also handle your mother. But you need to apologize to her and cut her a fuckin’ break.”

“I want to help dealing with the Spiders.”

“No.”

“What the fuck, Hatch? You can’t cut me out—”

“I can do whatever the fuck I wanna do. I’m your goddammed president.”

I scowled at him. “This is bullshit.”

“Look, I get that you want to take care of this, but you can’t right now. Literally, brother. You need to heal. As soon as you have your leg back to fighting shape, I’ll read you in. Deal?”

I scowled at him for a few more seconds before giving him a curt nod. “Yeah, fine.”

“Oh, thank you, benevolent one.”

“Now, about going out without wearing my colors.”

“Not rehashing that,” Hatch said. “Katie will pick you up on Thursday and take you to your first appointment. You’ll be nice. And not my version of nice. Maisie’s version of nice. On second thought, I want you Sadie’s version of nice.”

“What the hell, man? You gotta invoke the name of a nun? Like I can compete with the goodness of a holy sister.”

“Technically, she’s an ex-holy sister,” he corrected.

Sadie had in fact been a nun when she’d met and fallen in love with Ryder Carsen. He was the son of the ex-president of the Gresham Spiders, but we didn’t hold that against him, considering he’d had our club’s back from the beginning and continued to do so, even though he refused to patch in.

“Whatever, Hatch. You brought her up.” I sighed. “But I get it, okay? I’ll be a goddamn ray of sunshine, emitting puppies, rainbows, and maybe a few Skittles if I can’t hold back a fart.”

“That’s exactly what I wanted to hear.” Hatch chuckled. “You got a couple hours to nap before dinner, so take advantage. You’re due for meds. You want them now?”

I nodded, and he got them for me before leaving me to sleep.
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Waverly

THURSDAY MORNING, I walked into work with what I thought would be a full schedule. What I found, instead, was that my two appointments right before lunch had canceled last minute. And we had a very strict last-minute cancelation policy which required the client to pay a fee, provided they weren’t in some kind of peril, of course. I held myself in check but the second I closed myself into my office, I did a happy little dance. I loved long lunches, especially when they were paid for.

Logging into my computer, I went through my schedule and pulled up the patient notes for the folks I was seeing today. I had a new client this morning, so I paid a little extra attention to his case.

I frowned. There wasn’t much information in his chart but the x-rays showed extensive damage relating to an ‘accident,’ but other than that, no information. 

I sighed. I was going in somewhat blind, but I did love a challenge and a challenge was what I was being presented today.

* * *
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Razor

“I fucking hate hospitals,” I grumbled as Katie wheeled me into the office, parking me in the ‘handicapped’ area and sitting in an open chair next to me. 

“Everybody hates hospitals. It’s universal. Besides, this isn’t a hospital, it’s a medical office,” Katie replied as she checked me in via the app on my phone.

“Same fuckin’ difference,” I snapped.

“I thought you were under strict orders to be nice today?” she reminded me as she dropped my phone into her purse.

“Nice to the physical therapist and the other medical professionals, not you.”

“I’m a registered physician assistant,” Katie protested.

“Yeah, but you’re not my physician assistant.”

She pivoted to face me with a huff. “I can still wheel you out into traffic, you know?”

“You took an oath to ‘do no harm,’ remember?”

Leaning in a little closer to me, she bit out, “My grandfather was a practicing doctor for forty-two years and he used to say his version of the Hippocratic oath was, ‘Do no harm but take no shit.’”

“Your grandfather was a proctologist?”

Katie let out a laugh that was way too loud for a medical office waiting room, garnering side-eyed looks from the room’s fellow waitees.

“If you don’t start behaving, I’m gonna punch you in your bad shoulder,” Katie hiss-pered, grabbing a magazine and flipping through the pages. 

“That would probably feel better than whatever Helga the gigantic, mustachioed physical therapist is gonna do to me.”

“Helga?”

“If I don’t get a Helga, it’ll be Chet and his thirteen-step system to achieving a life of better overall wellness. Which includes a diet of raw cactus and participating in mixed martial arts cage fights three times a day.”

Katie sighed. “Your life could use some serious balancing.”

“The only thing I need to balance on is a fucking bike. Not being able to ride is driving me up a wall.”

“Shhhh. Remember, you’re not Razor here. You’re—”

“Giovanni,” a female voice called out from behind as if on cue.

Katie stood and dropped the magazine back on the table in front of us. “That’s us,” she said, before turning me around to see the woman attached to the voice.

She definitely wasn’t a Chet, and she was a good goddamn away from a Helga. In fact, she was straight up beautiful. Five-foot-five (ish) and fit as a fuckin’ fiddle. Her chocolate brown hair was pulled back into a tight ponytail, and her ice-blue eyes peered through thick, horn-rimmed glasses. She reminded me of the ‘hot nerd girl,’ in all those teen movies. The one you’re supposed to believe is plain looking just because she’s wearing glasses, but she’s clearly a total smoke show.
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