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        This book is dedicated to all of those who have fallen in love with the DreamCatcher Motorcycle Club throughout their journey. One more book, then we’ll get into the next generation. The kids need to be heard.
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      I know that this series is set in the eighties, but I have added a flare of present times to enhance the enjoyability of this storyline. Things will begin moving further along in years so that when I get to the next generation, they will be on our current timeline. Also, if you don’t like cussing, provocative scenarios, fighting, rowdy and raunchy bikers, this book is not for you. But if you do… happy reading.
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      Life is tricky, dangerous, and heartbreaking.

      Julius Alvarez knows this from firsthand knowledge. He’s lived in two lethal worlds. The Alvarez organization is his birthright. He was born into power that he didn’t want after it was forbidden for him to be with the love of his life. That direct order from his father had him on the run with his woman, where he founded the DreamCatcher Motorcycle Club, and built a legacy for his children. It wasn’t safer than the one he’d been born into, but he made the rules, laid down bylaws, and never forced his men to choose between the club and the woman who called to their hearts. When both of his worlds collided, and his woman, his Ma, was murdered, he lost his will to love.

      However, even in death, Ma refuses to let him be, to allow him to mourn, until he draws his last breath and can reunite with her in the afterlife. But she’s always been feisty, even from the grave. It seems she’s determined for him to open his heart and force him to let another woman into it.

      Doesn’t she know? No one completes him like she did and no one ever will.

      Sheltered, naïve, and lackluster.

      In a nutshell, those are the traits Shayne Fitzgerald exhibits. Things she knows must be interpreted in her demeanor to keep her safe from outside threats. The ones who are supposed to protect her are the ones who are the most dangerous to her. Shayne knows she must run, but where will she go? She has no one outside of her best friend, Mera, but she’s in the same predicament Shayne is. Neither of them has anyone outside of the convent. Who is strong enough to stand up to her brothers? Who has the clout to go to war with them, because she knows better than anyone, it’ll be a bloodbath. Her siblings are determined to become more powerful, to line their pockets with cash, even if that means using her as their pawn to get there.

      There’s no doubt she has to leave the only place she’s called home, to hide, to find sanctuary with someone who can keep her identity a secret. But this is no fairytale. There’s no knight on a white horse riding in to save the day… or is there?

      Can Pops learn to love again? Can Shayne forgive him for his deceit? Only time will tell.
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      Life is tricky, dangerous, and heartbreaking.

      Julius Alvarez knows this from firsthand knowledge. He’s lived in two lethal worlds. The Alvarez organization, his birthright, and the DreamCatcher Motorcycle Club, a legacy he’s built for his children. It wasn’t safer than the one he’d been born into, but he made the rules, laid down bylaws, and never forced his men to choose between the club and the woman who called to their hearts. When both of his worlds collided, and his woman, his Ma, was murdered, he lost his will to love.

      However, even in death, Ma refuses to let him be, to allow him to mourn until he draws his last breath, determined to open his heart, and force him to let another woman into it.

      Doesn’t she know? No one completes him like she did and no one ever will.

      Sheltered, naïve, and lackluster.

      In a nutshell, those are the traits Shayne Fitzgerald exhibits. Things she knows must be interpreted in her character to keep her safe from the ones who are supposed to protect her but are the most dangerous to her. Shayne knows she must run, but where will she go? Her siblings are determined to become the most powerful entity, even if that means using her as their pawn to get there.

      There’s no doubt she has to leave the only place she’s called home, to hide, to find sanctuary with someone who can keep her identity a secret. But this is no fairytale, and there’s no knight on a white horse riding in to save the day… or is there?
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      “The natives are growing restless,” Luca tells me as he inhales a puff of his imported cigar.

      “Would that be the men or the women?” I ask, my eyes firmly glued to the convent where our little ace in the hole is hiding.

      “Seems to be a chain effect,” he informs me, sighing. “First it’s the women groaning and moaning, then like dominoes falling into place, the men join the bitch club.”

      “Don’t let them hear you say bitch, in any form, when it comes to their women,” I warn, side-eyeing him.

      “Wasn’t meant that way.” He harrumphs, narrowing his eyes at me.

      Luca hasn’t always been the best at holding his tongue or being tactful, and he enjoys ruffling feathers, but I don’t advise him to stay on that path with these men. I should know how they’d react, which is not well. I raised most of them, and they saw how protective I was over the love of my life.

      Damn, I miss that woman. She saved me, and by proxy, gave me the two best gifts I’ve ever received—Gunner and my Charlee girl. My sweet daughter with a gargantuan-sized chip on her shoulder but who would hand a stranger the shirt off her back if they need it more than she does. That’s her ma coming out in her because she doesn’t get that trait from me.

      “If we don’t find a resolution to this crisis soon, there may be a revolt, and we may have to make some decisions.” A groan of apprehension escapes me at his words. I’m not sure who I fear facing the most.

      My son and his men, or the women at their backs.

      Both are scary as fuck when they’re at their wits’ end.

      Being underground for as long as they have been is the straw that broke the camel’s back. I get why they’re stir-crazy and climbing the walls, but their safety is more important to me than their incessant whining and complaining.

      A cluster of nuns, opening the heavy wooden door to the monastery, catches my attention. “We’ve got movement,” I announce, leaning forward and squinting my eyes.

      Luca clears his throat, exhaling a plume of smoke, and asks, “Is it just me, Julius? Or is it always the same group of cross-wielding virgins going in and out of the nunnery?”

      “Luca Alvarez!” I half-shout through gritted teeth. His brazen description has me fighting the temptation to make a sign of the cross across my chest. “Lightning’s going to strike you down one day for your insolent tongue.”

      Why is it that I’m not surprised with his flagrant retort at my forewarning?

      “As long as it leaves my dick and tongue out of the equation, I can handle it.”

      Out of my peripheral vision, I see a cunning smirk spread across his face. I’m not a man of God, per se, but I am a spiritual man. My aim is to not be in the same vicinity as my brother when a higher power decides it’s his penance day and strikes him down with a bolt of lightning.

      “Seems like they’ve got two packages with them today. Where’s the photo you uncovered of the Crumley’s hidden gem?”

      “Right here,” he tells me, pulling a manilla envelope out from the side panel of the car.

      As he hands it over, the vapor of his cigar wafts in front of my face, causing me to choke on it. “Keep that shit away from me,” I demand, waving my hand through the fumes.

      “Secondhand smoke isn’t as harmful to you as firsthand. You enjoy some imported tobacco as much as I do, Julius.”

      “With a tumbler of whiskey. Do you see a tumbler in my hand, Luca?”

      “Semantics, Julius.” He tosses his hand through the air as if what I’ve said has no significance whatsoever.

      As I scan the photograph, I compare it to the woman who’s surrounded by a bunch of black and white robes and habits. As hot and humid as it gets in Texas, I’m not sure how these ladies can wear that garb day in and day out without passing out from heat stroke.

      “Now that we have confirmation that she’s here, we need to make a game plan about how to get her out,” Luca states.

      “Call our contact down at the city and get us a set of blueprints on the monastery. As soon as we have it mapped out, we’ll make our move.”

      “We’re gonna need Master and Tyson to infiltrate that place. You know that, don’t you, Julius? They’re the best at incognito infiltration and retrieval. Our men have nothing on those two, no matter how well they’ve been trained.”

      “That’ll piss a few of the others off,” I mumble, not looking forward to that conversation with my son. Since I’m no longer the president of the DreamCatcher Motorcycle Club, and Gunner is, he has to approve every mission his men are sent on.

      “I’ll get a bottle of scotch. That should loosen his tension,” Luca jokes.

      “He gets that from me,” I tease.

      Ma and I always joked that he’s as wound up and high-strung as I’ve always been. But like me, he’s always one step ahead and looking at the bigger picture. I miss those moments when the love of my life and I would sit back and argue about who our kids are most like.

      Anytime they did anything bad, they were mine. But if the light was shining on them, they were hers… as should be, because nobody’s light shined brighter than my wife’s.

      “Get Leo to follow them from here,” I command my brother, peeking in my rearview mirror where my guard sits in his car a few rows over. “We’re gonna make a pit stop at the liquor store.” Luca chuckles but does as I ask.

      I hardly have the gear shift in drive before the back door flies open and one of my most trusted men leaps into the back seat. Marco doesn’t say a word, just nods his head at me.

      Guess he’s going to take over for Leo and have my back.

      Which may end up being a good thing for me, seeing as he and Tyson connected during a brainstorming, interrogation, and torture session. He can help Tyson rein Gunner in when I tell him I need two of his men to temporarily come out of hiding.

      “Maybe we should make a pit stop at the sports store while we’re at it,” Luca states out of the blue.

      “Why’s that?” I hesitantly ask, because you never know what’s going to come out of my brother’s mouth.

      “Need to get you a jock strap and a cup for your nuts so you come out with your balls still intact,” he answers. Marco spews water all over the back of my head from the sip he just took, before falling over in laughter.

      “Find that funny, do you?” I inquire of the two asshats in the car.

      “Hilarious,” Luca remarks.

      “I give it a three out of five stars,” Marco conveys.

      “Just what I wanted, to spend my day with two jokesters who get a kick out of my son handing me my ass.”

      “Aww, Pops,” Luca jeers. “It isn’t going to be that bad.”

      “If you say so,” I mumble around a huff.
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        * * *

      

      Ain’t gonna be that bad, my ass.

      I’m lounging back on the sofa in the communal center, watching my son pace back and forth, muttering some unfavorable things aimed at me, while his arms are flinging through the air as a punctuation to his dissatisfaction.

      “This is a bad idea, Pops. There’s a reason we went, plus stay, underground. You pulling two of my men into civilization puts a target on their backs, on our family, as a whole, and I can’t allow that to happen,” Gunner berates, scolding me like I’m a juvenile who just pulled off the most obnoxious prank, and I’m now facing the principal for a reprimand.

      However, the protruding veins throbbing on his forehead show me how combatant he is over this topic.

      The twinkle in Kruger, my son’s VP’s eyes, says he’s enjoying my plight a little too much, but so far, he’s kept his mirth to himself. That’s a good thing, since he can get my son strung tighter than a bow.

      “Do you want to live down here forever, son? It’s doable, but what about your children’s future? How will they meet anyone and fall in love? Make families of their own?” I ask, knowing that he has a frenzy of mixed emotions over their new underground living environment.

      On one hand, he’s happy down here because his family is safe.

      But on the other hand, there is no life down here for the children.

      No school.

      No socialization outside of one another.

      They’ll never play sports, go fishing and camping, or smell the flowers blooming and the fresh grass growing outdoors. What they’re doing is surviving, not living in the traditional sense.

      Master steps forward, stopping Gunner from wearing a worn path in the flooring. He holds his hand up, letting Gunner know he has something important to say. “Pops is right, Gun. We can’t stay down here forever. We have to reclaim our lives. But his game plan needs some finessing. No matter how well-trained we are, there’s no way in hell we can get in and out of there unnoticed. The walls echo in places like that, and you know this girl isn’t going to go without a fight.”

      “What do you suggest, Master?” I ask, leaning forward, curious about what he’s come up with while the rest of us have gone back and forth, arguing about the merits of why this has to happen.

      Master’s eyes swivel to Tyson, who must connect the dots because his chest inflates, his brows go inward with a scowl, and his face looks thunderous.

      “You know it’s the only way, brother,” Master explains to Tyson. His tone is considerate, not condescending in any manner. Whatever his idea is, hurts him as much as it does Tyson. “It’s the most logical step in completing the plan without giving us away.”

      “I don’t like it,” Tyson declares through a clamped jaw. “Not one damn bit.”

      “Do you have an alternative?” Master asks him. Now, my interest is piqued.

      “Wanna clue us in?” I persist. I’m backing this crusade and need to be included in their preparations.

      “In latent terms, we send in Hemmi. She’s the only female at our disposal who’s trained in reconnaissance and undercover operations. She can get in under a guise and can get this woman out without drawing any attention to them,” Master explains.

      I whistle. “She’s just barely recovered from her ordeal. Do we really want to send her back into a viper’s nest?”

      “Exactly,” Tyson adds in agreement, pointing a finger at me. “Plus, I doubt she’d willingly be away from the twins for an extended period of time. She lost enough being under lock and key. We can’t ask this of her.”

      “But we should,” Tex pipes in and insists. “If she’s our only rational way in, we can’t not check in with her and see where she stands.”

      “And if this was your woman?” Tyson poses the question, to not just Tex but to all the men, as he visually scans the room, laying his eyes on them individually.

      “We’d hate it. But what other options do we have?” Kruger confronts him, knowing we don’t have one. “She won’t be going in blind or without backup.”

      “And how do we have her back? We got someone else going in with her?” Tyson asks.

      This is where the universe decides to pay me back for my asshole ways. Karma viciously shoves my underwear up the cheeks of my ass and gives me a wedgie that I’ll never be able to pry loose.

      This girl tests my patience like no other in my lifetime, but she is her mother’s daughter, so I’m not all that shocked by this.

      “That’d be me,” Charlee states, stepping inside our meeting space without being given permission to join us.

      This daughter of mine, she’s always tempting boundaries and toeing the line. One day, Country’s gonna turn her backside raw. That is, if her brother doesn’t beat him to the punch. She’s been given too much leeway with those two, but I no longer have a claim to spanking her rear end like I did before she became Country’s old lady.

      Now, Country, as her man, and Gunner, as the crowned DCMC president, have the final say-so in her questionable discipline.

      These are the days where her ma’s absence is felt the most. She could contain our girl, whisper thoughts into her ear, and make her believe they were hers all along. It’s how we kept her corralled and out of trouble through most of her childhood. I don’t have that gift, but damn, I wish I did.

      As the men begin shouting, and Charlee starts pushing her stubbornness, I pinch the bridge of my nose and breathe in short gusts of air, trying to ease the migraine that’s pushing its way into my brain.

      Looking over, I notice Luca wearing a smug smirk. He enjoys this sort of drama, whereas I want to get the hell away from it as fast as I humanly can.

      My only hope is that they run out of steam soon, so we can get down to the planning stage and end the Crumley bloodline once and for all.
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      Tammera snickers next to me, as Sister Anne lectures us on the birds and bees in health class. Having a nun in robes and a habit, with a cross dangling from her neck, and our Lord and Savior nailed to a cross behind her as a backdrop, is… a picture unlike any other.

      It’s indescribable.

      “We’re twenty-three years old, Shaynie. Why are we being forced to take this class with prepubescent teenagers?” She whines out the question, irritation evident in her tone.

      “You know why, Mera. To keep us scared from entering the land of temptation,” I whisper back between clamped lips, trying to be as silent as I can so I don’t disturb the class.

      Mera, my closest friend in the entire world, was born Tammie Sue. Since her parents dropped her off on the nunnery doorsteps when she was three, she renamed herself Tammera, which got broken down to Mera by me.

      Tammera is a mouthful when speaking, especially during those times I admonish her and try to keep her walking along the narrow path the sisters expect us to. Sister Magna doesn’t care how old we are. She’ll take a wooden spoon to our hands quicker than you can whistle.

      We should’ve been released from the convent when we aged out of the system at eighteen, however, where would we go?

      Mera has no family that she knows of. Even if she does and she found them, she’d have issues with being in the same home as the people who allowed her to be dropped off like yesterday’s garbage and forgotten.

      Me? I have a family.

      Brothers to be more specific, ones who I used to adore until I realized how vicious and vile they are.

      A father who’s been led to believe that I died when our mother passed away during a lethal attack on their homestead that had mortal consequences, i.e., my mother, and supposedly me—which would’ve happened if my brothers hadn’t happened to find me before I’d been suffocated.

      My mother, in an attempt to save me, wrapped herself around me and laid on top of me, squishing me between her deceased body and the floor of my nursery… or so I’ve been told.

      She did save my life in one way. But in another way, she set me up for a life of hiding.

      Allistair Crumbley’s got a reputation that makes my brother's morbid lifestyle look like they’re a clowder—a group of virtuous kittens..

      Just thinking about them has a cold chill skating its way up and down my spine. My brothers’ claim placing me here is them trying to keep me safe. But word through the grapevine is that they’ve joined a human trafficking ring faction, and even with their blood flowing through my veins, I’m not safe from their ever-growing list of potential auctioneers. The suitors who pay millions for the chance to join the bidding war, they’re just as bad, if not worse, than my biological family.

      I allow myself to get lost in oblivion. Sister Anne’s lecturing voice becomes static background noise, and with the black spots dancing in my vision, it’s better than the alternative scenarios.

      Remembering.

      Fear.

      Turmoil… that’s all I feel emotion-wise when I consider where my life could lead me if I don’t play my cards right. I don’t have an ace in the hole, but I’ll never stop shuffling and discarding the useless suit in my hands until I locate my trump card.

      And I will. As soon as my white knight finds me and whisks me away to my castle.

      Cinderella I may not be, but I’ll Rapunzel my way out of this convent if it’s the last thing I do.
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        * * *

      

      My brothers’ newfound interest in me is heart-wrenching, to say the least. The day of our health class was the first meeting I’d had with them in years, and in the last two weeks, I’ve had multiple gatherings with them. I can see the twinkle in their eyes, a telling sign that they’re up to something. Whatever that something is will be disastrous for me.

      If I ever needed someone to ride in on a white horse and save the day, it’s now.

      Garrick, Gideon, Graham, and Gavriel Crumbley, to our Columbian side of the family, and Crumley to our Irish side, gets confusing. They’re known as both. Each one is feared and known as evil, plus vindictive. But the spelling and pronunciation of our last name varies from one country to the next.

      Given the fact that I’m camouflaged between these consecrated walls, and doing everything I can do to break from that dreaded last name, I legally changed it to Fitzgerald to honor my mother’s homeland.

      Upon doing some extensive research on my familial ancestry, I found that my mother’s mom’s given last name was Fitzgerald. In an attempt to honor her in some form or fashion, I adopted that surname for myself.

      Hopefully, that keeps the enemies of the Crumbleys at bay and keeps me from being tied to them, as well as the Crumleys.

      As the hearse-like monstrosity of a car parks in front of the warehouse that my brothers have purchased to conceal our latest encounters, I take a second to center myself before going before the firing squad. That’s what it feels like each time I’ve stepped foot inside of this crumbling factory that was shut down a decade ago for “allegedly” forcing illegal immigrants to work for what amounts to pennies on the dollar.

      Those poor workers poured their blood, sweat, and tears into every stitch of fabric while residing like indigents in encampments. Their dwelling quarters were strewn together with assorted pieces of mismatched linen—makeshift tents on the owner’s thirty-acre property.

      They had nothing for themselves.

      No freedom.

      No indoor plumbing.

      No electricity.

      No privacy.

      Their every move was scheduled by their “employer”—if you could call him that.

      Garrick, also known as Rick to those who revere him, aka my eldest brother, whom I loathe more than the rest, steps out of the door, stands on the stoop and narrows his eyes at me—watching and waiting for me to… bolt, maybe?

      I’m tempted to do just that. I know if I do, my driver could be put underneath the spotlight and suffer for my runaway feet. I’m not friends with the man, but he’s a man of the cloth. I know that on my judgment day, I’ll pay the ultimate penance for placing him in such dire and unscrupulous circumstances.

      I cave and slide out of the car, meeting the devil’s minion at the base of the steps. He gives me an insincere smile as he holds out his elbow for me to clutch. My hand shakes as it lifts and lands on the juncture of his bent arm. He pats it like one would a loved one, but looks can be deceiving to spectators. I know that it’s more of a condescending tap than a motion laced in adoration.

      What he’s playing at, I have no clue. Nobody is here to witness him acting like a devoted sibling he’s portraying himself as being, but even as that thought crosses my mind, the hair on the back of my neck stands up on end.

      Something, or someone sinister, is lurking nearby. I’m not sure how I instinctively know this, but I do. Which means I need to be wary of my surroundings.

      Now, it’s time to face the music and enter the den my brothers have weaved in sin—both from the past and in the present.
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        * * *

      

      My four brothers, Garrick, Gideon, Graham, and Gavriel, ranging from eldest to youngest, sit before me, only a slab of wood separating us, each one with a smarmy look injected onto their faces.

      “We need you, Shayne,” Gavriel states, his face turning stoic.

      “It’s time you do your part for us, for your family, since we did everything in our power to keep you safe and out of our father’s clutches,” Graham inserts, adding to his Irish twin’s thoughts.

      “What would my part entail?” I ask, my throat suddenly dry and parched.

      Clearing the frog from his throat, Garrick adds, “We’ve found you a match, sis. One who’s suitable for you and would treat you right. Plus, he has connections that’d help us grow the family enterprise.”

      I’m being sold off? That’s my place in their warped minds? I’m no better, no more important to them, than a transaction? I’ve never been so appalled and mad in all my life. I knew they were evil. I’ve always known how money means more to them than our blood ties, but honestly, this makes my stomach turn.

      “I’m a barter?” I ask, fidgeting. My body trembling, my instincts tell me that this “match” won’t be as lucrative to me as it is for them. They don’t care how I’m treated as long as I’m willing to do their bidding and keep this associate happy. But will I be happy? Somehow, that is highly unlikely. Am I miserable where I am? Absolutely. Even if I can’t walk through the gardens and smell the roses without permission as well as an escort, every day, I wake up and know that I’m safe, cared for. My soul is protected from evil-deeds—or it has been until now.

      At this moment, I’m aware that they don’t care. They pretend. They act like I’m a priority to them, but this… what they’re asking… no, demanding of me, is a slap in the face.

      A reality check.

      I’m the golden ticket to making them richer—more powerful than they already are. A craving they can’t seem to beat or overcome. My sacrifice will curb that for a short amount of time.

      Then what?

      Will they kill this man and move me on to the next?

      Where is the line drawn?

      Where does it end?

      It doesn’t. It never will.

      And if I have children? What happens to them? Will they be separated and gifted as a business transaction? No. I’ll never allow that.

      It’s time to find my way out.

      “When?” I bravely ask. “When will this… union you’ve planned for me take place?”

      “You’ll wed in six months’ time. We’ll take care of everything. We’re going to set up a few meetings so the two of you can become acquainted before the ceremony. The first one is set up for a month from now,” Gavriel answers.

      Six months? That’s how long I have to make a decision—to either run, hide, and come up with a new identity, or stay and let my life crumble. As sheltered as I’ve been, the question is, where do I get those items?

      “Okay,” I acquiesce for now, making them believe I’ve given in to their demand. I lower my head in submission, giving them the impression that I’m willing to be their pawn—even if every single one of my limbs shakes, my lips quiver, and my tears threaten to fall. I refuse to give them the ultimate satisfaction, so I swallow them down, shut down my emotions, and act like this is acceptable behavior, when all I want to do is kick them where the sun doesn’t shine.

      But I can’t.

      I won’t.

      After all, being a woman, this is what’s expected from me in their opinion.

      Submission… complete and utter submission.
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