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      Tig Martin was always a fun-loving kind of guy, until her. After Wendy, he no longer believes in love, trust or relationships, and feels happiness is a fairytale. A tragic incident while dealing with club business leaves him broken and lost in a foggy haze. When he finally wakes up, life is confusing and his memories are shadowed between the past and the present.

      

      Danika Weston loves Tig with all of her heart, but she knows she'll never be his chosen forever. Before she can share her impending news, Tig is called away on club business. Receiving the phone call that he's been critically injured causes the ground to drop from beneath her. Now in Texas with the rest of the Rebel Guardians family, she struggles between waiting for what might not be with Tig and moving forward with what could be with another.

      

      Link Knight is a prospect with the Rebel Guardians and has been tasked with the protection of Danika. She's everything he ever wanted so it's no hardship for him to be around her day in and day out. He knows that she likely belongs to another, but his VP has yet to realize the precious gem that's been right in front of him the whole time. He vows to show her how a man should love a woman.

      

      Can the three of them come to a resolution together or will they find themselves seeking their own paths?

      

      **Ages 18+ due to subject matter and content**
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        Tig

      

      

      

      I’m gathering my things; Silas, Atticus and Braxton have called an emergency meeting at the Nelson’s compound. It will take us a couple of hours to make it there, and by the sound of things, we need to make our way there with haste. As I throw the last of my clothes into my duffle bag, there’s a knock on my bedroom door. Not having time to deal with whatever bullshit is on the other side, I stomp over and pull it open. The look of fear on Danika’s face as I open it, has me softening my expression. She has tears rolling down her cheeks, her nose is stuffy and swollen from crying. “What’s wrong?” The anxiety in my tone stemming from the look she’s portraying, causes her to slightly flinch.

      “I need to talk to you. Is it a bad time?” She straightens her shoulders and holds her head high. I want to take the time to praise her; but there’s no time for subtleties right now.

      “Why the fuck are you crying?” I reach out, grab her by the bicep and pull her into my room. Promptly, I shut the door and go back to my duffle. Zipping it up, I glance over at her and see her fidgeting with her hands.

      “That’s what I need to talk to you about,” she sniffles out. “Is now a bad time, Tig?”

      “You could say that. I have to be on the road.” I pull up my wrist and look at my watch before replying, “now. So, whatever it is, I need you to spit it out so I can go.” I’m not trying to be a dick to her… again, but it’s urgent I get going. “Is this something we can discuss when I get back?”

      “H-how, um, how long are you going to be gone for, Tig?”

      “As long as it takes. I have no idea what we’re being summoned for, so I can’t answer that, Danika.”

      “Will you call me when you get back so we can talk? It’s important, but I know that you need to get going now.”

      “Does that mean it can wait?” I sigh, aggravated that this line of questions and answers is getting us nowhere. “If this is about us, I thought we already cleared that up, Danika. We had fun, we enjoyed each other’s company, but that’s all it was. I’m not looking to settle down, I’ve already expressed this to you.”

      “No attachments,” she quietly states.

      “No attachments,” I reiterate. “I have to go, Danika. Braxton’s waiting on us. I’ll call you when I get back so we can rehash this conversation… over and over again.” This is becoming a game I grow tired of playing with her. She knows I was fucked over before, that I don’t ever want an old lady or family. I just want to live and enjoy my life. Trusting someone with my heart and soul is not a road I want to travel down again. I was damaged beyond repair the first time, there’s no way I’ll survive it a second time.

      “Call me when you get back.” She pivots on the balls of her feet and swiftly exits my room. My mouth opens to call her back, but no sound leaves me.

      Fuck it, I’ll deal with her when I get back.

      

      
        
        Danika

      

      

      

      For the second time in a few weeks, I walk out of the clubhouse in defeat. Shame coats my face as I make my way through the lined-up bikes and bikers sitting astride them. Do they all know that he’s rejected me, yet again? What I need to discuss with him, it’s urgent, at least to me. But I could tell he didn’t have time to sit down and speak with me. I ignore my brother and the guys as they call out my name. I have to make it to my car, and out of the parking lot, before releasing the tears. I don’t want anyone to witness my weakness when it comes to Tig. They all pity me already; they’ve witnessed the way I longingly look at him as he dismisses me for the new flavor of the week.

      I’ve been humiliated by him time and time again. Yet, my eyes never waiver from him when we’re in the same room. It doesn’t matter that my heart shatters into a thousand irreparable pieces. I’m like Humpty Dumpty in that aspect. No matter how many times I break into uncountable pieces, I can never be glued back together again. I am my own worst enemy; he’s made his position clear; never lied about that to me. But the part of me that loves him so fiercely, refuses to give up and move on.

      But all of that, it’s my issue to get over. He doesn't love me, but he does like and respect me. Hopefully, that means he’ll still be around. I’ll take him in my life however I can. And if it’s friends only, I’ll have to accept that. Looking in the rearview mirror, I notice the new prospect, Link, following me. My brother must have instructed him to follow me. Maddox is my protector, if he can’t take care of me and ensure my safety personally; he’ll make sure someone is there in his stead. I love my brother, but sometimes he goes over the top when it comes to me.

      I’m not in the mindset to let another human being see me break down. My mental stability isn’t great right now, I just want to crawl into my bed, hide under the covers and cry myself into a state of oblivion.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      

      
        
        Tig

      

      

      

      Luca, Maddox, Hatch and myself are waiting around the corner in a nondescript van. We’re waiting on word from Braxton or Silas to convey to us that it’s our time to come in and pull out the victims of circumstances. This Mrs. Welch is a drain on society, she needs to be put to ground. She’s an example of what not to strive to be like. She’s a fucking snake who has shed its skin one too many damn times.

      “Why was my sister at the clubhouse?” Maddox asks, glaring at me.

      “How the fuck should I know? Said she needed to talk to me, but I told her I didn’t have time.” My response is clipped because even though I made it clear where we stood, her tears still bothered me. Not only that, but I don’t interfere in any of the other brothers’ lives, so they need to stay the fuck out of mine.

      “Now’s not the time, y’all.” Luca is generally the voice of reason, at least where I’m concerned, that is. I tend to barge in like a bull who’s charging after the red cape dangling before him, causing chaos and mayhem, whereas he tends to look at things from all angles before making a decision. Gotta be from his time in the military.

      “Fine, we’ll table this discussion… for now.” Maddox glares at me, letting me know this isn’t over. I’m not going to take the high road and go easy on him when he interferes in my love life. A voice comes over our headsets, letting us know it’s time for our team to come in.

      “On our way,” I respond.

      “Be careful. I have a hard time believing there’s only one guard down here,” Silas advises.

      We get down to the basement room and Luca takes the first five out, then Maddox and Hatch follow his lead. I look around to make sure we’ve gotten everyone then bid them farewell. As soon as those words leave my mouth, chaos ensues. I feel an instant pain hit me in the gut, my vision begins to dance and I watch in slow motion as Braxton charges me. He hits me so powerfully, that my body flings back, my head hits the metal railing, and blackness enfolds me.

      

      
        
        Danika

      

      

      

      I finally managed to pull my sore, aching body from the bed and head over to meet Maysen at her house. This has been planned for a few days now, so I don’t want to cancel on her last minute. I’m anything but in a social mood, but I know that if I don’t go to her, she’ll come to me.

      “Come in, come in,” she says when she opens the door. She practically pulls me inside and toward the kitchen where she has food laid out. The smell hits me and I feel the nausea roiling up my esophagus.

      “Be right back,” I mumble, running to the half bath off the foyer. I promptly empty my stomach of its contents then stay there, crouched over the toilet while I let my poor gut settle. Once I’m sure there’s nothing left to vomit, I hit the handle to get rid of it all, then rinse my mouth and wash my hands. Right now, I’m grateful there’s some mouthwash in the medicine cabinet, because it’s not like I carry a toothbrush and toothpaste around with me. Although, if smells are gonna impact me like this, maybe I should.

      “You okay?” Maysen calls out through the closed door.

      “Yeah, must have been something I ate. I don’t know,” I yell back. Liar, liar pants on fire. I’m gonna burn in hell for all the lies I’m going to be telling, I can feel it deep in my bones.

      “I’ve got some ginger ale or maybe some Sprite?” she asks when I open the door.

      “Either works.” We walk back into the kitchen and she fixes me a drink with the glass basically overfilled with crushed ice. I really need some saltines, but I’m not ready to divulge my news to anyone until I’ve told Tig. He deserves to know before the rest of the world.

      “So, you went and saw Tig before they left town?”

      “Jesus, how did you find out about that? It just happened yesterday, for fuck’s sake!”

      “Maddox, of course.” She grins at me and I stick my tongue out.

      “Brat. Of course, my brother would tattle on me. Nosey, interfering asshole.” She throws a piece of bread at my comment, which I promptly start to eat. If I can’t have saltines, bread will have to do.

      “That’s my man you’re maligning, Danika.”

      “He was my brother first, Maysen.”

      “Yeah, but I get the pillow talk.” No she did not just go there and say that! How humiliating as Maddox's sister to even think about instances that this occurs between my friend and brother… uck.

      “Eww, we agreed to never discuss you and my brother and y’alls sex life, remember? Best friend code?”

      “I didn’t say a word about sex, Danika, you did.”

      “It was implied when you used ‘pillow talk’, bitch.”

      “Semantics,” she states, waving her hands in the air.

      “So what’s been going on?” I feel like I’ve been cast adrift in a lot of ways; so much of my free time has been taken up with Tig. Or, more honestly, avoiding the places that he might be, because it hurts to see him with other women and know that he’ll never be wholly mine.

      “We’ve gotten a few new prospects, apparently. Do you remember Maddox’s friends, Pike and Tristen? They decided they want to become members, and some new guy, Link.”

      “I’ve kind of met Link already. Maddox had him follow me home yesterday when I left the clubhouse.”

      “That’s because he loves you, Danika. You know how protective he is of you, right?”

      I roll my eyes because sometimes, he goes too far in his eagerness to keep me from harm. “Doesn’t he realize I’m a grown-ass woman?”

      “Irrelevant in his eyes, because you’re his sister and as such, you come under that whole ‘he-man biker thing’ they all seem to develop.” I giggle at  her words because she’s right. Luca traipses after Gypsy constantly, and Maddox does the same with Maysen.

      Sighing, I say, “Well, at least someone gives a fuck that I make it home safely.”

      “You know that eventually, he’ll get his head out of his ass, right?” she inquires.

      “I really doubt that, Maysen. It’s my own damn fault; I’m the one who fell in love with him knowing that he made himself clear that he never wanted an old lady or anything permanent.” I feel the tears welling up but push them back.

      A knock sounds at the door just before it’s pushed open. “The party can start now, ladies. I’ve arrived,” Tawny jokingly states as she bounds into the house. “What all did I miss?” She plops down on the chair near us and puts her feet up on the chair across from her, which happens to be the one I’m sitting next to.

      “Tig’s an asshole,” Maysen says, not missing a beat.

      “Look,” Tawny sighs, “he may be my bestie, but I know he’s got flaws. Especially when it comes time to claiming the woman he loves,” she deadpans, staring into my eyes as she says this.

      “He doesn’t love me. He’s driven that point home on several different occasions,” I argue.

      “He’s lying to himself, Danika,” Tawny expresses.

      “True dat,” Maysen states, lifting her bottle of water high in the air.

      “He’s told me numerous times that we were just having some fun, he wasn’t looking for an old lady or to make any kind of commitment.” I feel like I’m beating a dead horse but I need my girls to get it in their heads that this isn’t one of those times where the guy will miraculously wake up and realize that he’s going to lose the woman he loves if he doesn’t pull his head out of his ass.

      “It’s not my story to tell, Danika, but his head is fucked up when it comes to relationships,” Tawny advises.

      “He’s had awesome examples of good, loving relationships, Tawny. And if you’re referring to Wendy, I know about that sleazy cunt. She’s the reason he’s unwilling to take a chance on us or hell, even another woman, if I’m not the one.”

      “He told you about Wendy?” The look on her face is priceless right now, and if I felt better, I’d grab my phone and take a picture.

      “Yeah, when we first started fooling around. He told me what she did to him, what she tried to do with the club, and how he finally got away from her. That’s why there’s no hope of a Tig and Danika Happily Ever After scenario here, y’all. It’s just not in the cards for me with him.”

      “Well, maybe one of the new prospects will rev your engine.” Maysen dramatically wiggles her eyebrows at me and I burst into laughter.

      Before I can respond, Tawny pulls out a bottle of champagne from her huge-ass purse. “If we’re gonna trash talk guys, let’s have some mimosas!” Uh-oh, how the hell do I get out of drinking with the ladies? They know that mimosas are my downfall. I could drink one with every meal, with a few glasses in-between.

      Maysen jumps up and snags a bottle of orange juice from the fridge, then fills up three glasses with ice and carries it all to the table. When she goes to add the champagne to my glass, I put my hand over it and state, “No alcohol for me.”

      “Wait, what? Why the fuck not? The only reason a woman turns down a drink when we’re bashing men is because… holy fucking hell, Danika, are you pregnant or something?” Tawny asks, her eyes wide. “That’s the only way I can see you turning down all of this goodness. Smell,” she places her filled glass under my nose. I clamp my hand over the appendage so I’m not rushing to the bathroom… once again.

      I burst into tears at her words. “I-I found out a few weeks ago and went yesterday to tell Tig after I saw the doctor to confirm it was true.”

      “Tig knocked you up! Does your brother know?” Maysen has a look of panic upon her face. Tawny’s eyes widen, she’s the picture-perfect scenario of a cartoon character whose eyes bulge out of their sockets.

      Even though I’m sobbing, I start to giggle because the thought of Maddox and how he’s going to react is hysterical. Or maybe that’s me. “No, I wanted to tell Tig before I said anything to anyone else. Fuck! Well, y’all have to promise not to say a word!”

      “He’s gonna shit bricks. How did this happen?” Tawny inquires.

      “Well, you see, when a guy likes a girl, they like to do things and when his dick is inserted in her…”

      “Fuck, I know how it’s done, wench, I mean, how did this happen to you? I thought you were on the pill. Didn’t he glove up? Jesus, safe sex, people, all lives matter and all that shit,” Tawny spits out while waving her hands wildly in the air.

      Meanwhile, Maysen is banging her head on the table and muttering, “Oh, my fucking God. He’s going to kill him.” Over and over like a damn woodpecker.

      “Yes, I was on the pill and yes, he wore condoms. Apparently, despite all of that, it happened. He’s the only man I’ve ever been with, so it’s obviously his, but based on his abhorrence when it comes to committed relationships, I’m going to be a single mom. I mean, he can be involved with the baby, of course, but I have zero expectations when it comes to anything more with him.” I say that but in my secret heart of hearts, I’m holding out hope that he’ll realize that we belong together and the fact that somehow we managed to create a life despite our precautions is proof.
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        Danika

      

      

      

      I’ve poured my heart and soul out to my sisters. They commiserated with me, held my hand and talked me through my panic. When Maysen’s phone rings, the bright smile that lights her face, tells me it’s my brother. I’m not jealous, not at all, that she has the man of her dreams and all that bullshit that accompanies happy couples.

      “Hey, baby,” she huskily answers the phone. Tawny and I look at each other and giggle at the way her tone changes when she’s talking to him. I watch as her face drops and she looks at me with sympathy. “Okay, okay. Yeah, we’ll have Tawny drive us to you. Well, tell him to hurry the fuck up because we’re out of here in five, baby. We will. Love you too. Bye.”

      Hearing only her side of the conversation, I realize that something majorly fucked up has happened if we’re heading to Texas. I also saw the look she gave me and worry starts beating at my chest. My eyes close as a tear drops from my lashes, “It’s Tig, isn't it?”

      “Yeah, honey, it is,” she replies as she comes and sits next to me. “We’re waiting on Link to show up and escort us to Texas.”

      “Is he dead?” I clench my chest where the pain is suffocating me.

      “No, but it’s not good. He was shot, Braxton tackled him and he ended up hitting his head,” Maysen explains.

      “Why do we have to wait around for some man? I have my Glock and tons of pepper spray. I can take care of y’all.” Tawny has a stone-cold look upon her face. “I’m better equipped to fuck someone up than some piddly prospect.”

      “It’s a club thing, Tawny.” Maysen tries to get her to understand. I know she’s been around us since she reunited with Gypsy, her cousin, but she didn’t grow up with these men like Maysen, Lily, Ralynn and Claree. They just accept things as they are, Tawny still questions every aspect of the club life. She doesn’t understand why we jump and do as the men say. Most of the time, it’s for protection and safety, not their need to control our every move. Tawny sees it as men being overbearing and beating their chest all while rumbling demands.

      “Fucking Neanderthals, the lot of them,” she replies, a disgruntled look on her face.

      “Regardless, Maddox is part of the club and I’m his old lady, so what I do or say reflects on him. Therefore, whether I want to or not, I’ll wait,” Maysen firmly states. “C’mon, let me throw a bag together. We’re about the same size, Danika, so I’ll put stuff in for you as well. We can always send a prospect out for anything we need.”

      “Not asking a prospect to pick me up panties and bras,” I reply, a grin on my face.

      “We’ll send Tawny with them then, how’s that?” she retorts.

      “I’ve got a bag in my car already,” Tawny says. “And yeah, I can go pick up the ‘unmentionables’ if you need them. At least you won’t have to worry about stuff for your period!”

      “Way to find a silver lining,” I mutter.

      Maysen stands and heads to her room, calling out to us to make sure the rest of the house is locked down. I look at my hands and see them shaking. Since she told us what was going on, I haven’t been able to keep from feeling like it’s worse than we know. Worse than anyone knows. My only thought?

      Tig.

      From the first time I saw him, he’s held my body, heart and soul captive. Even knowing that he never wanted a forever with me, with anyone, I was drawn to him like a moth to a flame. Hours spent holed up making love flash through my brain on repeat and I feel the steady flow of tears down my face when I realize that he may not even be alive when we get there.

      But you have a piece of him, my brain says, reminding me of the news that I didn’t get to share with him. A harsh sob has me clutching my stomach as I mourn the fact that he has no clue he’s going to be a dad. Granted, I know I’d likely be a single mom in this adventure, but seeing how the Rebel Guardians are with their families, I feel pretty confident that he would want to be involved with the baby.

      Arms wrap around me from the back and I hear Maysen’s voice in my ear. “Shh, it’s gonna be okay, Danika. You’re not alone. We’re here for you,” she croons. Tawny is in front of me, my hands clasped in hers. She’s not a girly girl, but right now, I see the sympathy in her eyes and I cry harder.

      “W-w-what if he’s not still alive when we get there?” I voice my biggest concern at the moment. “H-h-how can I deal with that?”

      “We’re not gonna borrow trouble,” Tawny announces. “Now, c’mon, I heard a vehicle so I bet Link’s here to drive us.”

      I nod and stand, then head to the bathroom, feeling queasy once again. “I’ll grab some more saltines and ginger ale for the trip,” Maysen yells as I barely make it to the toilet before losing what little I’ve ingested.

      “Better grab some plastic bags too,” Tawny advises as she walks into the bathroom and heads to the linen cabinet. Grabbing a washcloth, she wets it and I feel the blessed coolness as she lays it across the back of my neck. “We’ll get through this, Danika, I promise,” she says, flushing the toilet then helping me up. “Now, rinse your mouth and let’s hit the road.”

      I let my two friends lead me to the truck that Link is driving. He’s standing by the driver’s door and takes the duffle bags and tosses them in the back under the tonneau cover. I shake my head when he tries to take the bag of crackers and ginger ale; right now, they’re a lifeline between me and continuously puking. When he opens the door for me and helps me up, I look up at him and notice he’s got the prettiest hazel eyes I’ve ever seen. “Thanks, Link,” I murmur. He nods and hops into the driver’s seat.

      “Buckle up, ladies,” he states, cranking up the truck. “Any particular music I need to stay away from? I’ve got a playlist I can hook up or we can find a channel on the satellite subscription that came with the truck.”

      “No hard metal, please,” I murmur from the back. Link’s eyes meet mine in the rearview mirror and he winks at me. I feel my heart speed up and wonder what is going on; before Tig, I found men attractive, but I never experienced the physical effects like butterflies in my stomach or sweaty palms. Yet, one wink from Link and it feels like I can’t breathe. I don’t understand because I love Tig with my whole heart. How… how can I possibly be attracted to someone else? Better yet, even if Tig and I aren’t a couple, I’m pregnant for fuck’s sake and don’t believe that anyone with half a brain would wanna get involved in all that drama.

      “Got it, no hard metal,” he states.

      “Oh, there’s a country station that plays hits from the past few years,” Tawny cries out. She’s been flipping through the stations and I guess has discovered one that will work.

      “Sounds good to me,” Maysen replies. I don’t really care; my mind and heart is already in Texas with Tig. It followed him the second he walked out the door and has stayed with him ever since.

      “Danika?” My name coming from Link’s mouth has me looking up again to see his worried gaze on me. “You okay with it too?”

      “Yeah, that’s fine,” I say, turning to look out the window.

      

      
        
        Link

      

      

      

      I can’t take my eyes away from the beauty staring longingly out the window. Is it wrong of me to want her for myself when she’s obviously attached to my VP? I don’t want to cause a rift in the club, but she’s not claimed so that should make her a free agent, right? I also don’t want to be anyone’s second choice, but in this instance, I’d take it so I’d be able to worm my way into her heart. Tig’s a fucking fool for throwing away this spectacularly amazing woman. She’s everything a man wants and desires. Curves in all the right places, a heart of gold and she’s as loyal as hell. She’d never betray Tig’s confidence; even though you can clearly see he’s shattered her heart.

      I know the selfish part of me is determined to take this woman from his stupid ass and claim her as my own. He’s obviously gotten what he wants from her and has discarded her as he has the multiple women who’ve laid in his bed. I know he’s never promised any one of them himself, but he’s pushing the best thing that could ever happen to him from his life. And that’s a fool’s choice if I’ve ever seen one.

      “How long until we get there?” Danika questions me, never once looking up at me.

      “Not long,” I answer, wishing she’d give me those orbs a man could get lost in for a lifetime.

      “Link, can we stop? Need to use the bathroom,” Tawny asks. I could do with a stretch so I nod and start looking at the exit signs. Because I’ve got an old lady, a patched member’s sister, and an old lady’s cousin, I won’t stop at just any old rest area.

      “Yeah, let’s find one of the bigger chains, for safety reasons,” I reply.

      “Good, I need some snacks,” Maysen says. I glance back at Danika, but she’s still in her own little world and says nothing.

      Seeing an upcoming exit, I maneuver the truck so I can get off, then pull up to the gas pumps. May as well fill up while we’re here since I anticipate a lot of back and forth to the hospital. I haven’t met most of the Texas brothers and know with my prospect status that I’m low on the totem pole, but I take my responsibility for these three women seriously. “Can one of y’all grab me a soda?” I ask. “I’m gonna fill up.”

      “I can,” Danika replies. Her voice is so soft I nearly miss her response.

      “Thanks,” I state. I try to hand her money but she waves my hand away.

      “I’ve got it Link. It’s the least I can do since you’re having to drive us down here,” she says.

      “That’s my job as a prospect.” And it is. I mean, I’ve heard horror stories about other clubs who put their prospects through the proverbial wringer, but that’s not what happens in the Rebel Guardians. Sure, there are some shit jobs, like cleaning the bathrooms at the clubhouse, but for the most part, it’s relatively easy. I need that in my life, that’s for damn sure.

      “Let’s go, ladies. Time to have a pee party,” Tawny announces. She’s a bit of a pistol from what I can tell and I wonder what will happen whenever some guy falls for her. I expect she’ll be wearing his balls around her neck. Grinning, I do the bullshit at the pump then while the gas is flowing, clean the windows and check the oil.

      I just finish filling up and put the receipt in my wallet when the trio of women I’m chauffeuring reappear. “Y’all get in and I’ll pull up to the door so I can hit the head myself,” I state. It’s not ideal, but I know I won’t be in there for twenty minutes either. “Make sure you lock the doors.”

      “We may have vaginas, Link, but we’re perfectly capable of taking care of ourselves,” Tawny snaps at me. She’s so independent, and hates the thought of anyone ‘taking care’ of her she tries to fight anything protection wise. “I’m a goddamned private investigator and bounty hunter, I also have balls enough for two men. You guys need to get over the whole women need to be protected at all times gig.”

      “Regardless, do what I say, Tawny,” I retort. “Y’alls safety is in my hands and I won’t lose the possibility of my patch because you won’t listen.” Aside from the fact I’ve got an old lady in the vehicle, I also have a patched member’s sister as well, for fuck’s sake! Not to mention that Luca would have my head if anything happened to his woman’s cousin. I feel a headache coming on and her name is Tempestuous Tawny.

      “Fuck the patch thing, Link. Come work for me, I’ll hire you and give you a great salary. I’ll rival the MC and whatever you’d earn from them,” Tawny saucily responds. Her offer is something to consider, outside of leaving my patch and the MC. Not many people know this about me, but I am a card carrying private investigator myself. I let that life go when my old boss turned out to be as crooked as the men and women we were gaining evidence against and taking down. I wasn’t sure that I’d ever be able to go back to that life, but I miss the thrill and chase. Which is why I chose to prospect for the Rebel Guardians in the first place. They are about family, loyalty and respect, something I desperately needed in my life.

      “I’ll keep that in mind. For now, just do what I say. Please and thank you.” I know my tone is sarcastic, but right now, I don’t give a flying fuck. Fucking woman; she has a take no prisoners attitude that has me bristling. I’m not always a hardass by any means, unless a situation calls for it; while I can fight with the best of them, I prefer whenever possible to use my brain.

      “We’ll lock the doors, Link. You go do what you’ve got to do,” Maysen states, glaring sideways at Tawny. I hide my grin because Maysen’s a tiny thing compared to Tawny, yet she’s staring her down and almost daring her to say something else.

      “Fine!” Tawny bites out through clenched teeth. She doesn’t watch it, she’ll end up with lockjaw from all the grinding she’s doing so far. As I get out of the truck, I hear her mumbling something about ‘her girls’ not having her back. Now that my back is turned to them, I let the smile I was holding back break free. I suspect this trip is going to be a lot more challenging than I initially thought. It’s a good thing I have a high tolerance for mouthy women thanks to my previous career.

      Once I’m done taking care of my personal needs, and back in the truck, I notice that each woman is staring out of a different window. Silence. They must’ve had a disagreement and aren’t speaking to one another. I can deal with that, oh yes, I can! My eyes catch Danika’s in the rearview mirror and I note that she looks pale. “You okay, Danika?” I ask as I back out of the parking spot. As my grandmother used to say, she looks green around the gills.

      “Just a bit queasy. I’m not a good passenger in the back of a vehicle,” she replies. I have a feeling that’s not the entire reason for the illness she’s feeling, but I’ll go with it since I have no right to question her answers.

      “Link, hold on. I’ll switch with Danika,” Maysen says. I sigh then pull back into a parking spot so the two women can move. Once they’re settled, again, I get us headed to the hospital so we can find out what the hell is going on.
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