
  
    [image: Chief]
  


  
    
      Chief

      Rebel Guardians MC

    

    
      
        Liberty Parker

        Darlene Tallman

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Copyright

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Chief

        Rebel Guardians MC Novel

        Copyright © Liberty Parker

        & Darlene Tallman 2018

        Published by Liberty Parker

        & Darlene Tallman

        Cover by: Dark Water Covers

        https://goo.gl/mhVY1Y

        Edited by: Joanne Dearman, Kat Beecham, Melanie Gray,

        Jenni Belanger, Shannon McFadden, Beth DiLoreto

        Proofreading by: Vera Quinn

        Formatting by: Liberty Parker

      

      

      

      This e-book is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This e-book may not be resold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each person or use proper retail channels to lend a copy. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return it and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author. To obtain permission to excerpt portions of the text please contact

      

      
        
        authorlibertyparker@yahoo.com

        ddean228@yahoo.com

      

      

      

      All characters in this book are fiction and figments of the authors’ imaginations. No part of this story is based on any true events or anyone’s life. If any MC names are used by any real or true person, it is coincidental and in no way based on them or any real-life human being living or not.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Note to readers

          

        

      

    

    
      Trinity Adams is a child services social worker. As such, we dove head-first into what that would entail, utilizing experiences of others that we know of who live in Texas. However, it’s still a fictionalized story and we may have taken liberties in some areas. This in no way negates the powerful work that CPS workers do across the nation to protect the children who need it the most. Instead, hopefully, it will lead someone to want to become a foster parent and provide a safe, loving environment for a child or children who have that need.
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      Turk “Chief” Dennison is the first Native American to hold the position of Chief of Police in the small town of Corinth. He’s a by-the-book kind of man, quiet and a bit taciturn. He’s also a patched member of the Rebel Guardians MC. Single, he vowed off women after his long-time girlfriend broke up with him and basically robbed him blind.

      

      When he comes face to face with Trinity Adams the day she shows up at the clubhouse, he realizes that perhaps he was premature in his thinking. There’s something intriguing about her and the fact that she works with children means that the likelihood he’ll see her in an official capacity is good. Very good. He finds himself gravitating toward her at the events the RGMC has and while she’s polite, she doesn’t overstep the professional boundaries she’s got in place.

      

      Trinity Adams grew up in foster care and knew that she wanted to become a social worker and help other children, like she was, get into a better situation. She’s noticed the good-looking officer, but her professional ethics keep her at a distance, which is a shame because she’s a beautiful, caring woman who longs to have someone to love.

      

      With Trinity making monthly visits to Hatch’s house, she sees Chief frequently and laments the fact that she can’t cross the line. Everything is going well, until she gets the Cunningham case.

      

      As Chief and Trinity work this heinous neglect case together, their feelings grow. Will she ever let go of her self-made rules and give into what he seems to be offering her? Will the ghosts of his past hold him hostage or will he bury them and make Trinity his?
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        Claree

      

      

      If I can just make it to my backpack, I can get my phone and call for help. Whimpers escape as I try to drag myself across the living room floor. The pain is so intense that I want to throw up. Glancing to my left, I can see my little sister, Shelby, still crumpled against the wall where he threw her. I can feel the sweat pouring down my face and stop to swipe at it with my left hand because my right isn’t working well. Seeing the blood out of my half-open left eye has me biting back a scream. I mustn’t scare Shelby. Then again, if she was awake, she’d probably be freaked out seeing me. I know I look awful. He had made sure of it.

      As I continue toward my backpack, occasionally stopping to keep from puking, I think about what happened when I got home from school today…

      I had been humming when I walked up to the door, happy because I had gotten a one hundred on my spelling test. Hopefully, I could find some noodles or something so I could feed Shelby. At least I got to eat breakfast and lunch for free at school, but unless Shelby went to daycare, she was stuck with whatever was left. Since she had been sick that morning and he had stayed home with her, I knew she would be hungry. Unlocking the door, I didn’t immediately catch on that something was wrong until I heard Shelby cry out and then he said, “Shut up, you stupid fucking brat! You’re the reason I’m not at work today.” Seeing him standing there holding my little sister as he shook her like a rag doll, all I could think of was to stop him.

      I yelled out, “Stop!” and ran toward him, swinging my backpack. The sound of it hitting him in the back stunned us both. I knew I was in more trouble than normal when he tossed Shelby to the side like she was a dirty towel and came toward me, his fists clenching. The first punch hurt, but no more or less than the others I had endured since Mom had died. After that, the blows came faster and faster, and once I fell to the floor, he added in kicks to anywhere he could reach. I heard something snap and knew he had probably broken my arm, but with the darkness closing around me, I couldn’t make myself care.

      “Got it,” I say out loud, more to hear myself than anything. I pull the small phone from the side pocket and slip it in my pocket. I have to see if Shelby is okay. Crawling as best as I can, I finally get to her after many stops and starts. “Shelby?” I whisper. Nothing. I can see she’s breathing but know she’s hurt pretty bad. “I’m getting us help, Shell-bell,” I tell her, grabbing the phone out of my pocket.

      “Nine-one-one, what’s your emergency?” a woman’s voice asks me.

      “I... he...we’re hurt,” I stammer out. “Help us, please.”

      “Okay, sweetie, take a deep breath. What’s your name?”

      “Claree...Claree Cunningham. He hurt me and my sister, please, can you help?”

      “Who did, Claree?”

      “My mom’s husband.” No way will I call him my stepfather. He is an evil man.

      “Sweetie, is he still there?”

      “N-no... he left. Shelby won’t wake up.”

      “Is Shelby your sister, Claree?”

      “Y-yes...please hurry, I want to throw up.”

      “Stay on the line with me, okay, sweetie? I’ve got help coming to you now.”

      I listen to her talk to me, answering questions as I hold Shelby’s little hand. “I’m...I’m getting tired,” I say.

      “They’ll be there any minute, sweetie.”

      

      
        
        Chief

      

      

      

      “Chief.”

      “Sir, ah, you may want to come down to this scene. Jesus...fuck...I don’t...we’re not sure how to proceed.”

      As I stand and grab my keys, I ask, “What’s going on?”

      “Me and Morales caught a 911 call that a kid made. And, fucking hell, Chief, it’s a hot fucking mess. I think we need child protective services called in on this one.”

      My focus is on what he’s telling me as I quicken my pace to my squad car and head out to the address he gives me. The fact that they’re both so rattled has my adrenaline ramping up. “Call them in,” I say, “I’ll be there in a few minutes.”

      

      
        
        Trinity

      

      

      

      I was unwinding after a long-ass day of no-shows at court and botched paperwork when my phone rang. Sighing, I put down my e-reader. I’m the case worker on call this week so any after-hours cases needing CPS are routed to me. “Hello, this is Trinity Adams, can I help you?” I listen to the message service tell me about an abuse case and state, “I’ll be there shortly. Who am I meeting?”

      Shit, it must be bad if I’m meeting Captain Dennison at the emergency room. I know there are two children, sisters, whose stepfather brutally beat them. Other than that, I’m going in blind and I say a silent prayer that I get the information needed to help these two little ones.
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        Trinity

      

      

      I make it to the hospital and hurriedly park before making my way into the emergency room. At the reception desk, I tell the clerk that I’m there to see Captain Dennison of the Corinth Police Department.

      “I’m right here, you walked right past me.”

      Turning, I see.... Chief? “Um, I thought you were a member of the Rebel Guardians MC?”

      “I am, but I’m also the captain of the police department.” Well, that makes sense, I guess.

      “So, your real name isn’t Chief then,” I state.

      The brief chuckle that erupts from his lips has me transfixed. He’s the prettiest man I’ve ever seen, even though I know men don’t like to be called pretty. Tall, dark hair that’s nearly black and long, although right now he has it confined in a low man-bun. Deep brown eyes and did I mention he’s built? If I wasn’t here in an official capacity, I’d want to climb him like a tree!

      “No, it’s Turk, but my road name is Chief because of my position with the CPD,” he replies. “I take it you’re the case worker on call?”

      “Yeah, it’s my week. What do you have?” I ask, determined to maintain my professionalism.

      He motions me away from the desk and I follow him into a room. Closing the door, I’m suddenly very aware of how masculine he is and I take a deep breath. “We got a call into 911 about two hours ago. When my officers arrived, they found twelve-year old Claree Cunningham and her three-year old sister, Shelby Connell, unconscious on the floor in the apartment. Both had been beaten badly. They’re both currently being treated in the emergency room, but the toddler will be admitted to the pediatric ICU. Claree regained consciousness briefly and was able to advise that her stepfather was shaking Shelby when she came in from school, then he threw her across the room. Claree’s injuries were sustained when she attacked him to protect her sister. She’s got a broken arm, several cracked ribs, and somehow, he managed to injure her leg.”

      “Oh, my God.”

      “That’s not all. The examination revealed old injuries, at least on Claree, ranging from burn marks to scars on her back, likely from a belt. This isn’t the first time he’s hurt them. We need them out of there immediately. Shelby, of course, will be here and we’re posting an officer outside her room. Claree, however, has nowhere else to go.”

      “Where’s their mom?”

      “She apparently died about a year ago. With no other family, the girls stayed with their stepfather. We’re looking for him right now. Do you have somewhere she can go?”

      “She’ll come home with me. I’m an emergency placement home and right now, we have no one who can take her in.”

      “The officers did get her backpack, but I don’t think she’ll be up to school for a few days.”

      “Does she have anything else? What about her sister?”

      “They really had little to nothing. The place was horrific and honestly, they’d both be better off with all new things.”

      “That bad?” I had seen a lot since I’d taken this job on, but it absolutely gutted me whenever a child was in a situation like this. I may have come from foster care, but dammit, I had good foster parents.

      “Probably the worst thing I’ve ever seen in my career.”

      “Damn,” I said, my voice so low I didn’t think he heard me.

      “That wasn’t the word I used. Okay, let me take you to Claree.”

      I reached out and touched his arm lightly. “Thank you, Chief.” He said nothing, but I could feel his dark eyes burning into me. I follow him down the hallway and up the elevator to the third floor. It’s a floor unfortunately I’m very familiar with. As he goes to open the door to the room Claree Cunningham is in, I ask Chief, “Did the doctor say if she’d be needing any special accommodations once she’s released?”

      “She’ll be leaving with crutches, a soft knee brace, bandages that will have to be changed and medication, other than that she should be okay,” he says, opening the door for me to enter. When I walk in I can’t help the gasp that leaves my mouth.

      “Oh dear,” I say and clamp my hand over my mouth. The poor kid is practically head to toe covered with bruises, she’s got a good shiner and she’s writhing with pain, even in her sleep.

      “Sorry, the visual is worse than the description, she’s only allowed so many people around her without completely losing her composure. The doctor had to sedate her in order to give her care. She didn’t want to be treated, she wanted to be with her sister. She’ll be allowed to leave since her injuries look far worse than what they actually are. The doctor did say that he’d be willing to keep her here overnight if we couldn’t find anyone to take her in.”

      “I need to make a phone call,” I say stepping out of the room and calling my supervisor, Deanna.

      “Hello,” she answers the phone groggily.

      “Deanna, I received an emergency call out this evening. It’s bad, two sisters, one is being released tonight and the other will be in the pediatric ICU for a few days, minimum. I am bringing the oldest girl home with me tonight, I need the paperwork processed in the morning for me to be the foster parent on record for these girls.”

      “Your license is up-to-date and so are your continuing education classes. I believe you’re up on rotation next for placement anyways, so I’ll get everything started and I’ll get with you tomorrow for your signature. Why don’t you go ahead, use your vacation time and help get these girls settled and through whatever medical treatment they’re in need of.”

      “All of it?” I ask her, I have about nine-weeks on the books for vacation saved up.

      “We’ll play it by ear, I think you’ll need all of that time though. Sounds like these girls are going to need at least physical therapy and from the sounds of it, a counselor.”

      “I agree with that sentiment. Alright, let’s play it by ear then,” I reply before hanging up the phone with her. I love Deanna, she’s all about the kids and will step in and take extra caseloads on herself if it means helping her workers or kids under her department be well taken care of.

      Looking at Chief, I say, “She’s asleep now, do you think I should wait and let them keep her overnight?”

      “They’d be able to monitor her pain levels better.”

      “This is true. Okay, I’ll stay so she’s not alone.”

      “Then I’ll be staying as well. That man is still out there and while he probably won’t show his face, you’re part of RGMC and under our protection.”

      “How am I part of RGMC?” I ask, confusion marring my face.

      “Because of DJ and Cara, not to mention you’re the caseworker for Hatch’s new boys.” Oh, hmm, well, I was kinda hoping he’d say it was because he was interested in me, but I understand.

      “Gotcha,” I say, hoping the disappointment doesn't come out in my voice. I mean, look at him and all his beauty. What would he want with someone like me? I mean I don’t think I’m dog ugly or anything, but compared to him, I’m a plain Jane. I wish I was more, I wish I was good enough for him, in my mindset, the ten’s stick with ten’s, and the five’s stick with five’s. And I’m sitting somewhere in the middle. My ex used to tease me about how I should’ve been counting my lucky stars that I was able to land him. Needless to say, I only put up with his putdowns for so long. Six-long damn months, and I said sayonara to his ass, as I walked away, and never looked back, grateful that I never gave it up to him.

      

      
        
        Chief

      

      

      

      I watch her face fall at my words and do my damndest not to smile. Ever since she walked onto RGMC property, I’ve had my eyes on her, something I haven’t wanted to examine too closely. She’s petite, barely coming up to my chest, with honey-colored blonde hair that is usually up in a bun or braid. Tonight, though, it’s down and my fingers itch to run through the curls that are now flowing unbound down her back. Her hazel eyes come up to meet mine, and she squares her shoulders, instantly making me hard at seeing her strength enter her frame. “Have you eaten?” I ask her.

      “No, it was a crazy day and I was relaxing first.”

      “Why don’t I call an order into the diner and have one of the prospects pick it up and bring it up to us?”

      “Sounds wonderful, I already know what I want,” she says, looking up at me batting those long-as-fuck eyelashes my way.

      “Me too,” I tell her, grabbing my phone to text Boothe. She tells me what she wants, and I send him both of our orders. I get a reply back that he’ll be here as soon as he has the order, he’s on his way now. “Prospect’s on his way to the diner to put in our order, he’ll bring it to us soon.”

      “I thought you were calling it in?” she asks me.

      “I was going to, but it’s easier this way. Plus, he has to put his time in, why should I make things easier for him?” She rolls those gorgeous eyes at me and I can’t help the smirk that crosses my face. My ex has put me off relationships, but I’d be willing to give it a go with her. About this time, we hear a cry of anguish and we both run over to Claree’s side. She opens her eyes, and we can see the fear deep in the depths.

      “It’s okay, Claree,” Trinity says in a soothing voice.

      “He...he’s going to come after us again,” she says with a quiver in her tone.

      “No he won’t, we’re looking for him now and he won’t get near you.” I try to squash her fears. I can’t stand to see her so scared, it makes me want to dish out my own brand of justice. Hell, at this point I think I’d let DJ loose on his ass, no one scares me more than that spitfire. She’d make him shit and piss himself once she starts wielding those pliers of hers, not to mention that gun that Hatch lets her carry. For her protection my ass! I think it’s so that she can put the fear of God in anyone who crosses her path.

      “Can you go get the nurse, Chief?” Trinity asks me, “it may be time for another dose of pain meds.” I nod my head and walk out into the hallway. I get the nurse’s attention and ask her about the meds. It isn’t time yet, but she’s coming in to see if there’s anything she can do to help.

      I head back into the room and my heart falls a bit seeing how the little girl’s one eye widens and she tries to scrabble back on the bed. There’s no fucking way I’d ever hurt a child but right now, she doesn’t know that. “Nurse is on her way in, Trinity,” I say before settling in the chair furthest from the bed. Once I see that Claree has relaxed a bit, I continue, “Claree, honey? I don’t know all that happened but believe me when I say that none of my men, myself or any of my brothers with the RGMC will ever hurt a child or a woman. Ever.”

      “Can... can I see Shelby?”

      “I’ll get a wheelchair if you want to take her up there,” the nurse says. “Besides, I think the doctor wants to talk to you, Ms. Adams.”

      

      
        
        Trinity

      

      

      

      I wheel Claree into her sister’s room and my heart breaks seeing that little one hooked up to so many things. “I’ll be right back, sweetie,” I lean down and whisper. “The doctor wants to talk to me, okay?” She nods her head without looking at me and I go back out the door to the nurse’s station. “I’m Trinity Adams. I understand that the doctor wanted to speak with me about Shelby Cunningham?”

      The nurse doesn’t look at me and I get a sinking feeling in my stomach before I feel a warm hand lightly touch my lower back. Chief. For a man who barely said ten words to me whenever he was around before, he’s sure making up for it in spades.

      “Ms. Adams? I’m Dr. Yu and I’m handling Shelby’s case. We’ve run a bunch of tests and it seems we may have gotten lucky. She’s having some seizure activity which is common with shaken baby syndrome, but thankfully, she doesn’t appear to be one of the cases you and I both dread. Her vision and hearing seem to be intact, so there shouldn’t be any special needs arising with those issues.”

      I hear what he’s saying and realize that Shelby is going to survive this nightmare. It won’t be easy and both girls have already captured my heart, so I’m thinking my life may end up changing. “I’m beyond happy to hear that,” I tell him. “I was afraid you were going to tell me there was no brain activity.”

      “Honestly? I was worried that was going to be the case when I first examined her. I understand her sister came in when it was happening?”

      “Yes, she did. She attacked her stepfather with her backpack and it caused him to drop Shelby. Otherwise, I think it would have been much worse.”

      “How long do you expect her to be a patient?” Chief asks. I nearly forgot he was here and that’s a travesty, especially since he’s directly behind me and his hand’s on my lower back. I can smell the cologne he’s wearing, it’s got sandalwood or something in it, and the scent is both soothing and arousing at the same time. Get a grip, Trinity. You’re a fucking professional!

      “Best guess? Maybe a week or two. We want to closely monitor her, of course, to make sure that nothing shows up. But you can bring her sister up daily to see her and I’ll make sure the nurses know that she can stay a little longer than normal.”

      “Thank you, Dr. Yu.”

      “Please let me know if you have any further questions,” he replies, shaking my hand. I nod and turn back to go to Claree. I notice that one of the nurses has already wheeled her closer to sit next to her sister while I was busy speaking with the doctor. My heart breaks as I watch her take her sister’s tiny hand in hers and whisper something to her. I see tears trickling down her cheeks and can tell she’s holding back a sob. Deciding I should give the two sisters a chance to be alone, I pull Chief over to the side. “You should call your prospect and tell him where we are and he should just drop the food off, at this rate I could care less if it’s cold or not.”

      “Already done,” he tells me, “and we can use the microwave that the nursing staff uses to warm our food back up. This is more important,” he says indicating where Claree is staring lovingly down at her baby sister.

      I nod to show I agree with him and suddenly, I want to know all about him. His likes and dislikes, what he does for fun, what kind of woman he wants in his life. Yep, I’m falling down a rabbit hole despite my best intentions and right now, I could give the first fuck. Hmm, maybe I’ve been hanging around DJ too long. Seems like I’m a masochist, with needing to know what type of woman he sees himself with down the road. This is going to be one long night.

      

      
        
        Chief

      

      

      

      Claree has been discharged and one of my officers has gotten her official statement. I’ve put out a be on the lookout alert for her stepfather. “Trinity?” I ask as I help her by wheeling Claree out to the car. She’s got crutches but with a soft brace on her knee and her arm in a cast, a wheelchair is easier.

      “Yes?”

      “Gonna run and grab a few things for her for tonight, okay?” Somehow, we spent the rest of the day at the hospital and I know that little girl doesn’t have even a nightgown. “What size do you think?”

      “Hmm, maybe a girl’s twelve-fourteen? She’s a bit on the small size for her age, but I want her to be comfortable, especially since she’s so bruised.”

      “Okay, I’ll be there shortly with that so you can get her settled.”

      “Thanks, Chief.”

      “Don’t mention it.” I pick up the phone and call Cara, I know between her and DJ they’ll help me get whatever it is this young lady needs. I get settled into my cruiser when she finally answers. I tell her about the situation and give her sizes that Trinity had just given me. She tells me that DJ is with her and they’ll meet me at the local department store. “Just need a few things for now,” I tell her. To which she laughs and says, “We’ll see.” Fuck my life.

      

      
        
        Trinity

      

      

      

      I get us back to my house and immediately worry about Mr. Grumbles. What if she’s allergic? I’ve had him since he was a tiny kitten. Oh well, if I have to put him up, I will. “Claree, you’re not allergic to cats, are you?”

      “I don’t think so, Miss Trinity,” she replies.

      “Good. I have a cat; his name is Mr. Grumbles and he’s the biggest baby you’ll ever meet.”

      “Why did you name him that?”

      “You’ll understand when you hear him purring. Now, c’mon, easy now, let’s get you into the house.” Right now, I’m grateful that I never took the ramp down that was on the house when I bought it. It was on my to-do list, but that thing is never-ending, so it keeps getting pushed down the list of things that need to be done.

      I get her inside and say, “I’m going to get a bath set up for you in my tub since it’s bigger. I know you’re old enough to take your own bath, but you’re going to need help with your hair.” I don’t mention that I have blood to get out. I know Chief is coming with a nightgown, but this child has been covered in blood long enough as far as I’m concerned. I figure she can wear one of my shirts until he arrives with her nightclothes. The hospital did what they could, but their focus was on treating the injuries. I toss in epsom salts and some bubble bath, hoping that it will help her from being embarrassed at me seeing her injuries. I grab a pitcher from the kitchen and a bag to cover up her cast and say, “Follow me, Miss Claree,” which has her giggling. She covers her mouth as if she shouldn’t have done that. I uncover her hands and smile at her, she returns the smile timidly. Hey, it’s progress, I’ll take it.

      Once in the bathroom, it becomes evident that she needs help. As her face reddens, I say, “Sweetie, look at me. There’s nothing to be ashamed of, or embarrassed about, we all have these parts and right now, you need my help.” To distract her while I help her undress, I continue, “Your mom must have liked Steel Magnolias.”

      She laughs then, saying, “It was her favorite movie and we watched it every time it came on.”

      “Well, it could be worse, yours and your sister’s names are pretty. She could have named you Ouisier.” At that, she nearly doubles over laughing and the tinkling sound has me smiling for one of the first times today. Whatever it takes, Trinity. I help her in the tub and she sinks down into the warm water containing all the bubbles. Hearing the doorbell, I say, “I’ll be right back, you just soak.”

      Hurrying to the door, I open it to see Cara, DJ and Chief standing on my porch. He almost looks...traumatized. Having gone shopping with these two several times now, I can understand fully. The first day I went with them, I was equally awed and shocked at how much they could accomplish in a short period of time. I now understand the term, ‘shop till you drop’. “Hey, y’all. Come on in,” I say, opening the door wider.

      DJ gives me a hug, and her fierce whisper has me fighting back a grin. “I’ll take him out if you want me to. I’m a badass, y’know.”

      “Yeah, honey, I know you are, but we’ll let Chief and company handle it.”

      “We didn’t get a lot tonight, but we’re going again tomorrow. This time without him in tow to slow us down,” DJ says, pointing at Chief. “We could have gotten it all, but he insisted on just the basics.”

      “What?” Chief asks. “We don’t know her exact size, why not just get what is needed to get her through the night? Women, I’ll never understand them,” he mutters under his breath. I look at him and hope that DJ didn’t hear him, he’ll be getting a verbal lashing if she did, and it’s the last thing I want to deal with tonight. Oh shit! Claree! I excuse myself after taking the bag from them and run down the hall and go into my bathroom. I notice she has her eyes closed, but tears are still leaking down her cheeks.

      “Sweetie? Are you in pain?” I ask her.

      “No, I just really miss my sister,” she says as a sob escapes her.

      I see that Cara and DJ have followed me in, closing the door behind them. “Claree? These are my friends, Cara and DJ, and they got you a few things, okay?”

      “Let’s get you bathed,” Cara says, dropping down to the side of the tub. Seeing her belly pressing against the tub as she makes sure that Claree’s arm is wrapped tight makes me smile. She doesn’t care that she has never met this little girl, all she sees is someone who needs to be nurtured. And damn, is she good at that! Meeting these women has been the best part of my adult life, other than my career. They’ve taught me so much about not judging a book by its cover. I remember the first time I met them, I couldn’t believe these were the women who were with the men in the MC. I was expecting their women to be more on the trashy side, specifically, like that Starla chick I met when I entered the trucking company to meet Hatch for the first time.

      “I’ve got her hair,” DJ says, taking the pitcher and filling it with water from the sink. “You go deal with Chief.” I look over at her in astonishment.

      Me? Deal with Chief? Oh for the love of dark chocolate. “I’ll be right back,” I state before heading back into the living room where Chief is still standing, lost in thought. “Hey,” I say, walking up to him. “Thanks for everything. How much do I owe you?”

      He gives me a look before saying, “Nothing. Me and the guys took care of tonight and I’ve already given DJ and Cara money for their shopping expedition tomorrow.”

      “Chief, that’s not how it works.”

      “Doesn’t matter. My men that were there wanted to do something for those girls. Both are family men and it devastated them that two little girls much like their own were hurt so badly. Please don’t take that from them.”

      Well hell, what can I say to that? I know that Deanna will get me an allotment check to take care of things for both the girls, but I suppose I can use that to set up their rooms. Maybe if I get Claree to go shopping with me to furnish their rooms, it will help get her excited. “Well, be sure and thank them for me,” I tell him. Hearing giggles come from down the hall, I say, “I better go back and see what they’re up to now.”

      “Good night, Trinity. See you soon.”

      “Good night, Chief.” I prance down the hallway, suddenly ecstatic at the thought of seeing him soon.

      Back in the bathroom, I see...a mess. Both Cara and DJ are soaked and all three of them are giggling. And how in the hell did bubbles get in my shower stall? “What in the everloving hell happened?”

      “It was DJ’s fault,” Cara says. “I was getting up and she was trying to wash Claree’s head and she spilled water and I started to slip. She grabbed me, and the pitcher of water went flying and well.... here we are!” I hear two phones ding simultaneously and know without a doubt it’s their men. They both look at each other and roll their eyes. They should count their blessings to have men in their lives who care so much about them and their welfare. I can’t help the jealousy that runs through me, I’m happy for them. But on the other hand I long for that for myself.

      “Is she at least clean?” I ask, pointing at Claree who is giggling at the mess.

      “She is, yes. Not sure how we’re explaining this to the guys, though,” DJ mutters.

      “Eh, they’re used to us by now. Braxton will probably roll his eyes at me and Hatch will probably drag you into your room,” Cara states.

      “How long before they show up on my doorstep?” I ask.

      “Probably thirty minutes or so?” DJ muses.

      “Then give me your wet stuff and I’ll toss it in the dryer real quick while y’all help Claree get dried off and dressed.” It’s the least I can do since they’ve gone out of their way for a child they don’t even know.

      “It’s just our shirts,” Cara says.

      DJ looks at her phone and says to me, “Better get these going, they’re on their way.”

      “Then it shouldn’t take too long,” I state, holding out my hand. Both women pull their shirts off and once again, I’m running through my house and tossing them into the dryer. Shit, I wonder if this counts as my cardio for the day? I run back to my room once I have them in and pull out my dresser drawer that contains my worn t-shirts. This drawer has seen more activity tonight than it does on a daily basis. I run back to the bathroom with shirts in toll. I hand them each one and they pull them over their heads.

      “We got her little sister a pretty nightgown too,” Cara says as she dries Claree’s hair. “Figured it would make her happy to have a Trolls nightgown instead of that generic hospital crap.”

      “And we got her a stuffed Poppy. Both Maysen and Ray love that damn movie and when I saw it, I thought it would make her smile.”

      “Lily loves that movie too,” Cara exclaims.

      I’m happy they explained to me what a Poppy was because I was clueless. Looks like I need to do some research into what is ‘in’ these days so I can help make these girls happy.

      Once Claree is dried and dressed and her hair is brushed out, I check the bandages and decide they need changing since they managed to get a little wet. I get the supplies out that the hospital gave me and get everything gathered up. Cara and DJ walk out of the bathroom, so I take the time to ask her, “What do you think of the girls?”

      “I like them. They said they have kids and that I’ll get to meet them, and someone called Nan in the next few days most likely.”

      Oh, Nan. She loves all the men at the club like they’re her own and with each of the kids, somehow, she makes every single one feel as if they are her favorite. “You’ll love Nan, she’s Lily and Luca’s grandma, and now she’s added Ralynn, Maysen, Talon and Jasper. Plus there’s Tig.”

      “Who’s Tig?” she asks me as she slowly makes her way to the kitchen, so I can redo her bandages. I know her one eye being closed has to hurt like hell and I decide to grab a frozen bag of peas.

      “He’s Twisted and Paisley’s son,” I respond, bringing the bag over to the table. I then grab a towel and wrap it around the peas. “Here, put this on your eye, sweetie. It’ll help with the swelling.”

      “Thank you,” she tells me, while taking the bag from my hand.

      The girls are rummaging around the kitchen, making sandwiches and pouring milk into a glass for Claree, I presume. I need a rum and coke. Or a bottle of whiskey. Not really sure at this point. “Okay, let’s get these changed.” Quickly and efficiently, I change her bandages, making sure that the area is dry and that I’ve reapplied more antibiotic ointment. I saw all the scars on her back and the small burns where it looks like someone put a cigarette out. They’re not new and I wonder if it’s been going on since her mother died.

      “So, what does your little sister like?” DJ asks, setting the milk and a sandwich in front of Claree. That’s one thing I like about her, she doesn’t beat around the bush and gets right to the point.

      “She likes Frozen and Trolls, so that nightgown will be perfect. What about school, Miss Trinity?” she asks me.

      “Well, let’s see how you feel on Monday. You may need a few days off but I’ll call the school and get that sorted out. If I need to, I’ll get your work for you, okay?”

      I see her sigh and her shoulders relax. “Don’t worry, sweetie, you won’t get behind. I’ll make sure of it.”

      “But you have to work,” she states, as she slowly eats her sandwich. I get the impression from how thin she is that food isn’t something she got a lot of and vow that she’s going to find a different life with me.

      “Hmmm, my boss put me on leave so that I could take care of you and your sister,” I tell her. “We’ve got a lot to do to make sure you two have everything you need.”

      “Shopping?” DJ asks.

      “I’m in,” Cara replies.

      “Yes, shopping. And Claree? These two ladies can shop so when we go, we’re taking the wheelchair.”
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