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​Satan’s Bears 2

Finding His Mate

Justine hated working as a stripper for Razor, the leader of the wolves, but the pay was good. It wasn’t a bad job, but Masher, one of the members of the club decided he wanted her and would do anything to get her. When her friend Jasmine disappeared, Justine knew something was up. Then she met Tito. When she contacted Maisy, Jasmine’s sister to pass on a message from her boss, Stud, the President of the Satan’s Bears sent Tito to bring Justine to him.

––––––––
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MARCUS (TITO) TITOLONI, a huge biker bear, worked for Satan’s Bears, the MC club that owned and ran Redding Flatts. Tito was something Justine hadn’t been expecting. He was sexy as sin and so overprotective just like you would expect a bear shifter to be. Justine didn’t want to fall for him, but found that she couldn’t help herself. Tito walked into her life and took over. He handled things firmly and fairly, and the sex wasn’t bad either. But what she did know from meeting Tito was that she was in so much trouble.
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​​​​​​​​​​​Chapter One
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​

Several months ago, Justine Jackson was dealing with the death of her father and trying to raise her young daughter on her own. After selling her father’s house and settling all his bills, there was enough money left for her to take her daughter Cristine and move to a smaller town. She could leave the city and all the bad decisions she had made there and start over.

She liked the small town of Redding Flatts. The one thing that concerned her was the rumors of the men and women that turned into animals. It wasn’t something that was talked about, but something everyone seemed to know. Rumor was that the shifters stuck to the smaller towns, avoiding the cities. Not that there weren’t any shifters in the cities, but they weren’t as prevalent as they were in the smaller towns.

As Justine got more familiar with the town and the people that lived there, she became more aware of the shifters and often wondered if any of the people she’d known growing up were shifters.

* * * *
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JUSTINE KNEW SHE’D made a mistake. She just didn’t realize how big a fuck-up it was until later, months later. By then, it was too late to do anything about it. It was a series of bad choices and decisions that had led her down the path she was on. If she could go back and change it, she wouldn’t, though. That one mistake had shaped her life and gave her the greatest treasure she would ever have.

She carefully picked out the costume she was going to wear for her dance tonight. She needed something with lots of layers. Layers that came off easily. She hated the fact that she had to dance at a strip club to pay her bills, but that was the only job she could get that paid enough so that she could be home when her daughter got out of school and still make her bills. Cristine was the love of her life. Even if she was the result of another mistake she’d made.

“You gonna stand there all night, or are you dancing?” Masher sneered from the doorway of the dressing room.

“Keep your pants on. She ain’t even up until after Beatrice finishes. Don’t make me go find Razor. You know what he’s told you about hanging around back here.” Marie was the one girl who wasn’t afraid of Razor or Masher. Since she’d started working at Harold’s Hideout, a strip bar owned by the MC club the Hermits. Life had gotten better.

The Hermits were a group of bikers that were also shifters. Wolf shifters to be precise. The leader of the pack of shifters was Razor. Razor, whose legal name was Gideon Melnick, was one mean son of a bitch. And fucking proud of it. His goal was to wipe the bear shifters off the planet, and he didn’t care who got in his way. He had been moving from town to town, taking over all the businesses and trying to oust the bears and any other shifters that were around.

Stud aka Lucas Emery was the president of the Satan’s Bears, which was also a MC club. There was no way the wolves were taking over his town. Not on his shift. He’d do what he’d always done. What he had to. If that meant taking Razor and every other fucking wolf out, he’d do it.

“Nosy bitch. You’d better learn to mind your own fucking business. One of these days, someone is going to teach you a lesson in respect,” Masher said, giving Marie a dirty look.

“Well, it won’t be the likes of your ass. Now get the hell out of here before I have to tell Boozer and Razor that you’re bothering Justine, again.” Marie stood with her hands on her hips and looked up at Masher. It was kind of comical. Marie was very tiny, only standing around five feet tall and probably weighing about ninety pounds. Masher was close to six and a half feet tall and had to weigh close to three hundred pounds. To watch the little pixie, stand up against him was like a mouse standing up to a rhino, an ugly mad rhino.

Boozer was one of the bouncers Razor kept at the club to control idiots like Masher. It was rumored that Boozer didn’t like Masher much. No one did, though. Masher was one sick wolf.

Boozer was a big guy. Bigger than most of the guys around. Justine had heard he was one of the bears Stud had gotten into Harold’s to keep an eye on Razor and his pack.

“You’re gonna regret this Marie, just you wait,” Masher threatened as he turned to leave. Just before he stepped out the door, he turned back to Justine. “I’ll be watching you bitch.”

Justine didn’t know what it was, but Masher had been picking on her since the day she started working at Hermits Hideaway a couple of months ago. He didn’t pick on the other girls the way he did her. At first, she’d tried being nice to him, but that hadn’t helped. It had only encouraged him. Then she tried ignoring him. That didn’t work much better. She didn’t know why he focused on her. Marie thought it was because he had the hots for her. She hoped not. There was no way she was going to ever go out with him. Nope, not happening.

“Come on, girl, you need to get ready. Don’t let that fucking asshole bother you. He’s just a wannabe anyhow. I don’t know why Razor keeps his ass around. Come on.” Marie tried to cheer her up, but Justine knew that one of these days, Marie wouldn’t be around, and Masher wouldn’t back off so easily. She was going to have to find a way to deal with him.

“Have you heard from Jasmine? It’s not like that girl to miss this many shifts,” Justine asked, changing the subject as she sat down to do her make-up.

“Razor took her off the schedule. Said he had some private work for her to do. Told Precious to cover her shifts. I hope she didn’t get into something bad. Ain’t nothing we can do about it, though. You better hurry up. Sounds like Bea’s about to finish up.” Marie walked out the door, leaving Justine to finish getting ready.

Justine finished her make-up with shaking hands, wishing she knew how to get out of the mess she was in. Dancing at the Harold’s and dealing with Masher was becoming more than she could handle. The only good thing was the money. But was it worth the degradation and loss of self-worth she felt? If Masher continued to harass her, she would have to find something else.

She stared at her face in the mirror, wondering how she’d managed to get her life so fucked up, until she heard the first strains of her song come on and the announcer say, “And next up, the lovely Ms. Juice.” Juice was her stage name and even though it was supposed to help her keep anonymous, the patrons still found out who she was. She hated the name Juice, but Razor gave all the girls their stage names and she couldn’t change it.

Justine couldn’t help noticing that Masher was sitting right in front of the stage, glaring at her and yelling. He was shouting things like, “Hey Juice, move that bony ass.” And. “Hope she fucks better than she dances.” Then he’d laugh and take another shot of whatever he was drinking tonight.

She tried her best to ignore him and wanted to run off the stage when her time was up. She managed to walk back to the dressing room, get her robe, and grab a bottle of water before she went back out to work the crowd. Razor expected the girls to mingle with the patrons after their dance was over. It usually worked out well for the girls. The men who came to see them dance were happy to talk and buy them drinks. The money from the drinks was then given to the dancers as tips, and it usually added up to some good funds.

Tonight, the bar was even more crowded than usual, and Justine was evading the grabbing hands as she made her way to the table reserved for her and the other dancers. Razor had them sit between the bar and the entrance where the bouncers could watch and stop any trouble that might happen. Razor might be an asshole, but he did make sure his dancers and waitresses were taken care of and that no one gave them any trouble.

Justine sat at the table with her bottle of water and chatted with the men that stopped by wanting to talk with her. Usually, she didn’t mind this part of the job, but tonight she was tired and just wanted to get home to her daughter. It was Saturday and her last night dancing until Friday. The bar was open the rest of the week, but Razor only kept girls on the poles during the weekend.

Justine had been sitting at the table alone for a few minutes when Masher slapped his bottle down on the table and pulled out the chair next to her. “You looked good up there tonight,” he said and laid one big hand on her thigh.

“Thanks,” Justine answered and moved her chair closer to the wall beside the table, pulling her leg away from his groping hand.

Masher moved his chair to follow her and squeezed her thigh, hard. Justine was sure she’d have bruises the next day.

“You know, I could take you away from all this. I got me some money and if you’re nice to me, I’ll make sure you don’t have to work here no more.” He slid his hand up her thigh and tried to pull her legs apart.

Before she could say anything, Boozer, the bouncer that evening, walked over to the table. Boozer was a big guy. She guessed he stood close to seven feet and almost four hundred pounds. She’d never seen him shift, but she was sure he was one of the bear’s Stud had watching the wolves.

“What’s going on here, Masher?” he asked, pulling out the chair on the other side of Masher and sitting down.

Stud kept bears everywhere. Razor had tried keeping them out of Harold’s, but hadn’t succeeded. There were too many of them. Razor found out in a hurry that no bears meant no business.

“I was just telling my girl here that I could take care of her, and she wouldn’t have to dance no more. I don’t want her stripping for anyone but me,” he answered and poured another shot from the bottle sitting in front of him.

Justine threw up a little in her mouth but didn’t say anything.

“I didn’t know that Justine was your girl. When did this happy news happen?” Boozer leaned his head on one hand and looked at Masher as if he had all the time in the world to wait for the man to answer.

“Well, me and my girl here, we got this thing going. It’s been going for a while but we ain’t told nobody yet. I guess you’d be the first one we told. We ought to celebrate. Hey Genevieve, get that ass over here! We need some of the good stuff. You tell that jackass behind the bar Masher said drinks for everyone!”

Justine sat there, staring at him. Her mouth opened in disbelief. Before she could say anything, Boozer slowly rotated his head and winked at her.

“Is that right? I thought you and Hagatha over at Derrill’s had a thing going? I heard you were over there with her. Maybe I need to stop in there and tell her your happy news.” Boozer smiled and crossed his arms over his massive chest.

Justine didn’t know a lot about Hagatha. She was the bouncer at Derrill’s. The woman was huge, and rumor had it that if you were smart, you didn’t mess with her. The fact that she was a bouncer in the strip club said a lot. Not a lot of places had women for bouncers. She was said to have knifed a bitch for just looking at a guy she was interested in. Justine could just imagine what she would do to a gal if she looked at a guy Hagatha was dating.

Masher’s eyes got big, and he got a panicked look on his face. “Now Boozer, buddy, you don’t need to go saying anything to Hagatha. She wouldn’t understand the special thing me and my girl got going on here.”

Justine bit her lip to stop from laughing out loud after she stopped gagging. Even being this close to Masher made her a little sick to her stomach. He wasn’t the most attractive man; his face was pock marked and a pale-yellow color. His greasy, dirty hair had been blond at one time. He looked and smelled like he hadn’t showered in a long time and his clothes were in just as bad condition. She didn’t know why Razor even kept him around.

Boozer smiled at her and then looked at Masher. “What’s in it for me to keep quiet? Hagatha’s a friend of mine. A special friend. Maybe I’ll stop by Derrill’s tonight on my way home. Unless you give me a reason not to.”

“Aww, Booze man, you don’t want to do nothing like that. Hagatha don’t need to know about me and my gal,” Masher threaded one of his hands through Justine’s hair and pulled her face to him like he was going to kiss her. Before he got close, Genevieve slapped him on the side of the head with her tray.

“What the fuck do you think you’re doing big boy?” she asked in an insulted voice like she was mad and hurt by what she was seeing.

Justine knew that Genevieve couldn’t stand Masher any more than she could. Masher was a sex-crazed asshole. He hit on everything female whether they encouraged him or not it didn’t matter to him. He wouldn’t be too bad looking if he’d bother to clean up. His hair looked like he never washed it and the body odor was enough to knock someone over. Justine had tried talking to him one night after she first started at the Hideout. It didn’t help any though, now he just thought that it had meant she cared about him, and he was even more amorous towards her.
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