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      Shamus O’Leary was born with biker blood running through his veins. He’s an ask no questions, kill ‘em all type of man. He’s loyal to his brothers and sisters. The brotherhood is all he’s known and love was never on the horizon for a man like him, but one look at Star’s photograph, and he was instantaneously smitten. He volunteers to find her then protect her from the world she’s found herself thrown into. She will be his one way or another.

      Star Angel is what she’s known as on stage. She’s never shared her last name with anyone, it’s her way of protecting her sister… Stella. The only person she finds herself loyal to outside of her daughter. She doesn’t trust easily; that’s been destroyed by a man, one who has used her and abused her. He holds something precious over her head to force her to stay within his clutches. She longs for the day that someone will save her from the life she’s found herself unable to untangle herself from.

      Will these two souls merge together as one? Can they come out unscathed from those who don’t want to let Star go? Is love at first sight a real thing, or is it lust these two find themselves facing?

      This is Shamus and Star’s journey, the fourth installment in the DreamCatcher Motorcycle Club.
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      This is normally the hardest part of any book. But I’ve chosen to dedicate this one to everyone who believed in the DreamCatcher Motorcycle Club. They didn’t have a fantastic start; as a matter of fact, they nearly ended before they even had a chance to begin. Not everyone understood Charlee, her age deterred a lot of people, but as always, there’s a method to my madness. Charlee and Country needed a chance to grow, Charlee’s story needed to start that young so she could find herself in the series as well as go through the trials and tribulations she needed to at such a young age. It was the setting for the series, thank you for sticking by me.

      So, to all of you DCMC fans, this book is written with you in mind.

      Happy Reading,

      ~Liberty
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        Shamus

        Then

      

      

      “What the fuck do you mean? There’s no way in hell Jamie is alive!” Gunner roars out while we’re in church.

      “Calm down, son.” Pops tries to settle Gunner down by placing a hand on his shoulder.

      “We killed that fucker. There’s no way he’s still alive and breathing. Your intel is wrong, Pops. You need to go back and have your man reinvestigate that shit.”

      “I had him triple check it,” Pops reiterates. “The man is walking, talking and breathing. A mistake was made somewhere.”

      “We don’t make mistakes like that,” Gunner rumbles out his irritation.

      “If Jamie isn’t dead, who’s the motherfucker we killed?” I raise the question to no one in particular. I can’t seem to wrap my mind around the concept that the fucker is still existing when we thought we’d extinguished him. “What is he? A cat that has nine fucking lives or something?”

      “If anyone could pull off a pet cemetery move, it’d be him,” Masters huffs. “How can we confirm that the man walking around is in fact Jamie and not some imposter?”

      “So, here’s something my man discovered. Jamie was born a twin; his brother, Dagon, was sent off to live with another family member on a different reservation. The uncle and aunt couldn't have children, so Jamie’s father chose the eldest son to keep for himself and sent the other to live with his sister who’d married the chief of another tribe. Jamie and Dagon discovered each other when they were in high school and kept in contact behind the parents’ backs,” Pops enlightens us.

      “And how pray tell did you figure that shit out?” I grill Pops.

      “All I’m willing to share right now, is that I have an inside informant. He’s not part of either of the tribes, but does some trades with them. His brother is the one who accidentally spilled the beans to Dagon that he had a doppelganger. That is how communication between the two began. When he heard about our recent troubles, he reached out to me.”

      “Why did he wait so long to tell you?” Gunner asks.

      “Because it took him a bit to put two and two together, son.”

      “If we’d known, we could’ve ended that motherfucker a long time ago,” Kruger rumbles.

      “How many fucking versions of Jamie are we fucking looking at here?” Country inquires, scrubbing his hands down his face.

      “Just the two that I can ascertain,” Pops answers.

      “Let’s hope another one doesn’t come slithering out of a dark hidden hole somewhere,” I sigh. “So now, we need to find him and bring him out. Any ideas of how we can do that?”

      “We need to draw him out,” Gunner encloses.

      “This is gonna be a long year,” Kruger rumbles.

      If we only knew….

      
        
        Now

      

      

      My bike glides smoothly on the asphalt road as I head out to check on Stella’s sister, Star. Her pictures stay present in my mind as I eat the miles up between us. She looks so defeated in each one I saw, that I want to ride in and be her savior. I want to be the one to chase all of her ghosts away.

      Why did just seeing her picture affected me so much? I have no clue. No one’s ever made my body jump to alert the way her face did… does.

      The spike of blood flow through my veins is a steady continuance. It’s never wavered, there’s just something about her that calls to me. It’s as if a magnet is pulling me to her. I can’t help the compulsion behind it.

      The need to protect her is prudent, it’s something I can’t control within myself.  When something pulls you so strongly, you don’t fight it. There’s a mapped course for everyone in life; this seems to be mine.

      The fact that we killed the wrong brother sits heavily on my soul. We killed an innocent man who did nothing wrong outside of having blood ties to Jamie. But why did the fucker sit there and pretend to be his brother? Why would he take the fall for someone, knowing that he was going to die?

      I know they were twins who had some kind of bond in the womb, but they didn’t even meet one another or know the other existed until they hit their teenage years. Was Jamie’s twin just as ugly and evil as he is? If that’s the case, my guilt would be severed, but not knowing has me internally beating myself up. We should’ve known, mistakes like that aren’t forgivable. If I had a twin, and he’d been killed for one of my transgressions, I would’ve done everything within me to right that wrong. Instead, all we managed to do was give Jamie more ammunition to use against us.

      
        
        Star

      

      

      Swinging around this pole, I take myself mentally to another world. Instead of these nasty fuckers trying to feel me up as they place bills at my feet, I make believe I’m dancing for my man.

      A man I’ve made up in my head.

      He’d be tall, built, and love me unlike anyone ever has in my life. I’d be his everything, no other woman outside of me would ever catch his eye or cause him to stray. His heart would belong solely to me. I visualize his body, but never get a clear face in my mind's eye. For some reason, his facial features are blocked from my imagination; he comes across as hazy.

      Is it because my mind doesn’t want to bring forth the most handsome man I’d have ever met, and when reality comes, he won’t meet my expectations? I honestly could care less about his looks, it’s his heart and soul I long for. My hips automatically gyrate to the music surrounding me, I imagine the man I long for’s eyes glued to my every move. I’m playing a game of seduction; one I’ll ultimately win.

      I will utterly wreck him for anyone else.

      It’s a fantasy I portray in my mind every time my stilettos hit the stage’s floor. If I didn’t have this imaginary man of mine, I wouldn’t survive a single night dancing.

      When my sister, Stella, and I parted ways, I never imagined in a million years this would be the life I was leading. I trusted the wrong man to help me get up and dust myself off. Begin my life anew. He had a golden tongue that uttered the sweetest words I’d ever heard.

      I was used.

      He used my lack of street knowledge to bring me into a false sense of trust. He promised me such a glamorous life, and I fell for it. Hook, line and sinker. For months I lived with him, he even helped me get my general education diploma so that I’d believe him when he said his only intention was to get me enrolled in school and help me make something of myself.

      Lesson learned.

      Never trust the words of a stranger again.

      My life has been nothing but a lie since the second I allowed him into it. I was such a shy, impressionable kid. Now, I’m void of any emotions. I have placed a large, boulder wall up against my trust.

      I hope to God that Stella has made a better life for herself than the one I’m forced to lead. You see, not only did he lure me into a false sense of security, he got me pregnant so that he could hold my daughter over my head and force me to do as he wishes. I thought we were in love, I thought we were building a life together, forging ahead with a family. I thought everything was tied up in a nice little bow.

      What a sucker I was.

      I do as I’m told, not because I want to, but because I have no other choice. I now know that he’s involved in selling and trading children. I’m not the only woman he’s impregnated and uses the threats against. There are many of us, ten at my last count, and there’s no telling how many more have been drawn into his web of deceit.

      What I’ve learned recently is that he belongs to a group of men who run several businesses together. And every one of them, involve some sort of sex market. Strip clubs, brothels, underground sex clubs, escort services. Nearly every woman they employ has something held over their heads. Most of us were swayed from the streets by this group of losers. The others, their families owe them some sort of debt, so the women do as told so that their loved ones stay breathing.

      I’m one of the headliners here at Lovelace. We aren’t permitted to cover one inch of our body, not even as we initially step on stage. We walk out of the back room wearing nothing more than what God gave us when we entered this world.

      As the song concludes, I spread myself wide in the splits; that there is my money maker. Seventy-five percent of my income for the night goes to the house. In other words, I line the pockets of the men who use my body for their own monetary gain.

      As I walk over to the end of the stage to collect my funds, my eyes meet the greenest eyes I’ve ever seen. They captivate me from the second mine lock onto his.

      He’s built like a Greek Adonis. He has the face of a cover model. Just the stare we share alone has my knees going weak.

      This is the man I need to be imagining when I need to get lost from the reality of my world.

      “I believe this is yours,” he huskily says as he hands me a hundred-dollar bill. “Nice performance, looking forward to catching your next show.” He winks at me as I reach out and grab the money from him. My hands are shaky, but I do everything I can to not show him in other ways that his voice and looks affect me in the slightest.

      “Thank you,” I quietly reply as I step back away from him. I keep my eyes on him until I get behind the drapes that separate the stage from the back room. Holy shit. My breath is caught in my chest as I stroll over to Jeremiah and hand him the money.

      “You know that guy?” he solicits of me.

      “Never seen him before in my life,” I answer, thankful that I’m not lying, because if he thought in any way I was, I’d be punished before I’d be able to leave for the night.

      “I’m gonna be keeping my eye on him. He looks a little too interested in you.” Without replying to him, I reach out and hand him my earnings. He counts the money and a smirk forms on his face. “You did well tonight, kitten. Maybe we can get you in the dark room and you can make me a little more, huh?”

      “Whatever you’d like, Jeremiah,” I robotically counter. With him, I never show any emotions. He had that once, but he’s lost it all now.

      “Good, I’ll go see if I can get you a buyer for the night. Head back into the dressing room. I’ll send Gray to get you if I find anyone interested.”

      I nod my head and scurry away as fast as my heels will allow me to. I hate getting up on that stage, but I really, really dislike private shows. The men who pay a wad of cash for that service are sleazy individuals.

      This wasn’t my vision of a dream job as a kid. At night, Stella and I used to sit back and think of what we’d be. What we’d do in order to get ourselves out of the hellhole we grew up in.

      I always dreamed of becoming famous, just didn’t realize that’d include showing my tits and ass in order to line a greedy man’s pockets.
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        Shamus

      

      

      I was only supposed to sit back and observe. Find out how much of this shit Star’s a willing participant of and how much she’s being forced into. The only time I saw life in her beautiful sapphire-like eyes, was the moment our gazes intercepted one another’s.

      Unhappiness is etched in her orbs. You couldn’t miss the dead stare she sent the audience's way as she shook her hips back and forth. Every time she closed her eyes, I could feel the magnetic pull toward her to protect her, to pull her out of this life.

      As the floor waitress passes me by, I reach out to stop her. I don’t place a finger on her, I just hold my hand up in the air to get her attention.

      “What can I get for you, handsome,” she purrs, and instead of enticing me as I’m sure it’s meant to do, I find myself cringing at the come on.

      “Jack and Coke please, heavy on the Jack. Tell the bartender not to skimp on me this time, yeah?” I dismissively respond. Don’t want her getting any ideas so I’m short and sharp with my demands.

      I hold back the chuckle as she stomps away like a petulant child. I don’t have time to deal with women like this; I’m on a mission, one that is a lot more dire than getting my fucking dick wet. Women like her are a dime a dozen; looking for an easy lay and way to escape their life’s woes.

      “Never seen you around here before.” A man I saw lurking in the shadows earlier says as he uninvitingly takes the seat on the other side of the booth from me.

      “Never been here before.” My response has his shoulders tightening. I’m not being nice; I don’t know this fucker from Adam. And I most certainly didn’t invite him to infringe on my night.

      My job was to blend into the background; be incognito. I’ve royally fucked that one up if this guy spotted me the second I walked through the entrance.

      “What brings you to our establishment tonight, Mr.?” The guy is a pompous asshole, I can tell from the smugness he’s using while speaking with me.

      “O’Leary,” I produce, not in the mood to share pleasantries with this asshole or share my life’s story with him.

      He’s inconsequential.

      He’s an arrogant prick who is trying to come across to me as someone way more important than he actually is. I did my research before I got here, I know who this guy is, he’s the owner. Nothing less, nothing more that we could find.

      “Do you have a first name, Mr. O’Leary?” he inquires.

      “Not that I share with those who I’m not associated with, Mr.?” Turnabout is fair play, he wanted to put me on the spot, now it’s his fucking turn to answer.

      “Just Jeremiah,” he bites out, sticking his hand out for a gentlemanly shake.

      Only thing is, this fucker has no clue that there’s nothing gentlemanly about me. I sit here, as still as a stone statue and look at his outstretched hand as if it’s nothing more than an annoyance.

      “Don’t touch strangers. You never know if they’re gonna get the wrong idea or not,” I divulge. To which, he tosses his head back and lets out a raucous roar.

      “What kind of ideas would you presume someone would make from simple pleasantries?”

      Deciding that I’m in a smartass sort of mood, I respond with, “Never know, you could be a predator who jizzes his pants from contact with another man. And whereas I believe in the concept of ‘to each their own’, doesn't mean I’m gonna give someone the opportunity to think they could molest me and get away with it.” I’m just messing around with him, but I’m having fun while doing it. I don’t believe for a second that I have caught his attention in any sexual capacity, but you learn more about a man’s character when you toss something crazy their way.

      “I must say, Mr. O’Leary, I’ve never gotten that response before.” Jeremiah inspects me by perusing my features, trying to figure me out, as he answers back.

      “I’m not your typical man, Jeremiah,” I spit his name out, tired of these games. I wish this fucker would get to the point of why he invaded my solitude.

      “So I’m figuring out, Mr. O’Leary.” I hate the way my last name sounds coming out of his mouth. It makes me want to punch every last tooth out of the cavern.

      “What sort of services were you expecting out of your visit to my humble establishment?” he solicits, spreading his arms wide.

      “Entertainment, good liquor, kicking back and relaxing,” I affirm, sitting back into the booth and crossing my arms over my chest. I wish he’d get to the damn point of this undesirable chat already.

      “We offer other services here as well.” He scoots forward and leans over as if he’s about to let me in on a deep, dark secret.

      As I go to lean forward, the server sits my drink down on the table between us. I hold out my hand with the ten dollar bill and wave her away when she goes to issue me change. “What services would that be, Jeremiah?” Out of the corner of my eye, I see the waitress pause before getting a dismissive growl from my table buddy. Her eyes widen as she turns on her heeled shoes and basically runs off.

      “I couldn’t help but notice you admiring our headliner?” he imposes.

      “She’s easy on the eyes,” I return, not wanting to give myself away to him, and what my intentions are where Star is concerned.

      “That she is. She also happens to be really good in the sack.” He snakes his tongue out and licks his bottom lip. His eyes glaze over as if he’s lost in a memory that makes me want to jump over this table and beat the living shit out of him.

      “Is that right?” I ask him, removing my hands from the edge of the table and balling them into fists as I sit them in my lap.

      “I should know, I’m the one who broke her in,” he methodically chuckles. I have to remind myself of my mission here. And unfortunately, it doesn’t include rendering this guy unconscious in the hospital.

      “That good, huh?” Acting nonchalant about this topic in particular should win me an Academy Award.

      He’s fucking pimping Stella’s sister out to me.

      “Wanna give her a try?” he quizzes me, and I’m not sure how he wants me to respond. If I say yes, will that give me away, if I say no, will I lose my shot at getting close to her? I don’t know this guy's mind or how it works, so I’m at an impasse, a loss for the appropriate way to answer.

      Knowing I can’t stall, I finally decide to answer with, “Wasn’t my intention coming here tonight. But if you’re offering something as delectable and mouthwatering as the woman I was admiring earlier, can’t say that I’d blatantly turn you down.”

      “Very good. Gray,” he calls the man over with a whip of his hand. “Have Star meet Mr. O’Leary in the pink room.” He then turns his attention back to me, “There’s a bed, a couch and other objects that you are welcome to. Word of advice, she loves to have her ass spanked.” The whites of his teeth are blinding as he plasters a large, predatory smile on his face. “Enjoy your evening, Mr. O’Leary. Tonight is on the house.”

      “Appreciate ya,” I grit out.

      He says not one more word to me as he scoots out of the booth. I keep my eyes glued to his back as I down the drink that’s now a bit watered down. Feeling eyes on me, I don’t go to the counter and ask to use their phone, I don’t have the opportunity to send an SOS message out to my president and club brother even though I desperately want to. Instead, I follow the man who comes and escorts me up the stairs. We walk down a dark corridor before coming to the third door on the left. When he opens it for me, he steps back and waves me inside.

      “Enjoy your evening,” he simply states before shutting the door behind me.

      
        
        Star

      

      

      As I’m escorted up the stairs, I mentally prepare myself to give the show of a lifetime. The dark room isn’t my favorite, I can’t always see well and know when a man is ready to cop a feel. Jeremiah believes in discretion, so there’s no monitors in any of the rooms. If I was to need to call out for help, I’d be screwed. Once we cross the threshold into one of the private sectors, we’re on our own. I’m at the mercy of whoever has requested me for the evening.

      And we cannot say no. I tried once; it took me weeks to recover. I no longer use that word in my vocabulary when it comes to Jeremiah nor his business. His men are a bunch of snitches so I watch every word that exits my mouth. I do nothing more than simply nod and do what is demanded of me.

      It’s the only way I get to see Constellation, my little Ella. I named her something that made me think of my sister, Stella, and the many conversations we had as young girls. Constellation is as close to Stella’s name as I could get without raising any suspicions. Jeremiah let me get my way, he doesn't care one way or another about his daughter, she’s nothing more than a pawn in his eyes.

      So I paid tribute to my sister the only way I could.

      I’d give anything to let her know that her niece bears an accolade of her name. Stella was the only one who held a piece of my heart until my baby girl was born.

      Even though Jeremiah knows I have a sister, I never shared her name with him. He only knows of her as ‘sissy’ and I believe he thinks that’s her actual name. And I’m good with that.

      My feet stop in their tracks momentarily when I see what room I’m actually being led to by Gray. Jeremiah doesn't usually have me go to this particular room; he likes to keep me more of a mystery. Unapproachable so that I’m more attractable to the business.

      I can’t allow Gray to see me pause, so I lift my head up high and walk with what little pride I have left. I go to my safe place inside of my mind. One where I’m playing with Ella at the playground and am happy with hearing and experiencing her little girl giggles. She’s the only thing these days that brings me any sort of comfort whatsoever.

      She’s the only reason I haven’t taken my life and ended the misery and suffering I experience each and every day.

      There is no escape for me. This is my life whether I like it or not.

      When the door swings open, I shuffle past Gray and go to the jukebox that’s sitting in the corner of the room. I find some seductive music and set up an order for it to play in. Hopefully, whoever comes sauntering into the room, is only truly interested in seeing me dance and not wanting to touch the merchandise so to speak. The door closes and I walk over to the pole that is in the middle of the room and begin to dance.

      When my caller comes in, I want him to be entranced by my movements, forget about the reason this room exists in the first place. Jeremiah was my first lover, but the fact that he owns me, in his mind at least, means he can share me with whomever he feels will give him some sort of power.

      There’s always something menacing behind every action he makes; each decision has thought behind it. I’m a rare commodity to his friends and business associates. For some reason, getting between a woman’s legs means more than common sense to these men. They’re all willing to sell their souls to the devil himself for a taste of the forbidden fruit… i.e., me.

      With my mask in place, I move seductively to the beat of the music. It may only be me in here for now, but I’m gonna be ready to play this charade of who I really am versus who I’m supposed to be portraying.

      An untouchable woman.

      Someone who makes you wake up in a cold sweat filled with need.

      That’s all I’m good for these days anyway. Being a man’s illusion of perfection, his conquest, anything he desires as he rubs one out to images of me.

      When I finally hear the door open, I allow my eyes to slit open for just a moment; only enough to see who’s flavor of the night I’ll be.

      A gasp leaves my mouth when I see the man, who’s become my ultimate fantasy, come walking inside.

      I was not expecting him; at least by the time this night is done and over with, I’ll have lived my own fantasy.
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      I wasn’t mentally prepared for the beauty that’s standing before me. Her dance is one of a siren, calling a sailor into the dead of the night to meet his maker. A seductress like Star is what all sane men fear, she has the ability to make a man forget his mission in life. She’s the type of woman that makes you want to roll out the red carpet everywhere her foot touches so that the earth's dirt doesn’t touch a part of her foot.

      This woman, damn, she’s got the ability to light up the room, to make you want something so much better than what you have. Something that’s so far out of your reach, that you fight just to get the opportunity to gaze upon her and beg for a simple touch alone.

      She was magnificent in her photo, but the real life version of her; there are no words written in the English dictionary to describe the essence surrounding her.

      She paused momentarily when she saw who it was that entered the room. I’m not sure if that’s a good sign of things to come, or if she’s fearful of a man that she’s never met.

      I walk up to her, knowing that my hands on her are expected. I don’t want her afraid of me, so I need to relieve her of any fears where I’m concerned before we play our parts. I lean down and whisper in her ear, “Stella sent me. I’m here to take you back to her.”

      Her eyes widen before she forgets we could be interrupted at any minute and she cools her features. “I don’t know any Stella,” she falsely enlightens me.

      “I think your sister’s feelings would be a tad bit hurt if she was to hear those words, Star. You need to be as close to me tonight as possible so we can make a plan of action without anyone overhearing us.”

      “Who are you?” she asks as she walks me backward toward the couch.

      “My name is Shamus. You sister’s old man is my club brother. They both want you home where they can protect you. You have a nephew, and your sister wants him to have his aunt in his life, Star.”

      “Stop saying my name like you know me,” she hisses, her eyes going to the door before coming back to me. “If they think we know one another, I’ll be dead before the sun breaks over the horizon.” She pushes me down to where I’m sitting, sprawled out on the couch that was once behind me.

      My dick has stayed under control until she straddles my lap. “Fuck,” I hiss as she begins to gyrate on my cock. I’ve never been so hard in my damn life as I am now. The second her fingers touched me; I felt a spark in the base of my spine. Now that she’s sitting on top of me, I feel that electric current turn into an inferno. My arteries begin pumping blood quickly to my extremities, fervent flames everywhere her body is touching me. Even through my clothes I can feel the heat from her skin. There’s a magnetic current that makes it to where I can’t keep my hands to myself any longer.

      I have to touch her.

      My hands reach out of their own accord and land reverently on her hips. There’s something right about us, as if we were born for one another. I was meant to be the one to find her, to bring her home, to love her for the rest of my days.

      Don’t ask me how I know this, it’s one of those mysteries that can’t be explained. It feels as if I just found the missing part of my soul, my other link, my destiny; the reason I was born.

      All for her.

      I vow to myself right here and now, that I won’t be heading back home without her at my side.

      I finally understand what my brothers have been preaching about to us single men for all these months. When the woman who’s meant to be yours falls into your lap, you’ll move heaven and earth to have them in your life.

      “It’s not as simple as getting me out of here, Shamus,” she imparts. The way my name rolls off of her tongue has me entranced, ready for the day when she’ll be screaming it out in ecstasy.

      And you can bank on the fact that it will be happening.

      “Why is that?” I tenaciously grit out, barely able to keep a functioning mind with the way her body is seductively moving over mine.

      “One, they’ll never let me out of here without a fight. I’m their money maker. Two, I’m a package deal, Shamus.”

      “What’s that supposed to mean?” I interrogate, not sure if I’m gonna like the outcome of her answer.

      “I have a daughter.”

      
        
        Star

      

      

      His body tightens and his hands clamp down on my hips with my proclamation. This is an insight to my life that I haven’t shared with anyone else. I had a home delivery, so her birth certificate is non-existent. To the outside world, she doesn’t exist. There’s no link tying me as her mother, there’s no proof outside of my word alone that I birthed my beautiful baby girl.

      “That didn’t come up on our radar when we did our research, Star. Care to explain that one to me?” I don’t understand why he seems to be so angry right now.

      I’m the one who has to bow down to Jeremiah’s every whim just to spend a few minutes alone with my princess.

      I’m the one who has to service him when he feels the need to prove his power over me.

      No one understands the struggles I go through, the things I endure for her. I would’ve run… or tried to a long time ago if it wasn’t for her. I could never escape and leave her behind.

      She may not be the product of eternal, everlasting love, but she’s the center of my universe and fuck him if he thinks I could abandon my child.

      I love my sister, but I love Ella more.

      More than myself, more than living.

      I would die a happy woman, suffer any and all consequences if I could just get her out of the clutches of her father.

      “Because she wasn’t born in the hospital, Shamus. She has no birth certificate, she doesn’t exist,” I shamefully reply. “She’s a secret, someone to hold over my head to keep me in line.”

      “Where is she? Who has her?” he asks. I can feel the frustration coming off of him in waves. Will he help me? Free my daughter and deliver her to my sister. At least then, I know she’ll have a good life. My sister will treat her as one of her own.

      “Jeremiah.” This admittance has his body going stone cold.

      “Why does Jeremiah have your daughter, Star?”

      “Because he’s her father, Shamus.”

      The pain in my hips from his firm grip has me yelping before he eases his hands. He then begins rubbing a soothing pattern where his fingers were just embedded in my skin.

      “We have a lot to talk about, Star. But I need to know where he keeps her,” he expresses, pulling back and looking me square in the eyes.

      “I’m not allowed to know that, Shamus. But I need you to promise me something. If you are who you say you are, I need you to find her and get her to my sister. Stella will make sure she’s safe and protected at all costs. My daughter will know love and acceptance from her. I need this, Shamus. I need her to have the life I can’t provide for her.”

      “I’ll find her, Star. I will get you both out of her and home, where you belong.” His vow lifts the heaviness from me.

      I believe him.

      I don’t know him, but for some reason, something that mystifies me, I do believe he is a man of his word and will take care of my baby.

      “Are you an honorable man, Shamus?” I ask him as I brazenly rake my fingers down the front of his chest.

      “I don’t want you to have any false pretenses where it comes to me, Star. I’m honorable to a point, but I’m also not a man to be trifled with. However, with that being said, when I give someone a promise, I always see it through. I will get you and your daughter out of this. I need you to trust me. Do you believe me, Star?”

      “Don’t ask me why, Shamus. But I do, deep in my core, I believe every word,” I entrust him with that knowledge that I’m finding myself questioning the sanity of given the circumstances.

      I stand up and hear a groan once I do. But I know that we can’t just talk, there’s a job I’m expected to do, and if I don’t, and Jeremiah finds out, I won’t see Ella tomorrow as promised.

      I have to see her.

      I go over to the corner of the room where a bowl of condoms are sitting on a table. I walk back over with the foil square wrapper in my hand. His eyes get comically wide when I reach down for his belt.

      His hands reach out to still mine. “What are you doing?” he questions.

      “If we don’t do this, he’ll know. I trust you, Shamus, I need you to trust me back. We have to do this. Please,” I adamantly profuse.

      I’m sure we could get away with pretending, but for some damn reason I can’t comprehend, I want him. I want to feel him buried deep inside of my core.

      To brand me.

      How fucked up does that make me?

      “Star, we don’t have to do this,” he imparts, even though I can see the same longing in his face that I’m sure mirrors my own.

      “We do. If nothing else, I need this. Give me this one night, Shamus.” I hate coming across as desperate, but I want to feel alive, and he manages to make me feel that emotion that I haven’t experienced in three years.

      Not since those first few months with Jeremiah.

      But I don’t think this man would ever do to me what Jeremiah did.

      I should be terrified by the thought of this, but for some damn reason, he has a calming effect on me.
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      I shouldn’t be allowing this to happen. Kruger will have my ass if he finds out I was allowing my dick to lead me. But the desperation in her eyes, tells me that she needs this as much as I do.

      I know that we’re expected to fuck, but I want this to be something special. I want our first time to be meaningful. I have a feeling she’s never been shown the respect she deserves, nor has she ever had a gentle touch.

      That’s something I can give her.

      But, will she ever forgive me and be willing to give us a shot down the road if I allow it to happen? I need those answers before I follow through with what she’s asking of me.

      “If we do this, Star, I want you to know this means a beginning to you and me. When I get you free, you will be mine, belong to me. Mine to protect, to love, to honor, to own.”

      “Own?” her voice cracks as she lifts her eyebrows as she says this. “I don’t want to be owned by another man, Shamus.”

      “My ownership over you will be much different than anything you’ve ever experienced before. Owning someone in my world, it’s a thing of honor and respect. It means you will forever have my protection along with your daughter.”

      “How do you know that you’ll want that? It sounds like a big commitment, Shamus. We’ve only known each other for hours, if that.”

      “A man knows when he’s found the woman who’s meant to be his,” I answer back.

      “And, I’m that woman for you?”

      “Knew it the minute I was shown your picture. It was confirmed the minute our eyes met. But the second you touched me; my heart told my mind that you were put on this earth for me.”

      “Those words just make me want you more,” she shyly admits.

      “I won’t touch you until you agree to my terms, Star. Will you be mine?”

      “I can’t make that kind of decision or promise when I don’t know what my future holds, Shamus.”

      “I will make sure you have the life that you deserve, Star. I will get you both out of here. I won’t accept anything less. You are destined to be mine.”

      “Show me what it’ll be like to be yours, please.” She doesn’t need to beg me to touch her, that’s a given. I will spend the rest of my life pleasing her, showing her that life is so much more than what she’s ever had the opportunity to experience.

      “I just need to hear the word yes escape your mouth, Star. Say it, and I will give you the pleasure you're seeking.”

      “Yes.” A smile spreads over my face as I lift myself up from my seated position. Her legs automatically wrap around my waist as I carry us over to the bed. My belt buckle is undone and I can hear it clanking as I walk.

      My woman is already naked and waiting for me, but I have too many articles of clothing separating us. I gently lay her on the bed then step back and begin removing my clothes.

      Yes, it’s too soon to feel these emotions welling up inside of me.

      Yes, it’s a known fact that I don’t believe in love at first sight.

      I’d never believed I would be an insta-love type of man. But she’s making me question everything I’ve ever thought.

      Dreams were a foreign concept to me, but she makes me want to be a believer. She makes me want to throw caution to the wind and ride off into the sunset.

      Once I’m completely stripped down, I crawl on top of the bed and make my way over her. Once our bodies are aligned, I lean down, anxious to get my first taste of her lips.

      I start off slowly, wanting to show her she means more to me than a one-night stand could ever wring from me. The first sip of her lips has my belly tightening in anticipation. I delve into her like a starved man who’s not been fed in weeks. Her mouth opens wide, inviting me in. My tongue sweeps in and enters, we begin dueling with one another’s. Our need is palpable, I’ve never felt the desire to give a woman every inch of me.

      I want her to know me better than anyone in my life has ever done.

      The gift that was reserved just for her.

      I feel her hands reach down between us, somehow while I wasn’t paying attention, she managed to remove the rubber from its confines. My eyes roll into the back of my sockets the moment that her fingers touch my shaft. I’ve had plenty of past lovers roll the condom down my dick, but none of them have ever caused me to nearly lose my mind in the process.

      When she has it on me as far as it will stretch, she lines me up to her center. Before shoving my cock inside of her, I reach down to make sure she’s ready for my intrusion.

      She’s soaked to the bone.

      I can feel her wetness sliding out of her, coating the sheets beneath where her body lies.

      I know that I’ll be able to slide easily into her depths. She’s more than ready to take what I have to offer her.
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      He’s big, bigger than anyone I’ve ever had in my life. I know that he’s going to fill me to the brim. Instead of tensing up and being fearful, I anticipate what he’ll feel like buried to the hilt inside of me.

      When the head of his cock invades my slick slit, my back arches on the bed. Just that small sliver of him is enough to cause shivers to race up and down my spine. I feel my core leak as he continues feeding his length inside of me.

      He’s only fed me half of his cock and I already feel more than I’ve ever felt and experienced in my lifetime. How can a man I’ve barely known elicit and evoke so much feeling within me?

      I’m beginning to believe his words spoken earlier. We were meant to be, we are two souls coming together as one.

      I want to give him the world on a silver platter.

      The fact that he’s willing to take care of me and my daughter means more to me than a man who’d offer me millions. I don’t need monetary funds to be happy, just a man who’s irrevocably dedicated to me. One who is willing to accept Ella as his own and treat her as he would a daughter who carries his blood in her veins.

      As soon as he’s seated inside of me fully, he takes a minute to pause, to allow me to adapt to his girth. I don’t want any time, I want him to move, to make me skyrocket, to show me the stars without ever needing to leave the planet.

      I have an inkling that he’s the only one who can show me all that I’ve been missing. He’s going to be my greatest accomplishment in life, but with that power, he could also be my greatest downfall. Am I willing to give a man that potential to bring me to my knees? Normally I’d be screaming no, but my heart and mind are at war with one another.

      Until he’s proven otherwise, I decide to give him what I’ve never given anyone else… my unwavering trust. I just hope I’m not making the biggest mistake of my life.

      It’s not just me that could be hurt if he betrays us or lets us down in any way. But he’s my sister's family, and for that alone, I’m willing to put my trust issues to the side and give him the chance that no other will ever receive from me.

      I’m brought out of my inner musings as he begins to unabashedly glide in and out of me. He hits that spot inside of me that has never been touched before. He not only owns my heart already, but he has the ability to play my body like a fine-tuned instrument. A moan escapes me on his next inward thrust. My legs lift up and wrap around his waist, my hands reach up and pull his head down to my own.

      He obliges my silent demand by capturing my lips with his. My senses are on overload, there’s two places that he’s touching me that have my synapses firing. My lips and my pussy. His body is lifted up over mine; needing more of an intimate contact than what we already have, I remove one of my hands from his head and place pressure on his back.

      He reads me without any words shared between the two of us and gently settles on top of me. There isn’t a place on our bodies that aren’t connected in one way or another. The blissfulness that encompasses me is my undoing, wave after wave hits me like a current, it’s my undoing. I scream out his name as he takes me over the cliff.

      His lips once again enrapture mine; he moans out his release, letting me capture the sounds he makes.

      It’s the sexiest and most heartwarming moment. I’ve never felt so attuned with anyone like I do with him.

      What has he done to me?

      “How can I make sure we see one another again without drawing attention to us?” he asks as he rolls over to his side, bringing me into his tight embrace.

      “I don’t have an answer for that, Shamus. I have eyes on me at all times.”

      “Where do you live, Star? Maybe I can sneak in without being caught.”

      I’m too damn embarrassed and ashamed to admit what I must to him. But it can’t be helped, he needs to know how dire the circumstances are.

      “In a prison cell beneath the club.”

      “Say that again?” he growls. It’s the sound of hurt in his tone that makes me lose it with the battle of wills, the hardheaded part of me that was keeping my tears at bay. As they slide down my cheeks, he takes his thumb and gently wipes them away. “Please, Star. I need to know more.”

      “It’s set up like a bedroom. I have a double bed, a toilet, a sink, a television, a selection of books. We get fed three meals a day by the guards, we’re allowed to shower each evening before our performance. It sounds a lot worse than what it is.”

      “Don’t do that, Star. Don’t shrug this off like it’s no big deal. You’re caged like a motherfucking animal!” he seethes.

      “It could be so much worse, Shamus.”
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      Worse? How much more worse can it actually get than how she’s living? I don’t like the way she’s brushing this under the rug as if it’s no more than a slight inconvenience. My dog has a better existence than she does. This infuriates me to the point that I can’t fathom leaving her here as I leave her for the night. I have to get a game plan; I need my brothers.

      I’ve bitten off more than I can chew. There’s no way I can get her and her baby girl out of this disaster without backup. I’m good, but I’m not that damn good at what I do. Even a superhero would have to call in additional forces to ensure that everything goes off without a hitch.

      If this isn’t played right, more lives than just hers and her girl’s are at risk. I can’t let innocent women and men get caught in the crossfire.

      No, this needs to be handled with exacting precision. No mistakes can be made.

      “I’m gonna have to call in my brothers, Star. I have to make sure that when we leave here, it’s with minimal casualties. We can’t allow others to pay the ultimate price to get you free.”

      “All I need you to do is make sure Ella makes it out, Shamus. I’m of no importance in the grand scheme of things; she’s all that matters to me.”

      “But you matter to me. To your sister, to the family that’s waiting to bring you into the fold with open arms. Don’t talk like you won’t be coming home with me, Star. Because hear my words, you will be coming home.”

      “Home. I don’t think that word has had as much meaning or impact in my life as when it does when you speak it.”

      “That’s because your mind and soul know that you belong with us,” I return.

      “Who’s all us, Shamus?” It dawns on me that I haven't shared the name of the MC with her.

      “The DreamCatcher Motorcycle Club, Star. That’s who we are, who you will soon be.”

      “An appropriate name for what you’re promising me, Shamus.”

      “Not promising, Star. Guaranteeing.”

      Just then, there’s a pounding on the door that interrupts our conversation. “Time’s up,” is called out.

      “That’s Gray, if we don’t get up, dressed and out of here shortly, he’ll come barging in and remove me personally. That’s his job.”

      “He touches you and I’ll break his fucking hand,” I whisper out my tirade, not wanting to draw his attention.

      “We’re wrapping up now, Gray,” she hollers back before turning to me. “Don’t do anything stupid, Shamus. Not yet, not until Ella is found. Promise me you’ll hold off until you’ve saved her.”

      I blow out a breath of air, if I make this promise to her, it may be the first one in history that I’ll potentially have to break. And I don’t wanna go back on my word to her once I’ve given it. “I’m gonna try really hard, Star.”

      “My daughter comes first, Shamus. If not, I can never leave. I won’t, I refuse to leave her here alone, fending for herself. He’ll fucking do as he’s sworn to for all of these years.”

      “And what is the threat he uses against you, Star?”

      “That he’ll sell her to the highest bidder.”

      “His own daughter, his flesh and blood. Do you really think he’d sink so low?”

      “He doesn't care about her, Shamus. For him, it's about control and earning a dollar. He has no attachment to her; she means nothing to him. He’s proven that to me time and time again.”

      “Then I’ll make sure to have her somewhere secure before I come after you. And I will be back, even if I don’t see you until the day comes to get you out of here, Star. That’s not saying I’m not gonna try, but Jeremiah has you on a tight leash. He may not allow me another night like tonight.”

      “I know. Just… stay safe, Shamus. I’ll do what I need to do. As long as I know you’re on the outside fighting for us, I’ll do the same.”

      “Then fight, baby. Survive, because I’m gonna rally the troops and we’re gonna divide and conquer.”

      “Three minutes,” that motherfucker hollers.

      “Give me a kiss, Star. Then, you need to get your ass gone so that they don’t grow suspicious of why we’re taking so long.”

      
        
        Star

      

      

      Giving him that last kiss made it harder to walk out of the room. But I had to, I needed them to think that I’m still afraid of disobeying them.

      “Sorry, Gray,” I drone out as I continue along my path and attempt to walk past him.

      He reaches out and grabs my elbow with the palm of his hand. His grip is tight and unwelcoming. He escorts me toward Jeremiah’s office instead of into the changing room where I was expecting to be led to. I know that somehow, I’ve done something to anger him. Call it intuition, call it knowing him so well that I can read between the lines.

      He may have offered me up to Shamus on a silver platter, but ultimately I will pay for that decision he made. Doesn’t matter that it was his choice. Anytime he’s ever given me to another male, he has to insert his dominance and remind me who it is he believes I belong to. I want to dig my feet into the carpet once we enter his domain; he already has his belt out of its loops and bent in half, he’s slapping the palm of his hand with it in an intimidating action.

      I fucking hate that belt.

      It’s left me with so many welts and bruises on my skin that I should carve my name into it. It seems to be especially attached to my person. It’s Jeremiah’s favorite brand of punishment on me when I’ve done something he deems inconceivable.

      “You know what to do, Star. Assume the position,” he demands of me as Gray shoves me into the office and shuts the door behind me. I know he’s standing guard in front of the door, so there is no escaping for me. Even if I could get out of here and not get caught, I’d be more severely penalized and kept from Ella for a lengthy period of time.

      That can’t happen.

      If nothing else, me seeing Ella may make it to where Shamus could follow her keeper and find out where she’s being held.

      He whispered in my ear right before I walked away that he would be scouting, watching for me to leave so that he could follow. I know that it’s his way of protecting me, but all I care about is him locating where my girl is being held and getting her out of there.

      I wouldn’t shed a single tear if a few people lost their lives along the way. Especially those that are on Jeremiah’s payroll.

      Knowing I can’t put this off any longer without angering him further; I walk with my shoulders upright and my head held high as I walk toward his desk placed in the center of the room.

      I won’t give him the pleasure of seeing my panic. That’s mine to harbor, and I’m unwilling to let him know that I fear him in any shape or fashion.

      Leaning forward, I brace my hands on the top of the desk and push my back end up high into the air. I have no clothes as a barrier, so I know the pain is going to get to me, have me clenching my teeth together in agony.

      “Count each one, Star.” The humor in his tone makes me envision turning around and kneeing him in the junk.

      He’s a damn selfish lover anyway, it’d be no loss on women if it was rendered unusable. I actually think I’d receive a standing ovation if I was to help rid the world of a useless dick.

      He’s a two-pump chump. I still don’t know how I was able to conceive Ella. I’ve always heard that both parties need to get off for Mother Nature to take root. Another urban myth I suppose. Because ten months after we initially got together, I delivered a bundle of joy wrapped in pink cloth.

      As an automatic response, I begin counting as each swipe of his belt cuts into my flesh. Not wanting to holler out or protest, I lose myself into the most intimate moment of my life. Being enraptured in the arms of Shamus.

      Those memories become the salve to my wounded soul. It cools the internal part of me as heat invades my sensitive skin. It eases the pain somewhat with an imaginary coating that soothes my external aches and pains.

      Jeremiah’s swats become harder as he angers further from the fact that I’m not screaming out with each methodically placed blow. A smile breaks out across my face, it’s the only victory I have where he’s concerned. I many not know what brought this ‘punishment’ on, but after experiencing the best time of my life, I honestly don’t give that first fuck.

      I’m finally escorted to the showers to remove Shamus’s scent from me. I memorize it before I lather up the sponge and wash away his essence.

      They can force me to rinse my skin, but they can never take away the memories of the most passionate night of my life. That will always be ingrained in my mind.
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      As I dress the next day, so that I can have my weekly earned visit with Ella, my body is deliciously sore in some areas, while others are screaming in protest from the prior night's penance paid.

      I place a pair of leggings on my legs, knowing that I’ll need something that won’t rub against the markings on my bottom. This is the best I can do, blue jeans would just irritate them further, so I slap on a tank top to complete the outfit then toss on a pair of chucks on my feet.

      My long raven hair is tossed up on top of my head in a messy bun. I grab my sunglasses knowing that it’s going to be a sunny day and wait at the cell door for it to be released.

      I’ve never been a patient person, especially where my heart lies. I count every moment, every second that I get to spend with her. I make it all count. I play with her at the playground, I read her favorite book to her, and I make sure she’s fed. The one good thing Jeremiah does for his daughter is make sure she’s well-fed and her hygiene surpasses that of a normal toddler.

      She’s to be the perfect example of a little lady at all times. If even a patch of dirt soils her clothes, her little lip quivers as silent tears fall from her eyes. She knows that he’ll take something precious from her, most likely her favorite stuffed animal. She doesn’t sleep well at night unless it’s clutched tightly to her chest.

      Her nanny makes sure to share as many details with me about her life as she can during our short visits. The nanny, Jessia, also happens to be Jeremiah’s younger sister. She loathes her brother and is always trying to come up with escape plans for us. I’m not sure how trustworthy she is, so I’ve never fed into her musings.

      The biggest and most valuable question that strums through my mind is when Shamus comes to take my daughter away, will she fight him, or will she hand her niece over for the greater good?

      I feel in the depths of my heart that she loves Ella almost as much as I do. But how far is she willing to go? At what lengths will she go to protect the niece she claims she loves so dearly?

      I need to field her out today. Figure out if she’s truly the person she’s been portraying, or is she an actress playing a part in order to get information from me to share with her brother? I’m not sure I’ll be able to figure it out in a few hours’ time, but I’ll have to make a decision on if I’m willing to trust her or not pretty quickly.

      I need as many allies as I can get when it comes to getting my daughter to a safer environment.

      As I’m led to the awaiting vehicle, the hair on the back of my neck prickles. I’m not aware of how I’m sure of this fact, but I know it’s Shamus. He’s keeping his word and is here to protect me and follow my daughter to where she’s being held.

      When we pull up to the park, I see Jessia and Ella at the swing sets. My daughter is freely laughing as her aunt pushes her back and forth. Her hair is pulled up into two ponytails. Her hair isn’t very long, so they’re both spiky where the holder is keeping them in place.

      She’s a vision of pure, unadulterated innocence.

      I’m pulled out of the car roughly as I’m pushed in the direction of my heart. I swiftly walk over to them, and place a smile on my face. I don’t want Ella witnessing my worries and carrying them on her tiny shoulders.

      When I get within eyesight of her, she screams out, “Mommy!” Before causing my heart to drop into my stomach as she jumps from the swing as it’s airborne. She runs over to me as fast as her chubby legs allow her to. “I missed you,” she says as she closes in on me, her arms held wide as she collapses into my embrace. Her childlike voice and sentence structure sends a wave of delight through me.

      “Oh, sweet pea, I missed you too,” I declare as I swoop her up into my arms.

      “Father told Auntie that I get to spend the whole day with you.” She pulls back and gives me a blinding smile.

      “Is that right?’ I ask her as I send a questioning look to Jessia, wanting her to confirm the words that left my little girls lips.

      “That’s right,” Jessia answers as Ella bobs her head up and down. Her energetic enthusiasm is contagious and I find myself gloating with the thought. Usually, I only get an hour or two, so the thought of an entire day makes my heart beat rapidly behind my rib cage.

      “We’s gonna have so much fun!” My daughter claps her hands together as she issues this.

      “That’s right, we are.” I never outright correct her verbiage, wanting her to learn from my spoken words instead of forcing her to mirror the words I say. I don’t want her to ever feel stupid or demeaned the way Stella and I were as children. She’s extremely smart for her age, and usually has the vocabulary of an older child, so these small slip ups that she has every once in a while, I let them go.

      Stella and I could never do anything right in our parent’s eyes, and I want better than that for my girl.

      She gets a B on her report card, I’m gonna celebrate the accomplishment with her. I won’t demand that she do better next time and turn that B into an A. I want to encourage her and celebrate all of her life’s feats. I want to help her reach her goals and support each and every whim.

      She pulls me back over to the swing set where I spend the next twenty minutes pushing her and giggling right along with her.

      This is what is precious about life.

      
        
        Shamus

      

      

      Last night I had a lengthy conversation with my club president, Gunner, and the other officers of the club. I had to lay the night’s activities out in the open much to Kruger’s disappointment and dismay. I know I’ll pay the price for touching his family, but it’s worth it to me in the long run.

      Gunner and the others understood the predicament I found myself in, they didn’t scold me or issue out an impending beat down. If they’d been in my shoes, they’d have done the same exact thing.

      Kruger pointed out several times during the conversation that I was only supposed to observe from the outside and that I went against direct orders.

      I tried to appease him by telling him my gut intuition led me inside, but he was unsatisfied with that explanation.

      As far as I’m concerned, he’s gonna have to get over it.

      I’m a grown assed man and she’s no spring chicken. We were and are consenting adults, probably the first thing she’s been able to control in several years. It was no sacrifice on my part to gift her that.

      He finally cooled down and we got to the topic at hand. We came up with a plan of execution and my brothers should be rolling into town in the next several hours. When I informed them about Ella, things were so quiet on the other end that if someone was to drop a pin, I’d have heard it loud and clear.

      The job given to me for the day is to follow, observe and snap photographs with my polaroid. We need to see who it is that we are up against. What odds will be stacked against us as we pursue the release of my woman and her girl.

      Our girl.

      I meant what I said last night, by making her mine, my old lady, that makes Ella my daughter in not only my eyes, but the eyes of the club.

      And I did make my declaration and intent well-known last night. I claimed her as my old lady which means that she’s protected in the club’s eyes as not only family, but as a sacred and coveted old lady.

      The smile that broadens on my face as I watch Star interact with Ella is uplifting. This will be my future, my family, the only two people who walk this earth that will have my whole-hearted commitment.

      Not that I wouldn’t sacrifice anything for my club and brothers, but these two will be the oxygen that I breathe. The two people who will ultimately keep me grounded and pursue a life worth living.

      I thought my world was complete before venturing out to protect family. That couldn’t have been further from the truth I realize at this moment. I was just pacing through, waiting for them to come in and complete me.

      My orders to keep my distance today were very clear. But I’m having a hard time not rushing up to them and grabbing them while I have the two of them in the same spot. It would be the perfect time and opportunity to rescue them and ride off into the sunset.

      But I’m a lone man and could run into problems that would put us all at more jeopardy. And that would defeat the purpose of our plans. We don’t want to just rescue my family; we want to take out the source of their threat.

      We aren’t dumb fucks; we know that just because you chop off the head of the organization doesn’t mean another one won’t rear its ugly head. Someone always has to be the head honcho of a criminal organization. As long as I’m living and breathing, I will ensure the safety of Star and Ella.

      If I have to put my life on the line each and every day to see to this, I will. I guarantee that I will cut the heads off anyone that pops up and is a threat to them. We already have one enemy who’s escaped death, I won’t have another threat hiding like a coward in the shadows.

      Enough is fucking enough.

      It’s a good thing I purchased several cartridges of film, because each time the two of them are together, I snap a photo. For myself, not for the club. I want to start a photo album, something I’m sure Star doesn’t have. I feel a sense of sorrow sweep through me when I wonder if she has any baby pictures of Ella. I bet she doesn’t; if any exist they’re being hidden or held over her head.

      Fucking piece of shit.

      I want to give her what’s been forbidden to her in the past. It may not be much, but even these few photographs should put a smile on her face.

      And at the end of the day, as her man, that’s my job. And I intend to do a damn good job at it.

      I just have to get her away from here in order to make it a reality.

      My brothers can’t show up quick enough to satisfy the hunger I feel to hold her in my arms, to meet my daughter, to gift them the fucking world on a damn gold plated platter.

      It’s nothing less than both of them deserve.

      The woman with them catches my attention. I’ve seen her face somewhere before; I just can’t place where. Is she friend or foe?

      I take several photos of her and the man standing guard over the three of them. I know that fucker’s face, I saw it last night in the club. He’s the one who took Star from me before I was ready. I think she called him Gray.

      One of Jeremiah’s head henchmen if memory serves from the intel we discovered on him and his organization. This man, Gray, is perceived from our intelligence to be a lethal sonofabitch.

      He, we must definitely keep our eyes on.

      He has an extensive military background and a childhood that makes me quiver.

      He was a killer at the ripe young age of fifteen, his sentence was to join the Armed Forces of the United States government. We trained him, fed him and paid for him to become a lethal human machine.

      Our tax dollars well spent.

      The day passes by quickly, and before I know it, I’m following Star’s daughter and the woman back to a townhouse that’s heavily guarded.

      At least now, I know where both of my girls are being held.

      It’s a steppingstone that we’ll need when the time comes to annihilate the enemy and rescue the innocent.

      My focus will be on getting my family out of the clutches of these monsters. The others can take care of whatever else is needing to be done.
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        Star

      

      

      When I managed to speak with Jessia, I found out she’s just as much of a victim of her brother as I am. He may not sexually abuse her, but he emotionally and mentally has worn her down with his hateful words.

      She opened up a little to me today as we were playing with Ella. Her parents were good, loving, Christian folks, who loved their kids deep down to their core. But according to Jessia, Jeremiah has always been a bad apple.

      He started showing signs of distress when he was very young. He enjoyed torturing animals and being cruel to any visitors that ever entered their home. When his attention turned to hurting his sister, his folks sent him away for psychological help.

      When that didn’t help and he was released from the system, they sent him to weekly counselling meetings with their pastor. Jeremiah learned to play a role, one that the adults in his life bought. But he never changed. If anything, he became more sneaky about the way he’d do things.

      According to her, Gray and Jeremiah grew up in the same social circle and found that they had a lot in common. Jeremiah never touched his sister in a sexual way, but he guided Gray on how to wring the most torture from her. He was her first and only sexual encounter. To this day, Gray still visits her and Jeremiah still plays director. It’s disgusting and causes my skin to crawl.

      “So, when I say you need to escape and run, I mean it, Star. I don't trust that Ella won’t become a victim, someone to sacrifice for his disgusting way of thinking,” she says as we sit on the park’s bench and watch Ella pick wildflowers. “She’s innocent and doesn’t deserve to have him as her dad. I will do anything, sacrifice everything to get you two away.”

      “And what about you?” I ask her. Because I can’t in good conscience leave her here to face her brother’s wrath.

      “He’ll kill me. At this point though, I welcome death, Star. I’m not afraid of dying, I’m petrified of living,” she informs me.

      The sad thing is, I know exactly how she feels. Death would almost be welcoming at this point. If I didn’t have the promise of escape at my fingertips, I’m afraid I’d do something I could never come back from.

      “What if I was to tell you I have a way we can all get away, Jessia?”

      “It’s not possible, one of us needs to stay behind and be a distraction, Star. One of us must sacrifice ourselves for the other two. And that is me, you know it as well as I do.”

      “There’s another way,” I state, not wanting to beat around the bush, but I know I need to ease her into the plan that Shamus is coming up with.

      “How?” when she asks this, her eyes scan, trying to find out if Gray is within hearing distance.

      “I can’t tell you that, Jessia. It’s for both of our well-being if I keep this to myself. But, when men come bursting in, help them, they are the good guys. Yell out the name Shamus, and if he answers, you know they’re the right group.”

      “How well do you know this man, Star? Are you sure he’s trustworthy? I don’t know that we can depend on complete strangers to have Ella’s safety be their first priority.”

      “It’s family, and that’s all I can share with you, Jessia. You have to believe that I’d never intentionally place you or Ella in harm's way.”

      “Jeremiah will fight to the death before he steps aside and lets you go, Star. I doubt he cares about Ella, but he needs her to keep you in line. Gray, shit, he’s got this warped sense of ownership over me. He doesn’t care for me or about me, but he’ll never let me go. I’m who he uses to release the anger he harbors, I have the scars, burns and bruises to prove it.”

      “You’re Ella’s family, Jessia. If you won’t go with us, I’ll have to stay behind. I won’t leave you here to the fate you’ve dished out for yourself.”

      “You can’t do that, Star. Ella needs her momma.”

      “She also needs her aunt,” I declare, not sharing that she will have another once we make our escape. Jessia’s good, I can feel it. “Don’t be the sacrificial lamb, Jessia. She needs strong women in her life. We need to teach her about the signs to watch out for as she grows. We need to be the ones to have that shoulder for her to cry on and be the ones she reaches out to for advice. We know the signs of an abuser, and we all need to be there to make sure she doesn’t unintentionally saddle herself with one.”

      “God, could you forge that nail into my coffin any deeper, Star. I want to be there for her, for you, but I have known my destiny since the night that Jeremiah murdered our parents in front of me. I’ve known that I’d end up meeting my maker in the same way. I’m only good to keep around until Ella’s older, then, my time will end.”

      “Even more reason for you to come with us. Don’t you want to experience life without your brother’s shadow looming over you, Jessia?”

      “More than you can even imagine, Star. I can’t put into words what that would mean to me.”

      “At least think about it, Jessia. Please?”

      “Okay, I’ll consider it, Star. I promise, but if it comes down to me or Ella, she will be my first priority.”

      “Thank you, Jessia. For everything you’ve done for her, I’m so happy that she’s at least experienced some form of love in her everyday routine. You’ve given her what I can’t.”

      “But you will, Star. Soon.” She stealthily reaches over and pats my hand. She removes it just as quickly as she placed it upon mine. We can’t let Gray see us show any type of affection to one another. It could compromise everything if he managed to put two and two together.

      “And so will you, Jessia,” I pledge, hoping that my family, the ones coming for me, will keep that word on my behalf.

      
        
        Shamus

      

      

      I see the way the other woman cringes when Gray places even a finger on her skin. For some damn reason I can’t comprehend, I know that she also needs my protection.

      And I’ll be damned if I don’t want to give that to her.

      I know that there will be three people leaving here with us when the time draws near. I saw the way she and Star were with one another; this woman means something to her. And if she’s special to my old lady, then she’s important to me.

      My brothers may not agree with me, but I will fight for this woman’s freedom. It’s not her fault that she’s forced to live the life she’s in servitude to. And yes, I know she’s forced, I can see it in her body structure, in her eyes and even the way her lips draw into tight lines when she answers that motherfucking piece of shit, Gray. I want to rip his hands away from her, I want to toss him to the side where she’s not forced to converse with him.

      It feels more like a brotherly protective instinct than that of any sexual attraction as I sit astride my bike and watch her. Beyond my comprehension and realm of understanding, I know that this woman is to become an intricate part of my extended family.

      I don’t know if she’ll eventually be an old lady to one of my club brothers, or if I’m simply meant to bring her into the fold of my immediate family; either way, I’ve learned not to second guess what slithers in my head.

      I just tend to be easy going and go along with the flow. These two women seem to have made an instant connection with my inner caveman. If I question everything that flows through my mind, I’ll eventually drive myself insane. I watch as Ella hides behind the mystery woman, and she reaches back and lovingly caress Ella’s hair as she brings her in front of her and rushes them both inside. Gray thankfully stays outside and speaks with one of the many guards who are standing sentry outside of the home.

      My beeper begins to vibrate from where it’s clipped to the side of my jeans. I read it and see that it’s Gunner’s code, he’s here, and it’s time for me to go and meet with him. I’m far enough away from the house that my bike shouldn’t be heard as I fire it up. But without wanting to take any chances, I get off and walk it up the block. When I feel I’m far enough away, I start her up and head toward the motel I’ve been staying at.

      As I pull up to the Ma and Pop type establishment, happiness engulfs me when I see the number of bikes lined up in the front. I honestly felt as if the officers alone would be coming to assist me, but it looks like the club came down in droves. I count at least twelve bikes spanned out in front of the rooms.

      I know the old couple must be ecstatic to have all of the rooms filled. It’s rundown, you can tell it’s been here for ages, but it’s well-maintained and loved. It’s not the damn Ritz or Carlton, but it's an inviting place to stay and lay your head down at night. Everything is clean and organized, but you can tell the furniture is at least a decade old. The rooms are reasonably priced, and at least you get the sense of welcome and they make it their mission to call each of their guests by name when greeting them.

      I go to head into my room to take a quick piss before hunting down the others, but I don’t make it that far before Kruger comes barreling out of his room with murderous intent. His face is red and he looks like he’s ready to brawl.

      “Seriously? Right now, you wanna do it this instant?” I hold my hands out wide at my sides. “Can I at least take a piss first, Kruger?”

      Gunner sticks his head out the door, he’s in the room next to mine, and rolls his eyes when he sees the standoff taking place. “Kruger, stand the fuck down. Shamus, take your damn piss then get your ass over here.” I raise my eyebrow in question at Kruger, wondering if he’s gonna follow orders, or if his anger is too volatile and if he’s too wound up, to let it go.

      He lifts the corner of his lip up in a snarl directed at me, but then twists around and steps inside of Gunner’s room. I do not want to fight my brother; I’d rather have his support then have his fists dive bombing into my face. Kruger is leaner than I am in stature and physique, but the man can throw a deadly punch.

      Not to mention, I’d prefer not meeting my daughter for the first time sporting a black eye. That’s a first impression I don’t want to make when it comes to her. I don’t want her to be scared of me, she’s known enough fear in her short span of life than what she should.

      Shaking off my thoughts, I head into my room to take care of business.

    

  

This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/image-2-removebg-preview.jpg
CHABTER





OEBPS/images/image-4-removebg-preview.jpg
CHAETER





OEBPS/images/utterlywrecked_title.jpg
UTTERLY
WRECHUED

USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR

LIBERTY PARKER






OEBPS/images/dreamcatcher-collection-two-interior.jpg
GOLLECTION

Vv
1

TWO0

_usAad ) DA j‘:i:}"l‘§'iLJ,J,!'\.(J \-l,"{‘J:I()Ji
LIBERTY PARKER






OEBPS/images/image-37420303_2068537346797194_130366508135088128_n.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-6-removebg-preview.jpg
CHAETER





OEBPS/images/image-1-removebg-preview.jpg
CHAIIJTER






OEBPS/images/utterly-wrecked-kindle.jpg
Dream(C@tcher

oooooooooooo

USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR

L1 B EESINEEERI< ER





OEBPS/images/pro-removebg-preview.jpg
PROLOGUE





OEBPS/images/dcmc-collection-two.jpg
~
©)
=o)
=
2
O

&

SELLIN

»,:S; 3
v

E

UsSA TODAY B

LIBERT

PARKER





OEBPS/images/image-3-removebg-preview.jpg
CHAgTER






OEBPS/images/image-5-removebg-preview.jpg
CHAgTER





