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        SIDE NOTES

      

      

      A chaplain is normally the one over all of the spiritual things in a club, as well as performs marriage ceremonies, funerals, and puts protection on members in jail.

      A chaplain in my book is the one the members go to for advice. So, please keep that in mind while reading this book.

      Thanks!
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      I glanced over at Copper as he stepped up to my side. I just grunted in acknowledgment and put my cigarette back between my lips, picking up my wrench to finish taking this damn hose off.

      “Just had a woman show up at the clubhouse begging for help,” he informed me. I stayed silent. “She asked for you.”

      That made me stand upright. I didn’t get close to any woman, and while yes, some women came to the club seeking help, they never asked for me. I never let any woman feel comfortable enough to do so.

      I took my cigarette from between my lips and blew the smoke to the side. “The fuck someone come looking for me for?” I asked him. “I don’t know any woman well enough for that shit.”

      Copper shrugged. “Don’t know, brother, but she’s got a kid with her.”

      I swore under my breath and set the wrench down, snatching up my grease rag after tossing my cigarette to the ground, stomping it out. “Fuck. I’ll head up there. She say what her name was?”

      “Cassidy,” he told me. “She can’t be any older than twenty-one or twenty-two.” Copper clenched his jaw. “Kid kind of looks like you, Damon.”

      “Fuck,” I swore. I was always careful to wrap my dick up. I even made sure every woman I fucked couldn’t take my cum with her to trap me.

      I set the grease rag down and walked over to my bike to head to the clubhouse. I’d just bought this place a few months after Kyle and Skylar got married, and I hadn’t done much to it afterward. I still mostly just stayed at the clubhouse.

      And I should have stayed there today because surprises always fucking popped up when I wasn’t.

      I checked my phone as I straddled my bike. Copper had called three times, but all I had wanted was a damn day of peace and quiet by myself.

      That shit was basically nonexistent in my life though.

      Shaking my head, I gunned my engine, not even bothering with the helmet as I took off after Copper towards the clubhouse.
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      There was a woman sitting in the chapel when Copper led me into the room. She had a sleeping baby girl cradled in her arms, and the woman, who I was assuming was Cassidy, looked like she had seen a lot better days.

      I shut the door behind me and then crossed my arms over my chest as I regarded her. “Who the hell are you, how did you find me, and how the fuck do you know me?”

      She swallowed nervously, fear sparking in her dark eyes. “My name is Cassidy Holmes,” she said quietly, her voice giving away how afraid she really was. She opened her mouth to continue, but I held my hand up, halting her.

      Her last name was all I needed to re-spark that memory.

      Holmes.

      I silently regarded her, studying her intently. I compared the memory of Emily, the only girl I’d ever had feelings for to her, and began to notice the similarities.

      “I was told you died, Emily,” I snapped at her, calling her by her real name. Almost two years ago, she had gone by Emily – Emily Holmes. But staring at her now, it was clearly her. She had dyed her hair to an inky black color, and she obviously had colored contacts in to make her eyes darker, but it was definitely her.

      “It’s Cassidy now,” she quickly corrected me. “I was the only survivor of that fire,” she explained. “I barely escaped with my life, but the people who set it – they, um, they took me.”

      I remembered that fire like it was yesterday. That fire marked the day that I gave up all hope on love and happily-ever-after for myself.

      I’d always planned to just watch my brothers settle down and be happy.

      It just wasn’t in the cards for me. With guilt assuaging every sense, I’d come to terms with that.

      I hadn’t saved her. So, what did I look like ever falling in love with someone that wasn’t her?

      I grabbed a chair and snatched it out from under the table, taking a seat in it. “It was ruled as starting from the fucking stove – a grease fire. So, explain to me what in the hell really happened,” I ordered.

      Emily, or Cassidy as she now wanted to be called, had been the only woman I’d ever given my time to. There had been something about her – that wild, untamable spirit of hers – that had sucked me into her.

      I’d been down there, helping the Savage Crows Texas Charter out when I’d met her. She had just gotten a job at the bar two towns over.

      It had been sparks from there.

      “Jefferson Davis – do you remember me mentioning him?” I nodded at her. He was her mother’s ex, rumored to be nothing more than a junkie and an alcoholic. “He joined some gang there, spread some shit about my mom, and managed to get them to back him up in retaliation.” She swallowed thickly. “I later found out they hadn’t planned on me being there, so they took me to make it seem like I’d died there as well.”

      “Fucking hell,” I swore. I scrubbed my hands down my face, my eyes moving to the baby in her arms as it made a small sound in its sleep. “And her?”

      Cassidy smiled down at her daughter. “Emily Rose,” she whispered. “I can’t be Emily anymore. I’m on the run.” She swallowed thickly. “I wanted her to have some piece of me that was once the real me.” Cassidy looked up at me. “She’s yours, Damon.” My heart stopped in my chest for a beat, but years of training kept my face impassive. Not much shocked me these fucking days, but that sure as fuck had. Even though Copper had warned me the baby looked like me, I still wasn’t fully prepared for the news of it. “I’ve been fighting tooth and nail to keep her safe, and the moment I got the chance to escape with her, I took it.”

      I stood up and moved around the table, standing over her, looking down at the baby cradled and swaddled in her arms.

      She really did fucking look like me. Same hair color. Same eyes. Same fucking nose and lips.

      I reached out and ran my finger over her cheek, unable to help myself. She was something beautiful that Cassidy and I had created together. “You know I can’t let you run anymore, right?” I asked Cassidy, moving my eyes to meet hers. She swallowed nervously. “Cassidy,” I said, calling her by her alias, “no one is going to fucking touch you, and if they even dare to try, they’ll be facing a war they won’t survive,” I promised.

      “I’m scared, Damon,” she whispered. Tears glittered in her eyes. I hated that she was scared, hated that I had once let her down and killed her trust in me.

      I shook my head at her. “Nothing to be scared of anymore,” I told her honestly. “Not with me and this entire club protecting you and our daughter.”

      “I only wanted to leave her here with you – to protect her from my shit⁠—”

      That wasn’t fucking happening.

      She wasn’t leaving here.

      “No need,” I told her, only years of practice making me keep my cool. “You should have known better than to think I would ever let you continue running like this.” I reached up and played with the ends of her black hair. “Black looks good on you,” I noted. Her cheeks darkened. “But those contacts have to go, darlin’.”

      Her shoulders sagged in defeat. “Promise my shit won’t ever touch her?” Cassidy asked me.

      I nodded. “Swear on my fucking life, darlin’,” I swore. “She will always be safe here.” I leaned down some and let my eyes meet hers. “Just as you always will be.”
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      Damon led me out into the main area of the clubhouse with his hand on my back while I clutched Emily closer to me. A blonde woman stepped into the clubhouse with the club president, Copper, and she was laughing at something he said.

      “Penny,” Damon gruffly called. She looked up at him, her eyes moving to me for a moment before she looked back at Damon. “Do you and Copper still have one of the kids’ cribs?” he asked her.

      She nodded. “Somewhere in storage, yeah. You would have to go dig it out,” she warned him. Copper snorted at that, and she elbowed him.

      “Cool.” Damon gently nudged me towards Penny with his hand on the small of my back. I nervously moved forward. “Penny, this is Cassidy. She’ll be staying with me for a while. You mind keeping her company and getting her settled in around here while I drag your husband to go help me find this damn crib?”

      Penny laughed at Copper’s scowl. “Yeah.” She smiled at me, and something about her smile eased my nerves. “Come on. I’m sure Skylar has a bassinet upstairs that your little one can sleep in,” she assured me.

      “Brother, I’m not digging shit out in storage,” Copper snapped at Damon as Damon moved towards him.

      Damon shrugged. “You think you aren’t, but you are. Come on, Prez.” Damon looked over at Penny. “You got any baby girl clothes by chance that will fit Emily?”

      “Lots,” Penny told him, not even phased by his questions, nor did she look confused. “Take whatever baby stuff you need, Damon. I enjoy buying new things.”

      He arched an eyebrow at her. “You’re pregnant?” he asked her.

      Penny laughed and shook her head but winked at her husband who just grinned and rocked back on his heels. “Not yet.”

      Damon and Copper walked out of the clubhouse. Penny smiled at me. “I know it’s nerve-wracking being here, but trust me, you’re in good hands, especially with Damon.” She led me over to a table. “Sit here. You look like you haven’t eaten in ages. I’ll grab you something to eat, and Skylar might even have some formula here that you can use.”

      “I actually breastfeed,” I said, my blush darkening my cheeks. Being trapped in a tiny room didn’t give me luxuries of formula. Jefferson had made sure I was fed just enough to nourish my baby. Even the bare minimum I needed of diapers was provided.

      Penny shrugged. “Well, whenever she gets hungry, let me know, and I’ll take you to the back so you can feed her in private. Damon has a room here at the clubhouse, and you can use that.”

      “Thank you,” I said softly. Privacy would be a blessing. I hadn’t known privacy since the day that fire happened.

      Penny gave me a soft smile, like she understood what I was going through. Then, she spun on her heel and disappeared through a door behind the bar.

      Emily chose that moment to wake up, her loud, piercing cry sounding in the air, almost bursting my ear drum. I winced and quickly stood up, bouncing her around the room.

      “Shh,” I soothed, gently patting her back. Penny came out from behind the bar. I looked up at her, panicking slightly. I didn’t want to piss anyone off that might be here by allowing Emily to continue crying. “I need to feed her.”

      Penny waved me towards the back hallway. I quickly followed her into a room that contained only the bare minimum. The only signs of it being inhabited were the clothes in the laundry basket, the boots by the door, and the smell of Damon that honestly hadn’t changed since the last time I’d seen him.

      “You can breastfeed her in here,” Penny told me over the sound of Emily crying. “Just come on back out when you’re done.”

      She quickly left the room, giving me privacy. I laid Emily down on the mattress and quickly pulled my shirt over my head and yanked my bra down. She silenced as soon as she latched on, and I breathed a sigh of relief, thankful I hadn’t managed to piss anyone off.

      Where I’d been holed up at when Jefferson had kidnapped me, Emily wasn’t allowed to cry, and it was hell if they heard her.

      “We’re safe here, baby girl,” I whispered, trying to reassure myself as much as I was her. “It’s going to be okay.”
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      Damon stepped into the room just as I was finishing up changing Emily. Penny had been kind enough to bring me her diaper bag, the only bag I had managed to escape with.

      I’d been left alone when something happened outside, and my door had been left unlocked in the process. It was sheer luck I made it out of there alive. And I’d trekked through the woods until I found a road, and from there, I’d hitch-hiked all the way here.

      “Everything okay?” Damon asked me.

      I nodded. Emily giggled and clapped her hands, her blue eyes seeking out Damon. She squealed when her eyes landed on him.

      Shocking the hell out of me since it was so out of the norm of the man I had always known, Damon’s lips tilted the slightest bit, and he lifted Emily up as soon as I fastened the last button on her onesie.

      “Hi, Princess,” he whispered. My heart clenched in my chest at the beautiful image they made, and anger surged through me at Jefferson for keeping them apart. Sure, I’d been angry and upset since day one of being ripped from Damon, but he had never deserved to not know his kid.
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