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        Thank you so much for picking up Claimed by the Claws. I just wanted to let you know that if you haven’t already claimed your copy of my first book, Mated to the Claws, you can do so here:

      

      

      
        
          [image: ok]
        

      

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      
        
        Bree was a bit shy. She wanted to have the boldness that her friend Sandra had, but she shied away from confrontation.

        It didn’t help that her last boyfriend was a biker and he wasn’t letting her go. Greg was everywhere she was and it drove her crazy. She swore off men altogether, sure that it was the only way she was going to find peace in her life.

        Then came Daxton. He was back in town after serving in the military and the small town of Lost Hills had changed, a lot. It was not the place he’d left and it didn’t take long for him to see that Greg was now in charge.

        Daxton wasn’t going to stand for it, and he certainly wasn’t going to stand for the guy putting his hands on Bree. He saw it happening from afar and came to her rescue.

        It started another war between the two sides and Bree was thrown in the middle of it. While she thought that she knew what she was getting herself into, Bree was about to find out that she had no clue.

        Daxton and the others had a secret and it threatened to turn her whole life upside down.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 1

          

          Sandra

        

      

    

    
      “Alright class, I know that we are all excited to get out of here, but we have to tone it down a little bit. You don’t want the principal to have to come back in here, do you?”

      Everyone agreed that they didn’t want that to happen. The kids were used to me and I was rather lenient, but it wouldn’t be the first time that the principal had been called into the classroom by another teacher. Since Bree was next to me, I knew that it wasn’t her that was telling on me. It was sad when the kids weren’t the tattle tales. I could almost guess who it was. I was sure that it was Mrs. Beverly. She was old and rude and had never liked me much since I started there.

      The kids started to calm down and I watched them start to pick up their things. We hadn’t done much in the way of work today, but we had gone over some of the bigger and better projects that we’d done throughout the year and I was happy to have the time to reminisce. I figured that the kids should enjoy their summer, not get bombarded with a bunch of work to take with them.

      I looked at the clock and even my desk was practically empty. I was ready to go, just the same as they were, and I was watching the clock just the same. While I loved my job and my students, there was a big part of me that was looking forward to the freedom of the summer.

      It was hard for me to think about anything else when the sun was getting brighter and it was already warming up. Too many days in the last month, I had looked outside and wished that I was out there in the sunshine, just like every other kid in my class. There was just something about the school at the end of the year that started to make it feel more like a jail than anything else and I was ready to break free.

      There was only a few minutes left in the day and I had a couple of my students come towards me in tears.

      “What is a matter, Ophelia?”

      “I don’t want to leave.”

      “This isn’t the last day honey. I will see you tomorrow, remember? Tomorrow is the last day, but when you come back next year, guess what?”

      “What?”

      “I will still be here and we will still see each other at lunch time and in the halls.”

      Ophelia started to brighten up a little bit, but she still wanted to tell me that she was going to miss me. She gave me a hug and I almost melted. The kids were crazy to deal with half of the time, but I wouldn’t have changed it for the world. Moments like this made it all worth it on the worst days.

      A few other kids came up to me as they were leaving when the bell rang. I was trying to tell myself that I wasn’t going to let the last day get to me, but who was I kidding. The last day always did this to me and even though this was only my third year, it seemed to get worse and worse, it was hard not to get attached. It made me wonder if I was ever going to have any of my own. Sad part was, I had to do this all over again the next day. It was a half of a day, but all of the emotions were going to be there.

      The classroom was empty in minutes, but it was still a mess. It was strange to be in there when there weren’t any kids running around and yelling. I didn’t know what I was feeling at the moment, but I was going to miss them. I knew that I would see them in their classes for second grade, but it wasn’t going to be the same. I would have another set of kids in a few months and there was part of me that wanted to keep them. But I knew I couldn’t.

      I was sad, but when I saw Bree come in, I knew that it would be better now. She was looking about as sad I was feeling, and I knew that she was far more upset than me. She was a gentle soul and I could see that her mascara had ran a little bit from crying.

      “Why do you look so upset? Most of us are happy that we will be able to have a couple of months off.”

      Bree just gave me a dirty look and told me that I wasn’t no better.

      “You aren’t fooling anyone Sandra. I know that you’re just as upset as I am about it.”

      I told her that I wasn’t, but I was. It was really hard not to miss all of the kid’s sweet faces. They were always happy to see me, and it was a feeling that I was going to miss over the summer. But there was other feelings that I wanted more, and I was ready to get started on something new.

      “I am a little sad, but I’m ready for the summer. I am ready for the beach and the sun and drinks in the middle of the day. I’m sure that I am going to miss the kids, but I will make sure that there are enough other things on my mind, that I won’t miss them all that much.”

      “I don’t know what I’m going to do for the summer. It’s going to be weird because I’m not even teaching summer school this year. This will be my first summer off since before I went to college.”

      I just clicked my tongue at her. There was no way that she was going to get the peaceful summer that she was looking for. Bree was a girl that was always in her shell and I felt like it was my job to pull her out of it. I don’t know how successful I was going to be, it was almost impossible sometimes to get her to come out with me, but this summer, things were going to be different. I was going to hound her until it was impossible for her to refuse me.

      “Well, today is a new day and I want to make sure that we change that. You are not getting another job. You don’t need it. We are going to have a good time this summer and I’m not going to take no for an answer.”

      It was clear that Bree wasn’t too happy with what I was saying. She wanted to stay home because she was an introvert, but I wanted to get out. Bree needed to get out as well and the more I tried to push her out there, the more she fought me. I wasn’t going to take no for an answer anymore.

      “I will try to get out some, but you know that partying at the clubs is not really my thing.”

      “I know, but you’re never going to meet a guy if you always have your nose in a book.”

      Bree made a face at me and told me that she wasn’t looking.

      “You have to move on eventually. You have to put yourself back out there. Every woman in here would die to have your body and you’re just wasting it.”

      Bree didn’t want to hear it, she never did. She was convinced that she was too big, but I just tried to tell her that it was all in her head. While Bree was a little bit bigger than I was, she was also proportioned perfectly so it just made her look even better. She had the big ass and tits that was all the rage. I would have killed for her body, but Bree didn’t see it.

      It was funny because she said that she wanted to look like me, and I wanted to look like her. We were on two different sides of the spectrum, but at the end of the day, neither one of us was happy completely with the skin we were in. It seemed to be something that all women had in common, whether it was warranted or not.

      “Whatever Sandra. You’re just saying that so that I will go out with you tonight. You’re not slick. You never are because you never want anything else.”

      I could see that she was trying to back out of it before I even had a chance to talk her into it. I wanted to go out tonight, have some drinks and kick off what I hoped would be a great summer. Bree wasn’t playing the game and I really wanted her to.

      “Come on Bree. Let’s go out tonight and celebrate.”

      “What are we celebrating? Do you have some news?”

      I sighed to myself. She really was impossible.

      “No, but this is the second to last day of school and it feels like something that we should be celebrating.”

      “You just want an excuse to drink.”

      I wasn’t going to argue with her, because there really was no point. I did want her to come with me, but not as an excuse. I really didn’t need one. I wanted her to go because once Bree chilled out and let her hair down, she was entertaining as well.

      “No, I want you to come with, so I don’t have to go by myself.”

      Bree wasn’t able to say no to that and she had this look on her face like she wasn’t happy that I had roped her into. I didn’t care how upset she was with me at the moment. I was sure that once she found a new man and started a new relationship, it was going to be better. I was just sure of it. I was sure that she would say yes and when she nodded her head reluctantly, it was hard for me to pretend that I wasn’t stoked, and I hugged her to me.

      “We’re going to have such a great time. You know that, don’t you?”

      Bree wasn’t too sure about it, but I was sure. I was going to make sure that she had a good time and then it would be easier to get her out later. I was trying hard to break her little cocoon, even if she wasn’t able to do it herself.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          Bree

        

      

    

    
      We agreed to meet up a little bit later. She wanted to go to the bar, because in the drive-through town of Lost Hills, there weren’t too many places to go. I was sure that we were going to go off the interstate a ways.

      Sandra wouldn’t let me leave earlier until I agreed to go and I knew that I would have much rather stayed at home. It was the last thing that I wanted to do, going out. I didn’t want to go out, get dressed up and get judged, but I was trying to make her happy.

      While Sandra said she wanted my body, I didn’t know why. I liked it sometimes, but I had always rather been a little smaller and petite. I am voluptuous, curvy, thick, all of the things that I didn’t want to be. Sometimes I just wanted to be that tiny girl that her boyfriend could pick up and twirl around with. I don’t think that was ever going to happen with me.

      I stared at the reflection in the mirror and I knew that I was going to have to get myself together. I didn’t want to, and I was going to have to work harder at hiding that fact. At the moment, it was out for anyone to see.

      I put on a dress that I knew my mother wouldn't approve of. It fit me like a glove and I ran my hands down the silken fabric that felt so good. It was something that my mother would have thought would make me look like a Jezebel. For some reason she really like that word and after my friend Tabitha got pregnant in the eighth grade, all I ever heard about was how I wasn’t going to be a Jezebel like her. About the time my best friend was having her baby, mom was making me put more clothes on. When that wasn't enough to keep stray eyes away from my early budding body, she sent me away. If you could only see me now, I thought to myself.

      I was satisfied with the way it fit my curves. It was almost ashamed that I hadn’t taken it out and worn in so long. I forgot the way it made me feel. Or it was more likely that I had nowhere to wear it. While Sandra tried to get me out a lot, I was the one that was always canceling plans. She wanted to go out and have fun. She was single, and she wanted to change that. I didn't. I’d had enough of the dating world for a while.

      My phone rang, and I walked into the living room to pick it up. It was Sandra and she was wanting to know if I was ready to go. She didn't want to get there if I wasn't there, but I thought I had more time. I noticed the time on the phone and told her that I was going to be a few more minutes.

      “What do you have to do?”

      “I don't know, stuff. I have to put my face on at least. You know I hate putting on makeup, so it takes a little while because I’m not very good at it.”

      “Well then, I'm coming over. I will have you straightened up in no time.”

      I knew what she wanted to do. Sandra was convinced that I needed a makeover. She thought that I dressed to dowdy, her words not mine. It was not something that I liked to hear, but I could see her point sometimes. Sometimes I didn't want to deal with male attention and it was just easier to wear things a little baggier to ward them off. They didn’t notice me and I think that was a trait that I had picked up from my mother after all of her years from trying to hide me from lustful me. I internalized a lot of it and that meant that I was not too comfortable with guys looking at me.

      I tried to tell her that I didn't need her to come by, but she was going to anyway, so I didn't even try to stop her. Sandra said she would be over in a few minutes and I commiserated about what she was going to do. She was going to want to put fake eyelashes and red lipstick on me. I just knew it.

      Almost ready by the time she got to my house, I tried to tell her that I didn't need to put makeup on. I didn't really like to wear makeup all that much. It was most likely why I wasn’t very good at it. I just never did it.

      “Come on you have to find someone, at least for the night. You can't wear that dress and wear nothing on your face.”

      I know to her that somehow made sense, but to me, it didn't make any sense at all. I asked her why it was so important, and she answered with a question of our own.

      “You want to find yourself a man, don't you?”

      I was shaking my head before I could really think about it. The last guy I’d been with was Greg and while it was hot and intense for a little while, when the truth came out everything changed. Greg was nothing like I thought he was. He represented himself all wrong. He’d been a thug and had lied to me the whole time. I just hadn’t been able to rectify it in my head.

      “After Greg, do you really think that I want to find another man? I still hear from him now and again and he sent me flowers a couple weeks ago. When I break up with a guy, even if it's best for both of us, it seems like it is just easier to move away. They don't want to let things go, and it looks like Greg doesn't want to either. He keeps saying that he wants to get back together, and I certainly don't need another Greg running around. He takes up all that time and energy that I have it as it is.”

      Sandra just shook her head at me. “You don't know how lucky you are sometimes Bree. Do you know how many people would kill to have that sort of control over men? I don't know what you do to men, but ever since I have known you, it seems like you have always been a heartbreaker. I don’t even think you mean to be. It’s just in your nature. Maybe it’s the fact that you dangle the goods, but never give in.”

      “Ouch.” Sandra was hitting below the belt tonight.

      “Well…if it looks like a duck.”

      I waved her off and told her that she was just being silly. I don’t think that it was me just being irresistible, more than I just had a knack to date those type of guys. I was nothing special, not really, so her comments weren’t warranted. It didn’t make sense to me, but what was happening with Greg was the norm. I find big guys with short tempers that are a little dangerous. I don’t know why I’m attracted to that sort of guy. I drew the line when I found out that he was the head of one of the motorcycle gangs that ran up and down the coast. No matter how much I was attracted to Greg, I wasn’t going to be able to make that okay in my head. I just couldn’t, no matter how much fun we’d had when we were together.

      “I'm just saying very hot. You are like a walking hard on to men. I don't really know what you do to them, but I know you do something. Maybe if you would move on, Greg would see it and move on as well.”

      While I liked to think that she was right, I wasn't ready to move on. It wasn't like I was clinging on to some sort of love from Greg, it was something else altogether. I didn't want to find another Greg, so I would rather be alone than have to worry about that again. It felt like Greg was never going to let it go. He called, texted, emailed, sent flowers and was generally sort of stalkerish.

      “I'm not going out to look for a man, Sandra. I am perfectly content without one.”

      She looked at me and rolled her eyes like it was impossible feel that way

      “Uh huh. You are going to find a man that makes you eat your words.”

      “That may be so, but I'm not going to hold my breath about it.”
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          Bree

        

      

    

    
      It took Sandra another twenty minutes of painting my face and putting on these crazy fake eyelashes before she was ready to go. I knew that it was going to be hard to slow her down once she got started, and I was right. Once she was done with my makeup, the next thing I knew was she was pulling my hair down and trying to style that as well.

      “Hey! It took me like ten minutes to put that up.”

      “It’s crap Bree. Your hair is so thick and pretty. You need to leave it down.”

      I hated my hair. It was brown, much like my eyes. It was a dark chestnut color, but I would have preferred to be blonde. That was mainly because I was sure that they had more fun.

      Sandra flipped and flopped my hair until I finally ran my hands through it and told her that it was as good as it was going to get. She pouted.

      “Why don't you ever let me play with your hair? You know that I love it.”

      “If you want to do that, maybe we can just stay in and drink some wine instead of going out.”

      I was hopeful that she would take the bait, but I should have known better. Sandra saw the right through me and told me that it was time to go. I don't know why really, but I had a sick feeling in my stomach. I didn't know which bar we were going to, but I was hoping that it would be one out of town that was a bit high scale. I wouldn’t be bothered near as much over there.

      Sandra drove because she knew where the place was. I had been tempted to take my own vehicle, because sometimes I was ready to leave long before she was. I didn't do it because I knew that it would just tempt me to leave sooner. I told her that I was going to go out and have some fun and I was determined to do just that.

      “So, don't freak out…”

      Just her saying that kind of made me freak out a little bit. When a person like Sandra said something like that, there was usually a reason to freak out. I just didn't know what it was yet, but I was worried that she was trying to set me up with someone again. It was something that she kept doing even though she failed at it miserably every time.

      “What?”

      “I know that you think we're going to Bellio’s but we're not. I was thinking that we could go somewhere else.”

      There weren't many places left to go and I didn't like where this was going. There was no telling with Sandra. she could have heard about a party at the college the next town over and we're on our way there. I really just never knew with her.

      “So where are we going then?”

      I was really starting to regret the fact that I didn't have my car with me. We hadn't even gotten to the place yet and I was already ready to go home.

      “I was thinking that we would go to Doc’s.”

      Sandra was telling me this as she was pulling in. I don't know why, but it was in a place that I'd even thought was an option. It was certainly not our scene, or at least not mine. I worried that Greg would be there and knew that he would think I was there for him. It was one of the worst places that I could think to go, and I was a little shocked when she actually turned the engine off.

      “So, you're serious?”

      “Yeah, why?”

      I wasn't sure if she was messing with me or not. Did she not think that this would be a horrible idea? I kept waiting for her to tell me that she was just joking and for her to start the car back up, so we could leave, but that didn't happen. I was more surprised that we didn’t leave than anything else.

      “This is just not really my thing. I am certainly not going to find a man here.”

      Sandra just shrugged her shoulders and smiled at me.

      “Well you did say that you aren't looking, right?”

      I just shake my head and I feel like I've been bamboozled. She had known that we were going here and the idea of running into Greg made my heart beat a little bit faster. It wasn't the good kind of hypertension either. This was the kind that came from stress and the worry about what was going to happen next.

      “You really want to go in this place? I mean look at it.”

      We both looked at the outside of the bar and it was hard to be impressed by then exterior. Half of the front was covered with bikes in rows and the other half was covered with pickup trucks that looked like they had out of seen better days. There were a few men outside and every single one of them was wearing a leather jacket and looked pretty rowdy. I was attracted to that sort, but I knew better now. I knew that they were good to look at it, maybe have a few kisses with, but it certainly wasn't something that needed to go further than that. This wasn't my world and it it's hard to pretend it was.

      Sandra felt more at home at the bar because of her brother. Her brother had been in a game a long time ago and Sandra had fallen for several of his friends. While she had never been able to do anything because her brother would kill them all, she had always liked the look of leather and the look of a man on the back of a bike.

      I was going to have to pull my mind out of the gutter because we certainly weren't there for that. Sandra may be here for that, but I wasn't going to find what I was looking for if I was looking for something here. She finally got out and started to walk towards the front. It’s like I didn't have a choice. This is what we were doing and that bad feeling was back in full force.

      Every step towards the door, made me look at the group of men on the outside looking at me. A few of them made some cat calls and I just ignored it all. It wouldn’t be the first time that I'd heard such things but in a small town it was usually men in the club that acted that way. Everyone else would have a little bit more dignity to them.

      I told her again under my breath that I really didn’t want to be here, but she assured me that it was going to be fine. She asked me what the big deal was, and I didn’t want to tell her. I just shrugged finally and kept my mouth shut. It wasn’t going to do me any good.

      If we were going to go, I definitely wasn’t going to bring up Greg. I was afraid that if I did, then he was going to pop up all of a sudden and I would be left to deal with him. Maybe it wouldn’t be as bad as I thought, though I was already hoping that she didn’t fancy any of the men in here. Then we could maybe go somewhere else after too long. It was too early for Greg to be out, but he would be soon, and I didn’t want to be at Doc’s when he came.

      The place inside was no more impressive then it was inside. The interior was dark, and I could barely see anything. This was certainly not the place that I would have considered a good time. But that was going to have to be okay. I walked up to the bar convinced that if I had a drink in my hand, I might be able to wing this. Without it, I didn’t think that I had a chance.

      The bartender looked us up and down and I ignored the lust in his eyes. It wasn't like I hadn’t seen it before, but it wasn't worth my time to comment. I wasn't attracted to him in any way and the burly man with the green eyes was not even on my level. He was a lot older than me and when told me it was on the house, I put down enough for the drink anyways. I didn’t want to invite any future attention and some men bought drinks for that reason.

      Sandra was looking around and I saw that something or someone had already caught her eye. She kept looking in one direction and I groaned inwardly. This was not going to be a quick stop over apparently and I was here for the ride..

      I tried to see what it was that had her attention, but the place was just too packed and I couldn't figure out who it was that she was given all the attention to.

      “Do you see that guy over there?”

      As I turned my head, she gestured in the same direction as she had been looking in and I didn't notice anything out of the ordinary. There were several men over there, but none of them really caught my attention. I was still too worried about finding Greg here that I just wanted to get out of Doc’s before I ran into him.

      “Come on. Come on. Let's go over there and say hi. He's really cute.”

      I was dragged over there forcibly and then I was willing to go when I realized that I had no choice. My friend was freakishly strong.. I don't know what Sandra was thinking, then again, there was a good chance that she wasn’t. She knew that I didn’t want to go, but she kept pushing and I finally just gave in to save a scene.

      I was frustrated and called her a bully. Sandra just agreed and waited. “Fine, let’s go.”

      She grinned at me and I groaned out loud so she knew I was irked. Sandra just didn’t get it or she just didn’t care. I felt like she had a reason for pushing me here tonight, but I still didn’t know what it was. If meeting a couple of guys was going to get me home sooner, I was down for that.
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          Sandra

        

      

    

    
      While I was thankful that Bree decided to come with me, even if there was not a lot of happiness in her face. I don't know what it was about her, but she acted like she was in her sixties. She was young, beautiful, and she didn't even seem to realize it. I would have killed for her body and I have told her that a million times, but she doesn't believe me. She doesn't see all of the guys that are looking at her right now, especially the two that we were walking up to. I wish that they looked at me the way they looked at her.

      I was a dime a dozen, blonde and skinny. It wasn’t hard to find one just like me, several in this very room, but Bree was something special. She had this look to her that always drew the men in, even though she was oblivious to it all. It wasn’t an act, she really was or just really good at controlling her reaction.

      “So we are just going to talk to them for a few. You don't have to get all nervous. You just need to calm down. This is no big deal.

      Bree looked like she wasn’t so sure and I tried to tell her that everything was going to be okay. We are getting close to the other side of the bar and to the two guys that were looking our way. I already knew which one I liked, but he was looking at Bree, not me.

      “Hey beautiful.”

      The blond guy was talking to Bree and didn’t even look my way. I should have been upset, but I was actually used to it from going out with her. If she was as active at looking as I was, Bree would not have been single for all these months. Greg had really messed with her head a little bit and I wish that she had never met him. If she hadn’t, she wouldn't be the way she is now. That man really killed herself esteem.

      Bree finally said hello but she would barely look him in the eye. It was almost painful to watch. I would never understand why she was so shy, especially because of the way she looked. She had nothing to be shy about.

      I said hello to the dark haired guy and tried to ignore the fact that he was into Bree as well. It was sort of funny to me because neither one of them realized that they didn't stand a snowball’s chance in hell of her giving them the time of day.

      While Bree liked to believe that she liked good guys and she wanted to find a good man and get married, she was actually attracted to this sort just like I was. There was something about a guy in leather and I could tell that Bree was the same way. She just didn't want to admit it because she had been warned off of bad boys her whole life because of her mother.

      The two guys asked if we wanted to drink and I agreed, sitting down next to the dark haired guy and asked him his name. His name was Dyson and I told him my own.

      I looked back to see that Bree was still standing up. She hadn't taken a seat and I didn't know she was actually going to. She was looking at the blonde guy like he was an alien and I just kind of shook my head. She was painfully shy and awkward sometimes.

      Calvin was the other guy’s name that was trying to get with my friend, but he wasn't having much luck. We finally sat down but she was so far away it was almost like she was afraid of germs or something. It really was hard to watch. I almost felt sorry for the guy. Almost.

      “So what are two fine women like yourselves, doing in a place like this?”

      He was talking to Bree, it was pretty obvious, but Bree wasn't giving him any attention whatsoever. She kept looking at the throng of people around us, looking for someone. I had a good idea of who that someone was.

      “We were just checking the place out. We have never been here before. This place has a sort of reputation.”

      Calvin agreed and told me that it was pretty quiet at the moment.

      “There used to be another motorcycle club around here that didn't get along with the people on the other side of town. This used to be a place where they would all end up and things never seemed to go well. There used to be a lot of fights in here, but now that one of the clubs folded, it is a lot more peaceful.”

      I really didn't know much about motorcycle clubs, except for what I learned from my brother.

      I would like to call them biker gangs because it just sounded sexier. A club didn't seem to be a good name for a bunch of tough looking guys in leather jackets riding motorcycles. When I thought of a club, I thought of chess or a book club. Motorcycles, not so much.

      “Well I am glad that it is a little calmer here now. My brother used to come in here a lot, but he’d never let me go with him.”

      Dyson kind of shook his head and then looked over at Bree. He really didn't want to talk to me and I tried to get to know Dyson. He didn't have much to say though, and his attention was somewhere else. I don't know why but I was starting to get a little flustered and instead of sticking around and being ignored I told her that I had to go to the bathroom.

      While I would like to say that I wasn’t jealous of my friend, I kinda was. Even if it wasn't her fault. I was hurt because she really had no clue.

      “Bree, I am going to go to the bathroom. I'll be back in a minute.”

      She looked over at me like I was going to abandon her with a pack of wolves. I look from Dyson to Calvin and I could kind of see her point. The guys were huge and by the look in their eyes, there was only one thing that they were looking for. Problem was, I knew that it was something that Bree was not going to give up. Bree was not only completely unaware of the men sitting around her, but she was also a virgin. While it made her awkward, it was almost like the men around her were drawn to her because of that. It was the only thing I can think of.

      “Well I will go with you.”

      Bree started to stand up and I told her that she didn't have to go.

      “I'm just going to be a minute. Really.”

      She shook her head and I could tell that she really wanted to go with me. Maybe it was because I didn't really want to be around her at the moment or maybe it was something else, but I told her that I was going to be flying solo, so she should stay. I didn't give her a choice. One way or another, Bree was going to get out there, even if I had to do it a little underhandedly by abandoning her with a couple of hot bikers. She would be okay.

      I made my way to the back of the bar and I didn’t look back. I literally did not want to see her pouty eyes, as she looked at me. I knew that is was what I would see and I didn't want to. It was only going to make me feel bad. but I had to tell myself that there was no reason for it. Bree wasn’t going to get out there until she was forced to.

      When I got back to the bathrooms, there was a bit of a wait because there were several women in line and only two stalls and it appeared that one of them was being used for extracurricular activities. I was more surprised that nobody said anything. They could've gone anywhere else and we would have had a bathroom stall open. It just didn’t seem to make sense to me. Maybe part of me was a little jealous that somebody was getting some and it wasn't me.

      After a couple of minutes, I was sick of waiting and I was kind of getting sick of the moaning on the other side of the bathroom, so I went over to the stall and knocked loudly.

      “Hey! You guys need to finish up in there. We have things to do and there's a whole line waiting for you. Go somewhere else.”

      I kind of looked out of the corner of my eye and the woman that was waiting in front of me had a little bit of a smart ass face. I was just doing what everybody else wanted to do. But I wasn’t afraid to do it.

      After a few moments, the couple on either side had stopped, but they haven't gotten out yet and I needed to go now. I was sick of waiting and I felt like I was going to pee myself, having one too many drinks already. I banged harder.

      “People are waiting come on!”

      “Damn fine, what the hell?”

      I waited for the couple to unlock the stall door and neither one of them would meet my gaze. I went back in the line and motioned for the first one to go ahead.

      “You go ahead honey. I will wait a little longer just to have been able to watch that. They’d been in there for like fifteen minutes.”

      I thanked her and went into the bathroom stall, locking it behind me. I was worried about Bree, but I told myself that she was going to be fine. I wasn't going to be that long.
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          Greg

        

      

    

    
      I had just gotten to Doc’s and I went to the bar first. It was always my first stop when I got there and he already had a shot and a beer waiting for me. It was strange to think that not too long ago we were on opposite sides, but his side had lost and he didn't have a side anymore. Now he had to get along with me. It was the best bar out on the interstate and me and the old man had come to some sort of agreement. We had, in a way, but I knew that if he ever had a side again, it would be on in a heartbeat. The man had no loyalty for me.

      “Thanks Doc.”

      “No problem,” Greg replied.

      “Has there been any of those lately? Heard that a couple of my guys got rowdy the other night. I hope it wasn't too much bother.”

      Fact was that I had sent my guys over here to start a little trouble for Doc. We had a bit of a falling out the other night and it was my retaliation. I made sure that the guys didn't hurt him, but I did make sure that he lost few bottles of some very expensive alcohol. Maybe next time he would think twice before he refused the delivery for my guys.

      “No, it was not too much bother at all. I wouldn't think anything of it. It was like it never happened.”

      The old man’s eyes were cold and I could tell that he was challenging me silently. No, there was no loyalty between me and Doc. I turned around and walked away before he realized how much he pissed me off. I took my drink with me and got some distance between me and the old man. After a long day’s work, the last thing I wanted to do was mentally battle with an old guy.

      I looked around the room and seen a lot of familiar faces. While my club had a lot of hot women, I had already tried them all and I wanted something new. Actually, I knew what I wanted, but I couldn't have her.

      Just about the time that Bree jumped into my mind, I took out my phone to call her. I don't know what made me call her, but my fingers had a natural way of just pushing the buttons to her number, every single time. It wasn’t even voluntary anymore.

      It started to ring and I waited for her to answer. Most of the time it went straight to voicemail because she didn't want to talk. Bree was still under the impression that she had a choice, but she didn't. I always got what I wanted and I wanted her. Which means I was going to get her.

      She didn’t answer and I pushed the phone back in my pocket before I noticed an ass that I knew very well. It was the same woman I had just called. She was alone at the bar, a man on either side of her and she was looking from one to the other. I could tell that she was just being nice and wasn’t too into them. But, I still hated the sight and I wanted to pull Dyson’s head off. He didn’t know who she was, but he was about to know. Bree was mine, until the end of time. That’s just how it was.

      I started over to her and Dyson noticed me before she did. She had her back to me, but I could see the instant she did. It was the moment I said something, Bree knew I was right behind her.

      “Hey boss. Glad to see you here. You need a beer?”

      “No, I need you to get the fuck on. I need to talk to Bree.”

      The man’s face got a little stricken and I knew it was because he all of a sudden knew who she was. They might not know her by the way she looks, but if they were in my club, they knew that I was still into Bree. I couldn’t get the damn woman off my mind.

      “Sorry boss, I didn’t know.”

      Calvin got up with Dyson and they both left quickly. Bree turned around finally and I was pulled to her. Damn, she was so fucking beautiful. Her lips were full and red, begging me to kiss her. She had a look on her face that told me that she wasn’t too happy with me, but I didn’t care. It certainly didn’t upset me in any way to see her mad that I had gotten rid of those two.

      “You didn’t have to do that Greg. That’s so rude. And so embarrassing.”

      I told her that she was lucky that they were in my club or they would have been bloody on the floor.

      Bree looked away and I knew that I had said too much. She didn’t want to know the real me. She wouldn’t have been able to stand being around me then. She was delicate and I wasn’t. That’s for sure.

      “You don’t have a reason to be that way Greg, and you know it.”

      I knew no such thing.

      “The hell I don’t. You’re mine, Bree. Always will be and you’ll get it one day. Why else would you be here? You must have been waiting for me, knowing that I would be around sooner or later.”

      She didn’t seem all that happy to see me, but I moved towards her and kissed her. Her lips were soft, but she was pushing against me to stop.

      “Stop! What the hell is wrong with you Greg? You know that we aren’t together anymore. We broke up. I broke up with you and you need to move on.”

      “And what, you’re with Dyson now? You see where he is. He ran off just like that. Is that who you choose over me?”

      “I was talking to him, that’s it. I’m not with anyone and after you, I doubt I ever will be again.”

      “Because you know you’ll never find anyone like me.”

      “Thank God.”

      She was the one being rude now and I wasn’t used to her talking back to me. She hadn’t ever done it much in our relationship and I didn’t like the little bit of backbone that she had gained while we were apart. I grabbed her arm and tried to pull her towards me. She made a whimpering sound, but didn’t fight me. This is what I was used to.

      “What are you doing Greg? I don’t want to be anywhere near you.”

      I growled at her and told her to shut up. I didn’t want her making a scene, especially not right here in front of so many of my crew. I didn’t want anyone talking shit about me behind my back, like I couldn’t even control my woman.

      “We need to talk Bree. I’m sick of this friction being between us. Aren’t you sick of it too?”

      I didn’t give her time to talk because she was starting to pull away as we moved towards the entrance. I wasn’t going to get into it here with her, in the middle of everyone, but I was going to take her out front and give her a talking to. I’d given her time to have her tantrum and it was time for her to just submit. She was mine and that was that. The sooner she learned it to be true, the easier it would be.

      “What’s going on here? Do you need help?”

      I turned around to see a face that I hadn’t seen in a while. I knew the man in front of me, but I was trying to figure out why he was here at Doc’s. And why the hell he was asking Bree if she needed help.

      “What are you doing here?”

      I didn’t let go of Bree and when she tried to pull away when I was distracted, I just squeezed a little harder. She wasn’t going anywhere.

      “Let her go, now.”

      Shocked that Daxton was talking to me like this, I had to calm myself. Did he know who he was talking to? He’d been gone a long damn time and I would be the first to let him know that things had changed. His crew didn’t run things anymore. They were gone and The Valley Kings were the ones left standing.

      “I’m not doing shit. Get the hell out of here Daxton. This isn’t Scorpion turf any longer. Those days are done.”

      He looked surprised and I knew then that he didn’t know what had happened. I smiled at him. It was good that I got to be the one to tell him. It was time he knew what had happened to his beloved club. He shouldn’t have left.
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          Daxton

        

      

    

    
      The young woman was not struggling very hard, but I could see that Greg was hurting her. I hadn’t seen the guy in years and by the looks of things, not much had changed. He was still the same asshole as before.

      “Let her go Greg. I’m not going anywhere until you get your hands off of her.”

      He looked at me like he wanted to say something smart, but I’d took a step towards him and he wasn’t as apt now.

      “Come on Daxton. You can’t just come in here and order me around. Things have changed and the Scorpions are dead.”

      I wasn’t listening to him. I took another step towards him, fully aware that I was going to have to put my hands on him and not worried about it at all. It wouldn’t be the first time and it certainly wouldn’t be the last either.

      “I don’t care about whose turf this is or anything else Greg. I want you to get your fucking hands off of her now.”

      I was ready to just throttle him then and there. Then I wouldn’t have to worry about him and his crew anymore. I was raising my voice and I noticed that several people were walking our way. I didn’t know who they were, but I imagined that it had something to do with the nonsense that was coming out of his mouth.

      About to deck him, Greg must have seen it in my eyes. He hadn’t noticed the people surrounding us yet, but I was all too aware of it. I don’t know what the hell was happening at the moment, but I knew that I wanted to get the girl and get the hell out of here. I’d seen the brunette from across the room and she was the reason I’d came over. Greg had come up while I was walking by and it wasn’t long before he had his hands on her.

      She was looking at me with the most innocent eyes and I wanted her. I don’t know why, but I wanted this little bitch badly and I couldn’t stand to see her hurt. I couldn’t stand to see any woman hurt at all, this one got to me and I’d never been so mad in all of my life. I could feel the anger welling up and threatening to take over

      He let her go and I pulled her towards me.

      “We need to get out of here. Like now.”

      I could feel the other men closing in on me. No one was here that I knew except Meatloaf on his way. I couldn’t even find Doc because I think he’d went into the back. This was not the homecoming I was thinking of finding and I was still confused about what Greg was talking about.

      Bree looked at me and I could tell that she was unsure what to do. The girls look so nervous and I tried to tell her that it was going to be okay. She didn't know me at all, but she had to see that I was going to be better than her being with Greg. Greg had no compunctions of putting his hands on a woman, obviously.

      “We really have to go.”

      “I can't go yet, my friend...”

      I cursed under my breath because I wanted to get the hell out of here. I needed to find out what was going on and I didn't want to leave her behind. But, Greg and his guys were all around me and it wasn’t going to end well if I didn't leave. I certainly wasn't on my turf anymore. Things had changed since I've been gone and I had to figure out what happened. No one told me this was going on and I had to wonder what else I didn't know about.

      I saw a blonde walking up that I thought I recognized and she had a questioning look on her face. Greg turn towards her and she made a face at him.

      “What the hell are you doing here?”

      Greg looked about as happy to see her and she was to see him. I didn't know what was going on, but it took me a minute to realize that it was Sandra. She had changed a lot since I had seen her last, but it didn't look like her attitude had changed at all. She still was just as rowdy as any other man, but most likely that was because of her brother Meatloaf. She had been fighting with him since she was young and at 300 pounds, Meatloaf was a good sparring partner.

      “Sandra, we got to go.”

      Meatloaf had just pulled up in the parking lot to meet me and he was walking in, as we were all walking out.

      “What's going on?”

      “We have a lot to talk about.”

      He looked behind me and saw Greg with his crew and he knew what I was talking about. It was like he wasn’t going to look me in the eyes and I knew that I was going to like what I saw. It was so bad that he didn’t wanted to tell me about it, not even my best friend.

      I knew that we were at the bar to meet with Meatloaf's sister and one of her friends. I just didn't know that the woman I just helped was her. This was going to be interesting. I was attracted to her right from the start and now I got to have a better look at her. I was over six foot three and she had to be at least five foot ten. I was used to girls a lot shorter and I liked that I didn't have to strain so much to see her.

      She was talking to Sandra for a moment and I had blocked everything out. I wanted to know what was going on with the club and why no one had told me that Greg had taken over the area. Meatloaf could have mentioned it, but I was too focused on the girl in front of me. I don't know what it was about her, but I was trying to her and the idea that she was Sandra's friend just made it a little bit easier.

      “Hey Daxton, it's good to see you. It's been awhile.”

      “Yes it has, but I see that you are as pretty as ever.”

      She gave me a hug, but she wasn’t paying me much mind. She was watching her friend and I was waiting for the introduction.

      “And this is?”

      “My hot ass friend Bree.”

      She said it with a smile and I knew that she had noticed the way I was looking at her. I wasn’t trying to hide it or anything. This chick was hot as hell and I liked the name Bree. It rolled off my tongue just right.

      I put my hand out to shake it and she slipped hers in against my palm. Instead of shaking it, I turned it to the top of her hand and brought it up to my lips. Her skin was warm and smooth against them and her eyes got a little wider. It was not a reaction that I was used to in a woman. Most woman would smile at me knowingly, like they knew what I wanted and they knew how to give it to me. There was none of that in Bree’s eyes and it made me wonder.

      “Damn Daxton, you going to let go of her hand?”

      I looked over at Meatloaf and told him to shut up. I wasn’t ready, but now I had to. Bree pulled her hand away and stepped back a bit. It broke the moment and I was going to kill him when we had a minute alone. We were going to have a lot to talk about and I wasn’t going to be able to get to it in front of the women. We had to get them out of here, so that we could have some privacy.

      “Why don’t you girls take off and we will have a drink at the house?”

      Meatloaf made the suggestion after he saw the look on my face. He knew what was coming next and while I wanted to stay and see Bree a little while longer, I also knew that I had to get some answers. The guys from inside were starting to pour out and the girl’s started towards their car.

      “We need to get out of here bro.”

      He agreed and nodded his head. We both knew what was going to happen if we went up against ten plus guys. We weren’t going to walk away and we had to get out of here. I figured that Greg wouldn’t make a move if we left. I wasn’t one to walk away from a fight, but I had no problem doing it when it was going to lead to a massacre. I wasn’t that stupid.

      We got on our bikes and started off. The girls were about to leave and I didn’t worry about it. They were going to be fine. They were going to meet us at Meatloaf’s in a bit, after me and him had a conversation. Without saying a word, we both knew where to go. I followed his tail lights for a while and tried to figure out what was going on. I was starting to realize that a hell of a lot had changed since my time deployed. I hadn’t gotten any letters and I thought it was just because I was gone on missions so much. Now I was starting to think that it had all happened for a reason.
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          Bree

        

      

    

    
      I was not really sure what to say. Me and Sandra looked back at the bar and saw that Greg was outside with some of his friends. He looked at me for a moment, but his attention was pulled back to Daxton. I wasn't sure what was going on, but Sandra was sort of rushing me to get in the car. It was the first thing that she had suggested that I was completely down for. I wanted to get the hell out of here.

      “What is going on?”

      “Just get him Bree. Something is going down with them and I don't want to be here when it happens.”

      “Who was with Meatloaf?”

      “That's Daxton, didn’t I just tell you that?”

      She had a little smirk on her face and I tried to think that she didn't know what was going on but she did. She knew that I was attracted to him and even though I wasn't even sure why, it felt like a set-up. It felt like she was trying to set me up with him, even though she knew I wasn’t into those kind of guys. She knew how I felt about those types. I had broken up with Greg when I found out what he was.

      “No, I mean where did he come from?. If he is best friends with your brother, why haven't I seen him before?”

      “He’s been gone for a while. From what I hear, he just got back into Lost Hills a little while ago today. He's been gone for about four years.”

      Considering her brother’s ways, I asked her if he was just now getting out of jail. It was only thing that I can think of that would take a person away from his home town for several years and then have them turn back up.

      “No, nothing like that. He went into the military, Marines I think, and he was deployed most of the time so he never got to come back. He’s back now and I  don't think that some people are happy about it.”

      By some people she meant Greg and that made me like him a little bit better. Anyone that had a Greg as an enemy, was a friend of mine. Especially after what happened today. Greg had always had a temper before but he would never have put his hands on me like that. Not in front of everybody. I couldn't believe it had happened and I was still mortified by it. I wish sometimes I would be like Sandra. I would've decked him like she would've if he had put his hands on her. If she wouldn't been in the bathroom, she may have done it for me.

      “Wow, he doesn't look like the type.”

      I was referring to the fact that he was wearing leather and had a motorcycle. I don't know why but that wasn't what I thought of when I thought of an American soldier. For the military. He looked like a criminal, someone that had no problem doing some illegal stuff. So why was I so attracted to him?

      Even though she was starting the car and I made eye contact with Greg, I was still thinking about Daxton. He was so tall and he had this devilish look on his face. In the few moments that I was around him, I had gravitated towards his lips and wondering what they could do for me. While I hadn't been with any man fully, I knew that men had a way of making me feel good. Greg used to make me feel good, but I had a feeling that a man like Daxton could do things that Greg never could. I had never given it up to Greg when he had begged and pleaded for more. I had a feeling that my answer would be different if a man like Daxton asked the right way.

      “It's good to see you at least put yourself out there.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “I mean, I see saw the way that you were looking at him. What was going on when I walked up?”

      In the midst of all of it, I'd forgotten what had happened with Greg. I told her what he did and how he put his hands on me and she looked like she wanted to get out and go pummel him. I just told her to calm down because Sandra had been known to do things like that. I didn't want to cause a fuss, I just want to get out of there and away from Greg. I knew that going here wouldn’t end well.

      “Son of a bitch!”

      “It's done now. Daxton told him to let me go and after a minute he did. Even though it was just him there, and Greg had so many people with him, I have to say it seemed like Greg was a little afraid of him. He had this look in his eyes and I don't know why, but I really liked it. I think Greg was really afraid and I don't think I've ever seen him that way before. Who the hell is this guy, Sandra?”

      Sandra told me that she wasn't really sure all of the details. She just knew that they didn't get along very well, but she didn't know why. Sandra had very little details about him and that bothered me. It felt like she was holding back, at the same time I was trying to figure out why I was so interested.

      I wanted to ask her more questions about Daxton, but I didn't want to bring any more attention to it. She had already seen that I was attracted to him and I didn't want to hear about it later. More than that, I didn't want to put something in her mind about trying this fix me up with him.

      We were starting to pull out of the bar and I was happy to be rid of the place. As soon as I knew we were going to Doc’s, I knew that I was going to see Greg. I just felt it and of course I had. He showed up everywhere I went, but it was stupid to go to one of the places I knew he frequented. I had known that it was a bad idea from the start.

      “I'm sorry that this happened with Greg. I didn't really think about it  Meatloaf suggested coming here to meet.”

      I waved her off and told her that it's no big deal. It didn't really matter where I went, he always showed up. Sometimes I got the real feeling that he was following me, but I couldn't prove it and I had no one to tell anyways. His gang had several cops on their payroll, so I didn't think it would matter anyways.

      “I told you that Greg just doesn't give up. He's never put his hands on me before like that, and it makes me nervous. It makes me think that he's going to just get worse now.”

      “We need to take care of him.”

      I just shook my head and looked out the window. Sandra's answer to everything was violence in the end. While she tried to work things out one way, as soon as she realized that it wasn't working, she went to the next step. I think sometimes that Sandra liked when a situation went there. Then she could get rowdy. She really did live for confrontation.

      Just because you know karate, doesn't mean I do. I've never been that way and you know it.”

      She really did know because I had met her in the midst of being bullied in college. I've always been a shy person and it just got worse the older I got. I always stuck out and girls especially seemed to be mean to me. There was something about me that really bothered some and it was Sandra that stood up for me one day. If it would've bothered me, I tell myself that I would have done something about it, but there is not much that people can say to bother me anymore. Sandra wasn't going to let it happen and in the end, she had saved me in a way. I feel like in some ways she never stopped trying. She is always trying to get me out of my shell and make me a stronger person.

      “I wish you would come to the gym with me. I know you think that it's just work and pain, but it's actually kind of fun.”

      “Nowhere in the world is that ever going to be fun. The only way you’re going to find me running, is if there is a clown chasing me.”

      That made her giggle and for a moment we stopped worrying about Greg and the ugly scene that he had made a few minutes ago. Nothing mattered and it was good to get out. It felt like we were back in college and for a minute, I felt free. This is what summer was supposed to be about and I was starting to get what Sandra was talking about. I almost hadn’t come out tonight and I'm glad I did, considering everything.

      “What are those guys doing back there?”

      “Who?”

      “These guys behind us. I wonder if Meatloaf and his friends circled back.”

      I looked behind us and I could see several by coming up and fast. In particular, I thought they were going to hit us as it went around to pass us.

      “I don't think that's Meatloaf.”

      The bike looked different and the jackets looked different as well. It didn't make sense that they would leave five minutes before and then suddenly come up behind this like they were. There was also two of them and now there was about ten bikes coming up behind us. I started to get a sickening feeling that it wasn’t Meatloaf at all. Coming around my side, I knew who it was.

      “That's not Meatloaf, Sandra. It's Greg.”

      She cursed out loud and started to push down on the gas pedal. The last thing I wanted to do was to start accelerating, but she was about as bad driving with her temper as she was in general. I just put my seat belt on, because I knew it was going to be a long ride. I wasn't sure what was going on, I was scared, but I knew that there was a damn good driver behind the wheel if nothing else.

      I had nothing but faith in her until a few more bikes got around us and started to slow down in front of us. Sandra wasn't letting going to let them box us in and she kept on going. Several times I thought she was going to clip one of them. Before long, it wasn’t like they were going to box us in, but they seemed like they were trying to run us off the road. No matter how good of a driver Sandra, she was not that good. There were too many of them and I knew that something bad was going to happen. How could it not?

      Sandra looked over at me and told me to be careful.

      “What do you mean?”

      “Brace yourself Bree, this is going to hurt.”

      I didn't know what she was talking about until I looked ahead of us and I let out a little bit of a scream. There was a bridge ahead and it was clear that we weren’t going to make the turn.
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      They were at the old warehouse that used to be Buck’s. He had sold it right before I left, but I knew that it was still being used for the club to meet. It was far enough out of the way, but not too far out of the way that we could go frequently and talk about things and do things that weren’t quite legal.

      I cut the engine on my bike and got off. Meatloaf stopped right next to me and he had a look at his face that I did not like.

      “So what the hell is going on man? Greg just had some shit to say and I really hope that he wasn’t telling the truth.”

      He just kind of shook his head and told me that he didn't know where to start. It was not going to be good. Greg was right and I was lost.

      “How about starting with the fact of why I didn’t hear from anyone the whole time I was locked up?”

      “A lot happened while you were gone.”

      “Yeah, I can see that. From what Greg said, this was all his turf now. Lost Hills is the Valley Kings? What the hell is going on and where is Buck?”

      Meatloaf looked away and something told me that it was worse than I could have imagined. I had never known Meatloaf to not look me in the eyes, but he wasn't able to now. It made me wonder what was going on and the more I thought about it, the more I knew I wasn’t going to like the answer.

      “Buck is gone, Daxton.”

      His words hit me like a ton of bricks and I didn't want to believe him. I knew that Meatloaf would never lie about something like that. I knew it had to be true, but that didn't mean that it made it any easier to process. Buck had been there for me in so many ways and without him, I literally would be dead.

      “What do you mean?!”

      “Just what I said. Buck died a little over a year ago. Nobody had the heart to tell you what was going on and I didn't think that you needed to know in there. The last thing that you need when you are over there serving your country is to know about problems that you couldn’t solve. It would just haunt you. You had to keep your head in the game when you are away from home like that, especially when you're out there in danger every day. You had to keep it together.”

      I couldn't believe what he was telling me, but it was starting to make sense. It didn't take much to glean from that the club was no more. If Buck died, then there was no more Scorpions. He had started it and I couldn't see anyone else wanting to take his place. It just would've been the same and I was always supposed to take over when he retired. The plan was I would take over when I came back. He sent me away to better myself and I felt like I was coming back a better man. Now he would never see it.

      “So how the hell did Doc’s place get taken over with Valley Kings? Don’t tell me that he took on with Greg?”

      “No, it's nothing like that. Doc will always be a Scorpion, but he still has to make a living. They have some kind of truce that I don't really understand and it seems to work for them. The crew comes in and he servers his liquor, but at the end of the day, he will always be loyal to us. Buck may be gone, but we were just waiting on someone else to come in and lead.”

      I could tell that he was talking about me, but I really didn't know what to say. I had come home with every expectation of getting back into the club and making my way, but I had never imagined it without Buck. He had always been the fearless leader and I wasn't sure if I was up for the task. While I liked to think that I was ready to be the Alpha, now I wasn’t so sure. I knew that I was going to rely on Buck’s guidance and now that wouldn’t be there.

      “I don't know man. This is a lot of shit to take in. I wish to hell somebody would have told me what was going on. I could've taken a leave, I don't know, something. Maybe I could have at least came to the funeral.”

      My voice trailed off because I felt guilty. I felt like if I wouldn’t have left, nothing would have happened to Buck.

      “How did he die?”

      I didn't even have to have Meatloaf tell me how, because I already knew. He had died with the violence.

      Meatloaf told me all that I needed to know. He had died by the hands of Greg. He had pulled the trigger. It just have me another reason to hate the man and I wished now that I would have known. Then I would've been able to take care of him back at the bar. I was convinced that he didn't deserve to keep breathing.

      “I know that look, Daxton. Can't do that here, not right now. We don't even have a crew together and Greg has gotten stronger while you were gone. The Valley Kings are huge and they have another chapter in Tuscon.”

      “What happened to Buck’s crew? I mean where the fuck did they go?”

      He just kind of shook his head and shrugged a little bit.

      “I don't know what to say really, it just stopped being. You know, Buck was the man with the plan and once he was gone, everyone just kind of drifted off. Doc is still here, I don't think he's going anywhere kind, but most of the old crew is gone. A couple died.

      I just shook my head a little and stared down at the floor. There was a lot of litter of the ground. and it was clear it had been awhile since anybody had been out here and a lot longer that somebody cared enough to clean up.

      “So the Valley Kings have all the work here?”

      Meatloaf agreed and I was stunned into silence. I'd been thinking about coming home for a long time, getting back in the club and spending some time with Buck. Now everything was different and I don't think it was ever going to be the same again. I came back to a nightmare and I refused to let it stay that way. For a long time, I didn't know how I got to the city. I was here now and this place was mine. I couldn't leave a person like Greg to run things.

      We talked a little bit about what else happened while I was gone and there wasn't a whole lot of good. Seemed like a lot of bad things had happened since I’ve been gone. I never should have left. I don't know what I would've been able to do, but I feel like I would've been able to do something. Somebody needed to do something. and I knew that I was someone to do it. I was just a little late.

      He stopped mid-sentence and had a strange look on his face. I felt something too, but I wasn't sure what it was. It had been awhile since I've been so close to my kind and an even longer time since I had felt a distress signal.

      Meatloaf wasn’t new to the game and he immediately knew what was going on. He looked at me and said his sister's name, as well as the name of the woman that I wanted to get to know. Something had happened to Sandra and Bree and we had to go save them. I didn’t know what it was we were saving them from, but it didn’t matter. Whatever they needed, I was going to be there. That was what the MC had always been about, being there for each other.

      We jumped on our bikes and I followed Meatloaf. He had a better sense and it wasn't long before we were on our way. I had a sick feeling in my stomach and I wondered how I could feel this way about a woman that I didn't even know? It didn’t make sense to me and I felt disoriented. It was different being out of the military and back in my old element. I was different.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 9

          

          Bree

        

      

    

    
      My eyes opened and the first thing I saw was the side of the car. I was in it at some point, but now I was out and everything hurt. I tried to lift my head and I had to put it back down after a moment because it just hurt too much. Closing my eyes back up, seemed like the only relief I got while it took me a minute to replay what I remembered. After a few minutes of remembering, I really didn't want to. I looked back at the car and realized that I must've went through the passenger window. There was broken glass everywhere and I didn't have to look to see that there was going to be blood on my body. I would imagine that the cuts were from that, and that must be what was burning at the moment.

      Instead of trying to lift my head up this time, I just turned it so that I could see into the car. I was sort of an inside and sort of not. I could see into the driver’s seat and I could see that Sandra was hurt. She had to be because she was still out and I called her name a couple of times but she didn't look at me.

      I could hear the engines of all the motorcycles as they surrounded us and ran us off the road. I remember going over the metal barriers at the side of the road to the bridge and then I just remember falling. At some point I know that we had to have stopped because we were crash now. I did remember that moment.

      “Sandra!”

      She still didn't answer me and I was worried that she was even worse off than I was. I knew that I had to get up and see to her, make sure that she was okay. Only problem was that I wasn’t okay myself and it hurt a lot to get up enough to raise my head. Every bone and muscle in my body hurt and I had to close my eyes for about a minute from the start. Tears were streaming down the side of my face.

      I was scared that something had happened to Sandra and she wasn’t going to be okay. She had always been there for me and I wanted to be there for her now. I just knew  in the back of my mind that all I had to do was figure it out.

      I struggled, but this time I got up into a sitting position. I was still wobbly as hell and I was able to look down at my hand after I touched the throbbing spot on my head. I was bleeding. I had known that, but it was strange to see the red stuff on my hands. I don’t know why, but I knew that it was a lot.

      Starting to pull myself up onto the car, I called to Sandra again. I was almost standing up when I heard a rustling in the bushes not too far from where I was half-standing. Whatever it was, was coming towards me and it was coming in fast. I was scared all of a sudden and when I saw what finally broke through the brush, I about passed out. There was a big ass bear in front of me and it was huge.

      I’d never seen a bear this big in my life, though there hadn’t been too many occasions where I had seen one before. This was like something out of my nightmare and I couldn’t believe what was in front of me.

      What was stranger still, was the fact that the bear just stopped in front of me. It looked right at me and if it was possible, it felt like our eyes connected. I’d never been that close to such a large beast and it was hard to think about anything else but those eyes. They were dark brown, soulful and I could have sworn that I’d seen them before.

      Why wasn’t this bear trying to attack me? I was curious, while I was scared half to death. It was a strange feeling to have and I kept thinking of the age-old adage about curiosity killing the cat. At the moment, I was feeling a little too feline.

      I was coming to grips with the bear and starting to believe that I wasn’t going to be attacked. I hadn’t moved, mind you, but I was content to at least stand where I was.

      When the second bear came bursting through the bush though, I was unable to control myself. One bear that just ran up and stopped, not doing anything was bad enough, but I thought that imagining another would do it was just pushing it.

      I moved back because I was trying to get away from the two beasts and I slipped on something, falling back. I just saw black, the last idea in my head was how I was going to be eaten by these two bears in front of me. I was just so damn sure of it.
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        * * *

      

      When I came to again, I was not outside, on the ground, next to a wrecked car like I should have been. That’s the last place that I had been and as soon as I’d opened my eyes, they’d went in the direction to find the bears. I knew that they were coming for me and I had to get out of there.

      It wasn’t long before what I could see finally started to occur to me and I was in some sort of house or something. It wasn’t a place I’d ever seen before.

      I remembered my injuries and I wondered why I wasn’t in a hospital. I should have been in one, surely. Surely someone had called the police and an ambulance would have come and taken me to the hospital. So why was I here? Where here was? None of it made any sense and again when I tried to get up, my head just throbbed more than I could have ever imagined and I was lost in the moment. I didn’t know what I was supposed to do, only that I wasn’t going to stay where I was.

      I groaned out loud when I sat up. My head was already hurting again and when I lifted my hand up to touch it, this time it didn't come back with blood. Instead, I felt a wet cloth on me and I knew that I was bandaged up. Someone had taken care of me.

      I had thought at first that it was a dream because it just didn't make sense. But as I looked down and touched the top of the blanket on top of me, I could feel how soft it was. The colors were rich and the fabric was rich as well. Where the hell was I?

      No matter how nice the place was, I wasn't too worried about that. It didn't matter how it looked around me, I wanted to know where here. That was all that mattered and then there was the fact that I had to find Sandra. Last time I’d seen her, she was in the car behind the wheel and not doing well. I was worried that something horrible had happened and I was never going to see her again. It was all my fault.

      I got my feet on the ground and I winced as I used my hands to stand up. Everything about the movement hurt and I grimaced again. I can't get over it. I've never felt this bad or hurt this much. I felt like, well I'd been hit by a truck. It wasn't that far from the truth, but it was a tree instead of truck.

      “You can't get up. what are you doing?”

      “Who are you? Where am I?”

      I didn't know who the man was that was walking towards me. I did know that he was big and he looked rather rough though. He looked like one of the guys from the biker bar and my mind immediately went to Greg. I started to worry that Greg had somehow got me here, even though I didn't know where here was. All I know for certain was that Greg had to be behind all of it. Who else could it be?

      “Leave me alone. I’m warning you!”

      The guy just sort of chuckled and told me that everything was fine.

      “There is no need to over react. I am just here to help.”

      I didn't believe anything that he said, because I was for sure that he worked for Greg and he could not to be trusted. I wanted to speak to Greg and when I asked him to bring him to me, he just looked at me like I was crazy. I had been hit in the head, but I was pretty sure that I hadn’t lost it yet.

      He kept coming towards me, putting his heads up, telling me to lay back down, but I didn't want to listen. Last thing I wanted to do was stay where I was, when I was around by this is man. I needed to get away from here, I needed to get away from Greg for good this time.

      It was going to be hard to get away from him and because I was moving so slow, I didn’t think I had a chance. Everything hurt and when I stood up, I got a wave of pain and nausea that threatened to take me over.

      “You don't understand, you're safe.”

      He said that several times, but I wasn’t going to believe it. Why else would I be here if it wasn’t for Greg? I kept looking for him to pop up. Why the hell was I here? Where was here?

      I had far too many questions that were unanswered to trust anybody. I just needed to get out of here right now.

      Moving away from him, I was almost to the door when another man came through and my heart beat out of my chest. I could maybe have gotten away from the first one, but there's no way that I was going to be able to get away from two, not the way I was feeling. It would have been a damn good time to have Sandra around. She would've kicked their asses.

      “Bree, you have to come down. You're safe.”

      It was the same words that the other man had spoken, but this time I believed it. The only reason I did was because it was coming from Sandra. She was standing in the doorway and she was smiling at me. It was almost like she was proud of me and I didn't know what to think or say. She looked like she was just fine, not even in a car accident and while I was happy for her, I couldn't understand how that was. She had been on the side of the car that was hit. Most likely she had more trouble than I had. so why was she standing up walking around like nothing was wrong?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 10

          

          Charles

        

      

    

    
      “You shouldn’t have brought her here, Sandra. You know that it is a delicate subject and you brought her here? I don’t think that you really thought this through.”

      “No dad, I didn’t. She’s my best friend and I need you to help her. She is scared out of her mind and now that she is up, don’t you need to evaluate her or something? Can you just make sure that she is okay? We got in a bad car wreck and she doesn’t have the protection that I have. I need to make sure that Bree is going to be okay.”

      “I don’t know why you do this.”

      “I’m not going to get into this with you right now. She’s my friend, just help her. It doesn’t have to be so complicated. You can help her, so you should. Isn’t that enough?”

      “I help plenty of them every day as a doctor. This is my downtime honey.”

      My daughter gave me a look that would have killed even the strongest parent and there was no way that you could ever reason with her. Sandra had always seen certain things differently than I had. I thought and knew that we were superior, but Sandra still didn't get it. Sometimes I don't think she ever would. I didn't think that Sandra would ever come to her senses and do what it was that her family needed her to do. What I needed her to do.

      “Well nonetheless, you’re going to help her. If I could, you know that I would come up, but I can't. so, I need you.

      Sandra was a proud woman and I know that it was hard for her to say it out loud. she hated to ask me for anything and to ask me in such a way told me that whoever this woman was in the room, was very important to her. I never could tell her no, not really. My indulgence made her this way now.

      “I will talk to her and assure her that she's going to be okay. She should be fine Sandra, you know, that right? I mean it looks bad with the cut on her head. but head wounds will always bleed more. It really isn't that bad.”

      “I know that you took very good care of her and I appreciate it. I really do. But I'm just asking for you to be nice. It isn’t going to cost you anymore and it will make all the difference in the world. she is already freaked out and I don't want to make it worse.”

      I just shake my head at her. She was basically telling me that she wanted me to be good. I didn't like my daughter telling me how to act, but I know that if I said anything about it out of the way, she was going to run to my wife and I was never going to hear the end of it. The best thing in this situation for me to do was try to go along with it.

      “I will be nice to your friend. She is a patient of mine and I treat them all well. No matter how I feel about them in the end.”

      “You just had to add that last part, didn't you?”

      “Yeah, I kind of did. Sometimes you have to remember who you are Sandra. It is just like when you were little, always bringing home strays for me to take care of. Do you member the bird?”

      Sandra waved me off because she didn't want to talk about it. She didn't want to remember it or compare the bird to her friend. I loved Sandra for her kind heart, but I worried that it was going to get her killed, this love affair she had with humans.

      They had come to me in the middle of the night, and pulled me from my sleep. If it would have been anyone else then Sandra, I would have turned them all away.

      When I got to the door, I should have gone straight in because this was my house after all. I tried to remember my daughter’s words and tried my best to be nice. It sounded easy enough, but I did have a short temper and it was hard for me to hold it in. The fact that she was even in my house was bad enough, but to be the one to reassure her that everything was going to be okay was a bit much to be asking me, as far as I was concerned.

      So instead, I knocked on the door and waited for the girl to answer. She had made a scene earlier when a couple of the crew tried to help her, and I knew that no matter what Sandra wanted, I wasn’t going to be able to deal with that. She was going to have to at least be civil with me or I wasn’t going to be able to be civil with her. It was just that simple. I wasn’t that nice after all.

      The girl finally said something, asking who I was. I was already thinking that she had a lot of nerve and now I knew for sure that she did. We had helped her, my daughter had saved her and her she was asking who was at the door. Typical human.

      I went into the room and smiled at the girl in the bed. She was laying with her head down and didn't even bother to sit up. This wasn't starting well at all.

      “Who are you?”

      Again she started with rudeness and I told her that this was my house.

      “How did I get here?”

      “My daughter brought you here last night. You were in pretty bad shape.”

      “Your daughter?”

      “She brought you here because she said that you needed help cleaning up the bandages. I don't think you're going to have anything permanent, just a few scars.”

      She had this strange look in your eyes and I wondered what was going on in her head. I could have found out what it was, if I hadn’t told my daughter that I was going to be nice to her. It would hurt the young human like hell, but she wouldn’t know it was from me… I was tempted. But then I told myself that I didn’t care all that much to find out.

      “Thank you for helping me.”

      I wanted to dislike her, but it was hard. She had the biggest brown eyes and the most innocent look that I had ever seen from a girl her age. I didn't know who this girl was, but I knew that she must mean a lot to my daughter. That was enough for me.

      “I will be able to leave soon?”

      “You can leave whenever you want to. I would ask that you not tell anyone about us, but beyond that you're free to go whenever you want. Sandra is worried about you and you surely should say goodbye before you go.”

      It was a perfect ending as far as I was concerned. Every moment that she was in the house, was a moment that could turn out to be a bad one. I didn't know how to keep her mouth shut without threatening her. It was the best way.

      She started to ask a lot of questions and I told her that I would go get my daughter. Sandra could deal with her and her questions, because I didn't have the time. And I certainly don't have the patience.

      I left the room as soon as Sandra got in there. I could see their little friend was outside and I could hear her asking the questions that she had asked me, but this time it was a little bit louder. Sandra was on her best behavior with me as well. I was wondering why such a nice girl is friends with Sandra, now I see why. Both of them were a handful.

      Walking away, shaking my head and trying to understand my daughter. She always got herself at all these situations and I didn't know why. Sometimes I think that she wanted to be human as well.
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          Text and Daxton

        

      

    

    
      “So can you tell me about your friend?”

      Sandra knew exactly who I was talking about and she gave me this strange smile.

      “What about her?”

      “Don't play with me. You know what I want to know.”

      “You got a lot of balls talking like that after being gone for so long. You want me to put a good word in for you, don't you?”

      I smiled at her and agreed that I did. I had been gone awhile, but some things never changed. Meatloaf’s little sister was one of them. She was rough and tough and if women were allowed in the motorcycle club, I guarantee that anyone would be more than happy to have her.

      “Yes, you know I do.”

      I felt like I wanted to know everything, but I knew that I couldn't ask her that. It was already a rough day and she was already enjoying this conversation far too much. Sandra had something on me and she knew it.

      “Well, since I like you, I will tell you. Whatever it is you want to know, just ask me. I think the two of you would be good together.”

      Just when I thought she was going to have to take it easy on me, I realized that she had no intentions of that. Her voice and words were nice, but she wasn’t going to give me the run-down. I was going to have to ask for it, bit by bit.

      “Is she single?”

      “Yes. Is that all?”

      She was rushing me and I could have throttled her. Why was she messing with me like that and why the fuck was she so damn happy about it?

      “No, you know it isn't.”

      “How do I get in good with your friend?”

      Sandra shrugged again. I figured she was just giving me a hard time. When I told her to knock it off and just be straight forward with me she told me that she was.

      “I'm being serious Daxton. She has shut down and hasn't dated in a while. After Greg, I don't know if she will ever really date again. I keep trying to push her in that direction, but she doesn't seem to want to go. After what happened tonight, I doubt that she will want to go out for a very long time.”

      She mentioned Greg and it wasn’t hard to put two and two together about what she was talking about. The very idea that a guy like him even touching a women like her made my skin girl. I hated the idea that he had touched her. I was already claiming her in my mind and the last thing I wanted was a man like him, with a women like her.

      “You have to give me something.”

      “I don't know what to say Daxton. It looks like you two had a moment together. Maybe you should be in there talking to her, instead of out here talking to me. Have you lost your nerve while you were in the Marines? I don’t think I’ve ever seen you nervous over a girl before.”

      I just shook my head and agreed that I should be talking to her. It wasn’t that I’d lost my nerve, far from it. In my opinion, it was more about the girl than it was where I was the last 4 years. There is just something about Bree that made me realize the idea of just walking up to her was not something I was prepared to do. I wanted a friend to help me, but it is becoming clear that Sandra wasn’t going to be the help that I’d hope for.

      Sandra walked away and went into the kitchen. She left me in the living room and I was looking at the door. I'm going to talk to her in a few minutes I told myself ,but I wasn't really sure if that was true or not.

      With no one to encourage me and push me alone, it took longer than I thought it would to push the door open and go inside. I don't know why I was dragging ass so much. Why was I so damn worried about this girl?

      I went to her room and knocked on the door. I waited to hear her response and after a moment of not hearing it, I pushed the door in anyways. My mind had made up the idea that she was somehow hurt or something had happened. I didn’t like her being attacked, especially by my enemy. I wanted to go take care of Greg right now. He’d done enough to the people I loved. I didn’t want to let him get away with it.

      Bree was sleeping on the bed and I stood by the door for several moments, watching her chest rise and fall. Her face was so serene that it was hard not to stare.

      I moved to the side of the bed and bent down to shake her a little bit. I was about to touch her shoulder when her eyes popped open and she started to scream. I didn’t want people running in here and finding me here, so I covered her mouth with my hand and shushed her.

      “I was just coming to see if you were okay. I didn’t mean to scare you.”

      Her eyes were still wide and I wasn’t for sure that she wasn’t going to start screaming as soon as I moved my hand. I hoped that she wouldn’t, but I wasn’t really all that sure.

      “I’m going to take my hand off of your mouth now. Please don’t scream and get everyone in here.”

      She nodded her head and I wasn’t sure if Bree was saying that she wouldn’t, or if she was just agreeing so that I would remove my hand. I didn’t have a choice but to do so and hope that she didn’t start screaming anyways.

      I moved my hand away and I was relieved that she didn’t start calling out for help. I wasn’t here to hurt her or anything like that, but there would be questions that I wasn’t all that enthused to answer.

      “What are you doing here?”

      “I was just coming to check on you. I tried knocking on the door, but you didn’t answer. I wanted to make sure that everything was okay.”

      Bree told me that she was fine, but then she decided that she had more to say.

      “No, you know what, I’m not fine. I want to know what is going on. Why was I brought here instead of being taken to the hospital? While I’m glad that Sandra is doing well, how the hell is she walking around like nothing in the world is bothering her, while I can barely walk? She was bleeding in the car, I know she was, but I don’t even see a mark on her now. You know that this makes no sense, right?”

      “Well, I can see how that may be confusing, but I assure you that there is a reason for everything. As you found out, Sandra's dad is a doctor so it just made sense to bring you here. Everything that you need is here and it was closer.”

      “Okay fine, I'll let that one go, but what about Sandra?”

      I couldn't tell her the real reason, so I had to make something up. Sandra knew better than to tell people her secret, our secrets and I wasn't about to start.

      “You know, you got hit in the head pretty hard and who's to say that what you seen was actually real? Sandra did get knocked up a little bit, but she is a tough one.”

      “I'm sorry but I don't buy that. I know what I saw, and she was passed out. I didn't imagine it. I didn't imagine the blood. And I certainly didn't imagine the two bears that came up all of a sudden right before I got knocked out again. None of this makes any sense, so it tells me that something isn’t right here.”

      I'm not going to lie, her questions made me a little nervous. I was worried that she had seen too much, and I’d hoped that she wouldn't remember the last part. I wasn't going to be able to convince her that it was her mind playing tricks on her. I was going to have to think of something else.

      “As soon as you're feeling better I will help you figure out all the answers. I don't have them myself but I will help you find them.”

      I sat down next to her on the bed and hoped that she would see that I was just trying to help her. Ever since I'd met her and seen Greg put his hands on her, all I wanted to do was keep her safe. I don't know why but I had this sense of protectiveness of her that I couldn't bypass. She was like a delicate glass flower and I wanted to make sure that she was never broken. Bree deserved so much better than Greg.

      “Do you really not know what happened?”

      She had this look in her eyes and it was hard for me to lie to her. I knew that I had to of course, but it didn't mean that I liked to.

      “No, I don't know what happened. but when this is all over I promise that I will help you find out.”

      It seemed to settle her down a little bit and she leaned back on the pillow, but I could still see her doubt.

      “I have always known that Sandra was a bad ass, but if she can walk around feeling like this, she is far more about it than I ever knew.

      I laughed a little bit.

      “Yeah, she is a bit of a beast.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 12

          

          Bree

        

      

    

    
      While Daxton was trying to play it off like he didn’t know what was going on, but I knew better. I knew that he knew something and he just didn't want to tell me. It was in his eyes and in the way that he avoided my gaze when I ask him the questions. He lied to me. I knew he did, but he couldn't look me in the eyes when he did it. It did make me feel much better. It was something, I suppose.

      “As thankful as I am for all of your help, I really need to get out of here. I have a life to get back to you and I can just lay around in bed all day. It was the last day of school and I’m missing it.”

      “It's going to be awhile until you feel better. You might as well stay in bed and you will get better sooner.”

      “I need to file charges on Greg. He could have killed us. I think he was trying to. I can't just let that go and not do something about it. If not for me, but for the next person that he does this to.”

      He had a look on his face that was unfathomable and he promised me that it was going to be taken care of. It wasn’t going to be let go.

      “You are not the first person he has hurt Bree, but I can assure you that it is going to be his last time doing it.”

      He was so sure of his words and I had to wonder what he meant by that. What would a man like Daxton, do to a guy like to Greg? I knew they were in the same lifestyle, that both of the men rode bikes and that meant something in this part of California. There was a reason that they didn't get along and I wanted to know why.

      “It is a very long story Bree.”

      “Give me the short version.”

      It was clear that Daxton didn’t want to talk about it. I could see it in his face and I almost relented. But then he told me about a guy that is saved him a long time ago named Buck. We talked about his car wreck when he was younger and how he had almost died. It was like he was talking about another life that wasn't even his. Daxton was so disconnected from it.

      “What does that have to do with Greg? Did Greg do something too?”

      “I was gone in the Marines when he was killed.”

      Silence came over us and I certainly didn't know what to say

      “I'm sorry to hear that.”

      I had always known that Greg was dangerous, but for the longest time, I’d convinced myself that he wasn't dangerous to me. He was dangerous to people like Daxton, the ones that chose the life they lived. I never thought that I would see the other side of it. It was certainly different than I had expected. I didn't expect to care about one of them, not like this and I felt guilty that Greg had been brought back into his life so quickly because of me. Now that I knew they had history together, I knew that it wasn’t all my fault, but a part of it was because he had tried to save me. Because he had saved me. Now that I knew what Greg was capable of, there was no telling what he would have done to me.

      “It's over now, so there's not really much that can be done now about it. I wish that I wouldn't have left. Maybe things would have been different and Buck would still be alive. Maybe you wouldn't have ran into the arms of a man like Greg.”

      The last part threw me off a little bit and I didn't quite know what he meant. When I asked him, he just kind of smiled and said that if we would have met before, he wouldn't have let me go to someone like Greg.

      “You would have been mine Bree. Surely you know that.”

      He said it was such conviction that I almost believed him. I knew that he was different and he was the exact sort of man that I was staying away from, but Sandra was right in some ways. I liked men like him. Maybe it was the fact that I wasn’t supposed to be attracted to them, I wasn't really sure, but I was. I could feel it right now as I was standing next to him and wanting far more than I should have.

      “You can't blame yourself for Greg, he has always been his worst enemy.”

      “I just don't want to see you hurt. Greg is never going to be the good guy.”

      I told him that I knew that. I had known it for a while, but when we were dating, I had tried to pretend that I wasn’t seeing what there. I knew that he was no good, but it was hard for me to come to grips with that. I wanted to believe that everything was going to be okay, even what I knew that it wasn’t going to be.

      “I know. That's why I broke up with him.”

      “You don't seem the type to be with a guy like him.”

      “Well, everyone makes mistakes.”

      I just had to agree and I wasn't sure if I liked it. He was acting like he had any room to talk. I am sure, a guy like Daxton had done many things that he regretted now. At least I hadn’t went too far with Greg. I had pulled back before it could go there. He had become adamant and I had almost run out of excuses.

      “So when can I leave?”

      “You are not forced to be here, but if you do go, someone's going to have to go with you.”

      I didn't like the sound of that at all and I asked him where Sandra was. I needed to talk to her and explain to her that this was craziness. I had to get out of here. I had a job to get to after all.

      “And let me guess, it will be you there that needs to protect me?”

      “You make it sound like a bad thing.”

      I told him that it wasn’t in a bad thing, but there was something going on that I didn't understand. None of this made sense and I just wanted to get back to a place that I understood.

      “I have a life to get back to. I am a teacher. I can't just take off and not come in.”

      “I thought that teachers had the summer off?”

      I knew that he was right, but I also knew that I had missed the last day of school. I had told many of my students that I would see them the next day, and now I wasn't going to see them until next year. I can't believe that I lied to them. I didn't mean to.

      “We do. I guess I just missed the last day of school. but that doesn't mean that I don't have things to do. I have many things that I'm doing this summer.”

      I don't know if I was trying to convince him or myself, but he didn't seem all that convinced.

      “I was hoping that you would stick around. You know, so we can get to know each other.”

      “While I am thankful for what you have done for me, I don't think that would be a good idea.”

      “What?

      “Us. I am not looking to get involved with anyone and no offense to you, but you're really not my type.”

      “You dated Greg.”

      “Yeah and see how that turned out?”

      He looked frustrated and I was sure it was because of what I just said. I had dated Greg, but it had turned into a huge mess that never seemed to end. He was still bothering me, even after all this time.

      “I'm not Greg. I'm not like those other guys.”

      “You ride a bike and wear leather, it's pretty much all the same from there isn't it?”

      He chuckled at me and told me that you could see why I would think that. “But I’m not like him. I’m not what you think I am.”

      “It's not that I think you're like him, but do you live a lifestyle that I am not comfortable with. We are like two people from two different sides of the track.

      “And I'm from the bad side right?”

      He wasn't making this easy on me and I felt a little guilty

      “It’s not that way. You’re putting words in my mouth.”

      “I don’t think I am, though I can think of something that I would like to do with your mouth.”

      I was shocked at his words. “I will not give you head.”

      His grin got a whole lot bigger. “Honey I was talking about a kiss, but I like where your mind went.”

      I couldn’t believe that I had said that and I couldn’t believe that he had called me out in that way. I wanted to curl up and die right then and there. He was having far too much fun with me.

      Starting to get up so that I could slap him, he calmed me and told me that I shouldn’t be out of bed.

      “The doctor said that you need rest. Charles isn’t the best people person, but he is a good doctor and you should listen to him.”

      “I’m not good at listening.”

      “I’ve noticed.”

      His words made me smile and I didn’t say anything else. I didn’t have to. I hadn’t known him long enough for him to presume that he knew me, but he did and he was rather right. I certainly hadn’t known him long enough to be thinking about the things that I was thinking about. I was wondering about what he had said about my lips. What would it be like to kiss Daxton?

      “You haven’t noticed much Daxton. Because if you had, you would know that I wasn’t interested in you.”

      “Can’t we just be friends?”

      I frowned at his question. Why did I not want to hear that? The last thing that I wanted to be was friends. I wanted to be more and I wished for once that I was Sandra. Then I would be able to say what was on my mind.

      “Yes Daxton. Friends.”

      He put his hand out to shake mine and I laughed at the absurdity of it all. Neither one of us wanted to be friends, but I would play his game if I must.

      “Friend or not though, I want to leave soon. I am not going to stay in this room forever.”

      He agreed, but I could tell that Daxton wanted to say more. I wish I could read his mind and find out what he was leaving out. I had a feeling that it was something rather important.

      “As soon as you are better and safe, you can do what you please. I don’t want you getting hurt, dragged into my conflict. I will try to make your stay here as pleasant as possible.”

      I liked the way it sounded, but I was sure that my mind was just going to the wrong thing, in the wrong direction. I wasn’t going to say anything out loud, especially after embarrassing the hell out of myself before. This time around, I wasn’t going to assume. I would just have to wait and see, though I didn’t know how much more waiting I was going to be able to endure. I was getting stir-crazy and I still wanted answers, something that Daxton wasn’t helping me with.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 13

          

          Daxton

        

      

    

    
      “I don't like her being here. I have said it before.”

      “Yes, you have Charles. I don't think it is safe for her to leave. This is club business because of Buck, and she shouldn't be in the middle of it.”

      “Didn't he date her?”

      I tried to hold my temper, but it was getting harder to. Meatloaf’s dad had always been someone that I didn't really care for. He was a very good doctor, but not a very good man. He thought of humans a lot differently than I did, than most of the other shifters did. He was of the old state of mind, but everyone knew that if we were ever going to live in peace, we had to all be equals.

      “Yes, he dated her. They have been broke up for a very long time though, so I have to think that it has more to do with the Scorpions, then the girl. I don't think a guy like Greg has too many sentimental thoughts about women.”

      I dared Charles to defy me, and he must have seen it in my eyes because he didn't say another word. Meatloaf spoke up about something else that was rather clear to all of us. Whether she had to be here for safety or not, Bree was asking a lot of questions that was making everyone uncomfortable.

      “I'm worried about what she's going to do if she finds out about us. What is she going to do she finds out about shifters? I don't think she's the type of person that's going to keep it to herself. She has already said something about calling the police a couple of times.”

      “She isn’t like that bro. I have known her for many years and she has always had my back.”

      “Are you willing to bet your life on it?”

      Sandra didn't hesitate to say that she was and I had to admit that I had the same feeling about her. I don't know why, and I certainly didn't have a reason for my feelings, but at the end of the day I knew that she wouldn't make trouble for us.

      The two siblings squabbled for a few minutes and I looked out the window. There are so many things that needed to be done, things that I didn't even know I would have to take care of, but I knew that I must now. Greg was the main thing on my list at the moment, but since he had so many ties now, I was going to have to bring back the old gang. It wasn't going to be easy, especially if they all took to different directions like Meatloaf said.

      Charles went in the other direction and went to get something to drink. He did not offer it to anyone else and we all knew that he was sore about us taking over his house. It had been the first place that I would have wanted to go, but he really was a good doctor.

      “You guys are worried about something that you don't need to worry about. She isn't going to find out and if she did, she isn't going to say anything. I trust Bree and so should you.”

      Sandra made me believe her. I had known her for a very long time and if she was willing to vouch for Bree in such a way, it made me feel like there was a reason for it.

      “Fine, but what are we going to do about her? she has a lot of questions and she's getting restless. I don't think she's going to stay here much longer without a fight.”

      Sandra agreed that she would talk to her, and I hoped that it was going to be enough.

      “So we need to talk about new recruits. Anybody have any ideas of what we should do?”

      I listen to Sandra's ideas and her brother’s. They both had a few that I had thought about and we all knew that we were going to bring Doc back into it. He was always hopeful and well the man was full of jokes, he was also full of wisdom that I needed at the moment, we all needed it.

      So the people talking in front of me stopped suddenly because of the smell that I picked up all of a sudden. It was a very familiar smell, and I knew exactly who it was. Each person, human or otherwise, had a very distinct smell and this one in particular was very strong and my awareness to it was even stronger. Problem was that she wasn't supposed to be down here. She was supposed to be upstairs where she would be getting some rest and she wouldn't be in the way. I should have known better than to think that she wouldn’t try to listen in.

      I held my hand up to let them know that they all needed to stop talking. I don't know how long she had been down here and how much she had heard, but I knew that I didn't want to push it if she hadn't her it all. I was nervous when I stood up and moved out of that room, not even having to look very far. I just followed her scent.

      “I see that you are well and out of bed. I thought we had agreed that you were going to stay in bed and rest a little while longer?”

      “How did you know that I was here?”

      “I guess I could smell your perfume. It is very unique.”

      She blushed and looked away. She looked guilty, scared, confused and it told me all that I needed to know. Bree had heard too much and now it was all going to come out. The inevitability that we had talked about in the abstract sense was now going to happen in the real sense and I wasn’t sure how it was going to go down.

      “Oh.”

      “How long have you been standing there?”

      “Long enough. I want to know what is going on here Daxton. You guys are talking about some weird stuff and what the heck is a shifter? I just don’t understand any of this.”

      I knew that I was going to have to give her something. I had gotten her off my trail for a while, or so I had thought. Turned out that she was just waiting to find out the information herself. It made me think that we had some work to do on trust.

      “You shouldn’t be here, Bree. You were supposed to stay upstairs in bed.”

      “I can't just wait around. No one it is telling me what is going on. I am not stupid. If you guys would just tell me what's going on, it would be a lot easier. I want to know why I am here, really.”

      I knew that she wasn't going to let it go. Bree was a mix of so many things, but she had a persistence inside of her that I could see. I could see clearly that she wasn't going to let me keep lying to her. Truth was, I didn’t want to.

      “I don't know how to say this Bree...”

      I was in mid-sentence and then I heard the sound of motorcycles coming up fast. It wasn't just one or two of them either, it was many and I knew right away who it was. Apparently Greg was not going to wait for me to come to him, it looked like he was going to come right to me. A lot had changed since I had been gone, but a lot has changed with me as well. Greg didn’t know who he was messing with.

      I went back into the room that we were meeting in and I saw a questioning look being sent towards Bree. I didn't have time to tell everyone what was going on, but I did have to tell them why it was imperative that we did something now. While we plotted to take them all out, Greg had decided to come take us out first. We didn't have a plan for that and the only plan that I could think of was to get away. It was the same reason that I hadn't taken out Greg at the bar, because we needed more time and more people.

      “What is going on?”

      “We don't have time for this Bree. We got to go.”

      I tried to take her arm and pull her towards the back entrance, but she wasn't going for it. She pulled her away from me and huffed.

      “I am not going anywhere, until someone tells me what is going on.”

      “It's not that simple Bree. Do you hear those bikes? That means we have to go.”

      “Is it Greg?”

      I nodded my head and told her that it was as far as I knew. I hadn’t stopped to check it out and I wasn’t waiting around to make sure that it was. I was sure enough who it was. I didn't know if he was here for me or for her, but it really didn't matter. I was not going to let the man get his hands on Bree. I just couldn't.

      I could tell that the idea of it being Greg bothered her, but there was more that she wanted to know first.

      “Why are they here? Are they here because of me?”

      I remembered how guilty she had felt before and I didn't want her to take any of the blame to herself. This wasn’t her fault and I didn't want her to think that it was.

      “I used to be in a motorcycle club that didn't get along with him. I told you about Buck, he used to be the leader. Now I'm going to take over and he doesn't want that to happen. He likes it the way it is, and he wants to take me out first.”

      “Take you out?”

      I growled at her and told her that we had to go. Sandra and Meatloaf were already by the door and even though I sent them a look telling them not to, both of them changed right in front of us.

      The expression on her face was disturbed and I knew that it was only going to make it harder for her to leave. She wanted answers, even though she didn't realize that she was putting herself in danger to get them.

      “What the hell?”

      “We have to go, Bree. Now!”

      The engines on the bikes had been cut and that meant that there were going to be men busting in the door. I didn't know how Greg was going to be, but I wouldn't put it past him to put us all in danger because he wanted to show force.

      “I am not going anywhere...”

      It's about that time when one of Greg’s gang busted through the door and started to rush towards us. I had to grab her and moved her closer. I put her behind me and told her that we had to leave.

      The question of what they were going to do was answered because he was a big burly bear and I knew that I had to get her out of here. She was going to die if I didn't and I couldn’t let that happen. She just meant too much to me.

      “I have to turn Bree And I need you to get on my back so that we can go. That thing is going to kill you. That is all you need to know right now.”

      I didn't want to sound to gruff, but the truth was that we did need to go. If we didn't get out of there now, all of us were going to be dead and I couldn't let that happen. I turned into my true form and looked behind me. She was looking at me in shock, but we didn't have time for that. I noticed her quivering and I tried to get her to hurry up.

      She just didn’t get it. We had to go, now!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 14

          

          Bree

        

      

    

    
      I had never been lifted up like that before in my life. I was a big girl by all respects and I had never been handled that way, not even by Greg. I had no sooner started to feel the strength of Daxton's arms around me, he was saying things that I didn't understand. He was going to change and I had to get on his back. Seeing Sandra and her brother change into bears, I knew what he was talking about, even if it didn't register all the way.

      The next thing I knew, there was a bear bearing down on us, preparing to kill us all. I was sure of it and I was getting on the back of dark brown bear that had once been Daxton. It was one of the craziest moments of my life and I still can't believe that I was clinging to a bear. It was even harder to imagine that the bear had once been a man.

      Daxton went so fast that I was afraid I was going to fall off. I was dizzy with it all and my mind was on overload. After a moment or two, all I could do was cling to him as hard as I could and hope that I didn't fall off. It wouldn't have been that hard at all, but I knew that I had to see this through. I had so many questions and it felt like Daxton was the only one that could answer them.

      The attraction that I felt for Daxton did not decrease with each mounting moment. It actually increased in a way as I felt strong muscles underneath me bunch up every time he took a step. Some men were capable of so much more than I ever thought possible and even though there were so many reasons why I shouldn't think of him that way, it didn't seem to be enough. It wasn't enough to fight the draw that I felt to him and that I felt myself.

      I had so many thoughts running through my head, and so many feelings running through my body as I took the ride. I don't know why I was thinking about such things in the midst of all of this. I was thinking about what it would be like if he put his hands on me. He was so strong, that much was clear and I wanted to know what it would be like to have his hands on me like he did a moment before. When he had lifted me up to get me out of danger. He had put himself between me and the other bear. It had been romantic without him even trying for it to be. I couldn’t get it off of my mind.

      I started to relax a little more, the farther out we got because I felt safe. I shouldn’t. I mean, I really shouldn’t, but it was hard not to feel safe when I was on top of one of the largest beasts that I’d ever seen in my life. Daxton wasn’t a beast though. He was something so much more and I was still reeling from the idea of Sandra being one as well.

      She was a bit harder to see that way because I’d known her for so long. She was a bad ass, strong as an ox, but I never would have imagined that she was a bear shifter. Until a little while ago, I didn’t even know that such a thing existed. It was impossible to think of anything else, but what I was thinking of it all now.

      When he stopped, I looked around and wasn’t sure if we were going to take a break or what. It had been a while, but with those beasts, the beast I was on, I didn’t know what to think. I was trying to get away from one, while there was one underneath me. Daxton was one of them. It was all just a bit much to keep going over. How in the world was I supposed to face them, face my best friend, knowing that she had kept so many things from me?

      “Where are we?”

      Daxton told me that we were somewhere safe.

      “Am I really safe?”

      He had turned back into a man and was short on clothes. My eyes took him all in, even though I didn’t really try to. It was hard to keep my eyes off of part of him and only when he cleared his throat, did I realize that I was staring. Everyone did and I was more than a little embarrassed. This was all more than I could handle and I started to feel a little woozy like I was going to pass out.

      “I promise you Bree, that I won't let anything happen to you.”

      I notice that he didn't say I was safe though. In a world that was full of creatures like him and Sandra, I didn't know if I would ever be safe again. I'd heard too much back at Charles’ house and I wish I could go back to the moment when I’d found all of this out. I was happier then and I certainly felt safer.

      “So, what are we doing here?”

      “This is one of our safehouses. Most likely, Greg is attracted to your sense. He can smell you like a dog can smell. That must be why he found us so quickly.”

      “You can smell me?”

      Daxton agreed. “Yes, it is how I knew you were listening in on us. You have a very distinct fragrance.”

      Since I wasn't wearing perfume, I had to think that it was something a little more wild and instinctual that he was talking about. I don't know why, but I really did like the idea of him knowing where I was just by my smell. What other things could he do that I didn't know about?

      He must have thought that I was freaked out because he put his arm on me and told me that everything was going to be okay. I was pulled in against his chest and for a moment I did feel like it was all going to be alright, then I look down and realize he was still naked. I don't know if I'd ever been this close to a fully naked man before and I move back quickly, almost falling over myself doing so. Daxton caught me.

      “Are you okay?”

      “Yeah, yeah, I'm fine. I just...”

      He looked down at himself and started to understand what I was acting so strange about. Daxton looked back at me with a slow smile on his face and told me that if I would just give him a few minutes, there would be more to see.

      I felt my face getting red from the very idea of it and I couldn’t look him in the eyes. He just had a way with words and a way with me that I didn't understand. I had never felt this way before, and it made me think that I had waited all this time for one man in particular. I knew that I would find the man of my dreams, but Daxton was so far from what I had thought he would be. But at the end of the day, I knew that he was the one I was waiting for. I knew it was more assuredly than I knew anything else.

      We went into the small cabin that he pointed out after a moment. I hadn't even seen it when we first came up and only when he pointed it out was I able to. It was the same color as the woods around it and it melted into the rest of the scene. unless somebody knew it was there, I didn't think that anybody would ever find it.

      When we got inside, it was clear that no one had been there for a while. There were dust bunnies in all the corners and spider webs hanging from the ceiling. It looked like the place have been abandoned for some time. It was sort of good to know that it was so out of the way that it wouldn’t be found. I liked that it was never used.

      The three shifters found some clothes and got dressed. The place was full of stuff and I was under the impression that losing clothes was just part of being a shifter like they were. It had to be, because of how the place was set up and how there was a full room dedicated to all different sizes and shapes of clothes for male and female. It made me think that this was a normal occurrence for them.

      The siblings went outside to get some wood and a few other things, well I stayed in with Daxton. I had so many questions for him, but I was starting to wonder if they were ever going to get answered. It seemed like the more I learned about him, the more I realized I knew nothing at all.

      “So are you going to tell me what's going on, for real?”

      “What do you mean?”

      I just gave him a look for a minute and showed him with my expression that I wasn't going to play games anymore. I wanted answers, and I wanted them now.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 15

          

          Daxton

        

      

    

    
      I could see that the calmness had passed. She wanted answers and they were difficult. some of it I hadn't even realize until moments before, but I've had a clear picture of it now. I moved towards her, put my hands up to catch hers and try and calm her down. Bree was just too worked up and I didn't want her to be afraid or to be upset. I wanted her to see that everything that was happening, was happening for a reason.

      “I will tell you what you want to know. All you have to do is ask.”

      It threw Bree for a moment and I realize that she had not expected to get an answer. I didn't blame her of course, I had not been very forthcoming with information. At the time I didn't know if she could handle it all, but now I knew that she was going to have to. There is nothing more that could be done and even though it was going to be a lot to take, I knew that I had to get it out. She had to know the truth.

      “Um, OK. well, I want to know what you are.”

      “We’re shifters.”

      “You say it like it's a common thing. I mean, are you like a werewolf?

      I just kind of shook my head and smiled to myself. It would have been a lot easier if she hadn't watch so many movies that made it all little more confusing. It didn't help that movies got it wrong and there was a whole culture behind it. Most of it was all false and I wasn't sure how to explain it.

      “I wouldn't say that we were like where wolves, not the kind that you have heard about. There are a lot of things that people get wrong. Werewolves are like any other shifter, they just happen to turn into a wolf. There are many types of shifters that turn into all sorts of animals, so we're just one of many.”

      While I was trying to make it easier for her to understand, I started to see immediately that I was overwhelming her with information. it was one thing to think that a few people switched into something else, but it was another altogether to realize that there were so many of us out there, that could turn into so many different things. Bree was finally realizing that the human race wasn't the only race and it certainly wasn't the strongest. It was going to take her time to wrap your brain around that.

      She didn't say anything for a time and I asked her if she was hungry. She sort of nodded her head, but I could tell that she was still in a daze. I had been trying to make this easier, but it seems like I had made it worse. While I was trying to let her know that we weren’t like the movies and it wasn’t near as uncommon as she thought, I had blown her mind. We needed to get her mind off of it and I was hoping that after some time, she would see that this could be normal. She had to believe it.

      “Why don’t we make some dinner and we can talk about whatever you want to talk about. I’m an open book.”

      “Why now?”

      “Because I know more now than I did when I first met you. It took me time to realize what this was.”

      “What is this?”

      I smiled at her and said it in the simplest way that I knew to say it.

      “We were meant to be. This is fate.”

      “I don't really believe much in fate.”

      “It doesn't matter if you do or not, there is nowhere to hide. Fate is what is supposed to happen and one way or another it will. You don’t have to believe in gravity, but it still pulls you down.”

      She didn't answer me for a while and I figured that she was digesting everything. I started looking around in the freezer to see if there was anything that could be made and I ended up sending Meatloaf and his sister out to get a few things. Truth was, more than anything I just wanted them to leave and give us some time alone. I didn’t really actually need anything. It would be nice to have some fresh drinks and a few other things, but really, I just wanted some time alone with her. I knew that it was the only way I was going to be able to explain everything and I just wanted to spend a little time with her alone to see what would happen next.

      There was also a question of what I didn't know about her. If Bree was the one, there were many rules that had to be abided by. I needed to make sure that I was right in my thinking. I needed to make sure that she was the one and that I was reading this all the right way. I could be seeing what I wanted to see.

      She started making some biscuits that were going to go with dinner. There was a lot of meat and frozen vegetables in the freezer and it just seemed like the thing to do. It would give us time together and now that everyone else was gone, it was just me and her. I couldn't have asked for a better setting.

      Then all of a sudden out of the blue, Bree decided that she wanted to ask more questions.

      “So is that why Sandra is okay now? I mean you made me think that I had just seen things that I weren’t there because I was hit on the head and it was my imagination. But she was really messed up wasn’t she?”

      “Yeah, she had quite a bit of internal injury and a lot of contusions. She was lucky though. Her father is one of the best and she is always been a good healer. By the time you came to, she was already on the mend and almost finished.”

      “I knew that I wasn't crazy. I knew that I had seen her and I was so worried about her. I'm glad that she was able to heal yourself the way she did. I just wish I had been able to do it as well. I don't think I've ever felt so bad as I did when I first woke up after the crash.”

      I liked the idea of her being so easy about it. A few minutes ago it was like I had boiled from the inside out and now, since it was Sandra, she seemed to be able to understand a little bit better. I hope that she could continue on in the same way, because there was a lot more that I needed to tell her.

      “I hated to see you hurt. I shouldn't have left you there at the bar, knowing that Greg was there. I had underestimated how ignorant he was or he has forgotten who I am.”

      “Why do you say it like that? Who are you?”

      I took a deep breath and tried to measure my words. Bree was not like Sandra in a lot of ways. She was not as rough and it was clear that she was shockable, Sandra was not. Bree had been sheltered or something of that nature. Whatever it was, Bree was not like any woman that I'd ever met before and I couldn't approach her in the same way. There was so much more at stake this time around.

      “Well, I told you about Buck. I was his right hand man. That meant that I did a lot of things for him. I was the enforcer and I was rather good at it. Me and Greg have come toe to toe before and it didn't end well. Since I've been gone and he killed Buck, Greg seems to have forgotten who the hell we all are. He’s surrounded by his crew right now, but it won't take long before we have our own crew back together.”

      “So you plan on making another gang?”

      I could tell by the way that she asked, that she wasn't very happy about it. There was something in her face that told me she was not down for the criminal lifestyle. While most girls would get wet with the leather, Bree seemed to be more nervous than ever before.

      “It's a club Bree. And yes, I will have to do something. I can't let a man like Greg free in the area. This is where I have lived for a long time and I will not let it happen. This is been more of a home to me, Lost Hills, than any other place and I won't let it get ran down by a guy like him.”

      Not trying to sound so about it, I knew that I had to tone it down. Bree didn't need to see how upset I was about it all, or know how badly I wanted to kill him. A woman like Bree just wouldn't understand.

      “So what is going to happen?”

      “One of us will have to go. It’s what happens. There isn’t enough room for both of us. There used to be, Buck tried to make it work, but you can see what happened. He was killed for it because Greg got greedy. No one in Lost Hills is safe until he is gone. It’s just the way it is.”

      I didn’t want to tell her anymore and it didn’t look like I had to. Bree was digesting it all and I hoped that she would see that all of this was going to be okay. I was going to make sure that both of us were going to be okay. She was mine and I wouldn’t let anything happen to her.

      “That sounds scary. Is Greg…?”

      While I didn’t want to ask some things that I needed to know, her question told me the answer. I breathed out a sigh of relief and had to wonder how the man never did talk her into it. It really must be fate. She really was mine.

      “Yes, Greg is like me. All of the bikers that you see around here are. Almost all of them. There are a few humans that we let in.”

      “Humans?”

      She wasn’t asking a question, more saying it out loud like it was hard to believe. She didn’t want to think of herself as human and otherwise. They were all people.

      “Yeah, human.”

      Bree shook her head and she had gotten pale on me. I could tell that it was all just too much for her and I had her sit down at the bar on the other side of the counter. I wasn’t going to be able to tell her everything in one go. I was going to have to give her time to let it all sink in.

      I started cooking to get both of us out of the mood we were in. She had a lot on her mind, and so did I. There was a lot to think about and I was worried about what was going to happen next. It wasn't that Greg bothered me in any way, he never had. But I had someone else that I had to worry about now and I wasn't used to that. It had been just me for the last four years, and now I was far more worried about keeping Bree safe than myself. That was something that I had to rectify in my own head.

      Bree cut up some vegetables, while I got the pot going. It had been a while since I cooked for myself, but it kept my mind off the present. There was a lot that needed to be done, and so little time to do it in.

      “So how long are we going to stay here?”

      She had finished the vegetables and she was coming over to put them in the pot with the meat. I told her that I didn't know for sure, but I was going to make sure that it wasn't so long.

      “So is it going to be like before? Where I won't be able to leave and stuff?”

      “I don't want you to leave because I don't want them to find you, but I can't force you to say. I won't.”

      “But if I go, then you will have someone watch out for me?”

      “I will be the one watching after you Bree. Wherever you go, I go. It would be easier to do what I must do if you are on board, but that doesn't mean that you have to be.”

      “Why are you so determined to save me?”

      “Because you are my mate.”

      I said it as simply as I could because it was the truth. Like everything else this night, I could tell that it was a lot for Bree to take in. I just hope that she would get used to the idea of it. From the way my body needed her, I hoped it was sooner than later.
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      “Your mate?”

      “Yes, my mate.”

      My head was swimming with all the information and I wasn't sure what to think of this new development. Daxton had been clear that what was seen in the movies, was nothing like what happened in real life. In the movies, a mate was like a wife, but somehow stronger than that. And then he said we would always be together. Is that what he meant? For some reason I felt like I didn't even have a choice in it.

      “You do have a choice.”

      My eyes got wider and I looked over at him.

      “How did you know what I was thinking?”

      “Sometimes if I am trying to, I can read your mind.”

      He said it like it was no big deal and that everyone should be able to do it. I couldn't believe what he said,. I mean, I knew that what he said was true, but I couldn't believe that I was even having this conversation with him. Daxton didn't seem to realize how rare and special he was.

      “Stop doing that. I don't want you in my head.”

      He chuckled and told me that sometimes he was unable to stop it. That if I thought about something too hard or too loud, he wasn’t going to be able to stop it. I didn’t like the idea of that at all, but there was apparently nothing I could do about it, so I wasn’t going to stress it. I was just going to have to be careful what I was thinking about, which was a lot harder than it sounded.

      I was still standing beside him at the stove and when he turned to me and moved a little closer, I was boxed in. I didn't have any other choice but to look up at him and to finally meet his dark eyes. They were filled with need and lust, that I was sure was mirrored in my own. He wasn't the only one that was not sure what was going to happen next. He wasn't the only one that wanted to see what would develop between us. If he was to be my mate or I was to be his, then when we going to be together in that way. It was good to know that I wasn’t the only one thinking about it.

      “How do I know that you're telling the truth?”

      “What do you think I'm lying about?”

      “All of it. The fact that we are together, that I am to be your mate. What does that even mean?”

      “You are my mate. That I assure you is the truth. That is something that neither one of us can change and the more I'm around you, the more I can feel it. Can't you feel it?”

      I wasn't really sure what it was. I know that I was feeling something and I had been since the first time I'd met him. It had only been a couple of days ago, but it felt like a lifetime ago.

      His hands went to my arms and then ran up to my shoulders, stopping before passing my neck and then cupping my cheeks. He tilted my head up a little further and I had no choice but to look at him. His body was hard against mine and I was thinking about not too long ago when he was standing naked in front of me.

      “How can I be good Bree, when you have things like that running through your head?

      My cheeks were red, but I didn't have much time to be humiliated because his hands and lips were on me now. He was calling me to him and I didn't want him to stop. I never wanted him to stop.

      It wasn't the first time that I had been kissed. But it was the first time that I felt like the kiss was going to take me over. It wasn’t just a kiss and he wasn't just a man. Daxton was so much more and whatever it was that I was supposed to feel, I had a feeling that I was. There was just something inside of me that told me that I was supposed to be right here, right now. I was supposed to be with him.

      His lips were soft, but insistent and it wasn't long before I was losing my mind. For every reason that I shouldn't be with him and I shouldn’t let him touch me, was combated with ten reasons why I should. None of it made any sense, but it didn't have to. It didn't have to make sense at all, and it didn't bother me that it didn't. I wanted to believe it when he said that we were meant to be together and that I was his. I had never had a man feel this way about me, nor treat me this way and I didn't want to go back to the way it used to be. I don’t know if I could.

      The stew was starting to boil over and the sound of it hitting the heating element pulled me out of the spell that he had on me. I pulled back, but his hands didn’t let me get very far.

      I giggled a little and asked him if he was going to take care of it. Daxton was acting like he didn't even hear the sound and he was closer to it then I was.

      “Are you going to take care of that?”

      “As far as I'm concerned, it can all burn. I'm not hungry for that right now.”

      His words brought a shiver over my body because I knew exactly what it was that he was hungry for. it was the same thing that I was in need of, even though I have never had it before. I knew not what I was missing, just that I needed it. It was hard to imagine, but I needed Daxton to show me.

      “Well, I am starving so we're not going to let this burn. Besides, what would Sandra and Meatloaf think if they came back and there was no food because we let it all burn up?”

      “I don't give a damn what they think.”

      Daxton leaned down to give me another kiss and I was unable to stop it. There was a big part of me that wanted to, knowing that I was going down a road that I wasn't going to be able to get off of. The other side of me was sure that it would be worth a ride.

      “You said that you were going to cook for me, remember?”

      He growled at me and I have to say that the low timber of it made me shake a little more inside. It wasn’t from fear, not the sort that was felt because one was afraid of getting hurt, no this was a different sort of fear. I now welcomed and feared the unknown. It was hard to be torn in two directions, but I just needed some time. I needed some space away from him so that I could catch my breath.

      When I tried to move back this time, he let me and I was able to breathe again. I don’t know what it was that he did to me, but I was unable to stop the attraction. I was free to go and I was the one that launched into his arms because I never wanted to let go. My lips were pressed up against his, while I slid my tongue into his mouth. For the moment, I was of the same mindset. Let it all burn.

      Daxton could sense the change in me and it didn't take him long to take advantage of it. He had pulled me away from the stove, moving me across to the other side of the kitchen and hoisting me up on the bar. It was all happening a little too fast, but there was no getting out of it now. I had this need inside of me that have been growing since I had met Daxton and I was ready to find out what it was I had been missing all these years.

      My legs opened up as he moved in between them and it was the first time that I could feel his hardness against my core. It was already throbbing with need and want, but feeling him pressed up against me with something else altogether new. I had never felt this way before, even when I was fooling around with someone else. I had never been pushed so quickly to take it to the next level. But now I could feel was how long it had been and I was sick of waiting.

      His kisses were becoming a little more insistent and demanding. No longer was he taking what I was giving him. Now he was taking more and I could feel his hands moving up my waist and cupping my breast. It wasn’t the first time that I had been touched in such a way, but it was the first time that the tiny brush against my nipples sent an electric charge in between my legs. I could feel myself getting wet and I knew that I needed Daxton inside of me. I didn't want to wait any longer.

      Daxton started to kiss on my neck and he nibbled on my shoulder with his teeth, while his hands played with my nipples I was shaking against him, unable to stop it, and able to do anything but feel what he was doing to me.

      “God, Bree, you feel so good. I need to be inside of you. I know that you’re not ready, but I want to fuck you so badly. It’s killing me.”

      All I could do was agree because it was exactly how I felt about it. I felt like I was going to lose myself if I wasn’t able to feel him right now.

      When his hand went to the heat between my legs though, I jumped with the touch and I was unable to handle it. It was like a rush of emotions were coming over me and I called out, his name on the tip of my tongue as I shifted closer to the edge of the counter. I wanted to feel more.

      He was certainly harder now and when I moved up against him to grind on the knot in his pants, Daxton made a sound that was close to a whimper.

      “I’m trying to slow down for you Bree. I don’t want to hurt you.”

      “You won’t hurt me, Daxton.”

      He wasn’t so sure of that and he told me that I was going to have to settle down. His face was tight and his hand started to move on my core. I was the one whimpering now, my legs clenching the man’s arm. I didn’t want him to stop and my head fell back. Why had I never felt this before?

      It wasn’t long before every inch of my body was filled with a tightening energy that couldn’t be stopped. I knew that something was coming, but I wasn’t expecting it to feel so extreme. My body was coming apart, just about the time that my mind was doing it as well. I couldn’t stop the waves of pleasure that ran through me and I wasn’t sure if I wanted to. It was all just too much. I was going to lose it.

      My grip on his shoulders tightened and his tongue flicked at the sensitive tip in his mouth. He bit down at the exact moment that I was hit with a body tightening orgasm and I knew that he was doing it on purpose. It was like he had perfectly timed it or something. He was playing games with my body and I was unable to stop it. All I could do was cling to him like my life depended on it. At the moment, it really felt like it did.

      Even with everything going on, I knew that I wanted more. I knew that there was more out there and it was never going to be enough until he was inside of me. I don't know why, but I knew that it was going to make us complete. Make me complete. That was something that I had never felt before and with Daxton, I didn't feel like there was something wrong with me.

      I pushed him away and told him to take his clothes off. His smile broadened and he had this silly ass grin on his face.

      “I thought you’d never ask.”

      Daxton started to pull his shirt off when Sandra and Meatloaf came through the door. I heard a girl from him, but it was a different sort of girl. That one made me a little fearful of the man standing next to me.

      “Get out!”

      I pushed against his chest and told him to stop. I was mortified that he was acting that way and I pushed him far enough away that I had to get off of the counter. I would have given anything to have not let them see me that way. When I looked at my friend, all Sandra could do was smile.
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      I had known Meatloaf for a very long time, but this was the first time that I was seriously thinking about killing him. He didn't know what he had walked in on, but they both needed to leave right now. I wanted to get Bree back on the counter so that we could finish. I was nowhere near done.

      “Why?”

      “Get the fuck out, now.”

      It took him a minute to realize what was going on, and he started to walk back out the door when Bree stopped him. I looked at her like she had lost her mind. Her face is still flush and a little pink on top of her cheeks from her orgasms. I was rock hard from the sound of it all. I have never been so turned on in my life and I just wasn’t going to be able to.

      “Sorry man. I didn't know.”

      “You don't have to leave, he was just joking.”

      “The fuck I'm joking. Get the hell out, both of you.”

      He gave me a dirty look and I knew that apparently we were done. I was not sure if I was going to be able to pretend like nothing that happened. I had a raging hard-on and I wasn't going to go down until I got inside of her velvet folds.

      Bree started walking into the kitchen. She wasn't nearly as worried about it has Meatloaf was. I could tell that meatloaf knew I was pissed off and he also knew I had a temper. The man was smart to keep his distance because I was not in the mood.

      The two women finished up while Meatloaf and I talked. I needed to get some people together, everyone that was a loyal and that I knew from before. If we were going to go up against Greg and his crew, that meant that we were going to have to get a crew of our own. I've been gone awhile but my reputation should bring enough in.

      “Sorry about that man. I haven't seen you with a lady in a while. I thought you’d given up.”

      “I thought I had as well.”

      “So, who is this chick to you then?”

      “She would be my mate if your dumb ass wouldn't have come in when you did.”

      He smiled at me with a goofy grin and I still wanted to hit him. He had the worst timing ever and more than anything, I just wanted them to go.

      “After dinner you two need to make yourself scarce.”

      Meatloaf chuckled and said I’d hurt his feelings. I told him that I didn’t give a damn.

      “Say no more. We will be gone before you know it. It’s good to see you back, but you are backed up and really need to relax some.”
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        * * *

      

      The dinner dragged on and I know that it was because I wanted it to end. Sandra and Bree talked about a lot of things, and every time I thought that they would leave, Bree would pull them back into a conversation. I knew that I couldn't be rude and tell him to get the hell out, it hadn't worked before, but that didn't mean that I didn't want to. Bree was oblivious to it all. It was like she was unaware of the pain that I was in. I didn't know that it could hurt this much, even though she was right there with me.

      “What are you two doing tonight?”

      Meatloaf caught my eye and I could tell that he knew what I was talking about. This conversation was over and I was trying to hurry it along as quickly as possible. It was getting late and I was getting restless.

      “Right, we need to go check out who we can find. I'm hoping that we can get a rally together by morning. I should really get started on that before it's too late. Sandra, you need to come too. This is going to take all of us to get it done.”

      It would have been better if I had gone with them. I was going to be the leader after all, but there was no way that I was leaving this cabin until I had had my fill of Bree. I knew for certain that it was at least going to take all night.

      Sandra wasn’t as gung ho to leave. I saw her get Bree’s attention to find out if she was okay with them leaving. I didn’t realize that I was holding my breath, waiting for an answer, until I let it out when Bree told her that she was going to be fine. I was going to talk to Sandra later about that, but for now, I was just happy that she had decided I was good enough to keep going with. She wanted to be alone with me and for now, that was going to have to be good enough. I was convinced that the rest was just going to work itself out. It was fate after all.

      The two siblings finally left not too long after I dropped the cue and I was glad to see them go. Bree was still a little nervous, I could see it on her face and feel it in the vibe that she was letting off. She also had another smell and vibe that was coming in loud and clear. She was turned on and I was happy to think that. I was ready to bust a nut, just by looking at her. It was time to take this to the next level.

      “So, what are we going to do now that we're alone?”

      I asked the question, but she wasn't ready for the answer. I had learned about her the short time we've known each other. I knew that there was a lot she didn't know that I was going to have to take my time to explain and ask the right questions. It was a hard thing to ask but I had to do my best.

      Without giving her an answer, I put my hand out. I was asking her without asking her.  She knew what it was that I wanted from her And there was no sense in playing games anymore.

      “Come with me and I will show you Bree. It’s time.”

      She met my gaze for a moment and her anxiousness was clear. It was palpable and I assured her that everything was going to be okay. This wasn’t a small deal for her. I knew that. It was a lot for her to take on. In reality, I knew that she was going to need some prodding. No other man had been able to talk her into it. That should tell me something right there about the ease of me getting into her panties. I knew that it was going to be complicated.

      “I’m scared Daxton.”

      Bree said that as she was standing up. It wasn’t a fear that was going to keep her from me. It was one that I was going to have to coax her around. We both knew what was going to happen next, but Bree still wanted to pretend like there was another option. There was never going to be another option in my eyes when it came to her. I had to touch her, be with her, I had to make her mine. That was all that mattered now.

      “You are going to be fine. I told you that everything was going to be okay. You are my mate and this is what is supposed to happen.

      She still didn't look very sure and she took my hand and I could tell that she still needed a little more coaxing to get her going towards the direction of my bedroom. I wished that we were back home with my real bed, instead of the small one that was available here, but it was going to have to do. I would have gladly taken her out in the middle of the woods underneath the moonlight. It really didn't matter the way or the how, just that it happened.

      “I never have... You know, done this before.”

      “I told her that I knew and she wanted to know how.”

      “I can just sense it with you. You have an innocence about you that you shouldn't have at your age. It didn't take long to figure it out.”

      Bree was silent next to me for a minute and I looked over at her as we moved into the bedroom. She was really nervous and I wished that I could make her understand that it was all going to be fine. I can't even remember my own first time, and it certainly wasn't with a new species that I didn't know about. I had to keep all of this in mind to keep my temper under control. I had to give her what she needed. That was the only worry that I had. That I would get too worked up and fail to show her the right way her first time.

      Shutting the door behind us, the room was blanketed in darkness and I heard her gasp a little.

      “Do you want to be in the dark? Or do you want me to turn some lights on so we can see?”

      I wanted to turn the lights on and see every inch of her, but I had a feeling that she wasn't ready for that. Bree didn't realize how beautiful she was. It was going to take some time for me to show her, but it was a task that I wanted to do more than anything. I needed her to see herself as I saw her. She was the most beautiful woman I'd ever seen and I knew that she was enough for me.

      “This is good.”

      She had made the choice that I figured she would, but I was going to leave out the fact that I could see very well in the dark. It was about as good as I could see in the daytime and my focus was on her face. I liked the fact that she thought she was being mysterious and hiding from me, but I could see her perfectly. I had every intention of using that to my full advantage.

      “Take your clothes off for me, Bree. I want to taste you a little while before we get started.”

      The look on her face told me all that I needed to know. She was still anxious, but there was an excitement as well and the darkness helped her to build up a little courage. I got to stand there and watch her slowly take her clothes off, just like no one else was watching. She wouldn’t be happy if  she knew that I could see every single thing. And I have to say that I was not at all disappointed.

      Bree was tall and had curves that begged to be touched. My hands and fingers were itching to get on her, but I knew I had to hold it in for a little while longer. I didn't want to scare her and now I was rocking a hard dick that needed attention immediately.

      “Come here.”

      Bree giggled a little when I agreed and I started to work towards her as I took off the remaining clothing I was wearing. I wasn't worried about anything else but getting her in the bed and getting my mouth on her. I was nowhere near done with her yet.
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      It was dark and even after my eyes had adjusted, I could barely make out his outline. I knew that he was naked only because I had heard the clothing fall and it wasn't long before he was pulling me up against his body. Daxton was walking me backwards until I could feel the bed against the back of my legs and I laid back. It was only moments that I was there on the crisp sheets by myself, before he was crawling into bed on top of me coming covering my body with his own.

      There was no time to talk as his mouth move down to mine. His lips and tongue tease me, as his hips pressed the hardness in between my legs. It didn't put pressure on my core, just rubbed against it and made me jerk and whimper with the pleasure. It certainly felt different than his hand on me, but I knew that it wouldn't take much for it to have the same ending.

      His lips left mine and started to move downward as they had not too long ago in the kitchen. I move my head to one side to allow him full access to my neck and my shoulders as his tongue created a trail that left me shivering. A downward spiral took him to my breast and my body arched up to meet his greedy mouth. Daxton's lips and then teeth felt so good against me. I never wanted him to stop.

      When he left my breast, I made a whimpering sound that made him growl. I could tell that it turned him on and even though it wasn't something that was done on purpose, it was good to know that he liked it. I love to the fact that he was so turned on by me being pleased.

      My worry about him not sucking on my nipples was quickly relieved and I just as quickly had other things to worry about. His mouth was moving in the same direction as it had started and it was quickly clear that his destination was where his cockhead had just been rubbing.

      My fingers went to his hair and they pulled it hard as I felt hot breath on my center. I was so needy that I couldn't think of anything else. There was nothing that I could do, but wait. I tried lifting up my hips to force him to hurry up, but that didn't do me any good. All it did was frustrate me more when he sat back just a little bit and told me to calm down.

      “Please?”

      “That's not going to work. You need to have some patience or I won't be able to satisfy you the way that you deserve.”

      I didn't know what the hell he was talking about at the moment. I really didn't care.

      “Please Daxton. I need you. I thought you wanted to take me?”

      “So fucking badly.”

      I was no longer sure he was going to give me what it was that I needed. It felt like he was playing games with my emotions and I didn't want to deal with it anymore. All I could think about was his hot mouth on mine and what it was going to feel like later. I needed it like before, because I knew that it was possible. Ever since he had push me towards my end before, I knew that I wanted more. His mouth was more, even if it was at the more that I thought I was going to get it the time.

      Well I thought he would start with licking me. Something light, something to get me in the mood, but that was not the way that Daxton approached it at all. Instead, he grabbed my waist and pulled me up towards his mouth until most of my back was off of the bed. He had pulled me up and held me there, so that I knew there was no way that that I was going to get away. There was nowhere to go.

      And instead of licking me with his tongue, his lips moved around my  sensitive nub and he started to suck. I about came unglued from the start and I knew that I was in trouble. The feeling that I was getting was much like I had when he was touching me with his fingers, but this time around, it was so much more intense and from the way he had a grip on me, I knew that I wasn't going to be able to go anywhere anytime soon.

      I called out his name because I couldn't help it and my hand went to his arm, trying to get the grip off of me. Only my shoulders were left on the mattress with my head and he was just so strong that there was nothing I could do. There was no way that I was going to get away from him, that much was clear.

      The first wave went over me like a tsunami and I was left broken in pieces. I cried out over and over again, but it didn’t slow him down in the least bit. His tongue just moved a little faster and his grip just got a little tighter as I fought against him. It was all just too much and before long, I was coming again.

      “I can't Daxton, please!”

      He was not listening to me and it seemed like no matter how loud I screamed and pleaded, it didn't deter him in the least bit. My mind was shattered, every part of me was shaking. I couldn't control it and I knew that this was only the beginning. This is what he called the taste and I didn't know if I could take much more. If this was just a taste, I could only imagine what the rest of it would be. My eyes were closed as I tightened up again, as my body exploded in pleasure. Something told me that I was going to have a hard time taking what came next.
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        * * *

      

      “Welcome back.”

      I was confused for a moment, but then I realized that he was still over me and I wanted to know what he meant by that.

      “What?”

      “You sort of passed out for a few minutes I think. I would usually ask you if that felt good, but I think I have the answer that I need.”

      I wanted him to shut up. I was so embarrassed that I had let him get to me that way. I had never passed out before, though I had come from some rubbing, nothing like that. It was like nothing I had ever experienced before and when I felt his hard rod pressing in against my legs at my core, I remembered that there was still more to learn. It wasn’t going to be how I saw it in my head. I certainly hadn’t passed out when I thought about how it would play out in my head.

      “Are you ready Bree?”

      I wasn't, I really wasn't but I was sick of waiting too. He said it because of a couple of days, a couple of hours. but I have been waiting my whole life. I've been waiting my whole life to feel this way and I didn't want to wait anymore. I knew that it would take only a moment for him to be inside of me and for everything to change.

      “Yes.”

      The answer was used almost immediately and I felt him push inside of me. He was huge and I was taken over by the stretching sensations and the sharp pain as I ripped. It was a long time coming and I buried my face in his shoulder. My eyes closed tight and I was thankful that he stopped. He was very deep inside of me, but it gave my body time to get used to him. It was strange to feel him inside of a cover and the longer he was there, the more he felt like he was supposed to be there. The pain subsided quickly and nothing was left but a need that still had been met. When I started to move underneath him, Daxton took it as it was time to do more.

      He pulled back and pressed in over and over again. It was repeated and it was my mind numbing. When I got to the edge this time, I was unable to breathe or think. Something inside of me imploded and it wasn't long before I was gasping for breath.

      My nails went into his shoulders and I heard howl as he filled me up. I was lost underneath him and when he pulled out of me, it was like a piece of me was gone.

      He lay down next to me and pulled me close. My breath was coming out in gasps and my heart was racing in my chest. There was no way that I could slow it down.

      “Why am I the only one that is affected?”

      “You are not the only one that is affected. I don’t think I’ve ever felt this way before. It was perfect. You are perfect Bree and I’m going to spend the rest of my days making sure that you know just how special you are. It’s time to turn the lights on so I can clean you up.”

      I made a sound as the room was flooded in lights, but he made me look at him and I knew that it was all going to be okay. I wanted to hide myself so that he couldn’t see me, but that wasn’t what I really wanted. I wanted him to need me and desire me, which he did. Daxton made me feel like a beautiful woman. It wasn’t a feeling that I felt very often and while I wasn’t sure if I believed it or not, I wanted to. I really did.

      At some point I went to sleep in his arms. I don’t know when it was. His heart was beating under my ear on his chest and it had a way of pulling me in. It was so steady and loud that I closed my eyes and that was it. He may have had other ideas of what was going to happen between us, but it wasn’t going to happen tonight.

      I did feel a kiss on my forehead before I went to sleep and I sighed at the touch. I didn’t want this moment to ever end.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 19

          

          Bree

        

      

    

    
      When I woke up the next morning, the moment was gone and I was upset about it. The last thing that I wanted to see when I woke up was an empty bed next to me. It was the place that Daxton was supposed to be and I could feel his lack of presence more than I was supposed to.

      I hadn’t even opened my eyes yet and I knew that I wasn’t going to find Daxton next to me. It saddened me at my core and I don’t know why it upset me that much, but it did, it really did.

      Fighting against the urge to call out to him, I remembered that Meatloaf and Sandra were most likely back from the recruitment plan that they were sent for. It was hard for me to really consider all that I had learned and overheard in the last couple of days.

      At one point, not that long ago, even though it felt like an eternity now, I had been like everyone else in thinking that humans were the only real species. I had unwittingly known without having to really think about it that everything was going to be okay. I didn’t have to know about the fantasies that I watched on the TV, not really, because they didn’t exist. Now that fact was shattered and I wasn’t sure what I was supposed to do with it. Everything was supposed to be okay, but it wasn’t. It wasn’t okay at all. The only thing leaving me semi-sane was Daxton. Without him next to me, I was questioning everything again and my mind was hurting from the spin.

      If Daxton would have been here, I would have been perfectly happy to stay in bed with him. I wanted more of the pleasure that I knew he could give me. It was all that I thought about and I didn’t want the pleasure to ever end. I was going to make sure that he knew what he had missed getting out of bed early like he did.

      I got up and started to look around for my clothes. My face got a little red when I thought about how I had felt taking them off. My mother certainly wouldn’t have approved. Daxton was everything that she had warned me against and I found it rather ironic that it had ended this way.

      Another thought crossed through my mind before I could stop myself. Not only was I with a man that my mother would have disapproved of, but I hadn’t used protection either. So much of my young adult life was spent staying away from boys at the risk of getting pregnant. So of course, my first time I hadn’t even thought about it. If I was honest with myself, I sort of liked the idea of his baby growing inside of me. It was like everything else, bringing up more questions than I could answer, but I liked the idea of something real and tangible coming out of our love for one another.

      Was this love?

      It was another question that was taking over my mind. I was in love with him, but I didn’t know if he felt the same way or not. As much as I liked to think that he did, I knew that I could be wrong. Greg had said all the right things at some point. I had considered it with him. But this was different. With Daxton, it just felt too good to be true and it was hard for me to figure out how I was supposed to feel about it all. I was nervous that no matter what I did, I was going to get hurt, but it was too late. I was in too deep to back out now.

      My clothes were nowhere to be found and I cursed underneath my breath because I couldn’t find them and also because I was tying myself in knots with all of this questioning. It wasn’t easy and it was getting harder by the moment to hold myself together.

      What was I thinking, getting involved with a man like Daxton? He was a biker and he turned into a bear. That was not something that I even considered and as I became frantic with what to put on, I realized I was going to have to wear something of his.

      I moved to the dresser, determined to get my mind off of everything. I was sure that if I could just get some proper clothes on, then I would be able to figure this all out. It was all I could hope for at this moment in time and I was sure that no matter what, I wasn’t going to regret last night. I had been magical and no matter what happened next, it was going to be one that I remembered for all times.
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        * * *

      

      My mind was on full tilt and though I tried to calm it down, it felt impossible to do it. I was wearing the man’s T-shirt and I hoped that he would be just outside the door. I didn’t want to walk around like this, but there was nothing to wear. I thought about the room with all of the clothes in it and I wanted to get there. Then I could find something a little more suitable to wear.

      I had to build up some courage before I would open the door and start to move outside of the room. I could hear voices and I could recognize a few of them. While I wanted to see Daxton, I didn’t want to see anyone else. I knew that Meatloaf and Sandra were out there from their voices, but there were other people there as well. I didn’t know who they were or why they were here. I just knew that I needed to get to the other room or I was going to be stuck in his bedroom with nothing on.

      The short hallway didn’t take long to navigate and I was sure that I was going to be seen. When I stuck my head out around the doorway and looked into the living room, I was shocked to see so many people there. There was at least twenty people there and I knew without having to ask, that all of them were shifters. The very idea of it was hard to fathom. I knew that I was going to have to go through the room, but I was half-tempted to just go back into the bedroom. He would come back eventually.

      I turned around to leave and I heard my name being said. Daxton knew I was in the hallway and he called to me. If he could read my mind, he wasn’t doing a very good job of it at the moment. If he was, he would have known that the very last thing that I wanted to do was to go out there in front of all of those people. The shirt was not that long and I didn’t like to expose so much. Not to mention that with what I was wearing, everyone was going to know what we had done. I don’t know why, but I didn’t like the idea of that at all.

      “Come on Bree. I want to introduce you.”

      “No, I’m good, thanks.”

      I started back towards the room and the next time I heard my name, I was staring back at Daxton. He was a lot closer and his fiery eyes took in what I was wearing.

      “It wasn’t a request Bree.”

      “I’m not going out there with all of those people, wearing this.” I couldn’t believe that he was even willing to consider it. What sort of woman did he think I was?

      “Yes you will. You look lovely and no one cares what you are wearing.”

      “Where are my clothes?”

      “They are being cleaned. I didn’t want them to  be dirty. They will be back soon with them. There isn’t that sort of facility here, so we had to take them out.”

      It was then that I noticed that he was wearing just a pair of shorts. His chest was bare and he was towering over me. Thoughts of the night before flashed back and again I couldn’t meet his gaze. He had left the shirt for me, so I guess I should have been thankful.

      “You could have at least left me some underwear.”

      He leaned in, his eyes twinkling.

      “I kind of like the idea of you bare under that shirt. This meeting will be over soon and then I have every intention on finishing what we started last night. Come get some breakfast and I assure you that I will take care of you soon enough.”

      He was moving closer and if I didn’t know any better, Daxton was going to go against his own spoken words and he was going to get started right now. The sad thing was how badly I wished that he would. My body was craving him, no matter how many people were in the cabin. They would hear us, hear me screaming, but I just didn’t care.

      When his lips moved onto mine, I didn’t care what happened next, as long as he didn’t stop touching me. Daxton was like a drug that I was hooked on and there was no turning back.

      “So come on Bree, I want you to meet a few people.

      I looked down at what I was wearing and then back up at him, not sure if he saw it or not. I was only wearing  a T shirt and he knew that I didn't have anything on underneath it.

      “You want me to go out there?”

      “Yeah I want you to meet some people.”

      “What about what I'm wearing? I don't want to go out there like this.”

      “There is nothing wrong with what you're wearing very. You are completely covered.”

      “But I'm wearing your clothes.”

      “Yeah and you're my mate. There is nothing wrong with it. They're probably wondering why I'm out here talking to you instead of in the room with you. I know that everyone will be thinking that.”

      I didn't know what to say but he started pulling me towards the other room. It looked like I didn’t really have a choice. While he was happy with what I was wearing, I certainly wasn't. I was the type of person that liked to stay covered up and it was hard on me when he was pushing it the other way. I liked that he liked what he saw, but that didn't mean that I was comfortable enough to go out in front of everybody like this.

      “Can you just bring me some clothes?”

      “Are you serious?”

      “Yeah, I am.”

      “Come with me, everything will be fine. You are going to have to learn to keep your head up and do not worry about what other people think of you. You are the mate of an Alpha and you cannot hide.”

      I wasn't sure what he was talking about as far as an alpha was concerned and I was still nervous, but I did know that I wanted to make him happy. If that meant that I had to go out in front of everyone in what I was wearing, I was just going to have to do it.

      Taking a deep breath, I told him that I was right behind him. He wanted me to hold my head high, even though I wanted to disappear into the carpet.

      He made me think that it was important to him, thus making it important to me. I wanted him to be proud of me and I wanted to fit in. I still don't know what the future is going to hold for us, for me, but I knew that there was a good chance that Daxton was going to be in it. That meant that I had to get used to his people and his clan as he called them or it was never going to work. Of everything that I wasn't sure of, the one thing I was sure of is that I wanted to work with Daxton and me. He made me feel like no one else had and I didn't want that to ever go away.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 20

          

          Greg

        

      

    

    
      “I want to know where they went!”

      No one was really looking at me. I had a temper and it looked like I was about to lose it. It wasn't the first time that any of my shifter family had heard about Bree. Everyone that knew me, knew about Bree and the fact that she wasn't giving it up like she was supposed to. I was sure that she was to be my mate, but it was hard to think that way when she was making it impossible for us to be together. The fact that she had ran off with Daxton Connor didn't make anything any better.

      “I don't know about where to find them. We found out about them before, it is only a matter of time before we find them again. They won’t be able to get away this time boss.”

      I wasn't the only one that was upset about the run in with Daxton. He had always been a hard man to crack and everyone knew that he was Buck’s right-hand man. He had been the enforcer that did all The dirty work and I knew that he wasn't going to be easy to take out. But I was going to have to get rid of him. It was rather clear since he had been back, if I was sure of nothing else. Daxton was a loose cannon that had to be taken care of. He didn't want to play the game and I had worked too hard for the last couple of years, setting everything up to let a man like Daxton ruin it all.

      But no one was giving me the answers that I wanted. They were giving me excuses and reasons why they couldn't find them. That wasn't what I was looking for. What I was looking for was the person that told me that it was done. I wanted Bree in front of me, and I wanted Daxton dead. Nothing else would do at this point.

      “I want you to go ask everyone that you know. Every single person and I want to know where they are. The man just got back in town, so how is he able to work around me already? This is supposed to be our turf now!”

      Arlo didn't have an answer for me but he was smart enough not to try to give me an excuse. I would much prefer silence then either one of those things. I didn't want to wait hear why they couldn't do it, or how hard it was going to be, I just wanted it done. They should know that by now and I was frustrated that I even had to explain myself. It was going on a couple of days that she had been gone, and I had to know where she was. I hated to think about what her and Daxton were doing.

      The real truth of the matter was that I was afraid something was going to happen between the two of them. For her to be in mine, truly be mine and the way that I wanted, she's going to have to stay innocent. I knew Daxton had quite a reputation, so it didn't leave me much in the way of wondering what was going to happen. I knew exactly what was going to happen if they stayed together for too long and that was why I was so crazy to get her back. I couldn’t let that happen. I wasn’t going to lose her to Daxton.

      Arlo left out of the room and I told him to take Gary with him. It was bad enough to have people underneath my feet and if more people didn’t leave my office, I was going to lose it. I didn't want to look at anybody. I wanted everybody out of here, finding her and getting me the answers that I wanted. Whoever did so, was going to be very thankful, because I was going to reward them in a way that they couldn't even understand or think possible.

      The only one that was left in the office was Alex. He was my right hand man come on my enforcer and he was about the only one in the clan that had the balls to tell me what he really thought. at times it was hard to hear, but at the end of the day Alex was invaluable for that very reason. but everybody else was telling me what I wanted to hear, Alex was telling me what I needed to know, even if I didn't want to hear it.

      Today I really didn't want to hear the why nots and I knew there was a reason that Alex was still here. I didn't have to even guess what it was he was going to say, I knew. I had made some bad choices and the fact of the matter was that he was about to push it in my face, the last place that I wanted it to be.

      “Are you sure you really want to do this over a girl?”

      “You know damn well she's more than a girl. She is to be my mate.”

      Alex didn't agree and I could tell by the way he was shaking his head. It didn't take long for him to come out with the why.

      “If she is to be your mate Greg, then it would happen. Fate itself cannot change. You are no different. You have to think at some point that maybe she isn't supposed to be with you. You have been waiting a long time for her to come to his senses, but she isn't. She doesn't even know what you are yet and she still has denied you. She is going to deny you as a human, how is she going to accept you for what you are?”

      If it was anybody else, anybody else, I would’ve ripped their throat out. The last thing that I wanted to hear about was how we weren't meant to be together, even if it was true, even if there is a shred of truth to the sentence. I didn't want to hear it. but, it was Alex and I had to. He made me see things that I refused to see, although it was right in front of me.

      “I know that it looks like everything is keeping us apart from the outside  but anything worth doing and having, is worth working for. This is what I am doing and I know for sure in my heart that she is one for me. I don't know why, and I don't know how it’s all  going to work out, but I know that I am supposed to be with Bree. I just know it. Alex and I can’t refute the point. I know how it looks on the outside.”

      It was the nicest way that I was going to tell him to fuck off. The point was that I didn't care if it was fated for us to be together, I really didn't. I was going to have her and I was going to do everything in my power to make sure that she was mine. I wasn't going to let a man like Daxton take her.

      “Then we must think of the inevitable. She is with Daxton now. I was there when she got on his back and went with him. She knows what he is and she still went with him. I don't think that is something that we can just let go and forget about. There is a reason that she went with him.”

      Now he was getting into territory that I really didn't want to get into. Last thing I wanted to think about was her with that man. The very idea of his hands on her was enough to make me go crazy. I couldn't even think about it.

      “We will have to see what happens.”

      While I appreciated the honesty and it was invaluable to me most of the time, this was not one of those times. This is one of those times that he just needed to shut up and leave before I went off.

      “I have to see.”

      “You are right, we will have to see.”

      Alex didn't say anymore as he left and he really didn't have to. He’d planted the seed, that was already sprouting in my mind and I didn't want to think about it. And to think about the fact that she wasn't mine yet, made it harder to think about her being someone else's. Bree was marked to be a shifter’s mate and I really wanted it to be for me.

      I had tried to figure out what it was that drew me to her, but I really never did. I know that it had something to do with the way she looked at me and the way she looked at the world, but things had changed. I had shown my other side too much and she wasn't ready for it. That had ended things between us fairly quickly and ever since I’d been trying to get her back. I don't know how it was going to work out, but I wouldn't be able to do anything if she wasn’t in the front of me.

      The more I thought about it, the more I paced the room and eventually it became too small for me. I wanted to take a ride and get out of this place, but there was a lot keeping me here. One way or another I was going to find Bree, even if I had to search the ends of the world. I knew her smell and I would track her down wherever she went. She wasn’t going to get away from me.

      Getting outside, I could feel the sun on my face and it reminded me that the world kept on turning. It wasn't going to stop because I was having a bad day and I always got what I wanted in the end. Nothing changed. It felt like it should, but that's not the way it was. The moment made me feel insignificant, before I pushed it back and went to my bike with the assurance that my good luck streak was going to continue.

      The sun was beating down on me and I started the engine, listening to the noise that was as soothing to me as Mozart was to another. This was my music and it started to calm me just by listening to it. It made me think that everything was going to be fine.

      “Hey boss!”

      I turned to see Alex behind me and by the expression on his face, I knew that it was going to be good.

      “What's up?”

      “I think we found her.”

      “Don't play with me Alex, either you have or you haven't. Don’t think, know.”

      “We aren't for sure yet, but I figured that you would want to be there when I found out. I don't want to send a couple people in and spook them. It is out of the way and going to be hard to get to on bikes. We're going to have to run in.”

      “Run in?”

      I didn't like the idea of shifting in the middle of the day. It wasn’t something that I usually did and I tried to hide my true self as much as possible. Made sense that Daxton would be in a place like that.

      “Yeah, it looks that way. There are a lot of tracks around the cabin. A lot.”

      He was making it clear what he was worried about, but I wasn’t worried about it at all. Daxton used to be somebody a long time ago, but he left, things change and we had more than enough people here to take them. How many people could he actually get together in such a short amount of time?

      “I don't care how many people there are. If Bree is there and she is with him, we cannot wait. We need to go get her back now.”

      Alex wanted to say something, but he knew better. While he knew that he could say what was on his mind, there were sometimes, times like this, that I didn't want to hear it from him. All I wanted to do was go with it and make my life easier. That was his job is my second.

      “We are all ready when you are.”

      I smiled. That’s all I wanted to hear.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 21

          

          Bree

        

      

    

    
      I was back in Daxton’s bedroom and feeling better. He hadn’t been joking about me going out there and meeting everyone, even though I’d hoped that he had been. There had been at least twenty rough looking men sitting around in the living room and there I was, standing in a T shirt that was Daxton’s. To say that I was a little embarrassed would have been an understatement. I would have been mortified if Daxton hadn’t been next to me, telling me that everything was going to be okay, just by smiling at me in the way he did.

      Now I was able to get dressed and clean up a little bit. Daxton had said something about me not getting dressed, but it was the last thing I wanted to do was sit around in a T shirt, waiting for him to come in, knowing that there were so many other people out in the other room.

      I heard a commotion out in the hallway and now that I was dressed, I was less inclined to stay where I was. I wanted to see what was going on, even though the conversation that I had heard was more than I could take.

      I learned the history of the two clans, and the start of both motorcycle gangs. It all started because he wanted all new shifters to have a place to call home. It was nothing like I thought it would be. Because I was like most other people, thinking that gangs were only there to do the whole crime thing. It didn't seem to be that way at all, but more like a brotherhood than anything else.

      “We have to get out of here right now!”

      It was Sandra talking and she looked scared for a moment. She was still talking to the rest of the room, but she was looking at me when she did it.

      “Greg knows where we are and they are coming right now with everything they got. We’re not ready yet.”

      Just to hear his name put a hollow hole in the pit of my stomach and I wanted to get out of there right now. I just wanted to be safe and it felt like I was never going to be safe with Greg around. Ever since we had broken up, there had been a dark cloud around me, but this was getting ridiculous. He just wasn't getting the hint. I didn't want to be with him and I knew that Greg and Daxton had a past together, but it was hard not to feel like this was all my fault.

      Daxton looked over at me and told me that everything was going to be just fine. I wanted to believe him, so badly, but it was hard to. It was hard to believe anything when it came to Greg because now I knew what level and what extreme he would go to get what he wanted. At the moment, he thought that he wanted me, but I just wanted that to change. I just wanted him to leave me alone and set his sights on someone else.

      Daxton motioned for me to come over to him, I listened to him bark orders to everybody else. No one was left sitting after a few moments and everyone was ready to go. There was a mention of where we were going, but I didn't quite understand it. All I knew was that once again, I was going to have to run away from Greg. It was getting rather old and I didn’t want to keep doing this. I wished that he was the sort of man that I could reason with. If I could just talk to him and him actually hear me, he would see that he was just wasting his time.

      I knew that whatever was going on, I would rather be with Daxton in this moment, than anyone else. He was going to keep me safe, even though being around Daxton seemed to be dangerous business. He was the leader of the new gang that was emerging and I was in the middle of a turf war with him. Nothing and no one seemed to be safe at the moment in the small town of Lost Hills.

      As I took his hand, I didn’t know if I wished for my old life or not. It was quieter, but there were a lot of other factors to think about. There was nothing that I could do at the moment, my life was not mine, no matter how much I wanted it to be. I was just going to have to see what happened next and put my faith in the only man that I’d ever loved.

      My breath caught in my throat when Daxton started to shift in front of me. I don’t know if I was ever going to get used to seeing that. It was quite a sight and he was the biggest bear by far compared to all the rest. It seemed clear that he would be a natural leader and when I got on top of him, I felt like I was on top of the world. I was supposed to be worried about Greg, but I was far more worried about what was going on with the man-beast underneath me.
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        * * *

      

      I thought we were going to go further in the woods, but we didn’t. We went back to the first place that Daxton had taken me, Sandra’s father’s house and they all got clothes and their bikes. I was left to ride on the back with Daxton for the first time and I was about as nervous as I was with him in bear form. At least then, he was so much larger and I felt like I was going to be okay with everything that was going on. I knew that the bike would hold me, but I was nervous that Daxton wouldn’t be able to.

      The worry was for nothing and I rather liked the ride. It was not much different than the other way. The wind was in my hair, I was gripped onto him and I could smell his scent. There was nothing more relaxing and he had a way of making me forget everything else. It was hard to think straight with the way he felt against me and I didn’t even try. Wherever he was taking me, I was sure that I’d be safe. It did help that there were so many people behind him.

      The place we stopped was the bar that I’d first met Daxton and I wasn’t sure what we were doing there. Last time we were there, he’d left when confronted with Greg. What had changed?

      I answered my own question when I saw the line of bikes that had come to park next to us. It wasn’t so outnumbered now and there was a fear in me that they were going to duke it out right here. I was going to be here for it and I can’t say that it was something that I really wanted to do.

      “What are we doing here?”

      “We are missing one person in our crew, and we are here to get him. Besides, if anyone knows how to best take care of Greg, it's going to be Doc.”

      I didn't know who Doc was but I had to wonder if he was the bartender that I had talked to before. The old man was funny and had a great sense of humor but I could tell from all of the tattoos and the way he held himself that he was a motorcycle gang member as well. The fact that Greg always came here, made me think that he was with Greg, but Daxton told me that he was one of the original crew members with Buck. I was learning far more than I could have ever imagined.

      “Aren't you afraid of Greg coming here?”

      Daxton shook his head and told me that he wasn't afraid of anything. I of course wanted to believe him, but there was a part of me that wondered if he should be afraid. I knew Greg well and I feared him. I didn't fear many men, but there was something a little off about Greg, something that was not right in his head.

      “You don't have to worry about Greg anymore. I will never let him hurt you again.”

      “I believed that he believed that, but I worried about him. Daxton was big and he was well capable since being in the military, but Greg was crazy. I wanted to talk to Daxton about it and try to explain to him why I was upset, why I was worried, but he just kept brushing me off. He didn't want me to be afraid and it almost offended him that I was. So, I tried to hold it in and not let him see how worried I really was.

      When we got inside and Daxton talked to Doc, it became clear rather quickly that he was still on his side and that made me feel a little bit better. The old man was funny, but wise and Daxton needed all the help he could get.

      “Where the hell have you been boy?”

      “I got in last night old man. I stopped by here, but then I ran into Greg and had to leave.”

      Doc made a face.

      “Yeah he's been strutting around here like a peacock for a while. Makes me sick. I don't know how in the hell he got the best of Buck.”

      I” was wondering if you knew when it happened. I keep hearing different things and I'm not sure what the real story is. I would like to know as well, how he was able to get over on Buck.”

      “Well, I think that Buck was set-up. It didn't make sense how many people took off after he was killed. If you would've been around, I know that you would have made sure someone would have paid for it. No one has paid for Buck’s death and it's a shame. He was a damn good guy.”

      “Yeah he was. I don't know where I would be without him. He was the one that made me leave and now I wish that I had stayed home. I know that I could have done something. But he wanted me to go and better myself. Study hard and work hard, come back and take over. That’s what he wanted, I just wish that it wouldn’t have turned out this way. It does me no good if he's gone now.

      The two reminiscing about some of the old times had me learning more than I probably wanted to know. There was a part of me knew that I was never going to understand, but at the same time I was trying to. I wanted to. I knew that I was going to have to up my game if I was ever going to fully understand Daxton.

      “Damn I have missed you boy. You always kept everybody on their toes around here.”

      “I'm hoping to do the same thing now. I got a crew together, and we're going to have to take out Greg.”

      Doc nodded his head like he understood, but it wasn't going to be as easy as Daxton thought.

      “Greg has made a name for himself and he has many people behind him now. I know that you don't like him, but a lot of people do because he has brought a lot of money to the shifters.”

      “Has he made you money?”

      Doc didn't like the question and I could tell by the way he was avoiding answering Daxton. It would seem that Doc was compensated for sticking around.

      “You know that things are complicated. Greg is trying to take over the trading and he's doing a damn good job of it. It is just how it has been. If I tried to fight him, he just comes in here ruining things. He won't put his hands on, me but he cost me thousands of dollars with every one of his little temper tantrums. Some things never change and that boy it's never going to be a man.”

      “You are the one that has been here the whole time Doc and you know him better than most. What do you think I should do about Greg? My first instinct is to kill them all and it may be the way that I go, but I wanted your advice first.”

      Doc chuckled and I wasn't sure why. They weren't talking about anything funny as far as I was concerned. They were talking about killing a man like it was just another day for the pair. There was a lot that I didn't know about Daxton’s in his life. It was hard to assume I could have a normal life with Daxton. How could it ever be normal when they were like this?

      “Well killing him would be the easiest way. Though another one will just take his place and then we will have to fight them. We need to get rid of all of them. None of them have any sense and none of them are just going to go away. If you want Lost Hills back, you’re going to have to figure out a way to get rid of all of them if you ever want true peace.”

      I just sat there sipping my drink and trying not to listen. At some point, I realized that I didn't want to hear it. I didn't want to know these things about the man I loved. I didn't want to know what Daxton was capable of.

      There was a lot of laughter, but I really didn't understand half of it. While I thought I was getting to know Daxton, I knew now that I had a whole lot more to learn. What I knew about him was just barely scratching the surface though really.
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          Daxton

        

      

    

    
      “Are you sure your friend here is going to be okay?”

      Doc had leaned into say it and I knew that he was trying to be discreet, but Bree heard him.

      “Yeah, she is fine.”

      “This is a lot for someone to take on that isn’t of our persuasion.”

      “She is my mate. There is nothing that she shouldn’t hear now. We are one.”

      “Aye, I felt the connection. What has your Alpha said about the mating?”

      “I am the new Alpha. I was once Buck died.”

      That was something that I knew for sure. I was always to take his place, so it was a given that now that I was back, I was going to take on the role that I was supposed to.

      “Not exactly.”

      Everyone in the place stopped talking and I was stunned into silence. “What do you mean Doc? That is the way it was to be. Everyone knows that.”

      The older man smiled at me, but then he disagreed again. “While everyone back then knew what his intentions were, he never got to give it to you. It would have happened when you came back, but he didn’t make it. Right now, there is no Alpha.”

      “What!?”

      Now I wasn’t finding any humor in the man’s grin. He had just told me something that went against everything that I knew to be true, but he couldn’t be right. There was just no way. I had planned my life on the fact that I would be the Alpha. I wasn’t going to be able to think any different. If I wasn’t, then who?

      “Calm down Daxton. It has just not been done yet. That doesn’t mean that the same thing won’t happen. It just means that we are going to have to put you through your trials before you can claim it. Another MC cannot be made until it is figured out. If anyone wants to step up for the title, they have the same option. You know the ways.”

      I did, but I thought I was going to bypass all of that because of Buck’s blessing. No one was opposed to me becoming an Alpha, and now I was surrounded with gang members that I couldn’t even take on. Whatever it was that I had to do, I knew that I had to do it quickly, so that I would be able to get rid of Greg. I needed the gang intact, so that I we could crush Greg and his gang, once and for all. The Scorpions were supposed to run Lost Hills, no one else. I wasn’t going to stand for anything else.

      “Good enough Doc. Let’s get started because I don’t want to keep it going any longer than I have to. I am done dealing with Greg and the Scorpions need to come back. I will not live in a town where I can't even show my face and I don't feel like moving.”

      There was a bit of a rally cry behind me and I knew that others were feeling the same way. Greg was not well liked and that wasn't going to help him in the campaign coming.

      Doc smiled and then looked over at Bree.

      “She is the one that is going to give you the strength that you need to get rid of Greg for good. She will be the one that makes you Alpha. I knew as soon as I saw her the other night that she was going to be special, but I just didn't know how. I'm glad to see how this is playing out.”

      Bree looked confused, but I wasn't questioning anything. There has been a feeling when I was around Bree, the feeling that I was told I would feel and had never came.

      “We have already been together and I don’t feel any stronger. You misunderstand, Doc. We have already mated.”

      “You have copulated Daxton, that is not mating. My boy, just because the two of you have slept together, it doesn't mean that you were mated. If that was the case, you would have had dozens of mates by now.”

      Buck told me about girls and getting in their pants, but he’d left the mating out. I thought that it was because he didn’t think that I would ever find ‘the one’ for me. Or he thought that he would be around for when the time came. We were both wrong on that account.

      Bree’s face was getting very red. Considering that she had never even given it up until last night, I can understand why she was having the reaction she was. I took her hand underneath the bar and squeezed a little bit to tell her that it was going to be okay. While I didn't like to speak her business out loud when it made her so uncomfortable, it was just something that had to be talked about. I wanted this to all be official.

      “So what do I need to do Doc?”

      “You have to do it the right way boy, of course.”

      Doc grinned and took another shot out of his glass.

      I wanted to know more details but the bar was getting busy and there were a lot of ears around. I hadn't been back long enough to know who I wanted listening to me who I didn't.

      There was a problem if I wasn’t the Alpha. It meant I had no claim over the Scorpions, and it meant the Scorpions still did not exist. I didn't want to take down Greg as a person, that would be too easy. I wanted to take him down with his gang. It had to be done the right way. Whatever needed to be done, I was more than willing to do it.

      Not sure how to feel about everything, I pushed it all out of my mind and danced with Bree. I know that she was full of questions, but she must've sensed in a way that I wasn't ready to answer them because she didn't even ask. She just laid her head on my chest and we moved to the music.
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        * * *

      

      When I finally get did get an answer from Doc, it was not at all what I had expected. The ritual sounded quite easy, and I had been convinced that it was going to be a lot more involved. The older ways seemed to take longer and I knew that all of it was too good to be true. It wasn’t going to be as easy as Doc made it out to be. There were rules and of course, a quest.

      “Where do I find this muddleton root? I have never heard of that before Doc. I’m not an herbalist. That is more for women.”

      “It must be collected by you and your mate. You know that the old geezers like me have always liked a bit of a challenge. They want to make sure you are worthy of a mate.”

      I didn’t like his answer, but I knew that the Sioux Indians were some of the first shifters and everything that involved rituals was with ingredients of the forest around them at the time. A ritual was meant to bring the magic back to the old way and to a simpler time. I just wanted to make sure that everything was done right and Bree was mine. The strength that was supposed to come didn’t bother me one way or another. Unlike Doc, I knew I was strong enough now.

      “I will prove I am. Bree is mine and Alpha or not, power or not, I’m going to take Greg down. I will try it your way Doc, but that doesn’t mean that I won’t go the other way if it doesn’t work. I will have my way, one way or another.”

      “I know you will, Daxton. It’s damn good to see you back at home. I knew that everything was going to be okay as soon as I heard you were coming back. You will make sense of all of this. No one else can seem to, but you will. You were meant to be the Alpha.”

      I thanked him for his support, but I still had to talk to Bree. She was not going to like some of the ritual, but it wasn’t just my mettle that was being tested. She was going to be my mate, which carried a lot of responsibility and they wanted to make sure that she was up for it too. I wanted to be sure that she was, but I really didn’t know. It was a lot to ask of her and I hoped more than anything that she would do what was needed.

      “Let’s get out of here Bree. It’s going to be a long night.”

      She hadn’t heard all of the plans, some, but not the more intimate things that had been mentioned when she went to freshen up in the bathroom. Some of those rules were going to be hard for her. One in particular was something she was going to struggle with. While she felt comfortable with me in my true form, I knew that there was a line and I was going to have to ask her to jump over it. I asked Doc if there was another way, but he couldn’t think of one. Everything now rested on Bree’s shoulders and her willingness to take it all to the next level. I don’t know if she was ready for it or not.
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        * * *

      

      “You haven’t said much since we got out here. Are you okay?”

      I was trying to figure out a way to explain this all to her, but at the moment, I was coming up short.

      “So, what is it that you want to talk about?”

      “How do you know I want to talk about anything?”

      “Because you get this look on your face and I don't know how to explain it, but you have it right now so I know that something is on your mind. Seems like you don’t want to talk about it, but I need to know what it is, if I'm going to help you.

      The idea that there was no question that she was going to be a part of it put me at ease. What I was going to ask of her was a lot and it was better knowing that she was going to be able to agree with that.

      “We have to do a mating ritual. It is something that has been handed down from generation to generation, but I didn't find out about it from Buck before I left. We also thought we would have more time, so now have to take the long way to get it done.”

      “You are talking in circles you know that, right? I mean, you sound about as bad as that old man in there. What does that actually mean?”

      I should have known that I wasn't going to be able to bypass her mind. Bree was too smart for that. Bree wasn’t going to let me get away with it and I took a deep breath and decided that I was going to tell her part of the truth. It was going to be bad enough that she would think that was it, and then I wouldn’t have to tell her the real bit that I was holding then until later.

      “Me and you are going to have to go out into Marken Woods and find a certain root that can be a bit elusive.”

      “A root? That’s it?”

      “Yeah.”

      “Well that doesn't sound so bad.”

      “It is just a very rare root and we have to personally go find it. I have never seen it before and I don’t even what it looks like. It sounds very unusual and the plant that it comes from is a purple black, so it shouldn't be too hard to find. Doc was making it like it was going to be impossible, so I think it will cause a little bit of trouble. I know that you are not too into the woods, and you might not want to do this. but we both have to do it together.”

      “Well that doesn't sound so bad. Even if it is hard to find, it would just give us more time together. This is what we have to do, we have to make you the Alpha so that you can be as strong as possible.”

      Bree was taking it far better than I thought she would and for a second I almost went through with the rest of it and told her the bit that I thought she was going to be upset about. I wanted to believe that she would take it just as well, but I wasn't so sure. Right now, I was going to hold it in and wait until we got everything together first. Then she could know the full truth.
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          Bree

        

      

    

    
      I felt like Daxton was still holding something back. It was just the way that he looked at me and there seemed to be a little bit of guilt on his face. I don't know what it was derived from, but I did know that he wasn't telling me the whole truth.

      “So what are we supposed to do about this root?”

      “We have to go get it, now.”

      I certainly wasn't ready to go trucking around in the woods, but if that was the only way, then I didn't see a way out of it. I knew that Daxton was just trying to keep me safe, even though a ritual for mating was embarrassing. I knew that I was going to have to go along with it. I wanted to fit in here so badly, so desperately that I would do anything. This didn’t seem so hard, finding a root.

      “Can we go tonight? Should we take anything with us?”

      He told me that we would go back to his place and grab a few things before we took off. We weren't going to be with anybody else, and it was just going to be the two of us. I couldn't think of a better way to spend the evening, especially after our morning catch up was interrupted with so many people and then Greg Collins again. I knew that no matter how long it took, as long as I was with Daxton, it didn't matter.

      “Do you know how much I love you Bree?”

      I giggled and told him that I did even though it was the first time he had said it out loud. Daxton was expressive, but not in a verbal kind of way, but he showed me that he cared a lot by the way that he touched me and by the way that he held me in his arms. That was all the answer that I needed, but it was nice to hear him say the words as well.

      Daxton leaned down and kissed me and before long I was wanting it to go further. He chastised me and told me that we didn't have time for that right now. It wasn't something that I really wanted to hear. I was under the impression that we could make time How hard could it be?

      

      After getting a few things and stuffing it into a bag that I could carry on my back and the mode of transportation was finally unveiled. As soon as we were outside, Daxton was turning into a bear and he didn't have to ask me to get on top of his back, I already knew the drill, but it still made me a bit shaky inside. I was wearing short shorts and his brown hair was tickling my inner thighs. I knew that I wasn't supposed to be bothered in this way, not now, not the way that Daxton was at the moment, but I couldn't help but feel something. I just told myself it was because I knew it was Daxton underneath it all.

      He ran fast and we were deep into the woods before I knew it. Before now, I haven't spent much time in the woods. I did enjoy the quiet of the place though. There was a peacefulness that took over when I was in the woods and I didn't know if it was because of my surroundings, or if it was because of the man that I was riding on. At the moment, I think it was a little bit of both.

      Daxton stopped and laid down so that I could get off. He was rather tall and went on all fours and I had never asked for him to do that, but he did seem to do it automatically. Many things that Daxton did to show me that he cared were things that I had never had to ask for. It was like he had just known what it was that I needed and he had been there to fulfill it, every single time.

      “Are you ready?”

      “I ready to go anywhere with you Daxton.”

      “I really hope you mean that Bree. We have a long road ahead of us, but I promise you it will be worth it in the end.”

      I wanted to believe him and I took his hand again. Against all odds, I knew that there was nowhere else that I would rather be. The woods were dark and they seemed to get darker as we went, but Daxton didn’t seem slowed down by that in the least bit.

      “So you can see in the dark?”

      He grinned and said that he could. “Quite well.”

      “So, last night in your bedroom...”

      Daxton had a devilish look on his face and I wanted to slap him. Last thing that I wanted to think about was how well he had seen me. It was part of the reason I had felt so secure in the moment. I think that Daxton knew that, but I still wasn't sure if I wanted to hit him or not.

      “While, I didn't tell you that I can see in the dark, I just want you to know that I love every inch of you. There is not a thing that I would change about you and I mean that truly. I have waited my whole life for you Bree and I don't want you to spend one day thinking that you are not enough.”

      I didn't know if he was telling the truth, but he didn't give me time to speak anyways. His lips were on mine before I knew it and I was falling in against his chest. He just felt so good against me and I never wanted to let him go.

      He was one that broke it off and told me that we had to get going. It was hard for me to come back from the false start and I felt bewildered.

      “We don't know how long this is going to take Bree, so we should really get going.”

      I could feel myself nodding a little bit. Last thing that I wanted to do was wait. There was no way that I was going to be able to go another night without this touch. It just didn't seem right.

      When I wasn't right behind him as he walked out, he looked behind me and put his hand out again. It was his way of asking without asking and I knew that my place was next to him. My place was by the side of my mate, even if it wasn’t official yet. There was nothing that could make it any more real than it already was.

      I stayed close to him as we made our through the woods. It was darker than I would have liked it to be and since I wasn’t in the shifter, I didn't get to see in the dark like he did. All I could see was blackness around me that was impenetrable. Even when my eyes had adjusted as much as they were going to, I couldn’t see a thing.

      “How are we supposed to find it if I can't even see?”

      “You will see it, don't worry. It glows at night and that is why it’s easier to find right now. In the daytime, all we have to go on is little blue stalks that can rarely be seen. We would have to pull up plants that we think are it and hope for the best. I'm not leaving these woods until we find it, so the best time is now.”

      I liked that Daxton liked to take charge, more than I would ever admit. There was a part of me that didn’t like it though. He didn’t give me a chance to have an opinion because he thought he knew the best way. While it might have been true, it brought out the rebellious side of me that didn’t like to be told what to do.

      Keeping my mouth shut for over an hour, it was getting harder for me to be silent. My legs, back, pretty much everything was starting to hurt and I still had this need inside of me to feel him. I had not gotten all that I wanted and it wasn't going to be finished between us until I got it. I felt like he had made me this way and now he leaving me twisting in the wind. I don’t think he had a clue how horny I was and how much it was affecting me. I could barely think at the moment while Daxton was so close but so far away.

      “Daxton, can we stop for a little bit?”

      “Why what's wrong?”

      “I'm just tired and we have been walking for a very long time and it feels like we're doing this for nothing. I don't see anything growing and I can't see anything for that matter. I don't know how I'm going to be helpful.”

      “You just have to be patient Bree, that's all.”

      “You make it sound so easy Daxton, but it's not. I'm not like you. I don't run around in the woods in my free time. I don't think I have hiked like this in a very long time and I'm just beat. I'm not that type of girl.”

      “You're going to be fine.”

      At the moment I didn't feel like I was going to be fine. At the moment I felt like my legs were jelly and my arms were rubber. They were just hanging down beside me and I knew that I was making it harder on him. While he didn't look tired, I had to think that he could feel something.

      “It is not going to be fine. I need time to relax and I can't do that when we're just tromping through the woods, not even sure where we're going. Can we just take a little break?”

      He made a growling sound and it told me that he didn't want to take a break and that he wanted to keep going. But the fact of the matter was that I needed to stop and I just did. He put his hand out like I was going to come to him as I always had, but this time I did not. This time he had to realize that I needed a moment and I wasn’t going to be able to play by his rules.

      “We don’t have time to stop Bree. We can’t stop until we find the root. We cannot wait any longer. Every moment that we wait, just lets Greg grow stronger. I can't let that happen.”

      I didn't want to argue ahead with him, but I wasn't ready to go either. Instead of going to him and carrying on silently as I had, I sat down where I was and put my bag in front of me. I wanted him to know that I wasn't going to wait for him to decide when it was time to stop. I was my own person and I was the one that was going to decide when I was ready to stop. And I was ready.

      “Are you really going to do this?”

      I shook my head that I was.

      “You can see in the dark. I figured that I didn't have to explain myself any further.”

      “We have to get going Bree.”

      “You can go ahead without me, Daxton, but I'm going to take a break.”

      “I have a feeling that you need something else actually, that's why you’re getting this attitude.”

      I don't know why but that just bothered me even more. He was acting like I was a child and it was starting to piss me off. Why did he think that he knew best? He was assuming that I was one of the dozens of brain-dead women that he had been with in the past. There are some things that I wish I hadn’t overheard. I had never been with anybody else and I hated the idea of him with so many other women.

      “I assure you that it has nothing to do with that Daxton. That is the last thing on my mind right now.”

      Daxton didn't want to hear that. He was just toying with me and I didn't like the way my body reacted almost immediately. It was one thing for him to try and manipulate the situation in that way, it was another thing altogether that he was able to. I don't know why it really bothered me and I felt like my body was betraying me.

      I thought he was going to coax me to go on. That was what had started after all. His hands cut across my ass and then the other one moved out between my legs. That got my attention if nothing else. He wanted me badly by the way he was touching me and I was unable to tell him no.

      My heart was pounding in my chest as his lips attached to one of the tips of my breast. I was arching my back as much as I possibly could, wanting nothing but his mouth on me. The hand that was in between my legs was rubbing me, knowing that I wasn’t going to be able to stop him. His tongue teased and his fingers delighted, pulling me closer to the only ending I could have with him..

      As much as I wanted to tell him no, I couldn’t push him away. There was no way that I could. I wanted this and when he started to rub against me, it was clear to him that I did. I knew that I was wet and the remark he made about it didn't help matters. Just sent the flood of fluid down, preparing me for what was going to happen next. He was going to be inside of me, ravishingly and there was nothing I could do about it. There was nothing that I wanted to do about it either.

      “Don't make me wait Daxton. I can't anymore.”

      He was strumming on my center and seemed like he liked to make me jerk. My muscles were already hurting from doing so and there was a dramatic side to me that felt like I was never going to be whole again if his hands weren’t on me.

      It seemed strange, but ever since the first time I had been with Daxton, I realized that I was only complete when we were together. He was the missing piece, not just in my life, but in everything. No one would ever be able to take his place.

      I don't know what it was that made him finally take pity on me and give me what I needed, but I felt the shorts that I was wearing jerked down, complete without a ripping sounds because he was going too fast and then cool air on my backside. I didn't have anything on underneath it I was not fair for him to expose me in such a way.

      Daxton told me that he couldn’t wait either. His fingers were as demanding as his mouth and I moaned in pleasure. No matter how much I liked to think that I was in charge, I wasn't. I don't think I was in charge of my life right now, let alone my own body.

      Seconds more I had to wait before he laid me down on the grass and leaves underneath us. The floor of the forest wasn't as soft as it could be, certainly not as soft as the bed, but as soon as he started crawling on top of my body, I could feel his hard muscles, it didn't matter what was underneath me. The only thing that mattered was what was on top of me and I just couldn't stop myself from latching on to him. My arms went around his neck and my legs wrapped around his waist, hooking my ankles so that he couldn't shake me off. I wasn't going anywhere.

      Daxton pressed down inside of me. I had half-expected to feel the same sharp pain as before, but I knew that it wasn't to be. I was more than willing to feel that pain, especially knowing what kind of pleasure would come afterwards, but I didn't feel any of it. All there was to feel was a stretching sensation that was still hard to describe and unadulterated pleasure. Him being inside of me was like heaven and I never wanted him to stop.

      Daxton tried to shake me, but he wasn’t able to. I was holding on too tight and though he wasn’t able to pull out as far and slam in as hard, I was more than happy with the way things were. He was impossible to ignore, harder to deny and finally I let my legs unhook from him. It was something that I soon regretted, though I’m not sure that regret was the right word. While I knew what would happen if I did, I welcomed it. Daxton was able to move faster and he was also able to push deeper.

      I was lost with the first orgasm ripping through my body and there was nothing more that I could do but scream out. He was pounding into me and I was coming all over his hard shaft. Every push in made it harder for me to do much more. I couldn’t take it anymore and before long I was gripping him with my nails.

      Daxton growled underneath me and I loved the sound of it. I loved how much he gave me and I knew that I was never going to be with another man. Daxton was to be with me for life. I just knew it.

      He roared out loudly, filling me deep with his seed and I couldn’t help but cling to the man that I loved. I loved him with all of my heart and I knew that I had waited all of this time for him. I was waiting all this time and I’d never even known it.
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      “Look baby, I think I see the root.”

      I looked to where she was suggesting and I was sure that she was right. The more I thought it was hopeless, the more I was reminded that fate wasn’t one that could be messed with. Of course we were to find the root. It was what was supposed to happen. How could it be any other way?

      “See Bree, I knew that everything was going to be okay. We just had to get a little dirty for it to come to light. Now that we found the root, we don’t have to look anymore.”

      “We can go back now and get started on the next part of the ritual.”

      While I knew what that was, she didn’t and I still wasn’t too enthused to tell her about it. The more I tried to get her to stay in the woods though, the more she wanted to go. I tried to convince her that it would be better off if we had another round of pleasure, but I had done it too well the first time. She was sore and wanted some time to heal.

      “I don’t like the fact that you can tell me no. No one has ever been able to before and I don’t want the first one to be you. It just doesn’t seem right. You’re my mate. You should succumb to me.”

      “I just did, not that long ago, but it’s time to get this root back to Doc. He will know what to do with it and hopefully everyone else has found their part.”

      “You’re really going full steam ahead.”

      “Why wouldn’t I? I’m going to be mated to the man I love. What could be better?”

      It was the best answer that I’d ever heard before and I knew then that it was going to be fine. I wasn’t going to get to touch her again right now, but soon, when all of this was behind us, I was going to keep her in my house and in my bed for at least a week. Then she would not have any clever little things to make it not work and to keep my hands off of her. Soon, she would have no choice.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      We got back to Doc’s and I was relieved to see that he had closed it down for the night. The last thing that we needed was Greg and his crew coming in and spoiling everything. He had made it clear that he wanted Bree for himself, and there was no telling how far he was willing to go to get her. I knew that I was willing to go pretty damn far for her myself.

      Doc and the others had gotten everything together while me and Bree work on the rest.

      The old man mixed up the crushed root with some liquid and the room started to fill with smoke that was colored. I had never seen anything like it in my life.

      “We are here to join the shifter and his mate. If anyone wants to stop it, it is now or not to be said or ever to be mentioned again. Mating is binding for life. It can never be broken…”

      I was looking at Bree the whole time that Doc was talking. I had been to some sort of ritual similar to this when I was younger, but it was so much different when I was the one standing up here on the platform in front of everybody. I was in front of the woman I was going to spend the rest of my life with and there was a part of me that wasn't sure if this was real. It felt too good to be true.

      Doc came to a part to pause and he asked Bree to give him her hand. She hesitated and even though she trusted me, Bree still needed time to trust everyone else. I held her other hand and told her that everything was going to be okay”

      “Wait, this can't happen.”

      Everyone looked towards Sandra and I was wondering what it was that she was stopping it for. I had always gotten along with her, but at the moment I wasn't feeling very happy about her being here. I was less happy that Bree was looking towards her friend, because she was actually going to hear her out.

      “Explain yourself Sandra.”

      She wasn’t meeting my gaze and I could tell that she didn't like to be on the spot. My voice and my eyes were rather harsh, but I couldn't believe that she was doing this now.

      “She was with Greg for almost six months. You cannot mate her if she was with another man. She had to move in with him, and I know that if this goes through and you are not the first, that means that you will never be our Alpha. I love my friend, but I love my clan even more.”

      Her words created gasps around me and the people that were present thought that they were in the midst of a scandal. But her fears were wrong and misplaced.

      “We have already been together Sandra. I assure you that I was the first. I have no doubt about that.”

      I looked over to Bree to see how she was taking it and I could tell that she felt betrayed by her friend. She was tearing her down and now Sandra couldn't even look at her. She had sold her out even if she was wrong. I hoped that it could be a bridge that was repaired but at the moment it didn't seem that way. I don't think I have ever seen Bree that mad before.

      “Are you done Sandra?”

      It was Bree that asked the question and I could tell that no one blamed her for the tone of her voice. The two women were good friends, but I think that everyone would respect her a little more for her response.

      Sandra did not speak or look at either one of us for the rest of the ritual. I would speak with her later about this, but not now. I was far more worried about the woman in front of me, then the one behind me.

      I didn't feel any different when the ritual was over and she was finally mine. It didn't seem that much difference to me because she had been mine in my mind for quite some time. Now that it was said in front of everybody, made no difference to me. Bree had been mine since the moment we met.

      I started to move back off of the platform and it wasn't long before I could feel something inside of me changing. Doc said that I will feel different and that things would change, but I didn't think it would be so quickly, and I certainly didn't think that I would feel so poorly all of a sudden. He was nowhere around to ask if this was normal, but it didn't feel normal.

      “Are you okay?”

      I could read Bree and she had concern on her face. I was concerned as well.

      “I don't think so. Go get Doc, something has gone wrong. She ran out of the room after kissing me on the cheek and telling me everything's going to be fine. I don't remember much else, but blackness and then the distance sound of something hard hitting the ground. I would later find out that it was me making that sound.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 25

          

          Bree

        

      

    

    
      When I came back with Doc, Daxton was on the floor and I ran to him. I was afraid that something had happened to him. I called for someone to help me and Doc told me that this was fine.

      “This is the way of it. He will wake up soon, changed.”

      I took it as he was going to wake up. But it was the way that Doc said changed that made me wonder what it was that he meant. He had this look in his eyes and it was hard for me to return it.

      “But he will still be Daxton right, I mean he's just going to be a bear?”

      Doc smiled and said, “Yes, he will always be Daxton.”

      I knew the old man was leaving something out, but I didn't know what. I was sure that it was easier to not ask questions sometimes because I didn't like the answer. I had a feeling that this was one of those times.

      Some of the other men helped Daxton change the background. they lead him on the bed and told me that I needed to wait there for him. I was told by talk that the ritual it's not over yet and there is still more to come. I did not know what that meant and I didn't ask. Sandra said something about he was going to come to and he was going to be ravenous.

      “So am I supposed to make him a sandwich or something?”

      Sandra just kind of shook her head and told me that he was it wasn't going to be that kind of hunger. I don't know why but it took my mind a minute to really understand what she was saying. When it finally hit me, I felt my cheeks getting red and I couldn't believe that we were talking about that.

      “I think I can handle that.”

      Good, because I don't think you're going to have much of a choice. There is no going back now.

      I know that she was saying that as a warning, but it didn't feel like much of a warning. I felt like a good time and once I knew that he was better, it was going to be the only thing on my mind. I had already thought about us consummating it.

      Everyone left the room and I was able to sit down next to Daxton on the bed. It was clear to me that I don't know what happened and even if I did know, I doubt if I would be able to understand that. The ways of the bear shifters were foreign to me and I didn't know if I'd ever understand it.

      I finally laid down next to him, with no choice but to wait until he woke up. But as soon as my head hit the sheets, I realized how exhausted I was. It’s been a long day and I wasn't able to stay up any longer....
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        * * *

      

      I woke up to a loud crack from the bed. It didn't take but a minute to see that Daxton was now a bear. He was different than he had been before though, he wasn't himself. Doc told me that he would always be Daxton, but he had a bit in his eyes that didn't look the same and he didn't look at me the same as Daxton surely did. It was like the wild part of him was coming out, and it had been taken over for a long time, but not anymore. I worried that there was nothing left but the beast. And as Sandra’s words chimed in, I started to really worry.

      Backing up towards the door, I kept my eyes on the large brown bear, with the wild eyes. It was hard for me to look at him that way, but I was afraid this was not like anything I had seen before and I wasn't sure how to react.

      “What are you doing?”

      “I love you. I want you.”

      He wasn't talking because bears couldn't talk, but somehow I could hear Daxton's words in my head. I have never been able to do that before and it was more than a little strange.

      “Can't have me like that.”

      Well it was freaky at best, but at least I knew that he was in there somewhere. If he was able to communicate, it meant that I was able to reason with him. Surely he couldn't really mean for us to be together in this way.

      “I want you, Bree.”

      Daxton was coming towards me, and I wasn't sure what was going to happen next. My hand was out the door, now it would've been so easy for me to leave,  to run away from him. I can't say that I didn't want to. I couldn't say that I didn't want to make a run as far and fast as I could away from Daxton.

      But I didn't run. I held my ground and turned towards him, telling him again that it couldn’t be this way.

      “This is how the ritual goes.”

      It was something that I had not even consider before. I just kept shaking my head that he surely he had it wrong. He was one that told me that he didn't quite understand the ways of the old. This was just wrong.

      “No Daxton, if you want me, you need to switch back.”

      I could hear laughing in my head and I didn't know if I should be relieved or upset. I didn't find any of this funny at all,  yet it took time for me to realize that he was just messing with me.

      “It's not like that at all actually. I'm sorry but you should have seen your face.”

      “Well it better be a joke, because you aren’t hitting it right now. There is no way. You can barely fit in your human form.”

      He made another growling sound and this time, I could feel it in my bones. He was telling me to stop talking about it without saying or thinking anything. I didn’t have to be told. I knew what I was doing to him and that was just going to have to be the way it was.

      “Then what is this really supposed to be?”

      I was trying to get him off the subject that I had brought up, because Sandra was right. Daxton was ravenous. I didn’t want him like this, so it looked like we were going to have to do whatever it was that Doc told him we had to do, so that we could get to the good part. I already knew that I wanted the consummation part of it to hurry up and get here. It was time. I was sick of waiting and I knew that Daxton wasn’t going to be able to wait much longer either.

      “You have to come to me Bree, with no fear.”

      While I had feared him in the beginning, mainly because of the need in his eyes. I knew that it was him, even though it didn't look like him.

      “I don't fear you Daxton.”

      “Then come to me.”

      I wanted to remind him that he couldn’t have me in the way that he wanted. It would seem like he had forgotten that he was a bear and it was impossible to think if I had to remind him. He was ravenous and at the moment, I was just a piece of meat.

      I moved towards him and I could barely keep his gaze. He just looked at me in such a way that it was hard for me to return the look. I was shaking inside but it wasn't from fear. and it wasn't from the cool air in the room for the air conditioning. It was because I was in as much need as he was and I was ready for the ritual to be over.

      “Now what?”

      “Now we say the same words that we said before. You have to accept me as is, not just a man, but as the beast as well.”

      I had thought of him as a beast a few times, but even now as he was standing in front of me as a huge bear, it was hard for me to think of him that way. I didn't want to think of him that way. He was Daxton to me and he would always be.

      Daxton helped me to remember the words that I had to recite. He only slept like he was set or.

      Daxton helped me to remember the words that I had to recite from before. I was surprised that he remembered them himself.

      This time I was able to really hear the words. The first time it had been done in front of lots of people and I had been so nervous because of that very reason, not to mention many other things. Now it was different and I was able to really hear and understand what I was saying. It wasn't just words that I was repeating. I would always love him no matter what. It was much like any other wedding, but the things that could happen were a lot different. The bad times could be really bad, the good times really good.

      “I will always love you Daxton. I will be your mate and only yours for as long as I live.”

      As soon as the words were uttered and he said his own, Daxton turned back into the man that I had fallen for. He leaned in and kissed me and I lost my head for a moment. The way his lips moved on mine were hard to deny and I didn’t want to. I knew that Daxton was now my mate and I knew what came next. I had looked forward to this all day and I was relieved that I didn’t have to wait anymore.

      While Daxton was still himself, there was a few differences. The way that he kissed me and the way that he felt was certainly different. And his fingers bit into my sides as he tried to pull me closer. It was like he couldn’t get enough of me and I was shaking in his grip.

      Daxton did not wait for me to get undressed or anything of that nature. He just ripped my pants down and pushed me over the side of the bed. This was nothing like the first time or the time in the woods after we argued. This time it was face down, with my face in the mattress and Daxton inside of me in a heartbeat.

      I cried out, but the mattress muffled the sound and there was no one to hear it anyways. He was pushing deep and hard, stretching every inch inside of me in one swift thrust. There was no need for him to take his time, because I was as wet and slippery as I ever was. It was like heaven. Just a few seconds looking into his eyes was all that I needed. To know that he wanted me that badly, made me a little crazy.

      His hand went to my neck and then grabbed a handful of hair at the nap of my neck and pulled me back until I was able to kiss him. The more I kissed him, the deeper he went.

      He let me go and I fell back on to the bed, as he grabbed my hips and started pummeling inside of me again. There was no rhyme or reason and I kept coming repeatedly. Half the time I didn't even know what he was doing, how he could make it feels so good, but it really didn't matter. I knew now that I was never going to go without him again.

      “Please come, Daxton. I can’t keep coming.”

      I closed my eyes as he ignored my request. After the first time that we'd been together and him being so worried about hurting me, It was like night and day now. He wasn’t near as worried. Apparently he felt that I was a little bit more durable now and I could take more. At times, I thought he was going to explode, but I just hadn’t yet.

      “Another wave of pleasure washed over me and I had to contain myself. This was all just too much and I wasn’t sure what I was supposed to do now.

      I wasn’t going to make it if I didn’t slow him down and he was oblivious to my words. I had to get through to him and there was only way that I could think of. I don’t know why, but I knew I was going to have to push him, to calm him. He was on the verge like me, he had to be.

      I tried hard to get him to feel what I was feeling, but I don't think that I was doing a very good job. I was messing with myself, far more than I was messing with him and I clung to what was in front of me as I came again.

      Clenching his rod as hard as I could and then came from the added feel of him sliding in and out of me. Fluid shot out of me and down his shaft. He just chuckled and I felt like he knew that my plan had failed miserably.

      Daxton fucked me all night and pushed me far past any limits that I thought I had. They were all blown out of the water and I passed out more than once. Daxton was like a machine, like an animal that never quit and I was his mate. It was my duty to pleasure him, no matter how hard it was going to be to do it. I was worried if I was going to be able to keep up.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 26

          

          Daxton

        

      

    

    
      I was trying to talk Bree into another round, but it was becoming clear that I was going to just have to start out without her. Rubbing in between her legs, it wasn't long before she was moaning and asking me for more.

      I was climbing over her when I started to hear the sound of motorcycles coming towards us. They were circling where we were and I knew that they were some of Greg's men. It was time for this all to end and I knew that we were going to have to put our consummation night on hold for just a little while longer. It was already morning anyways.

      I got up and Bree wanted to know where I was going. She wanted me to stay in the house with her and be safe, but I had to do something. I had to rid Lost Hills of Greg and his gang. They were nothing but trouble and it was time for them to all go.

      “I have to go Bree, I will be back in a few minutes. This won't take long at all, so you need to stay nice and hot for me.

      By the sound of it, there were only four or five of them and that was not going to be a problem. I felt stronger and more alive than I'd ever felt in my life. Whatever the ritual had done, Doc had been right and he had been very clear that I would feel differently. I did feel differently. I felt like I was on top of the world and while I had thought I could take Greg yesterday, I knew now that I could without a doubt. There was no more inclusion of doubt in the back of my mind.

      “Please be careful. I don’t want anything to happen to you.”

      I grinned at her and told her that I was always careful. I turned into my shifter form and I was bigger than before. I felt new and improved and even my eyes were sharper. I don't know what the hell had just happened, but I was thankful for the old ways now. I never thought I would feel this way.

      I told Bree that I loved her, kissed her and then went out into the woods and the danger that I wasn’t going to run from anymore.

      There were only five other bear shifters and I didn't even want to play with them. Other people were coming to get involved and help. I wanted to kill them all myself. I wanted to kill Greg and each and every one of his gang all by myself. I didn't want anyone to help me because I wanted everyone to know that I was the Alpha of this area and I wasn't going to let it slide anymore.

      Out of all of the men, I left one to live, so that he could tell the rest what he had seen. I wanted Greg to know that I was coming for him and there was no way that he could hide. I was not going to hide any longer. I was the Alpha of Lost Hills and it was time for me to claim my title.

      The man that was my messenger, also gave me information that I needed. I would have tortured him to get what I needed from him, but I didn't have to. Once he realized that I was going to spare him if he gave me information, the man started singing like a bird. He talked about wanting to join us, but I told him that I didn't need somebody like him in my crew. Everyone that was behind me now, I knew would never say a word. I needed that kind of loyalty. Lack of loyalty with half of Greg’s crew was half of the reason that he was going to fail.

      Once I found out where Greg was, the first thought in my mind was just to go find him and take him out. He has caused enough trouble in my life, killing Buck, my mentor and then almost killing my mate. These were things that could not be forgiven and they had to be punished. It was Bree that reminded me of the crew.

      “What is the point of having a crew to watch your back if you don't let them?”

      “What do you want me to do, not go after own?”

      She shook her head and told me that was not at all.

      “I want you to do this the smart way and not get yourself killed.”

      “I promise you that it's not going to be me that dies Bree.”

      I wanted her to understand that this had to happen. I was nervous when I asked her if she wanted me to kill him because I don’t know if I would have been able to go along with it if she wanted him to live. I didn’t and I wasn’t going to be able to go on, knowing that he was still breathing. I didn’t want to. He was someone that needed to be gone, one way or another.

      She ran up to me before we left out to meet up with Greg. He planned to attack a shipment that was coming in for me and I was going to make sure that he got more than he bargained for. I was done worrying about Greg and I knew that the only way I was going to be able to let this all go, was to kill the man that had hurt so many. While I was trying to do the right thing, I knew that it was Greg that had brought all of the violence to Lost Hills. He was the one that had changed the place I loved and I wasn’t going to stand for it.

      “Just be safe Daxton and know that I am here waiting for you.”

      I kissed her back and I never wanted to let her go. It was literally the best thing that she could have told me, because I was going to think about it the whole time I was getting back to her. Before, I never had anything to make me come home, but now it was different. Now I had a whole life ahead of me and all I could think about was getting home so that I could start it.

      “I promise you that as soon as this is taken care of, we aren't going to leave the bedroom for a week.”

      “Promises, promises.”
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        * * *

      

      It was hard leaving Bree, but I knew she was safe with some of the gang and Sandra promised that she would take care of her. I knew that Sandra would have been good for the battle, she was born for it after all, but I would feel better knowing that no one was going to get Bree. Greg would do anything to get to her and while I didn't blame him for it, I surely wasn't going to let him get to her. She was mine now and I didn't even want another man putting his hands on her.

      We got to the meeting spot and instead of only a couple of guys going to pick up the goods like it usually was, I made sure that there was another 20 or so in the bushes. Everyone that I had spoken with before the fiasco with the Alpha thing was done, was still here and we had quite a crew. I don't know if it was as big as Greg was, but his numbers were dwindling quickly. And after tonight, I didn’t figure there wouldn't be any left. If there was, they would leave if they knew what was good for them.

      I got a call from Sandra a little bit after I left the house and she was insisting that they come to the meet spot. She said that Bree wanted to know where the meeting spot was and she wasn't going to let it go.

      “She's just going to leave, Daxton.”

      “Don't let her leave Sandra. I know that you're stronger than her.”

      She may decide to tell me that she was very offended that I would even think she would do it and I had to rethink how I was going to ask. I didn't want Bree here because I was afraid something was going to happen and I knew that her being here was going to tip off Greg even further. Greg was already going to freak out and the last thing I needed was a kamikaze in the end.

      “I'm not going to beat her up, Daxton. That's not what I'm saying at all and you know it.”

      “Then what are you saying?”

      “I'm saying talk to her and make her understand.”

      Sandra told me that obviously I didn't know my mate very well.

      “She's going to do, what she's going to do and it is best if you tell me where to go, instead of us just walking into it. That is the only reason I called. Think of it as a courtesy call.

      Taking a deep breath, I told her where we were going to be. I also told her that they had to stay in the car and they had to stay up on the bluff where they could see down but wouldn't be in the action. If Bree was so keen to see, I wasn't going to stop her, but I was going to make sure that Greg couldn't get to either.

      Sandra got off the phone and she seemed to be happy with the compromise. I knew from my own experience that Bree could be quite persistent when she wanted to be and I had a feeling that she was giving her friend hell. I was going to have to tame her eventually, but I was really enjoying the wild one that I had at the moment.

      Another ten minutes went by before I saw the car pull up on the bluff. They weren’t that far away. It would only take them a couple of minutes to get down here, but I felt better knowing that they were safe. I don't know what would happen if Bree was hurt and I never wanted to find out.

      I didn't have to wait long for Greg and his crew to show up. He came out shifted, they all did and I was rather surprised at how unbothered they were. Not many people would shift in public like that. The place was not that isolated.

      The two sides came together and we started fighting in the street. There were cars passing by and none of us seemed to care. it must have been a sight to see, thirty or forty fighting to the death in the middle of the road. I wanted to look up and make sure that Bree was okay, but I was busy with a lot of other things. I knew that Sandra was with Bree and that she was going to be fine. Most of Greg’s crew went down pretty easily. While Greg had taken over the area, he hadn't paid attention to any of the elders to learn anything. He was of a new breed that wanted to be different. With the old ways, they had been around for a long time for a reason. It kept us all safe.

      I had Greg underneath me and it would have taken nothing to snuff him out. I wanted to, I really did, but something in me told me that I needed to break the constant killing. It all started with Buck’s killing and I didn't know if it would end with Greg. I wanted my clan and people to have peace, and I knew that the only way to do it was to find another way.

      “I'm not going to kill you Greg. I want you to go away and never come back, but I'm not going to kill you.”

      “You should Daxton. I'm just going to come back with more people and we're just going to take you out.”

      I gritted my teeth together and wished that he knew how badly I wanted to kill him. It was in every fiber of my being and the only reason that I hadn’t already was because of Bree. She made me believe in the future and I wanted it to be a good one. I didn't want to have to worry about it every time she left the house if one of my enemies was going to get to her. The only way that we were all going to be safe and I could ensure her safety forever, was to put aside these differences and let him go on his way. I wanted to believe that he would learn and stay away.

      “Shut up or I'm going to change my mind.”

      He must have seen that I wasn't joking around because he finally shut his trap. I was thankful for that, if only because I was able to breathe again and I looked up at the ridgeline where Bree should have been. But she wasn't there or rather I could see her climbing down. I knew that she would be down here in a minute and I didn't want her around Greg. I had told her that I was going to kill him.

      I started to walk towards her to stop her. I didn't want her to come face to face with him, she shouldn't have to. After everything he’d done to her and so many others, I knew that it was a lot to ask for them to understand what I was doing. I was afraid that she was going to want him killed and then I was going to have to.

      “You need to go back up there, I mean it. I don't want you down here.”

      “I want to be here for you. It was hard to watch but I'm glad that you are safe. You are bigger and stronger now.”

      I grabbed her and started to kiss her, but she pulled away and said something about Greg. I hadn't seen him coming towards me and he was about to stab me in the back with a knife, when Bree got in the way.

      All my thoughts of peace were gone and all I could see was red as I watch the woman I love, fall to the ground. Blood started to spread across her shirt and I knew that nothing was ever going to be the same again.
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          Bree

        

      

    

    
      I woke up and I was hurting very badly. Everything that had happened so quickly and before I knew what was happening, I was moving in front of Daxton because of Greg. I couldn’t let something happen to the man that I loved because of me. It was all because of me. I knew that and I just couldn’t let it happen.

      After that, it had been darkness and now I was in a hospital. It was strange to be there because last time I’d been hurt, I’d been taken to Sandra’s dad. I worried what that meant.

      “I’m glad you’re awake.”

      “Where am I?”

      “The hospital in Lost Hills.”

      “Why am I here?”

      “You were stabbed.”

      “I know, but why didn’t you take me to go see Charles?”

      Daxton just shook his head like it was a silly idea. “I couldn’t let anything happen to you.”

      I knew that the police would be called and questions would be asked. It was all things that he didn’t want to happen and I was thankful that he cared enough about me that he was going to make sure that I was okay.

      “Where did he stab me because everything hurts.”

      Daxton smiled at me and leaned down to kiss me.

      “In the shoulder. There shouldn’t be any permanent damage. I can’t believe that you did that for me.”

      “Isn’t that what the vows meant?”

      “No, not like that. I would have rather Greg hurt me than you.”

      “Greg will hurt everyone he comes in contact with. That’s just how he is.”

      Daxton agreed and I waited to hear of the man’s fate.

      “So?”

      “What?”

      “Did you kill him?”

      Daxton was taken aback by my question.

      “Yes. He won’t be around to hurt anyone ever again. After I saw you fall, I just sort of lost it. There is no one left that followed Chris. They have all been exterminated.”

      “You killed him?” My face sunk.

      “You didn’t want me to?”

      I looked away and he moved towards me, trying to get me to tell him that everything was okay.

      “I mean, you didn’t have to.”

      Daxton looked distressed and I couldn’t hold it in, anymore.

      “What, you were joking?”

      I grinned and told him that I was. Trying to move, I forgot that I was stabbed in the shoulder and I winced at the pain.

      “You really joke about this?” He was incredulous and I thought it just made it better.

      “Yeah. You did on our wedding night.”

      He didn’t correct my terminology, but he laughed.

      “Truce?”

      I had to laugh, thinking the whole time that we had some messed up sense of humor. The laughter died when the doctor came in. It wasn’t something that we needed to get out and I was worried about what he was going to say. We shouldn’t be in here laughing, especially not about another’s death. It was wrong and the doctor was like me from a week ago. He didn’t know who he was dealing with.

      “I can't lie, it is good to see that you are in good spirits. You have quite an injury and I always say that healing is more mental than anything else. It looks like you're on the right track.”

      I set up a little straighter in the bed and asked him how much it was. I was worried about permanent damage and being able to use it again.

      The older, dark skin man told me that I was going to be fine. I didn’t feel fine.

      You are going to heal just fine. It won't be long at all before you are back to normal. You really are lucky that it didn't hit anything important. There will be muscle pain for a while, but that too will go away fairly quickly.

      He acted like he had more information and I waited for the rest of it. I was waiting for him to tell me that while my shoulder was going to be fine, my hand wasn’t. It didn't seem like being in this much pain was normal.

      “So what else then?”

      He smiled at me and then looked over at Daxton. “Well, it seems like I am the bearer of good news as well.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “I mean that you are pregnant. And you're not that far along, so I know that you probably haven't missed a period yet. It just goes to show that good things come from every bad situation.

      I was stunned more than anything else and I didn't know what to say. Daxton thanked the doctor for taking care of me and he followed him out of the room. The two talked for a few minutes and I was left in the bed alone. My thoughts were reeling and I wasn't sure how Daxton was going to take the news. I didn't know how to feel until I saw his reaction. I didn't know if he was going to be mad. We hadn’t only known each other for a few days after all. We were mated now, but it all seemed like a whirlwind when looking back at it.

      Daxton was only gone for a moment or two, but it felt like forever when I felt so unsure. He had a smile on his face when he came back and I was hopeful that it was for me as well.

      I waited, holding my breath for him to say something and he did for a while.

      “I didn't think it would happen so soon.”

      “What?”

      “You being pregnant. I mean, I knew that I was going to happen, I hoped that it would happen, but I thought that we would have a bit more of a wait.”

      The way he was talking, I wasn't sure if he was happy or not. I was still hesitated to go one way or another with it because it was not a happy occasion if Daxton was upset about it. I didn't want him to be mad at me.

      “So are you going to say anything about it?”

      He was asking me if I was going there right after finding out. I still didn't know what to say or what to feel about it.

      “What do you want me to say?”

      Daxton leaned over the bed and kissed me.

      “I want you to say that you're as happy as I am to be carrying my child. I don't know, something. Are you not happy about it?”

      Now that I knew he wasn’t mad about it, I could relax and I immediately felt better about it than I did before. Now I knew that Daxton was happy, so I was as well. There had been a moment, I had imagined what it would be like if Daxton didn’t want it and he left me. I don’t know what I would have done.

      “Then I am happy that I am pregnant. If you are happy Daxton Tyler then I am too. I had given up on men altogether, so in a way, I figured that I may never have children.”

      Now he was the one that was looking worried, asking me if I wanted children. I told him that I did and he smiled at me.

      “That's good Bree, because I know that you're going to make a damn good mother.”

      Laying down for a kiss, I felt safe in his arms and it was the first time since I'd been awake that I didn't feel any pain. He had a way of taking all of it away from me, and giving me something better in return.  Daxton was all that I was ever going to need and I knew now what it felt like to finally be complete.
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