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Dedication
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To Wheels — May we always have time for tunnels, cliffs, caves, and expensive toys. Yet remember, it's the simple things like standing on a ridge in the Bitterroot Mountains eating BLT's wrapped in foil and trespassing without getting arrested that mean the most. I literally crashed into a rock wall with you. Now it's time to go crazy.

To Daydream Believer Book Blog – Thank you for seeing a need for readers to have a Moroad Support Group and taking time out of your busy schedule to debate, love, and tease. You've given readers of the series a place to talk over their feelings, regroup, and think outside the box.

To Dayreader Reviews – The fan-made book trailers for Wrapped Around Him and For Life are wonderful. I've heard such fabulous feedback from readers on the quality and beauty. You nailed my books! Thank you!
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Chapter One
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Every Moroad Motorcycle Club member not in prison stood inside Cam Farrell's house. Christina Nickelson sat beside the man drawing all the attention, staring at Cam's hand sprawled over her thigh. His skin bruised from the intravenous needle used during surgery to repair his lung and remove the bullet that almost killed him.

Against the doctor's orders and her pleading, Cam checked himself out of the hospital a week ago. She gazed up at him, making sure he still breathed. Almost losing his life had aged him.

The deep wrinkles at the corners of his dark eyes a constant reminder of the stress and pain he dealt with every single day as president of Moroad MC. His black and gray beard brushed his chest, hiding the jaw he clenched. She could tell he ground his teeth, because the skin across his broad cheekbones twitched like the ticking of a clock. 

A week ago, her world crashed around her. Bile burned her throat. The constant fear played havoc on her stomach.

Merk, Vice President of the MC, shot Cam. While Cam fought for his life, the Feds arrested Merk for murdering some judge in the next county over. The details remained sketchy. In the erupting chaos, she remembered the blast from the gun and watching the man she loved fall to his knees.

Everything at that moment stilled.

A life without Cam left her alone, losing another person she loved to a senseless murder. She'd shut down, and went through the motions. The hospital, the doctors, the FBI. She talked, she listened, and she couldn't recall a single conversation. All her thoughts centered on Cam lying in the bed, looking like death.

"Should we change rotation for the runs?" Ring scratched the back of his neck.

Cam's thumb strummed Christina's leg. "No. Gunner will take my place and I'll be good to go next week."

For Cam, life moved forward. She inhaled a heavy breath, drowning in fear.

While Cam underwent emergency surgery to repair the lung damaged by the bullet, Jeremy, Cam's eighteen-year-old son, ran away. She pressed her hand against her empty stomach. She'd broken Jeremy's trust when she'd agreed to hold Cam's secret, and now it was too late.

Cam stole Jeremy out of the foster system and brought him home to Moroad Motorcycle Club, all for the sake of kidnapping Christina three years ago. Tiff, Jeremy's girlfriend, overhead Merk and Cam talking about the crime of forging the DNA papers on Jeremy. She moistened her lips. If only she'd stood up to Cam at the beginning when he'd confessed everything to her while he was in prison. She could've told Jeremy the truth and protected everyone.

Jeremy would be safe.

Merk would be free.

Cam would be...

She swallowed. Cam would still be Cam. 

He'd still be the man she'd anonymously written to in prison before anything bad happened.

He'd still be the man she obsessively loved. 

He'd still be the man who'd protect her at all cost.

What about Jeremy? She tried to understand Cam's reasons behind his crimes and still remain supportive of Jeremy. Constant doubts crept in.

For three years, Jeremy believed Cam finally stepped forward and wanted to be his dad. He even survived Cam's latest eighteen-month sentence in prison and seemed overjoyed to sign up with Moroad to become a lifer after he graduated high school. 

Jeremy took an oath to the club. To keep Moroad members safe and free, they allowed no one to leave. Death was the only way someone could remove the Moroad Motorcycle Club patch. Jeremy's act of running away put a target on his back. He deserted his MC brothers. They'd kill him to keep their secrets safe from those who wanted to bring harm to the club. 

Conversations buzzed over her head. She slipped out from underneath Cam's hand and stood.

"Baby?" Cam said, stopping all talk. "Where are you going?"

She leaned down and kissed him. "I need to start dinner."

The bikers stepped back, giving her room. She hesitated in the foyer and glanced over her shoulder. Cam turned to answer Johnson's question. She grabbed her purse off the small table and slipped out the front door while his attention diverted away from her to his Moroad brothers. She barely made it to the rocker in her escape and her stomach cramped. She sat down and drew her feet up on the chair, hugging her legs to her chest. 

If she could talk with Jeremy, make him understand the benefits of living with Cam, he'd understand and return home. While not related by blood, Cam gave Jeremy his version of a family. She loved Jeremy. Cam cared for him. The other members liked him.

She needed to go against everything Cam wanted her to believe and find Jeremy herself. He didn't deserve to be out by himself, all alone. He belonged at home.

The front door opened and banged shut. She turned her head. Gunner, one of the Moroad MC members, inhaled deeply and leaned against the house.

"Cam wants you to come inside and fix dinner, like you told him you were doing." Gunner crossed his arms. The devil tattoo on his bicep taunted her.

"I will when I'm ready," she said, turning away from the devil.

She believed in good, not bad.

"Cam said you'd say that, so he wants me to bring you inside." Gunner grimaced. "I'm sorry, Christina. I need to do what my president orders."

She unfolded her legs and stood. For the first time, she understood why she'd grabbed her purse and what she needed to do. "You're not touching me."

Gunner stepped toward her. She moved backward, clutching her purse to her side.

Gunner reached out for her. "Let's go in, honey." 

She slapped his hand. "I hate you."

"No, you don't."

"I hate all of you. I hate what Moroad stands for. You...you're all a bunch of criminals who don't give a shit about anyone, but yourself. Jeremy's missing. He's been gone for eight days, and all of you sit around the house like it's no big deal."

"We'll find him." Gunner's gaze bore into hers. "Cam's planned to go out in the morning with the others and sweep the town. He'll bring Jeremy home."

"He doesn't know where Jeremy is, and he can barely move around the house without hurting." She sidestepped and reached into her purse when Gunner took another step in her direction. "Tell Cam—"

"Christina, don't do this." Gunner shook his head. "Listen to Cam."

Her foot reached the edge of the porch. She turned, skipped the steps, and jumped down into the grass. She hit the ground running across the yard. Until Gunner had come outside to retrieve her for Cam, she hadn't made up her mind on what to do. 

She needed to find Jeremy before Cam or the Moroad MC members could kill him.

She opened the unlocked truck, slammed the door, and hit the lock button. Gunner smacked his hand against the window. She forced the key into the ignition.

"Christina. God damn it, open the door," Gunner said.

The engine sputtered. "Come on, you piece of shit."

She tried again, pumping the gas pedal. The old beast roared to life. She put the truck into gear and tore out of the driveway without looking back. Gunner would follow her, and once news of her leaving reached Cam, he'd come for her, too.

She only needed to make it to town first. Not even Cam would risk his freedom taking her back to the house if the citizens of Federal witnessed her throwing the biggest fit she'd ever had in her life. She had ten minutes to get to town and then she'd be free of Moroad and start her search to find Jeremy.

The truck bounced over the gravel. She glanced in the rearview mirror, holding on to the steering wheel to keep control and pushed her foot down harder on the accelerator. None of the bikers could stop her in the truck, or she'd run them over.

She hit the asphalt road at fifty miles per hour. Airborne off the seat, she fought to keep the truck straight. Her heart raced. Paranoid Moroad members would catch her before she reached the town or she'd find the sheriff parked under the viaduct and he'd clock her going over the speed limit, she slowed down.

The engine sputtered as she decreased her speed. She glanced behind her. Nobody followed.

"Shit. No, no, no. One more mile. Come on." She slowed down, pampering Cam's old, unreliable truck and spotted the viaduct ahead.

A quick study of the area, and she relaxed. The only car parked underneath the overhead concrete interstate appeared to belong to someone fishing along the river. She turned into the parking lot, grabbed her purse, and walked into town.

Three steps forward, she looked behind her, three more steps, and she turned completely around and walked backward expecting the bikers to roll into town after her. At the end of the block in front of the Sheriff's Department, she stopped. The muscles in her thighs burned from the exertion of speed walking and her anxiety tripled over leaving the house without protection from the club.

Men's voices came from behind her. She whirled around and stared at Sheriff Colby and one of his deputies leaving the building. Caught in a panic, she smiled—unable to stop her chin trembling.

Sheriff Colby walked down the four steps to the sidewalk, tilted his head, and studied her. "Christina, is everything okay?"

The deputy walked to his patrol car parked at the curb. She glanced at the sidewalk, across the street at the parking lot in front of Country Mart, up the road to the bank across from her old apartment, and over to the viaduct. Her shoulders rolled forward. Only vehicles and ATV's moved along the street. No motorcycle, no scary looking bikers, no black leather boots stomping their way toward her.

Katie and Lola, two of the Moroad women who hung around the house whenever the members got together to party, walked out of Cleo's Coffee Cave talking and carrying a red coffee cup. She stared, willing them to look across the street, to see her devastation over losing Jeremy, and offer to help.

But her friends rounded the corner, caught up in a private conversation, and walked out of her sight without spotting her in town. She sucked in air. Ten minutes away from the club and no one cared. No one looked for her. No one understood how deeply Cam's crime affected her life.

"Christina?"

She turned back around. "What?"

Unable to accept they'd all abandoned her, she strained to hear the rumble of a motorcycle engine. She squinted, peering down the road. Cam allowed her to run away.

Why would Cam keep Gunner from following her and bringing her back home? She rocked back on her heels and pressed her hand to her forehead.

Sheriff Colby blocked her view. "Christina, are you okay?"

She blinked, clearing her vision. All her effort and energy disappeared. She'd failed in her attempt to bait Cam into coming after her and in turn, finding Jeremy.

"I'm fine." She cleared her breathless voice and tried again. "I'm fine."

Sheriff Colby led her over to the steps in front of the department's front door, out of the middle of the sidewalk. "I'm concerned about you. A lot has happened out at the Moroad MC's headquarters, and—"

"Excuse me." She stepped back. "Everything is fine, sheriff. I have errands to run."

Escaping the concern over her well-being, she strode down the sidewalk. She had no idea where she needed to go. Jeremy had to be somewhere close. He wouldn't leave Federal. Deep in her heart, she believed he'd stay within the vicinity of where he belonged.

At the end of the block, she looked across the street to Cleo's Coffee Cave, letting her gaze wander up to the top windows where she used to live. Jacko, a recent parolee and member of Moroad MC, now lived in her old apartment. Had he already received a call from Cam with news she'd left the house? Was he watching?

She shaded her eyes with her hand and studied the glass. The building across the street reflected off the surface, blinding her to anyone inside.

A rumble of a motorcycle caught her attention, pulling her away from the apartment. She sucked in her breath and turned. Her instant relief at hoping Cam came for her turned to nausea. The rider belonged to Bantorus Motorcycle Club, not Moroad MC.

Ink, along with his old lady owned Silver Girls—an adult dance club, rode past her. She stopped walking, lost in the consequences of her actions. For almost three years, she'd disassociated herself with the monstrous crimes Cam and Moroad brought into her life.

Her erratic beating heart choked her, drying her mouth. She swallowed. Caught between the disappointment of no one coming for her and the guilt she carried over Jeremy's absence, she stood lost and alone on the sidewalk. She could've demanded Cam treat Jeremy better or insisted Cam confess to the crime of stealing him out of the county's system before putting a life patch on him. She could've stopped the downward spiral of men losing their life, Merk ending up in prison, Cam being shot.

"Excuse me." A gentle touch made her jump. "Are you okay?"

An older gentleman lowered his head and peered at her through the eyeglasses perched on the end of his nose. Fear crawled up her throat. She nodded.

"Are you sure?" the stranger asked.

"Yes." She pulled away and wandered across the street.

Her eyes stung. Her ears roared. She swiped at her wet cheeks, realizing for the first time tears rained down her face and she had no idea when she'd started crying.

She continued walking. One block, two blocks, three blocks. 

She cut across the street and entered the Federal Inn. She stood at the check-in desk, passed money over the counter, and grabbed a key hooked to a large plastic ring. The woman's hand pointed over Christina's shoulder to the left. She followed the directions and rode the elevator up to the second floor.

In Room 26, she sat on the bed and pulled her cell out of her purse. She stared at the unlit screen. The pounding in her head worsened. Contradicting thoughts invaded common sense. 

Cam hadn't called or texted.

She wanted him, despite knowing he'd put her in the position of accepting whatever crime he committed next. What kind of person wanted the love of a felon?

She set the phone down on the bed and whispered, "He'll come for me."

The Moroad members were probably talking Cam into staying home, while they came looking for her. Cam's wound still bothered him. He struggled for his next breath when he overexerted himself. They hadn't had sex in over a week. 

His main goal of going after Jeremy pushed him into taking care of himself, and she loved him for his dedication to the family.

Yet, his determination to deal with Jeremy scared her. Her legs trembled. She had to find Jeremy first and explain the ramifications of leaving Moroad MC, before Cam ended up killing him.

Once she found Jeremy and he went back to Moroad, she'd worry about her punishment. There was no doubt Cam would make her pay for leaving him. He'd never let her escape.
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Chapter Two
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The constant ache from the two sets of stitches holding the gunshot wound and the incision from surgery at his side closed spread along Cam's ribs. He shrugged on his Moroad MC vest and swayed, catching himself on the porch railing. He held his breath until he overcame the pain. The second Christina left him; she'd gone against his orders never to leave him.

When the door shut softly behind her exit, his attention veered from his MC brothers to Christina. His chest tightened in pain. He knew her every move. 

When she held her breath. 

When she flinched. 

When she lied. 

When she hummed in contentment and softened toward him. 

The thought of losing her debilitated him. His hands shook, his lungs struggled to keep up with his breathing, and the weakness from not protecting what he owned overwhelmed him in a way nothing else bothered him. He wanted to go after her and make her stay.

She'd promised and proved herself to him over time that she'd never leave. He killed, stole, ran the biggest gun chain from coast to coast, and not regretted one moment.

When it came to Christina, he became vulnerable. The damn woman believed she would find Jeremy first before the club found him. Hell, he had half the members living outside of the prison walls spread around the Silver Valley, staking out the entrance and exit roads in their hunt for Jeremy. 

"Jacko's spotted Christina in town." Gunner tapped on his cell phone. "He slipped out the back of his apartment and followed her to the Inn. She's checked in to Room 26."

Cam growled. When it came to Jeremy, Christina's sense of responsibility exceeded any of his power over her. She was the best thing he or Jeremy had in their life, but her inability to protect herself was going to get her in trouble.

"Jacko wants to know if he should go talk with her." Gunner held up the cell. "And if he does, will she make a scene and get him arrested?"

Cam reached down for his smokes and patted a flat pocket. Fuck. Christina took every cigarette in the house and dumped them in the fire pit in the yard the second they returned from the hospital.

"No, leave her there." Cam wrapped his arm across his stomach, held his side, and yelled, "Stache?"

The front door swung open. "Here."

"I want you to go rent whichever room is closest to Room 26 at the Inn in town," Cam said.

Stache walked out on the porch, spit over the railing into the grass, and smoothed his handlebar mustache down against his chin. "What for?"

"Christina's checked herself in and I want you to watch her room while she sleeps. During the day, someone else can guard her." Cam lifted his chin, making his point clear. "If anything happens to her, I'll come after you."

Stache shrugged. "Nothing's going to happen."

"Make sure." Cam went back inside the house, waved off the concern from the other members, and walked across the living room. "I'm popping one of those pain pills and hitting the bed for a bit. Follow up with Bantorus MC and see if they've heard anything about Jeremy."

"Will do." Willy jumped off the couch and smacked Meese on his way out.

Cam swayed, hitting his shoulder against the doorframe of his room. He grunted, shut the door, and made his way to the recliner in the corner of the room. Past the point of caring about his body, he plopped down and let the pain come.

The medication the nurse sent home with him forgotten. He wanted nothing to numb his head.

Sweat rolled off his forehead in two tracks down his temples, hitting the clammy skin of his face. The ache of Christina's leaving kept him alert.

He'd made her his woman. She'd sworn the rest of her life to him.

He closed his eyes as heaviness settled down on his body. He'd planned, used her love of Jeremy, her need for protection, her vulnerability, to make sure she relied only on him. He gave her a house, a kid, a job, and meaning. In return, he created the one person who never judged and would accept him, fucked up head and all. 

Each step brought him closer to having the security of depending on her.

His body spasmed. He held his breath, trying to control his rebelling body. She'd left him.

He rolled to his hip, dragged his cell out of his pocket, and stared at the screen. Christina gave him no warning, no explanation, no excuses. He'd lost Christina and the kid within a week of each other.

They were two people in his life he needed to step back from and allow to come to their own conclusions for everything to work in his favor. His hands fell to his thighs. Not a man who enjoyed letting others decide his fate, he needed to watch his step. One wrong move and Jeremy would end up dead and he'd lose Christina forever. 

Selfishly, he'd never let her go, but she'd be gone from him all the same. He needed her completely with him. She'd promised him. She wore his ring. He owned her.

He pulled up his contacts on the cell and typed a message to Pretaro, one of the guards who worked both sides at Idaho State Penitentiary. I need a meeting with Merk.

The first week home after his latest sentence and serving time in prison, he realized the direction he needed to take with his vice president. Merk had got himself in too deep and let his feelings control his actions. His anger toward Cam became misplaced. Merk needed to trust him and instead, he'd failed. The way Merk acted on the outside since Cam's return validated setting Merk up for the murder of Judge Cranley.

He needed Merk in a safe place, away from Christina and Jeremy. If Merk had acted on his emotions and turned Cam in for murdering Judge Cranley, he would've destroyed everyone Cam cared about. In the end, the bullet from Merk's pistol almost killed him.

Merk sought his opportunity to kill Cam, and he'd failed to finish his plan. He almost lost everything.

Now he had the upper hand again and the ability to set Merk free if he cooperated. Cam paid someone not connected to Moroad who would willingly step forward and provide proof Merk wasn't at the murder site. Evidence would also verify Merk's innocence in attempting to kill Cam. All Merk had to do was play by Cam's rules. Not often a man got a second chance, and he felt confident Merk would come through for him despite their history.

Depending on Merk's response, he'd make sure his vice president's stay in prison remained short. If he made the wrong choice and tried to go above him, Merk could rot in prison for all he cared.

His phone vibrated. Cam looked at the screen and started the ball rolling. 

Pretaro: No.

Cam: Yes. It'll be worth your time.

Pretaro: Fuck U. They'll never grant ok this fast.

Cam: Make it happen.

Two minutes ticked by. Cam waited.

Pretaro: How much?

Cam: 20g's

Pretaro: 3 days.

Cam: I'll be there.

He deleted the conversation. Three days and he'd be one step closer to finding Jeremy with Merk's help. Would Christina come back before he left for the sixteen-hour round trip to the prison? 

He let his head fall back against the chair and closed his eyes. Hell, he should go get her ass now and bring her back to the house.

She'd never find Jeremy on her own. His men watched the whole town, watched her every move, and watched all activities going on around each member of the Moroad MC. Nothing could happen without him knowing. The club was on high alert, so how could one eighteen-year old punk kid escape them all?

His gut rolled. The pain pills sat on the dresser, five steps away too far. He needed to heal and not depend on drugs to mask the pain. The sooner his gunshot wound and lung stopped bothering him, the easier he'd have taking care of business.

Damn Christina. He exhaled heavily. He needed her, and she'd left him.
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Chapter Three
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The gray, single-story house, no bigger than a cottage, sat neglected at the end of the dead end street. Christina gazed over her shoulder at the overgrown lawn as she knocked on Lola's door. After tossing and turning last night, she'd started her search for Jeremy after grabbing a bagel off the Inn's buffet table. She'd looked everywhere, and wasn't any closer to finding out Jeremy's location.

There was a good chance Lola knew where to find him. Jeremy took a liking to Lola from the first day he moved in with Cam, often seeking her attention when he had problems with his girlfriend. She suspected Lola's friendship with Jeremy was the main reason Tiff and Jeremy fought.

The door to the house opened. She turned around, expecting Lola and found Bear. The amount of Moroad men who walked through Lola's revolving door never failed to amaze her. 

She rocked forward, relief flooding her body at the sight of the vest, scruffy beard, and glare aimed at her. She'd gone sixteen hours without a Moroad member around to remind her of where she belonged.

"Bear?" she whispered, wanting to hug him.

Bear leaned his husky girth against the doorframe and shoved his meaty hands in the pockets of his MC vest. "What are you doing here, sweetheart?"

She moistened her lips, ignoring his question. Bear used to frighten her, until she'd learned to like the man with all his rough edges and fierceness. "Can I talk to Lola for a few minutes?"

Bear exhaled loudly. "Go home."

"I can't." She hitched her purse higher on her shoulder. "Please, Bear."

Bear's mouth thinned and he stepped back, letting Christina in the house. She walked into the house and found Lola outside a room off the hallway, wrapping a robe around her thin waist.

Christina hurried forward before Bear could follow. "Lola?"

At twenty-five years old, Lola carried a lifetime of living on her shoulders with pride and a confidence Christina lacked. Not ashamed of whoring herself out for the Moroad members, she made no excuses for how she lived.

Lola glanced at Bear before grabbing Christina's arm and pulling her into the bedroom. Inside the room, Lola swung her wavy hair over her shoulder. "What are you doing here? You should be home taking care of Cam."

"I'm..." Christina shook her head. What went on between her and Cam was nobody's business. She'd never betray Cam by speaking about their problems. Lola could come to her own conclusions about her. "Have you seen Jeremy?"

"No. I promised Cam I'd notify him if Jeremy shows up." Lola rubbed Christina's arms. "Honey, what is going on? First Merk shoots Cam, and then gets picked up for killing someone else. Cam almost dies. Now Jeremy's missing. Nobody will talk to me."

"I can't tell you anymore," Christina said.

Lola's concern and offer of friendship too much to take, Christina stepped away before she gave in to the need to talk with someone who would understand her position. As a Moroad woman, Lola wasn't privy to the business and personal side of the club.

"I need to go." Christina grabbed the handle of the door. "If Jeremy stops by here will you call me?"

Lola frowned. "You want me to get ahold of you before Cam?"

Yes. She wanted to scream her instructions and force others to hear her. "No, you can call Cam first, and then call me. Please?"

"Usually one of the bikers is hanging around here. I don't want to get in trouble." Lola blew the air out of her lungs and pressed a hand to her throat. "But, I'll try, honey. I know you love Jeremy."

Christina opened the door and stopped. "Thanks for being Jeremy's friend. I know he appreciated the relationship he had with you."

Lola's shoulders sank and her chin dipped to her chest. Christina left the room, nodded at Bear, and walked out of the house. She'd leaned on each member of the Moroad MC, the women, and the staunch rules Cam set for far too long. It was time to learn how to stand up on her own two feet. Jeremy needed her in a way Cam never would, and she wouldn't fail him.

She drove the truck back to Federal and parked at the Inn. Checking her phone for the millionth time, she headed down the block and turned on Cedar Street. She quickened her pace at the sight of the curtains opened in the windows of the Sterling Building.

Usually with Cam when she visited Silver Girls, she approached the front door out of respect for Bantorus Motorcycle Club instead of going to the back of the building. She knocked, peering through the glass.

The shadows inside moved, and then the door opened. Lilly, the owner and Ink's old lady, smiled and welcomed her inside.

"I don't want to bother you, but I'm wondering if you have a few minutes to talk with me." Christina's heart raced.

No matter how many times she stepped inside the adult entertainment business, the historically accurate surroundings of days gone by when miners, prostitutes, and parties kept the building alive filled her with adrenaline. Instead of an aura of desperate times, a sense of laughter, good times, and community within the walls welcomed her, while overwhelming her at the same time. She was a loner, and the feelings of belonging were uncomfortable and foreign.

"Absolutely. You're welcome to stop by and visit any time." Lilly motioned her over to the closest table. "Sit and talk with me. I sent Tanner with Ink to the grocery store, so I have a few minutes to do whatever I want and I'd love to catch up with you."

Tanner. Christina sat down and leaned forward. Lilly and Ink adopted one of the foster babies Christina looked after while she worked for Silver Valley Children's Society. Back before Cam forced her hand to quit and work for Moroad MC.

"How is Tanner?" Christina asked.

Lilly smiled, lighting up her blue eyes. "Wonderful. He's the smartest, most friendly, easy going boy I've ever known. He's so much fun to spoil. Right now, he's in the habit of getting up an hour after I put him to bed at night and crawling in bed with us. Ink tucks him in the middle between us, so he won't fall out and he sleeps the rest of the night. I can't even explain how it is to wake up and see the two people I love more than life first thing in the morning."

Christina swallowed the emotional lump filling her throat. "I can see how happy you are. I'm so glad everything worked out. Tanner deserved a loving family."

Lilly nodded. "But you didn't come by to ask about Tanner, did you?"

"No." Christina raked her upper teeth over her bottom lip. "I'm looking for Jeremy. He's Cam's son and he's taken off without letting anyone know where he's going. He used to date Tiff, who worked—"

"Right." Lilly frowned. "You do know Tiff quit her job, don't you?"

Christina held on to the edge of the table. "No. She told me she enjoyed working for you."

"I thought so, too." Lilly crossed her legs. "She missed a day of work and the next day before I could ask her if everything was okay, she up and quit with no explanation."

"Is she still living here?"

Lilly hooked a strand of her blonde hair behind her ear. "Katie helped her move out. She's young and didn't have many things to pack. She left the building within an hour of quitting."

"Do you know where she went?" Christina forced herself to stay in the chair. Maybe Tiff took off with Jeremy, and he wasn't alone.

"No, I'm sorry. Tiff never mentioned where she was going to live and I didn't ask," Lilly said.

"Is Katie here?" Christina stood.

"I can find out for you." Lilly got to her feet and paused. "How long has Jeremy been missing?"

"Eight days," Christina said.

"Is Moroad MC actively looking for him?"

Christina swallowed. "Yes."

"I know you want to find him. I understand, truly I do. But, the more I think about the situation, I think you need to go through your club to find him. Bantorus..." Lilly rounded the table and grasped Christina's hand. "I don't think Ink or Bantorus MC would appreciate me stepping into Moroad business. Katie's a Moroad woman. You should talk to her outside of the Sterling Building, okay?"

"I'm sorry." Christina straightened. She knew better. Club always came first and Bantorus and Moroad kept their business separate. "You're right."

The only plausible place away from Silver Girls to find Katie would be at Cam's house. She wouldn't risk going back home. Cam would never let her leave again if she showed up on one of the nights the women stopped in. For all she knew, Cam would shoot her if she drove up to the house. She'd broken her promise to him and accepted the consequences of her actions.

She squeezed Lilly's hand and walked out of the building. On the sidewalk, she gazed up and down the bare street, expecting one of the Moroad members to stop her in her search. Her mood sunk. She took her phone out of her purse and texted a quick message to Jeremy.

"Please reply," she whispered, staring at the screen.

The low battery icon blinked. She walked toward the Inn, glad she carried the charger in her purse. Her fear of being in the truck, alone, and without a cell phone to use meant carrying the multi-adapter for plug-ins or cigarette lighter with her when she went away from the house.

Traffic coming off the ramp from Interstate-90 zipped past her. She looked both ways, waited for a lull in traffic, and jogged across the street into the parking lot of the Inn. A group of tourists stood around talking to the left of the main doors. Keeping her eyes straight ahead, she walked past them and took the elevator to her room. After she charged her phone, she'd call information and see if Tiff's mom had a listed phone number.

Maybe if she got lucky, she'd find Jeremy with Tiff.

She lay down on the bed. Her mind continued going in all different directions and her body refused to relax. She worried about Cam at home by himself. Was he taking care of himself? Was he eating? Was he leaving his stitches alone?

The charging button on her phone flashed red. She tapped her fingers on the mattress. She could call home and talk with Cam, find out if he needed anything. No, he'd only force her to come back. 

She blew out her breath and rolled over. There was no middle ground when it came to Cam.

He worked hard.

He gave everything to the club. 

He loved deeply.

If she contacted him, he'd say or do something that'd have her running home before she thought twice. She closed her eyes. For the last three years, she believed whatever came into her life, she'd handle. Until Jeremy went missing and put his life on the line, she thought nothing would make her leave Cam.

She couldn't stand back and let Cam handle Jeremy's betrayal to the club the way Moroad handled everything. She brought her legs up to her chest and sighed. The current situation between Cam and Jeremy was partly her fault. She knew Cam forged the documents stating Jeremy was his biological son and never turned him in. She couldn't. She loved him. The authorities would throw him back in prison, and she couldn't lose him again.

To keep him in her life, she'd listened to his side of the story. After a while, she believed Jeremy was better off with them than in foster care. She'd worked in the system many years and witnessed older teenage kids getting lost and abused. They typically ran when they turned eighteen and life never turned out the way they wanted. Many ended up on the streets, going to Coeur d'Alene and selling themselves and drugs to survive.

She was eighteen years old when her parents were murdered. She understood and lived a lonely life on her own and knew Jeremy's options. There wasn't much out there to help someone with no experience survive without any help.

Her phone rang. She jolted, rolled, and answered without looking at the screen. "Hello?"

Silence greets her. She repeated the greeting. The lack of communication hit her.

Cam.

She clamped her lip between her teeth to prevent the sob of desperately needing him from escaping. She wanted to apologize and beg him to understand. He always supported her. If she didn't know how to handle something, he helped and guided her.

She squeezed her eyes closed, knowing she had to move forward. For once in her life, she needed to help someone who needed her before something bad happened. Cam lived and survived on his own without anyone's help. He'd left her when he went to prison. He controlled her when he came home. Jeremy only had himself to rely on, and if he could do it, she could, too.

She wouldn't fail him. She would stop the club from killing Jeremy, the way she couldn't stop her parents from being murdered. A moan escaped her mouth. She lowered the cell and ended the call. Desperate to find out if the call came from Cam, she pulled up the call-log. She smacked the bed. The unfamiliar phone number of the last call didn't tell her anything.

The club used pre-paid phones, unregistered, and untraceable. There were at least ten cell phones in the kitchen drawer back at the house. Cam must've used one of them, so she wouldn't recognize the number. He had to be the caller.

His refusal to talk with her sent a loud and clear message. He'd already started her punishment for leaving him, and more would come her way. Her stomach, hollow and empty, ached. She reached over and grabbed the bedspread, rolling herself up tight, until she plastered her arms against her chest, her knees drawn high. Her body shook. She wanted to go home.
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