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I would like to dedicate this book to good friends, Lola and Paul and a great kid Jesse—Jesse has overcome so much in his very young life to become a champion. With the help of people who love him very much he has shown the whole world just how far he can go. We all just need someone to believe in us and this young man has become an icon in our community. Well done, Jesse!
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Prologue
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The sound of the bike roared through the yard in the compound. The engine was loud but it didn’t cover the screams.

The brothers of Satan’s Bastards all came filing out of the clubhouse. What they saw didn’t even seem to be real.

The woman screaming was tied with a rope around her wrists and the rope stretched to the back of the motorcycle. The man riding it revved his engine and moved forward again.

The poor woman gasped and fell to her knees. By the look of her body with its cuts and abrasions, it wasn’t the first time she’d been tugged to the ground by the powerful bike.

All the MC members stood there stunned.

“What the hell Bulldog?” The club’s president shouted.

Bulldog, on the bike ignored him as he got off his ride and grabbed the woman up by her hair. “You’ll pay for trying to skip out on me, bitch!” He slapped her hard and she flew back.

Still stunned, most of the men stared. They didn’t seem to be able to fathom what they were seeing. One of their members was breaking a solemn law...beating on a woman and his Old Lady, no less.

One man ran forward and jumped on Bulldog’s back.

Bulldog threw him off and hit the woman again and again. His eyes nearly bulging out of his face as he beat her bloody.

“Dammit!” The older man of before jumped on his back again....And again, he was thrown back to the ground.

Bulldog was wild eyed and crazed looking. His fists were bloody and his face was reddened by rage.

The woman still lying prone in the dirt was weeping and blood covered her face as she tucked herself into a fetal position.

Bulldog then stepped closer to her and kicked her in the ribs then grabbed her up by her hair to continue with the beating. It was obvious to all except him that the bloody woman had passed out or was dead.

The older man grabbed a two by four and slammed it onto Bulldog’s back.

Bulldog just roared as he turned around and raised his fist.

A shot rang out.

Bulldog was hit in the shoulder and didn’t even pause as he glared at the man holding the gun. He advanced toward the shooter as if he didn’t feel a damn thing.

The shooter cocked his gun and shot him again.

Bulldog was knocked back, but he got up almost instantly. “I’ll get you for this Gator!” he shouted his eyes crazed and dilated. “What? You want my woman for yoursel—?” He never finished his sentence as another two by four hit him on top of the head. He went down into the dirt and lay there huffing and puffing as blood poured from his wounds. His eyes narrowed as across the way behind his bike on the ground lay the center of his wrath. “Reva...” he whispered with hatred as he finally blacked out.
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Chapter One
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Seventeen years later...

Raine shook his head and sighed. As long as he lived, he would never forget it. Her lying there in a pool of blood and his brother also lying in his own blood, put down like a rabid dog.

“Never...ever forget it,” Raine whispered to himself as he sat in the main room of the clubhouse. He sighed heavily as he stared at Cassie’s tiger paintings on the clubhouse wall. Tigers...A white Siberian and a Bengal. Cassie and Melora had said they, or rather their spirits had protected them during the bad times. He tilted his head with a sudden thought. Reva hadn’t had them. He shook his head and a smile spread across his lips. Maybe the first smile he’d had in days. But she did have a Gator. He tilted his chair, so he could look into the kitchen. 

The only one in there at the moment was Reva. She was busy making coffee. He watched as she moved around the room, her movements stable and steady, so unlike they were all that time ago. Back then, she didn’t bring attention to herself, but then they all found out later that she had a very good reason to hide from the world.

Raine looked around. It was a different day back then, a different time. Yet everything was coming around to it again.

The whole clubhouse was decorated for Sam’s wedding, a wedding that hadn’t happened because Sam had taken off to pick up his daughter from another town. Then he barely got back when Melora had gone into labor. Everyone else had gone to the hospital with Sam and Melora but Raine had something else to do. He knew labor took time and he needed to warn Reva and Gator.

He, Sam and five other men had been there a little over a year now and he and the others had been accepted and a new club formed. The six men from the MC Satan’s Bastards had come from Bangor, Maine when Sam wanted to meet the woman his son Deke was going to marry. Sam felt time was running out for him and he almost blew his only chance to get to know his son.

But fate and Cassie had come through for Sam and now, they were living here in Troy, New York.

Which led to another problem. Raine lifted his eyes and stared at the woman in the kitchen. She looked older than the last time he’d seen her but it had been seventeen years. The bruises and blood were long gone but her eyes remained haunted to this day.

“Stop staring at my woman.” Came a growl from behind him. 

Raine didn’t bother turning to face the threat. The hairs on the back of his neck told him who was standing there. “Why don’t you sit down?”

Gator pulled out the chair and sat. “What the hell do you want here Raine?” 

“Would you believe me if I told you I just want peace between us?” Raine said softly.

“Not bloody likely.” Gator scoffed.

Raine looked up and asked, “Why? I never did anything to you or to her.”

Gator’s hands fisted and the rage buried deep inside him rose to the surface. “That’s right you and your family didn’t do anything to stop your brother from hurting her. You stood there and watched as he beat the hell out her of time and time again.”

Raine nodded. “That’s true enough, we didn’t stop him. Hindsight is a bitch isn’t it? But then, we all had our own problems to worry about, didn’t we? It wasn’t like she ever said anything until it was too late, did she?”

“I don’t want you here, she doesn’t want you here, why don’t you just go home and leave us alone?”

“I can’t,” Raine admitted. “I live here now. For better or worse, this is my new home.”

“Bullshit.” Gator growled. “Go back to Maine with the rest of your family.”

Raine shook his head. “I have too much to make up for. The past haunts us all, not just you or her.”

“She’s the only one I care about,” Gator admitted. “I would put my life on the line for that woman and I won’t stand here and watch you destroy her.”

“Man, I don’t want to destroy her,” Raine tried to explain. “I want the chance to help her. I want her to know that while I wasn’t there for her in the past, I want to try and help her now.”

“She doesn’t need your help.” Gator growled. “Just get of out here, go away and never let her or me see you again or things could get very ugly between us.”

“Things are going to get ugly very soon anyway.” Raine stared directly at him.

Gator leaned closer as his eyes turned to blue steel. “What is that supposed to mean?”

“Bulldog is getting out of prison soon and you and I both know he’s going to come looking for her when he gets out. I don’t want him to find her or you.”

Gator paled. His words were like a death toll in his heart. Snapping his head around, he found Reva in the kitchen. His eyes searched over her body and he took a deep breath. Looking back to Raine, he asked, “When?”

“He has another parole hearing in less than a month. He’s been keeping his nose clean this past year or so and his attorney thinks he might have a better chance this time.” 

Gator sat there for a moment then asked, “Do you really think he’d come after her?”

Raine snorted. “Oh yeah, he will come after her. I got a letter from him before we got here, and that was over a year ago. Bulldog wants her and you dead. He ranted and raved about the fact the he’s spent the last seventeen years behind bars because of you two and he’s going to get his revenge.”

Gator snarled. “He’s spent the last seventeen years in jail because of what he did. It had nothing to do with anything we did.”

Raine nodded. “True enough, but he never thought she would press charges.”

Gator scoffed. “She didn’t have much choice. He never gave her a choice. He destroyed something inside her that night. He shattered her spirit and stole her child. What the hell did he expect?”

“I don’t know.” Raine shrugged. “He was truly out of control.”

“Don’t you dare sit there and defend what he did to her that night.” Gator sneered. “Not to me and certainly not to her.” He got to his feet and stood over the other man. “If he comes here looking for trouble he’ll get it and this time...I will kill the bastard.” Gator turned and stomped into the kitchen. He took Reva into his arms and held her close. Gator turned his head and glared at Raine.

Raine lifted his cup and acknowledged the glare. He finished his drink and got to his feet. He did what he had to do and now, it was time to go to the hospital. He wanted to be there when Melora had the baby. He wanted to see the look on Sam’s face when his son was born.

He looked over at the kitchen area again. He knew why Reva and Gator didn’t go when everyone else left and he was genuinely sorry for that. Reva would never know the joy of having another child, she would never know what it felt like to grow huge with a child in her belly, all because of his brother. But she wouldn’t have to run this time.

Making his way through the streets of Troy, Raine had time to think again, about what happened all those years ago. They knew something had been going on with Bulldog but they hadn’t realized it was as bad as it was. But Reva knew and she didn’t say a word. Bulldog had her living in fear for years and no one in his family knew it.

They should have known it but they didn’t. That was on them, even though Reva paid the price. 

When Raine entered the hospital and made his way to the maternity floor, he found everyone waiting, just as they had waited when Cassie had the twins. The only ones missing were Melora and Sam.

“So how are things going?” he finally asked Deke.

“She should be delivering any time now,” Deke replied.

“Already?” Raine was surprised. “That was a short labor.”

“The silly woman has been in labor all day,” Deke explained. “She just didn’t tell anyone.”

Raine looked around the room and found Mountain looking pale and just a little bit shaky. “Her dad don’t look so good.”

“I’m pretty sure he’d like a drink about now.” Deke laughed softly. 

“Yeah, all of them look like they need one,” Raine noted.

“Well, it’s not every day you become a grandfather.” Cassie joined them.

“How is Adriana handling all of this?” Raine asked after he spotted Sam’s young daughter huddled in the corner.

Cassie rolled her eyes. “She couldn’t have gotten here at a worse time. And Sam hasn’t said why he had to bring her here, today of all days.”

“Well, there had to be a good reason,” Raine defended his friend. “Sam wouldn’t have missed his own wedding, not when he was the one pushing for it.”

“I know,” Cassie agreed. “Which leads me to believe the girl or her mother are in some sort of bad trouble.” She nodded toward Adriana. “We just have to hang on to her until Sam is able to explain himself.”

Raine studied the girl. “Shit, she looks scared to death.”

“Yeah, she does,” Deke agreed. “It doesn’t help that the minute Sam got back, Melora was in labor. He didn’t even have time to introduce her to anyone.”

Raine left them and went over to where Adriana was sitting. 

When he sat down beside her, she stiffened and refused to look at him. 

“Hi, my name is Raine.”

Adriana turned her head. “What the hell kind of name is Rain?”

Raine chuckled. “It’s only a name.”

“What’s your real name?”

“Chris.” 

“Ok, Chris, what the hell is going on?”

Raine chuckled. “Sam and his old lady are having a baby.”

“So how many kids does Sam have anyway? Besides me, I mean.”

“Well, there’s Deke.” He pointed her brother out. “And there’s Quinn.” He motioned to her other sister, “Then there’s you and now, the new baby.”

“Sweet Jesus! Doesn’t the man know about birth control?” she whispered. “I know about it and I’m only fourteen.”

Raine chuckled but didn’t say anything. If she only thought about it on another level, she would feel stunned: If Sam had used it, she wouldn’t even exist. 
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Chapter Two
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The doors at the end of the hall opened up and a nurse came through them. She gazed around at the waiting room filled with bikers and swallowed hard as she called out a name, “Tory.” When everyone got to their feet, she could see that some of them were well over six feet tall and some, nearly 3 feet wide, she backed up a step as she swallowed hard. Then she took a deep breath, turned and led the way to Melora’s room.

When everyone came in, the room suddenly got very small. 

Melora sat on the bed holding her son and Sam was standing there grinning from ear to ear. “I’d like to introduce you to my son.”

“His name is Talon Boone Morgan Tory,” Melora announced. “But we’re gonna call him T-Bone.”

Izzy came over to her friend’s bed and with tears in her eyes whispered the name, “Boone?”

Melora nodded. “I hope you don’t mind?”

Izzy shook her head. “I don’t think he’d mind at all.” Tears rolled down her face as she mouthed the words, “Thank you.”

When her dad, Mountain came up behind Izzy and peeked over her shoulder at his grandson, he smiled. “Now why would you go and name the kid Talon?”

“Because my mother loved a man with that name,” Melora told him proudly.

Sam lifted his hands. “I had nothing to do with it at all. She wouldn’t even tell me what my son’s name was until now.”

“I’ve wanted that name since I was a little girl,” Melora told him. “I gave him your name too.”

“Yeah you did, even though we didn’t get married today.” Sam shook his head. “Things just didn’t work out the way they should’ve but we’re still going to get married.”

“I know.” Melora glanced over at Adriana. “But now we have the whole family together and that’s more important.”

Adriana stared at her for a moment then glanced at the baby in her arms. “So this baby is my brother?”

“One of them.” Melora nodded at Deke. “He’s the other one, and Quinn is your sister too.”

“Yeah, I kind of got that part.” The girl shrugged her thin shoulders and commented, “Sorry, I screwed things up for you.”

Melora smiled. “You didn’t screw things up for anyone. I’m glad you’re here.”

“Why? You don’t even know me.” Adriana just stared at her with no expression in her eyes at all.

“I may not know you yet, but you’re part of Sam’s family and that makes you important to me,” Melora replied simply. 

Adriana shook her head. “Yeah, well don’t get too hyped, this situation is only temporary. I will be going back to my Mom.” 

Deke came up behind her and placed his hand on her shoulder. 

Adriana stiffened then shrugged his hand away. She moved over to the corner and slid down the wall.

Melora watched her from the corner of her eye and shook her head. Then she turned her attention to her son as Deke took the baby from her. 

Holding him close, Deke murmured to the baby sleeping so content in his arms. He glanced up at Melora and smiled. “You did good, little mama.”

“Thanks,” she whispered.

“T-Bone huh?” Deke whispered. “I like it.”

“Yeah, me too.” Melora smiled. “Not sure Sam is thrilled but he didn’t really have a choice.”

“He’ll get over it,” Deke smirked.

Melora glanced over at Sam and noted the slightly panicked look on his face. “He won’t even hold his son,” she whispered. “He looks scared to death.”

Deke studied his dad and then glanced down at the baby in his arms. “Maybe he’s never held a baby before. I remember he wouldn’t hold his grandkids until they were a little older.” Before he could think about it, Deke went over to where his dad was standing and pushed the baby into his arms. Sam tried to protest but Deke wasn’t taking no for an answer. 

The baby opened his eyes but didn’t make a sound when he gazed up at his father.

Sam just seemed stunned. He looked down at the baby in his arms and couldn’t believe he was holding him. His arms were frozen and shaky as if he were afraid of dropping this tiny human being.

When Izzy came over, he gladly gave up the baby. The baby fussed at being taken away from his dad but settled down quickly. Izzy took him over to his grandfather and grand uncles and he was passed around quickly.

It wasn’t long before the nurse stepped back in and suggested it was time to go. She looked a little afraid of all the large men in the room in their motorcycle vests, but she firmly nodded her head at them all.

Mountain finally passed the baby back to Melora. Leaning over her bed, he kissed her forehead. “You did good, baby girl,” he whispered. “But who is Boone?”

Melora gazed at her father with tears in her eyes. “Maybe you should ask Izzy. He’s very important to her and she is very important to me. I told you we had a history.”

Mountain glanced over his shoulder at the woman that was becoming very important to him. “I’ll ask her.” He gazed down at the baby. “We’ll be back in a few hours to see you.”

Melora smiled. “Can you have Izzy grab the bag I packed for the baby? I didn’t have time to grab it before we got here last night.”

“Sure thing.” Mountain straightened up and glanced over at Sam. He held out his hand and when Sam grabbed it, they shook briefly. “Take care of your family, old man.”

Sam nodded. “I will.”

~*  *  *  *~
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Slowly, the room emptied until there were only Sam, Melora, the baby and Adriana. 

Deke had asked the girl to come home with him for the rest of the night but she didn’t want to go and rather than start something, he’d just left her there.

Now, it was just them left and Melora knew she had to deal with the situation.

Before she could say anything, Adriana got up and came over to sit on the side of the bed. “So did Sam tell you what the deal is?”

“No we hadn’t got that far,” Melora replied. “Why don’t you tell me about it?”

Sam started to say something but Melora gave him a look and he snapped his mouth shut.

“The MC in Saratoga Springs is about to go to war with an MC in Glens Falls. My mom didn’t want me caught in the middle, so she called Sam to get me out of the way.” 

“Why were they going to war?” Melora asked.

“The MC in Saratoga Springs is called the Blue Devils. My Mom is involved with Radar, he’s the President of the club. Anyway, the Enforcer of the Red Cajuns, that’s the MC from Glens Falls, he thought he could just come in to our town and start some shit. Radar taught him a harsh lesson and the Red Cajuns didn’t take it well.” Adriana shrugged. “They sent three men after my mom and me, thinking they could use us against the club.”

Sam
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