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For those who are broken.

May you find the right person to help hold your pieces together until you can hold the pieces yourself. May they love you as much as you should love yourself, especially during those dark times when it’s so easy to forget, and may they help you once more find the light until you are able to pick up your pieces and move on.

HER AVENGING ANGEL

Fallen Angels MC, 1

Harley Grym

Copyright © 2025
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Chapter One
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Raven rode beside Diesel in front of the pack of motorcycles composed of most of the Fallen Angels Motorcycle Club as they made their way back to Craven’s Creek after their run to Bozeman. He enjoyed the wind in his face as he let it carry away all his worries as they cruised along the back roads, taking their time, but also avoiding the attention of both the local law enforcement and the Iron Demons, whose territory they happened to be in. The Iron Demons were a rival club that ran in the county next to Walker County, where the Fallen Angels called home. The Angels and the Demons weren’t at war, but they weren’t allies either. And as long as neither tried to move in on the other’s territory, it would stay that way. At least until something else came along to fight about. 

Staying out of the cops’ spotlight was a habit for the Angels, as they didn’t want the scrutiny even for the rides that were just rides. If they happened to get stopped, all the cops would find, should they search, would be cash. But there was enough that it would make them look deeper at the club and their business. No one wanted that. If they’d been stopped on their way to Bozeman, they could have gotten into a lot more trouble, but it hadn’t happened, so no need to worry about it.

They had almost made it to the county line and back to Angels’ territory when movement off the side of the road ahead caught Raven’s eye. He signaled he was pulling off, then slowed and pulled onto the shoulder. The rest of the club followed suit, pulling off behind him. 

“What’s up, prez?” Diesel asked. 

“Saw something. I want to check it out.” Raven propped his bike on the kickstand, pulled off his helmet and dismounted, leaving the helmet with his bike as he walked along the shoulder, trying to spot the movement again. He’d gone maybe a hundred and fifty feet when he heard a soft whimper coming from a cluster of bushes a short distance from the pavement. The sound was quiet, but Raven would swear it had been a woman. 

“Panther! I need you. Bring Freud.” Raven didn’t wait for his sergeant at arms nor the club medic to catch up to him but stepped off the pavement to investigate. Maybe he’d been wrong and it wasn’t a woman but an animal. Because really, what would a woman be doing out here, in the middle of nowhere, all alone and with no transportation?

He approached with caution, as he was always aware that any unknown situation could be a trap, or if it was an animal, who knew how aggressive they might be if they were in pain. When he reached the thicket, he stared for a moment. It took his brain several seconds to make sense of what he saw. It was a woman all right, but she was naked and beat all to shit. He doubted even her mother would be able to identify her right now. 

“What did you find?” Panther asked as he stepped close enough to see the girl for himself. “Holy fuck.” 

That about covered it. 

“Where’s Freud?” Raven glanced around for the medic who acted as the club’s doc and spotted him only a few steps behind his sergeant at arms. Turning back to Panther he started giving orders. “Get a hold of Bear, have him bring a cage. One with a back seat so we’re not hurting her more than we have to. And bring me the bedroll off my bike.” Then he turned to Freud. “See what you can do for her and figure out how we can move her. We need to get her out of here ASAP, even if we only go a few miles so we can wait for Bear in our own territory.” 

“I’ll do what I can. Moving her is going to hurt like a bitch, though.” Freud bent down to get a closer look at the girl.

“I’m guessing if we were to give her a choice between hurt and dead, she’d take the pain.” Raven turned and looked up and down the road, checking to see if anyone was coming. 

This had been a body dump. Whoever had dropped her either thought she was dead or as good as. The last thing they needed was to be discovered rescuing her. If she was someone the Demons had dumped, and they found out that the Angels had rescued her, it would lead to fighting at best and war wasn’t out of the question. 

It also occurred to him that maybe a different club had dumped her there, just inside the Demons’ territory, in hopes that when her body was found, it would be blamed on either the Demons or the Angels. But who hated either club enough to do that? Who had they pissed off enough to target them like that? 

Even if this had been a roundabout way to target the Angels, Raven wasn’t going to leave her there to die, so they needed to not be caught. 

“She’s in rough shape, but I don’t think it’s life threatening,” Freud said after checking her out for a couple of minutes. “I’ve got some meds in my kit we can use to knock her out for a while. But we don’t want to use it if you’re going to take her to the hospital.” The medic looked at him, waiting for his decision before doing anything. 

“Give it to her. We’ll take her to the clubhouse for now. You can get a better look at her there and decide if she needs the hospital or if we can hold off.” 

Panther jogged up, Raven’s bedroll tucked under one arm, Freud’s medical bag off the back of his bike in the other hand. 

“Thought you might want this.” Panther handed Freud the medical bag, then gave the bedroll to Raven. 

“Do what you can, Freud, then we’ll wrap her up and I’ll put her in front of me so we can get out of here.” 

“Prez, you should let me—,” Panther started to say he should take the girl. Raven knew him well enough to know he would, but he shut him down with a shake of his head. 

“No, I need you to keep your eyes open and your gun hand free, just in case. Some useless fuckers dumped her here. They didn’t intend for her to survive. Whoever they were, if they find us with her, they won’t be happy. I need you covering our asses.” 

Panther didn’t respond, but nodded and turned and stood with his back to Raven and the doc. He scanned the road in both directions and anyone who approached would know he was guarding the people at his back. Raven trusted his brother to let them know if he spotted anything. He was the sergeant at arms for a reason, and it wasn’t just that he could wield a pair of knives as if they were extensions of his hands. 

“Can we move her onto this?” Raven unbuckled and unrolled the bedroll, tossing the blanket over his shoulder while he flipped out the tarp he kept wrapped around the whole thing in case he needed shelter, then lay out the blanket on top of it. 

“Give me a second.” Freud said as he tapped the air out of a syringe, then injected her with the contents. Raven didn’t ask what it was, and he didn’t care. Freud didn’t give things he didn’t think would help, and while he might use a little weed now and then, he wasn’t into and didn’t recommend the use of harder drugs, unless there was a specific reason. From what Raven knew of the doc, whatever was in the syringe was more likely morphine than heroin. 

Raven didn’t watch the time, but it seemed like an hour passed before Freud spoke again. 

“All right, she’s out. Let’s move her.” They worked together to pick her up and put her in the middle of the blanket without hurting her any more than they had to. “There doesn’t appear to be anything life threatening, as long as you don’t push one of these ribs into her heart or lungs.” Freud indicated the woman’s left side. 

“Are they broken?” 

“I’m not sure. They’re at least bruised, possibly cracked, but they don’t feel out of place, so that’s good. If I was sure they were broken or they were displaced, I would insist on calling the ambulance. It’s too easy to kill someone with injuries like that if you’re not trained, careful, and have the right equipment.” He met Raven’s gaze, as if he was making sure he was understood. 

Raven had already noticed the bruise developing over her ribs on that side. Seeing them made him want to teach the sorry piece of shit who’d left the print a lesson, before he made sure the fucker would never do this to another woman. Ever. 

Once they had her on the blanket, Raven folded it around her, covering as much of her body as possible while leaving her face uncovered. He could only imagine how much she must be hurting, even if she was unconscious, and knew if it were him waking up hurting like that and with his face covered, he’d fight. He didn’t want her, whoever she was, to wake up and hurt herself worse by fighting so he kept her face uncovered. It would also let him know right away if she started to wake up. 

He picked her up as gently as he could, making sure it was her right side against him not the bruised side where Freud had said she had possible broken ribs. 

“One of you grab that and roll it back up.” He jerked his head toward the tarp still lying on the ground, then carried the girl to his bike. 

Raven fumbled for a moment, but finally managed to get onto his bike and get her positioned across his lap, without jostling her too much. Once he was settled and had her head leaning against his left shoulder, he was almost ready to pull out.

“I’ll put this on my bike with my bag,” Freud said as he walked by lifting the rolled tarp in one hand. 

Raven nodded at the medic and waited for Panther to pass him. “Is Bear on his way?” 

“He is, but I don’t know how long it will take him to get out here. At least twenty or thirty minutes.” 

Raven nodded. He knew how long the trip was. As he waited while the other men made it to their bikes, Raven turned to Diesel. 

“We’re going to take it easy. Once we’re across the county line I want to keep going, at least a little ways. I would prefer it doesn’t look like we just crossed the line into our territory if someone spots us with her. If everything goes well, we’ll keep going until we meet Bear. If it doesn’t go well, or if she starts to wake up, I’ll signal and pull off again.” 

The Angels’ road captain didn’t say anything but nodded his understanding.  

Raven moved carefully, starting his engine, then cranking the accelerator and steering out onto the road after making sure there wasn’t anyone coming. Because of the bundle in his arms, Raven didn’t mind when everyone dropped back a bit, even Diesel, so they could watch in case he had any problems or gave any hand signals. 

They made it the two and a half miles to the county line without any issues. They hadn’t seen any vehicles at all, which was a relief, at least to Raven. The woman was still out, and while it wasn’t the safest way to ride, she was secure for the moment, so he kept going. The sooner they could get her to the clubhouse and Freud could do what he could for her, the better Raven would feel about it. 

He glanced down at her face, making sure she was still out, before he turned his attention back to the road. The light lacing of dark lashes against her bruised and swollen face made his stomach churn. Once she was able to talk to him about it, he would find out who had done this to her, then they would pay. 
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The first thing Taylynn was aware of was she didn’t hurt as bad as before. It was more of a dull throb now instead of the sharp, stabbing pain that had been so insistent for so long. She had hurt so bad before, she hadn’t cared if she died. 

Before when? Something had happened to her, but what? She searched her mind, and while she remembered how she’d gotten hurt, or at least most of it. Then she remembered waking in the brush off the side of the road somewhere she didn’t recognize. The pain had been nearly overpowering, but something told her that if she didn’t move, then she would die there and no one would find her body any time soon, if ever. 

She’d done her best to ignore the pain, to crawl toward the highway, hoping she could get close enough that someone would see her, and maybe stop. Or if she didn’t survive, maybe she would get close enough that at least her body would be found. Though, why she hated the idea of no one finding her body, she wasn’t sure. 

“Hold on, sweetheart, I’ve just got a couple of things left I need to do, then we’ll let you rest.” The deep rumble of a voice she didn’t recognize penetrated the haze that surrounded her brain, and the fog of pain she was doing her best to swim to the surface of. “Just relax, sweetheart. I’ll get you fixed up as good as I can. You’ll heal, then you can tell us who did this to you.” 

Taylynn wanted to yell. She wanted to say no. She wanted to run far and fast to get away from everyone. She was dirty. Used. She wanted to hide and not let anyone see her ever again. She tried to curl up into a ball, to pull her arms over her head and hide but she couldn’t move. Something was holding her down. Her chest felt tight. Every breath sent stabbing pain through her, but she wasn’t getting enough air. Her entire body went hot, and she tried to sit up, but her body wouldn’t or couldn’t do what she told it to. 

“Take it easy, sweetheart. I’m not going to hurt you. At least not any more than I have to. I’ve already given you as much pain killer as I dare, at least for now. Give me another couple of minutes and I’ll be all done here.” The soft, even tone as the unfamiliar voice rambled on soothed her nerves, if only marginally. 

He didn’t sound like the men who had hurt her, either in tone or voice. They had been cruel, taunting her about what they had planned for her and laughing about it. They had enjoyed seeing her terror, they’d gotten off on hurting her. This stranger’s tone was different. She might say he sounded caring, if life hadn’t already taught her that no one cared about anyone but themselves. Either way, there was no point in fighting. She had no way to get out of there and whatever he’d done, he’d made it hurt less. Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad to stay there, at least for now. Besides, what could they do to her that hadn’t already been done? What did once more matter, especially when she knew she couldn’t fight. She couldn’t stop them no matter what they wanted to do to her. 

With that decision made, she could stop fighting whatever was holding her down and give in to the floaty and not quite real sensation that had been trying to take over since she woke. Voices seemed to float around her, none of which she recognized. But she had decided not to care. She let the darkness come back. At least she didn’t hurt so bad when the darkness was there. 
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Raven sat on the opposite side of the bed from where Freud sat, trying to stitch up a deep slash down the woman’s upper arm. He’d already been watching to make sure she wasn’t hurt more when she’d started to rouse. 

He’d been impressed that even with how bad she must hurt, plus the medication Freud had given her, that she’d had enough presence of mind to try to fight them. Well, not fight, but she’d tried to get up, to leave, he was sure. It had taken himself and Playboy to hold her down while Freud had done his best to talk her down while he kept stitching. It had taken a few minutes, but eventually she’d settled. With her calm once more, Freud had finished with his stitches. Then he’d bandaged what needed it, at least that he could get to without moving her too much. And declared what she needed now was rest. 

Raven didn’t know why she’d stopped fighting, if it was because she’d decided to trust them or if the pain and medication had gotten the best of her or if she’d decided to give up. He hated the last option the most. Her face was still too swollen to be identified, and like her clothing, any ID she may have had was missing. They had no way of knowing who she was, or if she had any family, any loved ones, looking for her. At least until she woke up and could tell them. From what Freud said, her waking up and being able to talk was at least several hours away. So why couldn’t Raven leave her there to sleep off the effects of the medication? Why did he feel like he had to sit there, watching over her?

He knew his men. If he ordered that she wasn’t to be touched, they would respect that. If she was off limits, then they would treat her well and take care of her without trying to make any moves she may not welcome. He didn’t need to sit and watch her sleep. Hell, even he felt a bit like a creep sitting there. But he couldn’t make himself get up and leave. 

He had given her an empty room and grabbed one of his own t-shirts to put on her so at least he wasn’t sitting there with her sprawled out and naked. That would not reassure her about where she was and what kind of men they were. 

Were they good men? Raven almost laughed out loud at that thought. Good? No one had accused him of that in longer than he cared to remember. That didn’t mean he and his men didn’t have a code of ethics. The thing was, their ethics didn’t meet up with the mainstream concept, at least most of the time.

His club might be called the Fallen Angels, and with good cause, but they never would have done something like this to a woman. Another man, sure. They’d even done worse in the past, and when Raven found out who had done this to her, he wouldn’t hesitate to at least do the same to him, but more likely he’d make sure that cocksucker never had a chance to do this to another woman. 

Raven continued to sit in the recliner beside the bed through the night. She was covered, not just with his shirt, but with sheets and blankets, so he left the door open. His men came and went, keeping their voices low as they checked in on him and her both, then went on with what they were doing, either something he’d assigned them or their own thing.

He didn’t know how long he’d been there, only that he’d only gotten up to use the restroom since she had passed out again after Freud had finished sewing her up, splinting her arm, applying bandages and started an IV. The medic said she was dehydrated and needed the fluid. He’d also put a dose of antibiotics and more pain medication in through the same tubing. 

Raven knew he needed a shower after so long on the road but couldn’t stand to leave her that long. Dax, one of the prospects, had brought him something to eat and several drinks through the night. 

Now, as the
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