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Dedication
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To all the people who have a little crazy in them — Life is hard. There's sorrow, grief, stress, hardships, loss, devastation, responsibilities and a myriad of other fallacies that plague each of us while we do our best to look at the silver lining in the clouds.

Take the time to have fun. Grab a book and escape into another world for a few hours. Take a walk around your neighborhood. Throw the ball for your dog. Randomly kiss your husband until you're dizzy. Sing at the top of your lungs on the way to work. Hug your babies.
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To Abby — Yeah, that's right, I'm writing a dedication to my dog. After so many books I've run out of friends and family. Considering I think my dog is crazy it's only fitting that she gets mentioned. She's half Australian Shepherd and something else. Maybe wolf. She's loyal, but a scaredy-cat. She can hold her bladder for twenty-four hours because she witnessed a pine needle falling in the yard. That's talent. She sprained her ankle jumping off a rock wall in our entertainment area and at this moment, she's faking a limp. Puppies send her running. Cheese brings her to me. She forgets daily who Wheels is when he walks through the door, but goes to him first when she wants a bone. Her favorite thing in the world is riding on the back of the ATV. Physically, she's beautiful. Mentally, she's crazy. Love you, Abby-girl. 
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Wallace, Idaho — As most of you know, Federal Idaho where my Bantorus MC and Moroad MC series books are based is set in my hometown of Wallace, Idaho. It's wonderful to live in an area where we take pride in our colorful past, rich history, and mining. Most of all the acceptance of those we call neighbors. Thank you to Ryan Motel, Lux Rooms, Oasis Bordello Museum, Wallace Inn, Rossi Building, Shoshone County Sheriff's Department, Harvest Food, Hecla Mining, Molly B'Damn Motel and the community for adding that special touch to my books. 
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Daydream Believer Book Blog — The support and dedication you give is phenomenal. Thank you for running the Moroad MC Support Group and giving readers a safe place to tear apart my books. Thanks for keeping it real, maintaining the list, and spreading your love to epic levels.
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Moroad MC Support Group —To all the readers who joined —Between the deep discussions, the back and forth debates, and sharing your feelings about the books, you all have created something wonderful. In the wacky world of publishing, readers came together over their mutual love of books and offered each other understanding, appreciation, and new friends. By far, you're the best group of readers out there!
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More Than Words Promotions — Thank you for taking the stress out of my releases. Your professionalism and promptness make my releases special.
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My Family — It's simple. I love you.
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A siren brought Jacko out of bed. He stood in front of the window, orienting himself to his location. Blue and red lights lit up the concrete block wall, settling him down. He wasn't in a prison cell at Idaho State Penitentiary, but in the bedroom of his apartment above Cleo's Coffee Cave in Federal, Idaho. 

The lights and sirens of the sheriff's rig cruised down Main Street after some poor asshole, leaving Jacko alone. He wiped the sweat off his face with his hand and walked naked to the light switch. He hated the dark. He hated enclosures. He hated life.

Despite shrouding the room in light, the walls closed in on him. He dressed, putting on his jeans, socks, boots, and stuffing his pistol inside the hidden pocket in his Moroad Motorcycle Club vest before walking out of the seedy apartment. He hadn't slept four straight hours for months, since Merk, his MC brother, moved out.

The physical exhaustion hammered his legs, weakening the muscles and making them cramp going down the stairs. He stepped outside and inhaled the cool night air. In an hour, the sun would rise above the Bitterroot Mountains and chase the spring chill away. 

He was getting damn tired of the cold and wearing most of the clothes he owned when weather permitted a ride between snow flurries and warmer temperatures. He wanted the freedom of leaving, though he'd never go far.

Moroad Motorcycle Club stayed close to Federal, because of the restrictions the court put on each member after their release from prison. He walked down the sidewalk, ignoring his Harley sitting at the curb. Only him, Rash, Paul, Kev, Mayor, and Mister walked out of the state penitentiary without any rules attached to their freedom, because Cam worked a deal with the commissioner to pardon them early.

Unfortunately, Mayor died running the gun chain in a deal that had gone bad. The others stayed close, either to seek safety around the club or because they had nowhere else to go. No family, no friends, no life outside the Cyclone fence of the Idaho State Penitentiary.

Jacko turned at the corner of the street behind Rail Point Bar and headed toward Main Street. He asked himself every day why he stuck around, and the answer was always the same. He had no direction to go, until he killed every son of a bitch who stole Sarah from him, took her to Mexico, and let the sex slave industry kill her.

A rumble brought his head up as a Bantorus Motorcycle Club member rode toward him. He lifted his chin, skipped a few steps, waved his arms, and settled down into a walk as the roar of the engine weaned away. Nobody questioned his reasons for being outside in the early morning hours or bothered him during the daylight.

Everyone believed he was crazy. Half looped. Retarded. Insane.

Hell, they were right.

Once he lost Sarah, he'd gone off the deep end with everyone witnessing his fall. His Moroad brothers, the other gangs in prison, the court system. He used everyone's questions about his mental stability to his favor. In return, he took advantage of other people's weaknesses and received information about who was responsible for Sarah's death.

There were five Reds members and two Los Li members who'd dirtied their hands and touched his woman. He'd already killed five of them while incarcerated. 

Veto Quijada. 

The last remaining Reds member on his hit list was scheduled for release in a month. Jacko planned to be there to congratulate Quijada on his freedom before he killed him.

That would leave one Los Li member he needed to catch to finish the job. Flores still roamed free, spending half his time in Mexico and the other half reorganizing and recruiting in the United States for the Mexican Mafia. 

The asshole was the ringleader who had Sarah kidnaped as she walked from the house she shared with her sister to Jacko's rental. Because he got caught killing the first man who abducted her, he'd spent the next five years in prison until Cam got him out, where he was helpless to go after Quijada without access to the inside. 

He wouldn't mind going back to prison. His time spent behind bars had worked to his advantage, but he had to stay free and finish his work on the outside.

The rushing water of the North Fork of the Coeur d'Alene river attracted his attention. He jumped over the hip-high concrete barrier and walked under the viaduct to the river. Anxious to take out Quijada before he even cleansed his body of the scent of piss from prison, Jacko counted the days until he met the fucker face to face.

The river flowed west at a steady pace, bending to the rocks littering its path and following the edge of town. He kicked a rock off the bank, sending it to the bottom of the water. Time was his enemy. He would never rest until everyone responsible paid for taking his woman away from him.

A car door slammed. Jacko gazed left, watching for any trouble. Tourist season hadn't started yet, and the miners took to parking under the interstate and carpooling to work. He pulled out a cigarette and lit the end, wondering what time graveyard shift at the local mine ended.

Fuck, he couldn't even remember the last time he'd worked an honest job outside of helping Merk and his woman, Desiree, at the bar in town.

Unlike the few free Moroad members who worked at the mine, he preferred not working for a living. He lived off the extortion money coming in from the other gangs to keep the Moroad members in prison safe.

Smoke from his cigarette curled in front of him, disappearing in the breeze. He stretched his legs and crossed his boots. The cold slab of concrete underneath his ass a reminder of prison life. He could stand and escape the unforgiving surface, unlike when he had his choices ripped away from him as he served time.

A dark shadow ran alongside the river on the opposite bank. He squinted into the darkness. Unless bears started moving on two legs while he was locked up, he wasn't the only person slipping around in the dark.

"Hey, get back here," yelled a male voice.

The shadow stopped, grew smaller, and disappeared behind a cluster of bushes. Jacko flicked his smoke into the river and tried to find the man amongst the parked cars about a hundred yards to his left.

The echo of rapid footsteps reached him. He stayed sitting on the barrier.

The man crossed the walk bridge, jogging straight for him. Jacko slipped his hand inside his vest and wrapped his fingers around the butt of his pistol.

The man stopped twenty feet from Jacko. "Hey, did you see a woman run by here."

"Nope." Jacko gave his head a good shake and whispered. "Did you see the dragons?"

"Huh?" The man backed up a step. "All I want to know is if you saw a lady go by you."

Jacko leaned back, waved his free arm, and kicked his leg. "Whoa. Fuckin' communist dragons. Don't mess with those motherfuckers. They'll mess you up."

The man shook his head, mumbled, turned around, and walked back to his car. Jacko whistled a song he'd heard playing on the radio in Rail Point Bar and waited the man out.

Ten minutes later, the man pulled out from under the viaduct and drove out of town. Jacko moistened his lips. He had two ways to get across the river. The walking bridge would cost him time, and the woman hiding in the bushes could escape. He peered down at the river, spotting the boulders sticking up out of the water. The craziest thing to do would be to skip the river.

"Let's go swimming," he mumbled to himself.

At the edge of the water, he hopped out on the first good-size rock and balanced. Without the reflection of the moon at water level, he estimated the distance to the next boulder and almost overshot his target. He windmilled his arms, staying on his feet.

"Jesus," he muttered, gaining his balance.

The bushes rustled. Exhaling, he damned the circumstances and navigated the rocks, barely making it to the opposite bank without falling in.

Four strides and he reached into the bush, wrapped his fingers around a slim leg, and pulled the woman out of hiding.

She scrambled like a feral cat, clawing at the rocky ground. He held on, twisting her leg until he forced her to roll over.

Her head came up. A disarray of red curls half covered her face. He let go and stepped back, staring through the darkness and picking out the fierce hazel eyes, the slim nose, and the open mouth, gasping for breath.

His past stared right back at him. 

He shook his head. "No, no, no..."

He'd done everything possible to distance himself from Sarah's sister Amy. After Sarah got killed, he'd found a house in Montana for Amy to rent where she'd be safe. He even had a few Moroad members escort her out of Federal and set her up with everything she needed. There was no reason for her to come back. He did not want her around him.

"Thank God, it's you." Amy O'Harris pushed to her feet, rising to five foot seven inches, brushed her hands off on her thighs, and gawked at him. 

He remained silent. Blood rushed through his veins in shock. She was supposed to stay in Montana.

"You're all covered in tattoos." She twirled her slim finger in front of his face. "I've been looking for you everywhere, but I was looking for you. The old you without tattoos."

His head swam. He clasped his hands behind his neck, pulling down to keep himself from shaking sense into her. The risk of someone finding her quadrupled with her in Federal. He had no idea if Los Li had any members watching him.

He ran his hand down his face, tugging on his goatee in frustration. "What the fuck are you doing here?"

"I had to come." Amy pushed her hair off her face. "I had no choice."

He watched the errant curls bounce back into whatever position they wanted. Un-fucking-tamable.

"Do you know how long I've been sleeping in people's cars at night waiting around Federal trying to catch a glimpse of you? It's not like I could walk through town and ask for you by name." She exhaled loudly. "Tonight, I almost got caught. I'm so glad you found me. I can't keep running. I've lost everything."

His pulse roared. The last time he spoke with her, he'd made her swear never to contact him. Here she was, out of nowhere, before the sun came up, running away from a man.

"Who was he?" he asked.

"I don't know. Just someone pissed to catch me in his car." She shook her head. "Obviously, I picked the wrong place to sleep tonight."

He had a hundred questions and wanted zero answers. Amy returning to his life changed everything. The less he knew, the easier it would be to get her out of Federal.

He motioned up the bank. "Get going. I'll take you back to my place."

She stumbled over the rocks in her hurry to go with him. He caught her elbow, leading her toward the viaduct and across the walking bridge.

"Thank you," she whispered.

"Don't talk." He looked over his shoulder, checking the area. "Keep moving. You're not staying here long enough to talk."

At the corner of Main and Third Street, Maggie opened the doors of Cleo's Coffee Cave and smiled at him. He raised his free hand and waved it wildly above his head, slapping a stupid smile on his face in case she could see him underneath the street light.

"Are you having a late night or early morning?" Maggie used the tip of her heel to engage the door-stop and cocked her hip.

"Walking is exercise, and good for me. I need to keep my heart pumping. It lowers the cholesterol and helps keep my muscles toned." He laughed, bowed with a flourish, and skipped a few feet. "Have a wonderful day, Maggie girl."

Out of site of the doorway, Amy tugged him to a stop and gawked at him. The back of his head pounded. He refused to explain himself or his change in personality. He wasn't the one running from some guy in the middle of the night and claiming to sleep in stranger's vacant parked cars.

"Come on." He pulled her in the direction of his apartment.

He had to plan quick and get her out of Federal before anyone spotted her.
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Jacko closed the door to the apartment behind Amy. A pungent odor hit her, and she wrinkled her nose. Old food containers and bottles littered the half-kitchen, overflowing into the main living area. More apparent to her was the shower she spotted through the open bathroom door.

She turned to Jacko. "May I take a shower?"

"No." His blue-eyed gaze intensified. "I want to know why you've been sleeping in someone else's car for two weeks."

"Please." She held her palms up in front of her. "I'll explain everything to you. Right now, I'm dying for warm water and to scrub myself clean. I've been living outside, bathing in freezing river water, and haven't used a bar of soap since leaving home."

His firm mouth tightened, and he motioned with his chin to the bathroom. Trying to stay calm, she forced herself to walk and not run to the shower to take the chill out of her bones. Even the warmer spring days lately failed to heat her body completely. Sore, achy, and stiff, she wanted to wash away the last two weeks and feel normal again.

At least her old normal before she escaped Montana.

She stopped at the door and turned around. "Do you have any clothes I can borrow?"

"Clothes?" Jacko gazed around the living room. "You want clothes?"

"Why are you acting as if you don't understand what I'm saying?" She tugged at her sweatshirt, impatient to strip down and get rid of the filth hanging on her. "I'll wear anything of yours that's clean. I can't stand the thought of putting these clothes back on after I shower."

He pulled out his phone, and she noticed even more tattoos than she'd originally seen in the pre-dawn by the river. She swallowed. Even his light brown hair hung longer, past his broad shoulders. His whiskers, a little darker than his hair, weren't neatly trimmed, but wild and longer than how most guys wore their goatee. 

His gaze snapped to her. "I'll get you clothes."

"Thank you." She shut the door, caught herself from sagging in relief, and peeled off her sweatshirt, bra, and jeans. 

After her third day on the run, she'd stood at the edge of the river and watched her favorite pair of panties float downstream. It took too long for them to dry after hand washing them and she hadn't worked up the bravery to ask the Silver Valley Community Center for new underwear. The volunteers were kind enough to give her bread and peanut butter to keep her from starving.

The water pipes along the ceiling groaned when she turned the faucet. She pressed her hand against her stomach, surprised when her ribs hit her thumb. Glancing in the mirror, she wanted to cry at the tired bags under her eyes, the snarled hair, and the film of dirt dusting her face. No wonder Jacko acted as if he hadn't recognized her.

A skeleton of her former self, even her breasts seemed to sag from her weight loss. She stepped into the shower. Instant pleasure swept through her, and her legs trembled. She reached out for the wall and held herself steady, letting the beads of water pound against her neglected skin.

Exhaustion hit her fast. She forced her eyes open and found the bar of Irish Spring soap. The potent scent so unlike her, she inhaled deeply through her nose. Different was good. Hopefully, once she was clean and explained the situation to Jacko, he'd help her figure a way to get back on her feet again.

Scrubbed until her skin reddened and every bit of stench off the street was gone, she wrapped a rough and well-used towel around her body. Even with all the weight she'd lost, the material failed to go clear around her. Not that she expected Jacko to have big, plush towels, but nobody bought mid-sized hand towels. 

She stepped out of the bathroom and found Jacko sitting in the extra-large bay window hanging over the sidewalk of Main Street. With his attention directed outside, she took the time to study the man who had loved her sister five years ago. Emotions clogged her throat every time she thought of Sarah. 

Only twenty-two years old at the time of her kidnapping, Sarah had left the house to go see Jacko, excited and happy. Young, beautiful, and carefree, her sister had found Jacko exciting, dangerous, and irresistible at first. But, her age got the better of her, and she lived to have fun. If her sister had stopped to listen for a moment to Jacko's warnings, Amy's lectures, and paid attention to her surroundings, she might still be alive.

Before her life had a chance to start, Sarah's beautiful soul was snuffed out by cruel and evil men.

Amy cleared her throat. "Jacko?"

He turned. She held the towel tighter, shielding her from the unexplained fury aimed at her. She placed her barefoot on top of her other foot. Right in front of her, his face changed to disinterest.

"You said you'd find some clothes I could borrow." She lifted her right shoulder, hurrying the water drip running down her skin from her wet hair.

Jacko left his perch in the window, picked up a sack on the couch and approached her. She eyed the bag. 

"Clothes," he said, thrusting it in her direction.

The warmth from the shower wore off. She grabbed the sack and peered inside, juggling to keep hold of her towel.

"What's all this?" She raised her gaze. "I only needed a pair of sweatpants and an old T-shirt."

"Katie brought it over."

"Oh?" She hid her surprise. Of course, he'd move on from losing Sarah. She never expected him to stop living, and five years had passed since she'd seen him.

Jacko stared at her left shoulder. She held the bag higher, wanting to hide. He'd changed since she'd moved to Montana, and the difference wasn't only in the number of tattoos he wore on his skin. The last time she'd heard anything about Jacko the president of Moroad MC contacted her by phone, telling her Jacko was back in prison, and then she was contacted again almost a year ago when Jacko got released. That's why she'd come to Federal looking for him. He was the only one who could help her. 

"Katie's one of the Moroad MC women. The clothes are yours now." Jacko walked across the room and opened a door off the living room. "You should get some rest and we'll talk later. Go ahead and sleep in my bed. I'll take the couch."

"I can sleep in here." She stepped back into the doorway of the bathroom. "Soon as I get dressed, I want to tell you what's going on."

Jacko stretched his six foot two body out on the couch, covered his eyes with his broad forearm and propped his black, leather boots on the arm of the couch. "Not right now. You need sleep, and I need you to shut yourself in the bedroom and get out of my sight."

Her head snapped to attention, but he already turned away and ignored her. She walked to the bedroom door and stopped.

"Thanks, Jacko," she whispered.

She stepped inside the room and reached for the door handle. Before the latch caught, she stilled.

"Sleep, Momma," Jacko said.

She quietly shut the door, dropped her towel, and moved to the bed. Every stiff muscle in her body moaned in approval when she stretched out on the lumpy mattress. The wonderful cushion on her weary body beat the backseat of strangers' cars. She snuggled down, pulling the blanket up to her neck. Inhaling deeply, she couldn't even muster any disgust at the less than clean scent clinging to the bed.

She closed her eyes. Her body shook from fatigue. Asleep before her mind shut off, she smiled against the pillow. He'd called her momma.

For a moment, he took her back to five years ago when she had her sister in her life. After her mom had passed away, she continued living in the house, working in the office of the Mining Supply Company, while helping Sarah finish her senior year of high school.

Because of her overprotectiveness of Sarah every time her sister wanted to attend a party or go out on Jacko's motorcycle, he'd call her momma, because of her need to mother Sarah. She and Sarah's relationship spanned and exceeded sisterhood. Only two years apart, she'd cooked, bathed, and looked after Amy to make sure she stayed out of trouble while growing up. Her mom worked two jobs to keep a roof over their heads, and they relied on each other. A heart attack took her mom on a Sunday when Amy was nineteen years old. From the day her mom died until Sarah was killed, she'd taken care of her sister, stepped into the role of mother, including working all the time to keep a roof over her head and food in the refrigerator.
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Chapter Three
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Curled on the bed, only her mess of red hair visible from the doorway, Amy slept. Jacko glanced over his shoulder looking for any excuse not to wake her. To shut the door on his memories and pretend he hadn't found her under a bush, in Federal, running from a man, claiming she'd slept in strangers' cars for two weeks.

If he were lucky, Cam would show up immediately and keep him from having to talk to Amy by himself. He grimaced and lifted his hand to punch the door, stopping the swing of his arm before he hit the wood. She reminded him of everything good before his life went to shit. Acid burned in his gut knowing he was the one responsible for bringing crime to her doorstep.

He'd finish his job of killing everyone who had a hand in Sarah's death. He owed her that much and more.

"Hey, get up." He stepped into the room and kicked the end of the bed. "You've slept all day. You need to get up."

She shot out of bed naked and stood in front of him. His cock noticed her breasts first and responded in appreciation before he could check himself. He dragged his gaze up to her face and rubbed his eyes. Angered over Amy jumping up nude in his room, he had a wild urge to walk out of the apartment and have the club get her out of here.

"Get your ass dressed and come out to the living room," he said, slamming the bedroom door. "Jesus Christ, motherfucker, son of a bitch."

The ache of pleasure in his cock pissed him off. He adjusted the front of his jeans and grabbed a beer out of the fridge. Cam had better get his ass over here, because Amy needed to leave.

The cold drink stuck in his chest. He set the bottle on the counter and coughed. Hell, he needed a smoke and not a legal one. He'd waited all fucking day for Amy to wake up. Paced the living room, drank some beer, and talked to himself, until he finally admitted he had no fucking clue how to handle Amy being in Federal and called Cam to help. He couldn't keep her here. She needed to go back home or somewhere safe.

Amy walked out into the living room. He glanced at her, relieved she'd put on the clothes Katie had gathered together and dropped off earlier for her.

He took in her pale skin covered in small, faint freckles. Her breasts, ones he couldn't get the image of out of his head, hung loose, free, tempting.

"You're skinny," he said.

In jeans that hung low on her hips and an off the shoulder shirt, she barely filled out Katie's clothes— the only Moroad woman skinny enough to give Amy hand-me-downs. He inhaled, becoming more agitated.

Amy crossed her arms. "I've never been very big."

"Well, you sure in the hell were bigger than that. You look sick." Jacko grabbed his vest off the couch and shoved his arms through the holes.

"Why are you yelling at me?" Amy walked over and leaned her hip against the back of the couch.

Anger flowed out of him, refusing to stay hidden. "I need to get you out of here."

"But, I came to talk—"

"Talk?" He reached into his pocket and took out a cigarette. "You weren't supposed to fucking see me ever again. I put you in a house to keep your ass away from me, from Federal, and from Moroad."

"I understand all that, but you—"

"No." He lit the cigarette, even though there was a no-smoking rule in the apartment building, and walked over and opened the screen-less window overlooking the street. Blowing out the smoke, he continued. "Every minute you're here, you risk your life. Do you want the same thing to happen to you as it did your—"

"That's what I need to tell you." Her voice shook with anger. "Do you think I came here because I missed you or I got a wild hair to leave my job and live like a homeless person?"

"I don't care why you came." He sucked hard on the cigarette, needing to know if Los Li had found her. "Who was the man chasing you before I pulled you away from the river?"

She shrugged and shook her head. "I was telling the truth. He's a nobody. His name's Nathan Plusho if you really need to know. He lives out on River Road. He works graveyard at the mine. Lucky for me, he carpools with another guy and often forgets to lock his car. I found out who he was when I went through his glove box and read his registration for his vehicle. Last night, for some reason, he came back early and caught me inside his car."

"That answered one question, except why the fuck would you be in a stranger's car in Federal when I told you never to come back?" He walked over to the sink, stuck his smoke under the faucet, and tossed the butt in the garbage.

She sat down on the edge of the couch. "I need your help."

"Jesus Christ. That's why I gave you a phone when you were delivered to Montana." He pulled the chain at his hip and reached into his wallet. "Take this. I'll get you more cash once I talk with Cam and can get more out of my account with the club."

She stared at his handful of cash. "Jacko, you need to listen and stop interrupting me."

"No, I need you out of here." He picked up her hand and placed the money in her grasp. "The threats against the club never go away. Blues, Reds, Los Li, they're all quiet right now. That doesn't mean they're not working on something or—"

"Jacko, please, you need to listen to me?" she said.

He rocked back on his heels. Tension tightened the muscles in his back. He held his hand up, fingers twitching, fighting to make a fist. He couldn't handle any more information. 

Los Li already took everything from him. He wasn't going to let them win. His throat spasmed, and he chuckled to keep breathing. He continued to laugh, pacing the room. They wouldn't get Amy too.

"Jacko?"

He moaned loud, bounced on his feet, and ignored her. Her curiosity, confusion, and unspoken questions filled the room. He bobbed his head, stopping the wave of fog invading his head. Three, two, one. One, two, three.

He needed to stay alert.

He needed to stay out of prison.

He needed to go after Flores.

He needed Amy gone.

Somewhere far away where she could rebuild her life.

He raised his arm, aimed his elbow back, and swung, punching the air.

"What is wrong with you?" said Amy.

He shook his head. There was fucking nothing wrong with him, except he'd pretended for too long. Everyone questioned his sanity. Fuck, he questioned his stability. He'd saved his ass many times blocking everyone out, letting himself go off in his mind until he could hear the screams, could see the blood, could feel the hearts stop.

The door swung open. Cam stepped into the room, followed by Stache, his MC brother. Jacko threw his hands up in the air and grinned. His club arrived. He no longer shouldered the responsibility of taking care of another person. One of the Moroad members could take Amy away, and he could head out and look for Flores to put a stop to Los Li coming after her.

"What's going on?" Cam gazed back and forth between Amy and Jacko.

Jacko walked over and jumped onto the counter and sat far away from her. "Cam...Amy."

"That doesn't tell me shit," Cam muttered.

"Sarah's Amy."

Cam's expression never changed. "I'll need more."

"My Sarah's sister."

Stache walked across the room interested in the conversation and remaining quiet while he leaned against the wall and waited. Cam nodded understanding the situation. Jacko kicked his boot heel against the cabinet underneath him. 

Bang.

Bang.

Bang.

And again, one, two, three.

Each one of them in the room, minus Amy, understood what he wasn't saying. He'd spent the last five years inside the prison going after those who'd dirtied their hands by their involvement with Sarah's abduction. The first two years, he'd barely survived. He'd taken Sarah's loss and risked his life any chance he could to keep reality away.

Amy walked over to Jacko and whispered, "I'll go in your bedroom until you're finished with business."

"My business involves getting you out of here, so you'll stay and listen." Jacko hopped down off the counter and faced Cam. "I need someone to take her back to Montana."

Cam nodded. "I'll call Bear."

"As soon as possible." Jacko ran his fingers through his goatee. "Give her a month of my wages and—"

"They burnt my house down," Amy blurted.

Her gasp for breath filled the room. Jacko tilted his head, absorbing the information. Far as he knew, she'd never came into contact with any Reds member or Los Li. He'd kept her safe.

"The house I set you up in is gone?" he asked.

She nodded. "They burned me out when I was sleeping.

He took two steps toward her and stopped. "Did you talk to anyone?"

She shook her head. "Only the police. The neighbor saw the fire first and called 911. They believe it was arson. The fire started in the mudroom at the back of the house. They're investigating. I-I told them I'd be at the Haugen Hotel."

"Why are you here then?" He crossed his arms to keep from shaking her.

"The first night at the hotel, I was delivered a message." Amy shivered. "That's what I've been trying to tell you."

"What message?"

"I can show you. I kept the paper after the desk clerk delivered it to my room." She stood straighter and looked around the room. "Where are my jeans?"

Jacko stalked over to the cabinet under the sink, opened the door, and pulled out her dirty clothes she'd changed out of earlier.

"You threw away my only clothes?"

Jacko returned to her and thrust the pants in her hands. "They stink."

Her cheeks flushed, and she dropped her gaze to the jeans. He rocked side to side. A pang of regret kept him moving. The first thing he'd noticed on Sarah was the way she blushed. Fuck, he used to love to tease her and get her riled only to make her blush.

"Here." Amy handed over a well-worn folded paper.

He opened up the note and read.

Let's see if you'll work harder for us than your sister, God rest her soul.

The back of his head throbbed, and his top lip twitched in an erratic spasm. He crumbled the note.

"Los Li?" Cam asked.

Jacko nodded and cleared his throat, buying him a few seconds to grasp the magnitude of what he'd brought to Amy's doorstep. "They're aiming to have Amy replace Sarah in Mexico."

Amy sucked in her breath and held her reaction close. He studied her carefully. The others were blind to the fear he witnessed in her eyes. That fear pushed him into action.

"I need to get her out of here. I've been out of prison for almost ten months. I imagine both Reds and Los Li knows where to find me. I haven't made my location a secret and everyone involved knows I've committed the crimes and red-flagged them to come after me." Jacko stayed close to Amy.

Her gaze bounced from Cam to him. She never asked to have her life interrupted, her sister taken away, and put into danger. Because of her connection with him, she had no choice.

"Are you going to take her out of Federal?" Stache ran his finger down the long length of his mustache. "You'll have more protection if you stay near the club."

Amy stepped closer to him. He wanted to assure her nothing would happen, but he'd already failed to protect her sister.

"I'm not letting her out of my sight, and I can't keep her here. She's damn lucky to have made it to Federal without them catching her." Jacko glanced at the windows, wanting to get her somewhere safe. "They'll know to look for you at the apartment, and there's no way in hell I can find another place to rent with my record."

"I've got a place." Cam pulled out his phone and tapped the screen. "I bought the motel outside of town."

"What the fuck?" Stache whistled under his breath. "When?"

"Last month. I don't need all you assholes hanging around the house twenty-four/seven. Christina needs a home. A real home without catering to Moroad. I let the club's attorney buy it under a fake business name. The motel needs lots of work and half the rooms have a ceiling that leaks when it rains, but it'll do." Cam slid his phone into his back pocket. "I texted Johnson and Bear. I'll meet with them and tell them to move into the motel tonight. They've been shacking up with Rich and Lola to keep a roof over their heads. That'll give you extra security."

"Are you sure the motel sits out of the way of the sheriff's regular patrol route?" Jacko patted his pocket for his pack of smokes. "It's only a half mile out of town on the River Road."

"We won't have any problems with the sheriff or Bantorus MC. If we do, leave it to me. Pick the best room that isn't going to cave in on you, and I'll get the supplies you'll need. I planned on cleaning the place up and making enough repairs the members released from prison have a place to go when they're free, and now we'll step up those plans. When you pull into the motel, there's a walkway between the two buildings that leads to an area big enough to hold meetings and it's backed by the Bitterroot Mountains. Park your bike behind the building, watch your back, and you'll buy yourself some time until you come up with a plan to get rid of the threat." Cam walked to the door.

Jacko lifted his chin at Stache. "Bro, hang around for a few and give us an escort after I talk to Amy?"

Stache slapped his shoulder. "I'll be outside, man."

The door shut. He walked over and grabbed his duffel bag. He'd prefer to take Amy farther away than outside the town's border.

"I've gone past the motel on my rides. It's a dump." Jacko took in Amy's set jaw and silence. "Until I can figure out what to do with you, you're going to have to rough it."

"I've been living in strangers' cars with only the clothes I had on, bathed in freezing river water
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