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This book is dedicated to all the strong women out there who have been through the roughest of times and have come out the other side ready to take on the world.
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​Great Lakes Rebels Club Rules
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❖  Loyalty to the brotherhood

❖  Protect women and children at all costs

❖  Drug use will not be tolerated 

❖  Respect for the club (hierarchy, officers, and members)

❖  Respect for others (clubs and members)

❖  Respect the bikes

❖  Respect the patches. They are to be earned and worn with pride.

❖  No fighting among members

❖  No stealing from other members

❖  Only full members can wear patches

❖  Meeting attendance is mandatory
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​South Haven Characters
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Caleb - Book 1 - Firefighter with a past filled with loss

Michelle - Book 1 - Caleb’s love interest and amazing cook

Clint - Book 2 - Gym owner who will not give up on her

Ivy - Book 2 - Broken women who will not allow love in

Liem - Book 3 - Cop with only one love

Jenny - Book 3 - Liem’s love interest and corrections officer

Rory - Book 4 - Firefighter/musician who will burn down the world to save her

Jemma - Book 4 - Rory’s love interest, who is a single mother trying to escape

Jamie - Book 5 - Biker in love with his friend's older sister

Belletrix - Book 5 - Jamie’s love interest, who waits for him

Justin - Book 6 - Maverick’s twin brother and family vineyard operator

Mila - Book 6 - Justin’s love interest, who has loved him from afar for too long

Barrett - Upcoming book - Runs the family vineyard but wants more

Hudson - Upcoming book - Cop who has never allowed himself to think about love
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​Chapter 1
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Alana

Secret by Loni Lovato and Flood

“Alana, can you come down here, please?” I heard my mom yell from the bottom of the first-floor stairs. 

I just graduated from high school a couple of days ago and can’t wait to get out of this clubhouse. Don’t get me wrong, I love my family, but I am beyond ready to move on to the next chapter of my life. The chapter where I answer to no one but myself, and get to live with my best friend, Lulu. 

Sticking my head out of my cracked-open bedroom door, I yell, “Be right there!” as I throw my t-shirt over my head, yanking it down and into place, getting my long hair stuck underneath it in the process. 

Damn it! Why can’t my hair ever just cooperate with me? So annoying!

Pulling my hair out from under the shirt and my damn armpit, I rushed down the stairs, taking them two at a time. It’s probably the most daring thing I have done to date. Doing anything more would surely send my grandpa over the edge.  That man is getting up there in age. He is low on patience, even for his favorite person, me.

“What’s up, Mom? Are you okay? You look a little green.”

“I am alright, but someone is on their way over to talk to you. When he gets here, do me a favor and listen to him, even when you don’t like what he is saying. Also, please remember that I love you and I never wanted you to find out.”

My mother has always been a very strong and independent woman, so to see her visibly shaking with unshed tears in her eyes has me worried. Whatever is about to be told to me will not be good, but I will do my best to listen and not pull a ‘Ram’,  reacting too quickly.

Ram is my overly protective grandfather. He is also the president of the motorcycle club we spend all of our time with. Growing up in this clubhouse has been both great and terrifying. Let’s just say that I have seen some shit in my eighteen years. Some of which I wish I could scrub from my brain.

Because I always do what is asked of me, I find myself standing outside of the clubhouse doors wearing my cut-off jean shorts, well-worn band tee, and flip-flops, waiting for an unknown man to arrive to talk to me while my mother stands beside me looking like she’s about to shit herself. 

This isn’t nerve-racking at all...

Before long, I heard the distinct sound of a motorcycle coming down the long driveway, but that isn’t anything new. What was new was the person on the bike. I knew who it was before he even got close, Dagger. The man makes me sick. He’s always been a slimy piece of shit, and he gives me the creeps. He’s never done or said anything to me; it’s just a feeling I have always had around him.  The day he was removed from the club was one of the happiest days of my life. Now, here he was standing right in front of me, looking even worse than he ever had so many years ago. He smelled like weed, alcohol, sex, and body odor. 

Yeah, he’s a real winner.

“Mom, why is he here? I thought he was stripped of his patch and told never to return.”

“He was, but he’s not here for the club. He is here to talk to you. Remember what I said. Just listen.”

I have no idea why in the fuck she would want me to talk to this worthless shitstain, but I’ll do my best for her.

“Sadie, can we please have a moment alone?” Dagger growls at my mom.   

“Sure.” Turning to me, my mom laid her hand on my shoulder, squeezing it lightly, “I’ll be right inside if you need me.”

Nodding my head, I watched her walk inside before turning back to face Dagger to find out what in the hell was so important he had to come all the way here to tell me. I’ll admit that I was a little annoyed that my mom just left me alone with this creep, but I have been able to put up with all of the guys here at this clubhouse for all these years; this awful man would be a piece of cake.

“Alana, do you have any idea why I am here?” Dagger asked as he looked out towards the driveway. He’s clearly nervous about something; maybe it’s because he was on club property after being told never to come back?

I would have thought the confusion would have been written all over my face, but instead of speaking, I shook my head in response. Silently begging for him to get on with it so we could be done talking. 

“I can’t do this here. I’m worried Ram will come home before I get a chance to tell you everything. Will you come for a ride with me? We can just go to the park up the road. I just really don’t want to be on the Great Lakes Rebels Property.”

Well duh! Anyone with eyes could see that he looked paranoid as hell.

Unease set in, but instead of telling him no, I agreed. I mean, we were only going to the park up the road. It wasn’t like he was taking me far away to never be seen again... or so I thought. 
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Alana 

Circles by Post Malone

The last thing I wanted to do was be on the back of Daggers' bike, where I had to be super close to him, smelling his awful funk, but I really wanted to know what in the hell he and my mom were hiding. 

“Let me go grab my stuff,” I told him as I turned to head towards the garage, where my favorite helmet and beautiful bike were. 

“Meh, you don’t need anything. Just hop on. I promise that I will go slow.”

The uneasy feeling intensified greatly, causing me to momentarily consider not going, but in the end, I needed to know what the hell was going on. Having information dangled in front of me like a carrot was too much to deny. Not to mention that my mom had asked me to listen, and I didn’t want to disappoint her. As I said, I always followed directions and never did anything to cause waves. 

Climbing onto the back of Dagger’s bike was not as easy as I had hoped. Until that moment, I had been unaware that my unease could prevent my legs from working properly. It took several tries to get on behind him, but the moment I was seated, he took off faster than I had anticipated.

As the small wooden park came into view, I expected Dagger to slow down, so when he didn’t, I knew I was in trouble. I contemplated jumping off the bike, but that was impossible to do without causing myself serious injury. I thought about punching him in the back of the head, but figured that would end in disaster, too.

The further we got from the clubhouse, the more my stomach turned. When we were about twenty minutes from the clubhouse, I could hear the distinct rumble of a pack of bikers.

Please, for the love of God, let that be the club coming to save me from this crazy fucker!

Turning my head, I could see that my prayers had been answered. I could just make out my family from a few miles away, racing towards me, swerving in and out of traffic, and not giving two fucks how pissed people got. Everyone in this town knew our club, and they knew we didn’t do something reckless like that without it being warranted. 

“Mother fucker! How in the fuck did they know you were gone?” I heard Dagger scream just before he took off like a bat out of hell down the winding road we often called Dead Man's Road. This shit is no joke and has killed many high-speed travelers. I was praying that he remembered that a part of this road turned to gravel before returning to blacktop. That was the spot where most bikers crashed. Here I sat with no helmet, shorts, a t-shirt, and fucking flip-flops on. I knew I would not survive a crash like that. 

“Slow down, Dagger. I think you have lost them.” Looking behind me to see if I was right, I was sad to see that I was indeed correct. I could no longer hear the roar of the bikes, and I no longer saw the family that I had loved for all eighteen years of my life. 

They gave up on me. I can’t believe they just fucking gave up like that!

As he let up on the throttle, I allowed myself a moment to relax a little before the realization set in. He was taking me somewhere I didn’t want to go, and I didn’t know if I would ever see my people again. I felt sick, and my chest felt a tightness I had never felt before.

In every good romance book, there is a part where they describe a character’s heartbreak. If that is what they were feeling, now I understand. It hurts like a bitch, and as I sat there on the back of the bike feeling like I had lost everything, I allowed myself to cry. I know I needed to be strong, but for one moment, I gave in and let it all out.

I cried for all of the hope I had just lost and for the future that was unknown, but surely wasn’t going to be good. I cried because, at the end of the day, my family didn’t care enough to keep going down that dangerous road to save me. 

My grandpa is going to kill them for not trying harder. 
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After a few hours on the back of the bike, I felt like my legs were Jello, so when Dagger finally stopped at a rest stop, I was thankful for the reprieve, but that was short-lived once I saw the men waiting there for us. These weren’t just any men; they were a ruthless club and sworn enemies of my family, the Midnight Outlaw Riders. 

FUCK! This is not good.

I didn’t know any of their names, except their president, Razz, but I knew their patch. I knew what I had been told. I also knew what I had overheard. What I didn’t know was why in the hell I was here with Dagger. 
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Alana

Praying by Kesha

“What the hell is going on, Dagger?”

Giving me a two-tooth grin, Dagger proceeded to tell me exactly why we were here. “Listen here, daughter, I owe the Midnight Outlaw Riders a lot of money. They told me that if I brought them the person that means the most to Ram, you, they would forgive my debt. I would tell you that I am sorry it has to be this way, but that would be a lie. I don’t give a shit what happens to you.”

Wow, and people wonder why this piece of shit was removed from the club. This guy is a piece of work!

Wait a damn minute! Did he just say, daughter? Come on, Mom! Why him?

Squaring my shoulders, I dug deep to tell him exactly what I thought of his declaration, but before the words could come out of my mouth, someone had placed a cold piece of cloth over my mouth and nose. The smell was sweet, even though I was trying to fight the breath that was screaming to be taken. Panic mode had started to kick in, which caused me to start clawing and lifting my leg to kick the man holding me from behind. Putting up a fight was useless, though. I felt myself slipping further and further from reality. It felt a lot like an old cartoon at the end when it faded to black, and before I knew it, I was slumped over, unable to move as I fell into a deep sleep. 
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When I awoke, I was so cold. My body was shivering so hard, and from the feel of my muscles, it had been for a while. My head felt like there were banging drums repeatedly being smacked around inside it. The constant boom, boom, boom was enough to make me want to vomit. There was also a putrid odor that I could only describe as piss, shit, mold, and death.  Wherever I was taken was definitely not the clubhouse I had been so desperate to get away from, but I was now wishing I was at. 

I was yet to open my eyes. Maybe it was out of fear or desperation to just be left alone, I don’t know. But I know that the moment my eyes opened, I would regret it. Taking a moment to listen for voices or even breathing near me, I decided that it was probably safe to take a look. Prying open one eye, I could see that I was in a basement, but not just any basement. This was a Michigan basement, and it was creepy as hell down here. As if the dirt walls and floor weren’t bad enough, it was clear that bad things had happened in the space by all of the blood stains on the floor, walls, and even the crappy metal chair sitting in the center of the room. The only good news was that there wasn’t anyone else down here with me. I never thought I would be so relieved to be alone.

With no windows to tell the time of day, I was left wondering how long I had been out for, but by the way my stomach grumbled, I knew I had missed dinner. For all I knew, I could have missed dinner and breakfast, but until someone came down here, I would continue to wonder. Hell, I may not even know after I saw someone. Not that it really mattered all that much what time of day it was. Either way, things were not looking good for me.

I will not cry, I will not cry, I will not cry...

At least that’s what I kept telling myself while I waited to see what would happen to me next. With any hope, they took me somewhere and left me for my grandpa to find. Not that I thought for one second those assholes were going to just leave me somewhere without doing god-awful things to me. I have heard way too many stories about the Midnight Outlaw Riders and the terrible things they do to their captives. 
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Thud, Thud, Thud, Thud

I knew there was no way they would leave me for Ram to find. Whoever was coming down the steps sounded large and pissed.

What am I going to do? Where can I hide? 

Looking all around the space, I could see that attempting to hide was useless. Whoever was coming was going to find me. Not that it mattered because they were now at the end of the stairs, and my biggest fear was standing right in front of me. 

Why did it have to be Razz?

Razz has been the president of the Midnight Outlaw Riders for as long as I could remember. He was the only man I knew by name. The man is definitely hot, but he was also a major asshole. He was well over six feet tall with muscles for days. He is the definition of a hot biker, but he also knew how hot he was and would use that to his advantage. Last year, when they were in town, one of the seniors at my high school hooked up with him, and she hasn’t been the same since. She came back to school with bruises and cuts all over her. She was the head cheerleader and slept with everyone, that was until him. He really did a number on her.

“Well, well, well, look who’s awake. Hello Alana. Fancy seeing you here.” The wicked grin on Razz's face gave me the creeps. It isn’t a grin you ever want pointed in your direction. It speaks of all the depraved things he was planning to do to you. 

Finding the courage I was unaware I had, I said the only thing that came to mind, “Why am I here?”

“You know exactly why you are here. Don’t play dumb with me.”

“Look, I just found out who my dad was, and to say I am not thrilled is an understatement. He had no right to give me to you as if I were his property. You already know that my grandpa is going to come looking for me, so why not just let me go and save yourself from his wrath?”

I have no idea where this streak of bravery has come from, but I am thankful that my fight has been found. I knew it was going to be needed in order to get through this.

Letting out a low growl, Razz stepped closer to me, placing his face directly in front of mine so we were nose to nose. 

“Listen to me, little girl. I am not afraid of Ram. There is nothing that he or the rest of the Great Lakes dipshits can do to hurt me.”

It’s clear that no matter what I were to say, I would be wrong, so instead of wasting my energy fighting him any further, I chose to let him think he had won. I would much rather save my fight for something more important. 

“Nothing to say? Yeah, that’s what I thought.” Wrapping his hand in my hair, Razz tugs hard, pulling me closer to him, “Here is what’s going to happen. You are going to be my little whore for as long as I want, and when I get tired of you, I am going to pass you on to my brothers. You will spend the rest of your short, miserable life servicing us while Ram spends his time worried sick about you like the little bitch he is. He will try to find us, but we are always on the move. He has always been and will always be too slow.”

The feeling of pure sadness has taken over me with every word he spoke. I knew without a shadow of a doubt that he meant every word. Here I was, an eighteen-year-old virgin about to be taken in the most vile ways possible, and there was nothing I could do to stop it. Razz is far too large for me to fight off, and what’s the use? Eventually, I would become too tired to fight anyway.

Maybe if I tell him that I am a virgin, he will go easy on me? I’m pretty sure that was just wishful thinking, but I need to try. 

“P-P-Please, Razz. Don’t hurt me. I didn’t do anything to you. I don’t even know you. Plus, I’m a virgin. Wouldn’t you rather have someone with experience?”

Smooth, Alana! This man is not going to give one single shit that I don’t know him, and he will probably love the fact that I’m a virgin. What in the hell was I thinking, telling him that?

“A virgin, huh? Now you have me excited.”

I don’t know what possessed me to do it, but as my eyes worked their way down his body, eventually landing on his dick, I could see that he wasn’t lying. This disgusting man was definitely hard, thinking about me being a virgin. 

Fucking great! Stupid, Stupid, Stupid!

“Aww, I can see you are worried. Don’t be, I promise I will take it easy on you the first time. After that, all bets are off.”

Does he think he is being sweet by going easy on me the first time? I mean, that’s cool, I guess, but I would much rather he just go the fuck away, or better yet, let me go!
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Alana

Hemorrhage by Fuel

I was trying so hard not to show how scared I was, but the truth was that terrified didn’t even begin to describe what I was feeling. 

“Lie on the bed on your back.”

Looking over to the corner opposite me, I spotted an old, thin mattress that had seen better days. There were so many stains of varying colors and sizes that I didn’t even want to begin to speculate what they all were or how they had gotten there. There was no way in hell I would willingly place my body on that nasty ass thing.

“I said, lie on the bed on your back! When I tell you to do something, I expect you to do it right away!”

SMACK!

The slap to my face came quickly, almost as if it was second nature to this man to hurt what doesn’t bend to his will. I had never been slapped in the face before that moment. I could feel the welts forming on my cheek, and I knew that if I didn’t do what he asked, I would be hurt much worse next time. For Razz, that was probably just a love tap. A love tap that I didn’t want anymore! 

WACK!

“I WILL NOT ASK YOU AGAIN!”

Grabbing my nose to attempt to stop the bleeding from the wicked right hook I had just taken, I moved to the bed. I knew what was about to happen, but it was going to happen regardless, and I was already tired of being hit. My face wasn’t fair well after a third hit.

I am definitely not as tough as I thought I was.

Lying down quickly to avoid any further anger directed at me, I could feel constant shudders rack my body. Not because I was cold, but because I was fucking terrified for what would happen to me next. 

“Calm the hell down. I told you that I would take it easy on you the first time. Don’t be such a fucking pussy.” Razz spat out as he grabbed each wrist and bound them to the wall using ropes I hadn’t even noticed were there. The ropes were rough and slightly crusty, feeling as if there were dried blood on them; at least I had hoped it was only dried blood on them from the person before me.

“Now it’s time for the fun to begin.”

Closing my eyes as tight as I could, I felt cold air hit my breasts as Razz lifted my shirt and bra away from my chest.

“Damn, these tits will do just fine.” 

I could feel Razz's tongue flick my nipple. I wanted nothing more than to hate this, but my body was trying to deceive me. 

Why won’t my body and mind get on the same page? I don’t want any of this! COME ON! FIGHT IT!

The moment he removed his mouth from
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