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AUTHOR’S NOTE

This book, Glacier’s Thaw, deals with some hard subjects,
including sexual assault, physical abuse, and suicide. While
every effort was made not to glamorize any of these things,
and some details were left more to the reader’s imagination,
there may be scenes that are traumatic and/or triggering. This
wasn’t my intent; I was trying to convey the sheer terror
Delaney felt upon her discovery and based on feedback, I was
able to do so. However, if any of the above topics are
triggering, please don’t read this book as that’s something I
don’t want to happen to any of my readers!

Also, you’ll see comparable scenes in E.C. Land’s book,
“Savage’s Honor.” This was intentional; you need to see them
from multiple points of view, and we rewrote them in our
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over while I go into more detail and vice versa, so you’re able
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BLURB

GLACIER

I’m awkward, socially inept, and if it wasn’t for the men in my
club who I now call brother, I’m unsure if I’d still be kicking
around this ol’ earth. Life isn’t kind to those who face
challenges, especially when they’re not physically visible.
Still, I’m not without blood family, so when I find out my
cousin’s club, the Devil’s Riot MC, has placed an order for
custom helmets, I offer to make the delivery. That way, I can
see my cousin, Honor, as well, and meet her roommate. I
never expected to leave for my trip as soon as I did, nor did I
expect it to be because Honor’s been taken.

Only, after meeting Delaney and being totally captivated by
her, I have to wonder, who’s rescuing whom?

DELANEY

When I realize my roommate is facing an imminent medical
crisis, I head to her workplace to see what’s going on. I never
expected to hear that she didn’t show up, or to find her car
with evidence to suggest she was taken. Countless calls to her
brother go unanswered, so I try the next person on her ICE list,
her cousin.

Meeting Asa, or Glacier as his patch on his leather vest
denotes, sends sparks of awareness through me, but Honor is
more important right now. I can always explore how I’m
feeling later, right?

Two different clubs come together to find one beloved family
member; the question remains - who’s the damaged party and



who’s being rescued?

***Suitable for ages 18+ due to adult content, situations, and
language***



PROLOGUE

ASA, AGE 5

“YOU’RE A STUPID LITTLE CREEP,” MY FATHER SEETHED FROM

his position over me, while I laid on the floor, my eye already
swelling shut. I can taste the blood on my lip but manage to
hold back my tears.

He doesn’t like it when I cry. Says it means I’m a ‘pussy’ and
even though I don’t understand what he’s telling me, I know
it’s not nice. I don’t answer him, unsure of what I did to cause
him to backhand me, but I know he’ll tell me. He always does.

“Wasted my time today, boy,” he growled, the tip of his boot
striking my side. “How hard is it for you to fucking act
normal? Now your fucking teacher wants you to be tested
because she thinks you’re ‘on the spectrum’ whatever the fuck
that means.”

The pain now radiating from the continued blows has me
biting back my whimper. The angrier he gets, the more he
loses control. I just wish I understood what he was talking
about; I liked school. The schedule, the order of tasks; all of it
helped soothe something inside of me. I mean, I know I tended
to focus on some things more than others, but my teacher,
Miss Hatcher, was always kind.

“Straighten up and fly right, Asa, or you’ll regret it,” he
warned, storming out of my bedroom.

Leaving me broken and bleeding on my floor once again. It
takes me a long time before I’m able to pick myself up, and
even longer to go to the bathroom so I can clean up my face.



I’m already thinking of what excuse I can give the next time I
have school for the bruise that covers the right side. I don’t
think Miss Hatcher believes me, but I’ll stick to my story and
hopefully, she won’t push for more.

Because my body can’t take too much more of my father’s
‘love’ and ‘correction’.

ASA, AGE 6

We moved again so I’m at a new school. I don’t like this one
as much; the other kids pick on me a lot, shoving me down
then laughing when I end up hurt. Between my father and the
bullies, I’m constantly covered in bruises. Right now, I’ve got
a cast on my left arm, a product of ‘falling’ down the stairs,
although in reality, my father pushed me because I wasn’t
moving fast enough to suit him. It’s hard for me to move
sometimes when my sides hurt. Sometimes, I wish I had never
been born; I’m a waste of space apparently.

While the other kids talked to each other, I sat at my desk and
drew in my notebook. I’m so focused on shading in an area
that I didn’t notice when the room went silent until I heard my
teacher, Mrs. Smith, say, “Asa, please gather your belongings
and go to the office with Mr. Hall.”

As the kids all started whispering that I must be in trouble, I
shoved my stuff into my backpack then stood. Somehow, I
knew that I wouldn’t be back, which was both a good thing
and a bad thing.

Mr. Hall, our principal, smiled kindly at me while holding out
his arm for me to follow him. “It’s going to be okay, Asa. I
promise,” he said.

Walking into his office, I saw a lady and two police officers.
Sitting down, I waited for them to tell me what was going on,
my fingers tapping against my jeans-clad leg. Another of my
‘quirks’ that made my dad so angry; I couldn’t stop fidgeting
whenever I was sitting down.



“Asa, we’re here because there was an accident involving your
father,” one of the police officers stated. “Unfortunately, he
died, and because he was your sole parent, you’ll be going into
foster care.”

I’m stunned. Here I was wishing I was dead and instead, my
father died. I’m unsure how to feel; I know he never loved me.
I was just a worthless piece of shit.

“What about my stuff?” I asked.

I didn’t have a lot of things, but I didn’t want to lose anything
either. I had a few treasured books, my sketch pads, and my
pencils. Because even though my father didn’t concern himself
about ‘inconsequential events’ like my birthday or Christmas,
the neighbor lady always gave me something to celebrate the
occasion. She did it in secret though, when my dad was out of
the house because he would’ve thrown them away. I keep
them hidden, only pulling them out when he’s out to the bar or
at work.

Yes, I stay home by myself. The neighbor lady watches the
house and whenever she saw my dad leave, she’d bring me a
plate of food. Sometimes, she got me clothes. They were hand-
me-downs from her own children, but at least they were clean
and not torn up. He never noticed, but it helped me feel a little
more like everyone else.

“We’ll go by your house and gather your belongings,” the
woman who had been sitting silently stated.

She lied.

I never saw my old house again and went into my foster home
with the clothes on my back and what was in my backpack.

ASA, AGE 9

Another foster home, another school. I’m still kind of small
for my age, but I’ve learned how to fight back. I won’t start
anything, but I definitely don’t allow anyone to beat on me
any longer. I guess I can thank the second home I was in
because the foster dad was worse than my own father, and he
was awful.



My teachers don’t know how to deal with a kid like me. My
father never got any testing done, saying it was a waste of
time, so they do the best they can, and I struggle to learn basic
concepts. Hearing dummy, stupid, and even worse, the ‘r’
word makes me wonder why I’m still alive.

But every time I think maybe I should just give up and figure
out a way out of this miserable existence, something deep
inside tells me to keep holding on.

For what, I have no clue.

ASA, AGE 12

“I’m Honor, who are you?” the girl asked, standing in front of
me.

“I’m Asa,” I replied.

I was in another foster home, but this one seemed different. I
was still holding back because I had been burned so many
times over the past six years, all the hope I held had dwindled
down to a small ember that was in danger of going out.

“You’ll like it here,” she promised as I unpacked my suitcase
in the dresser that Mrs. Johnson told me was mine to use.

“I guess we’ll see,” I replied.

“I’ve been here a few years, you’ll see what I mean. Hurry up
and unpack, I want to show you the treehouse in the
backyard.”

Shrugging at her enthusiasm, I finished my task, put the empty
suitcase in the closet, then followed her downstairs and
outside. That first day, we spent hours in the treehouse,
comparing stories about being in the system. Her older brother
wasn’t able to get custody of her because of his age, so she
hadn’t seen him in a long time. She told me she had ADHD
when she saw me fidgeting.

“I don’t think that’s what’s wrong with me,” I admitted. “A
long time ago, my father said one of my teachers told him she
thought I was on the spectrum. I still don’t know what that
means, though.”



“Let’s go ask!” she exclaimed, climbing out of the treehouse.
“Mr. Johnson is very smart, he can help us figure it out.”

I was skeptical, but followed her anyway, glad that someone
wanted to be around me for a change.

ASA, AGE 13

“Honor, Asa, come here!” Mr. Johnson yelled. “The results
came back and you’re not going to believe what they said.”

We abandoned our homework and ran to where he was
standing, smiling from ear to ear. “What did it say?” Honor
asked, while I stood back.

A few months ago, Mr. Johnson started doing some genealogy
stuff and when Honor mentioned having a brother, he swabbed
both of us and submitted it to some site to see if either of us
had any other family out there.

“Well, the two of you are cousins for starters,” Mr. Johnson
announced. At our stunned looks, he continued. “It seems that
someone in your family started a chart, and the relationship is
on your mother’s side, Honor. Asa, you’re no longer all alone
in this world.”

A small smile crossed my face. Honor had become my best
friend, helping me navigate the perils of middle school while
making sure I understood what I was being taught. The
Johnsons asked my caseworker about testing, but she pushed it
off, so they researched everything they could find about
autism, and started implementing small things that made a big
difference in how I coped every day.

For the first time in my life, I was kind of fitting in. I was still
cautious when it came to opening up to other people, but I had
a few friends.

“We’re cousins, we’re cousins,” Honor sang, giggling and
grabbing my arm. “We’ll always be close, too, right?” she
asked.

“Absolutely,” I promised.

ASA, AGE 19



“I promise, Honor, I’ll be careful,” I said as I grabbed my
duffel bag. “I’ve got your number and I’ll keep in touch.”

“Don’t you dare ghost me, Asa, I’ll be pissed if you do,” she
retorted.

Since we aged out of the system, I brought her up to where her
brother, Gunner lived. He was in a motorcycle club, something
that intrigued me. I saw how his brothers were; they watched
out for each other, and when they found out Honor was his
sister, they became super protective.

The best thing though, was Gunner taught me how to ride. I
didn’t have the money to buy my own bike yet, so I was
shocked when he offered his old bike to me. We spent hours
working on it to get it road worthy again, then he and several
of his brothers rode with me to make sure I knew what I was
doing. Gotta admit, aside from when we lived with the
Johnsons, his club is the closest thing I’ve ever had to a family
environment. I just knew I needed to get away, make my own
path in life. I found I had an affinity for painting, so maybe I’ll
find somewhere I can perfect my craft.

Chuckling, I pulled her in for a one-armed hug then turned and
walked away. It was time to see if I could make it in this cruel
world. The good thing was, I was as cold as ice thanks to all
the shit I’d had shoveled at me. And the only woman I’d ever
love would be my cousin, Honor.

Because women couldn’t be trusted. Bethany Jayne Northrup
proved that to me two years ago and any heart I might’ve had
was encased in a block of impenetrable ice. I’d fuck ‘em and
go; no strings, no emotions, no hurt ever again.

I hated that she was crying; we’d spent so many hours together
over the past several years, sharing our hopes and dreams, but
even though I loved hanging around with Gunner and his
brothers, their club was not for me.

“Suck it up, buttercup,” Gunner yelled. “It’s not like he’s
dropping off the face of the fucking earth. As for you,” he
says, pointing at me, “dress for the ride and slide, not to look
good. You got me?”



“Yeah, I got you, cuz,” I replied. One of his other brothers had
outgrown his leathers and passed them on to me, so other than
the parts I bought for my bike, and a helmet that had Bluetooth
capability, I hadn’t spent all that much.

I’d still be able to eat, at least until I found somewhere to land
and could get a job.



CHAPTER ONE

DELANEY

“I’M GLAD YOUR BROTHER AND HIS FRIENDS WERE ABLE TO

help us move into our apartment,” I say, looking over at Honor
as she unpacks a box marked ‘kitchen’.

“Right? Of course, you know he had Cy do a background
check on you,” she replies, grinning at me.

“Wouldn’t expect anything less,” I retort.

The first time Honor and I met was in college at the campus
bookstore. We were both looking for the same book because
we had the same class. We ended up talking the whole time we
got the rest of our stuff, then we went to the campus cafe.

From that moment on, we’ve been best friends, which has us
now in our own apartment after slogging through the hell that
was college. She’s a nurse at the local hospital; I’m a special
education teacher for the county school system. Basically, the
kids I have are bussed from all over the county to a centralized
location so I can teach them.

It’s not easy. Some days, I come home exhausted and cry,
wondering if I’ll ever make a difference in one of their lives.
Other days? Seeing one of ‘my’ kids have what I refer to as a
lightbulb moment reminds me that small steps yield great
rewards.

Thankfully, I have three aides who help with some of the kids
who need a little more hands-on care; otherwise, I wouldn’t be
able to do it.



“He’s just… overprotective,” she says.

“Honor, I get it and totally understand. Now, I know all we
have to do is unpack our stuff for our rooms and the little bit
of kitchen stuff thanks to the old ladies who came to help, but
I want some chips and queso plus a few frozen margaritas to
celebrate us being adults.”

“It’s ol’ lady.”

“That’s what I said,” I reply.

“No, you said old, and it’s actually ol’.”

“Fine, fine, I’m not hip on biker lingo you know,” I tease.

“Stick with me and I’m sure you’ll pick it up in no time. Now,
I vote for going and picking up what we want since Avery and
Willow brought us a blender, so we can drink as much as we
want in the comfort of our own home.”

“Let me grab my keys.”

“This might not have been the best idea,” I mumble as I crawl
out of my bed, my eyes squinted nearly shut from the
incessant light coming through the blinds I forgot to close last
night. “That last pitcher was a bad idea.”

Thank God it’s the weekend. As I shuffle into my bathroom, I
turn the shower on to heat the water then strip out of
yesterday’s clothes. Yeah, we were wrecked by the time we
finally crashed, so my makeup is all gunked up on my face and
I feel as though I smell like a goat.

Once I’m sure the water’s at the toasty level of hell I prefer, I
step inside and let out a groan of relief as it sluices over my
shoulders and down my back. Despite the muscle we had from
Honor’s brother and his friends, we still did our fair share of
lifting, and my body is aching all over.

Grabbing my shampoo, I quickly lather up then rinse, before
doing it again. After rinsing the second time, I put my
conditioner in then go about washing my body and shaving my



legs and pits. I might be single, but I was raised to always be
presentable from the skin out.

Memories fly through my brain as I finally get all the
conditioner out of my hair and then take the hand-held shower
head to make sure there’s no soap residue left on my body.

“Delaney, a proper young lady doesn’t go out without
makeup.”
“Delaney, stand up straight, don’t slouch. Posture is
important.”
“Delaney, I don’t understand your obsession with those
clothes. They’re totally inappropriate for a young woman of
your position.”
“Position,” I sneer, grabbing a towel for my hair and winding
it around like a turban before I slip on my terrycloth robe. The
only ‘position’ we had growing up was one that was all in my
mother’s head. Still, I suffered through and endured years of
her teachings about what a proper young lady should look like,
say, wear, and do. Now that I’m on my own, disowned because
I took a stand concerning one of my cousins, I do what I want.

Thanks to Honor. She thinks I saved her, but the opposite is
true. I was so uptight when we first met, it’s truly a miracle
that she broke through my reserve and became my friend. As I
lotion my body, one of the habits I can’t break, but since it
keeps my skin smooth, I don’t worry too much, I think about
my cousin, Ada.

She was born with several disabilities that left her confined to
a wheelchair. While the doctors felt she would never be able to
learn because she was nearly non-verbal, my aunt and uncle
found the best therapists and medical professionals they could,
and they worked with her constantly. Since she was only two
years younger than me, I was fascinated by the techniques her
aides used, and was often by their side helping.

Ada’s the primary reason I became a special education teacher.
While she’s never going to be able to live on her own, instead
of being dumped in an assisted living facility, she’s in a group
home with other young adults like her. They’ve got several



‘house parents’ who live on site, who provide the helping
hands for each of the residents that they need according to
their abilities. Seeing her face when she accomplishes a task
that most of us would take for granted has been my driving
force behind every technique I use in my classroom, as well as
the information I gather for each parent so they can work with
their kids at home.

Only… my parents hated my passion with a well, passion.
Several times I was threatened by them of losing my money
for school, so I made sure I got scholarships to cover my
tuition and books, and found a part-time job working for one
of the services that provides care to the place Ada lives. When
my aunt and uncle found out what my parents were doing,
they also chipped in so when I finally graduated, I was without
student debt.

Shaking my head to rid it of the gloomy thoughts my parents
evoke, I hang my robe up and stroll through my bedroom to
the closet, naked except for the towel on my head. Since I
suspect we’ll mostly be puttering around the apartment getting
things fully settled, I opt for a pair of sweats and an old t-shirt,
forgoing a regular bra for my sports bra.

“Bras should be outlawed,” I grumble as I maneuver myself
into the one-piece lycra bra. “They’re torture devices, even
these things.”

“Totally agree,” Honor replies, walking into my room. “Hey,
can I French braid your hair today? It should hold for a day or
two and you’ll have some wicked waves on Monday at
school.”

“Sure, why not?”

“Something’s not right, she’s usually waiting in the living
room with bated breath when I go out on a date,” I whisper as
I close and lock the door behind me. We’ve been in our
apartment for six months now and are settled in as well as
we’re gonna get.



The living room is dark; the only light coming from the one
over the stove which we leave on all the time. Hanging up my
keys on the hook by the door, I slide my shoes off, grateful to
ditch the heels, place my purse on the side table and head into
the bathroom to take care of my overfull bladder.

My date was such a blowhard, I’m surprised I didn’t come up
with an excuse to leave. The whole time we were together, he
did nothing but talk about himself. His achievements, his
financial status, his aspirations for the future.

“Who are you kidding?” I state out loud as my pantyhose are
practically ripped off and tossed into the hamper. “You tried
calling Honor when you were in the bathroom, remember?” I
giggle as I sit there letting nature take its course. Finally
finished, I flush then wash my hands, looking at my reflection
in the mirror. “Only, she didn’t answer. Then, you texted her
and it still shows as ‘delivered’ which is even stranger.”

Heading out of the bathroom toward Honor’s bedroom, I call
out, “Honor? Did you fall asleep, woman? You’re supposed to
be my backup if shit goes south.” Opening up her door, I see
her curled up on the bed, but she doesn’t look right. Rushing
to her side, I touch her and see she’s clammy, but she’s
breathing. She’s been complaining about headaches lately, and
can’t seem to quench her thirst, but since she’s a nurse and told
me there was nothing to worry about, I didn’t press.

This time, however, she doesn’t get a choice as I’m unable to
rouse her, either by calling her name or shaking her. So, I call
911.

“No, no, no! You can’t tell Gunner, he’ll put me under lock
and key,” Honor protests from her hospital bed.

“You could’ve died, Honor,” I retort. “The doctor said it’s a
good thing I found you because you were practically in a
diabetic coma. Why did you ignore all the warning signs?” I
ask.



“Because I’m an adult and they don’t develop Type 1
diabetes,” she replies, sticking her tongue out at me.

“Apparently, they do,” I mutter, looking at my best friend. As
soon as I told the paramedics some of what she had recently
been complaining of, I saw a lightbulb go off over their heads
and as they hooked up IVs, one was calling in to the hospital
to advise of the possible situation, while the other pricked her
finger with a lancet and tested her blood sugar.

Personally, I may not know a lot about this disease, but even I
knew that her result of four hundred was entirely too high.
Which is why I’m now trying to convince her to let me call her
brother. He needs to know; hell, everyone she knows should
be aware of her medical condition just in case she has
something like this happen again while she’s learning how to
regulate things.

“Please, Delaney. I know you don’t know him all that well, but
I’m telling you, he’s an alpha male to the core. This isn’t
something he can ‘fix’, so he’ll want to be in my business
twenty-four/seven, and I won’t be able to breathe!” she
exclaims.

She makes a valid point. Gunner is intense. Hell, all the
brothers in his club are that way; they’re quite intimidating,
which is why I’ve only accompanied Honor once or twice to
the clubhouse when they were having family days. All that
scrutiny makes me want to confess to the piece of bubble gum
I took from the candy jar when I was five. Or how I chose to
use Cliff Notes for some of my English Lit reports. I kind of
felt bad; but I did skim the books, I just couldn’t handle
reading them all the way through! They may be considered to
be some of the best written books of the nineteenth century,
but I classified them as boring. While I’ve fallen asleep
reading before, it’s usually when I choose to read before bed.
With those books, I was dozing off within the first few
paragraphs. Regardless, I got good grades on them and in the
end, that was all that mattered to me.

“Then, if you don’t want me telling him, we’re going to have a
system of sorts so I can keep an eye on things as well. I
presume you don’t plan to tell your coworkers either?” I ask. I



don’t like keeping something like this from her brother; I feel
like it’s going to come back and bite us both in the ass at some
point, but right now, I’ll go along with it.

“Nope. Once we go through the classes the doctor mentioned,
it should be easy peasy to stay straight and fly right,” she says,
grinning at me.

“I’m not kidding, Honor,” I warn. “I never want to come home
to see you like that again. It was terrifying.” My mind replays
how I find her, and my tears start flowing again. “I thought
you were either dead or actually dying. You can’t do that shit
to me, do you hear?”

“Fine, fine. I’m sure there’s an app or something that will
allow you to know what’s going on,” she sing-songs.

“And if Gunner ever finds out, I’m throwing you under the
bus. I don’t want to find myself taking a ride to the local pig
farm or something.”

“You watch too many shows. Gunner’s club is nothing like
that,” she teases. At my relieved breath, she continues.
“They’ve got a vat of lye out back.”

Now horrified, I stare at her, my mouth gaping open like a fish
out of water until she bursts into laughter. “Oh my God, you
should see your face!” She continues cackling while I work to
restore my heart rate to a normal level.

“You’re such a bitch,” I grumble.

“Yeah, but I’m your bitch,” she returns.



CHAPTER TWO

DELANEY

FOR THE PAST SIX MONTHS, I’VE WATCHED THE APP LIKE A

hawk, but other than the occasional spikes, Honor’s done
really well keeping her blood sugar levels in the range the
doctor recommended. Thankfully, she’s regained the weight
she lost before she was diagnosed; she was starting to look
gaunt which is something I know Gunner would have
eventually noticed. I’m still not sure how she pulled off any
questions when she did see him, because as obvious as it was
to me and I see her every day, it was likely more noticeable to
anyone who hasn’t seen her in a few weeks.

Right now, I’m on my own as her cousin, Asa, came to visit.
Unfortunately, I have a conference for work, so I’m out of
town. She’s been wanting us to meet for a long time, but it
hasn’t happened, which is disappointing because I actually
want to meet him.

While she says he doesn’t do relationships, she’s showed me
pictures of him, and I find my heart racing whenever thoughts
of him pop into my head. He’s not a huge guy, which I think
would intimidate me tremendously, but he’s well-muscled and
has that scruff on his face that makes me think dark and
delicious thoughts.

Sighing, I grab the remote in my hotel room and see what I
can find to watch. In a lot of ways, because of how I was
raised, I’m such a homebody. While the rest of the people I am
with are downstairs partying it up at the bar, I’ve already
showered after today’s session and am in my comfy onesie.



Giggling, I look down at it, seeing the flying pigs, complete
with sparkles. Honor found it and since I tend to say ‘when
pigs fly’ she couldn’t resist picking it up for me. It’s one of my
favorite pairs of pajamas, as evidenced by the slight hole in the
knee. I ordered some food and snacks from an app, and once
they were delivered, I’ve been holed up ever since.

“Oh wow, it’s a Cold Case marathon,” I mumble. “Gotta
watch it for sure.”

Satisfied with my viewing choice, I finish eating my Chinese
food then get up and toss the trash before grabbing the snacks
I think I’ll want for the night, along with my phone. Checking
my texts, I see one from Honor and open it, only to burst out
laughing at the picture she sent.

It’s a selfie of her and Asa and he doesn’t look happy that
she’s taking the picture, while she’s mugging it up.

Me: Oh my God, Honor! He looks like he wants
to kill you!

Honor: He hates getting his picture taken. Always
has, ever since we were kids. But I told him we
needed to commemorate his trip.

Me: Monitor looks good.

Honor: Yes, mother I’m behaving myself.

Me: Don’t start, hussy.

Honor: I promise I’m behaving, D. The doctor is
happy with my progress, and I’m doing the food
log thingie the nutritionist recommended.

Me: How was work? I feel like I’ve been gone
forever since we didn’t see each other before I
left!

Honor: I know! It was work, to be honest. They
floated me up to the surgical floor, which was
different.

Me: How so?



Honor: Well, most of the patients were still
groggy from surgery, or due for pain meds. Made
it kind of easy.

Me: So, you didn’t spend an hour or so after your
shift was over doing all your charting?

Honor: Exactly! I mean, most of them are done
on time, of course, but I usually don’t have time
to do all my observations which is frustrating as
hell!

Me: I’m not interrupting your time with Asa, am I?

Honor: LOL. No, he and Gunner went for a ride. I
guess my brother did some kind of modification
on his bike and he wanted to check it out.

Me: Boys and their toys, huh?

Honor: Right? What are you up to? How was the
seminar today?

Me: Sitting here watching a Cold Case marathon.
Just ate some dinner. The seminar was okay, I
guess. A lot of the participants have never heard
of some of the newer techniques being used to
help the kids learn. So, there were a lot of
questions.

Honor: At least the school system lets you have
input on the curriculum you use.

Me: Very true. Each of the kids has had a
baseline test, but I’m already seeing measurable
improvements with several of them. Can’t tell you
what that means to me.

Honor: I wish we’d have had a teacher like you
growing up.

Me: What do you mean?



Honor: Um, well, it’s not my story to tell, but Asa
struggled in several areas, and of course, my
ADHD had me bouncing off the damn walls half
the time. It’s a miracle we graduated. It’s not that
either of us are stupid or anything, we just don’t
learn the same way as most people.

Me: No one is ‘stupid’, Honor! Some peoples’
brains are just wired differently and it’s up to the
teacher to figure out the best way to get them to
understand what they’re being taught.

Honor: Well, I’m gonna run, D. Got my lunch
packed for tomorrow already, but I need to make
sure my scrubs look good. Apparently, the big
wigs plan to come around and despite the fact
I’m usually in the ER where chaos reigns, I have
to look all bright and shiny according to my
supervisors.

Me: So, what do y’all do if you’ve had a trauma
and have blood everywhere?

Honor: Well… it’s why I’m packing extra clothes
because normally, we just grab something else
and change, but it might not match what we’re
already wearing, y’know? Only tomorrow, we
gotta match.

Me: Sounds like bullshit to me.

Honor: Same. Talk to you tomorrow!

Me: Behave! Love your guts.

Honor: Love your liver!

I wake up disoriented and realize I must’ve dozed off. Sitting
up, I see my marathon is still playing, so I leave it on, set the
sleep timer on the television, then get up and throw out all the
trash from my junk food feast.

“May as well pee while I’m up,” I grumble, stumbling toward
the bathroom. I seem to remember my grandmother saying



that a lot when she got older which in my tired state, has me
giggling.

Once I’ve done my business, I brush my teeth, recheck the
door to make sure it’s still locked, then glance at my outfit for
the next day to make sure I’m as prepared as possible. I went
over the topics in the binder we were given and jotted some
notes down as well as some questions, which I hope we get to.

As I crawl back between the sheets, my mind is swirling with
how many ways there are now to teach someone basic skills.
Several decades ago, there wasn’t much hope for a child who
was on the spectrum, or even one who was profoundly
disabled, but nowadays, there are techniques and ways to
ensure they’re able to learn something.

A tear slips out when I think of one of my students from last
year, Joshua. There was a birth injury that deprived him of
oxygen which caused him to develop cerebral palsy. He was
one of the sweetest little boys I ever met, only six, but despite
his struggle with delayed motor skill development, as well as
difficulty speaking, he never stopped trying. Every day, he’d
come to class and while he struggled, he worked hard and
when he’d master something, his smile was so radiant, it lit up
the room.

Sadly, while on Christmas break, his family’s house caught
fire, and he and his father succumbed to the injuries they
sustained while his dad was trying to get him out of the house.
However, his determination despite his obvious physical
limitations, is what continues to drive me.

“You’re still so missed, little man,” I whisper as sleep claims
me. “You’ll never be forgotten.”



CHAPTER THREE

GLACIER

“LISTEN, BRAT, THE SOONER I’M OFF THE PHONE, THE SOONER

I’m headed in your direction,” I state, grinning as I toss clothes
into my duffel bag.

“I know, I know, but I was going to see if you’d maybe stop at
Buc-ee’s and get me some more of the saltwater taffy I like.
Pretty please?” Honor asks, making me chuckle out loud.

“I’ll see if I have any room in my saddlebags,” I tease, quickly
making my bed.

“There’s always room for taffy,” she retorts.

“Fine, fine. What flavor again?”

“Asa,” she grumbles. “You should know by now there’s only
one acceptable flavor, although Delaney thinks there’s a
second one as well.”

My ears perk up at the mention of her roommate. “What’s
that?” I ask.

“Well, peppermint is the cool flavor, but if you like living on
the fringes of life, you might enjoy cinnamon as well,” she
replies, giggling. “Don’t tell her I told you this, but I kinda like
the cinnamon too, I just like to give her shit about her choice.”

“And am I taking you two to dinner finally?” I question. It
seems that every time I’ve gone up to visit, her roommate has
been out of town for one thing or another. She’s apparently a
special education teacher, and goes to a lot of conferences to
learn new shit or something.



“Well… you can take me,” she sing-songs. “But D is at a
workshop again. I think the universe is conspiring against me
being able to introduce the two of you!”

“It’s all good, Honor. Not like I’m looking for a woman in my
life.”

No, I’ll just do what I’ve been doing; go into town, hit up the
bar and find a one-nighter when my hand gets too old.

“Asa, I think you’d really like her, though. She’s super smart,
but she doesn’t shove it in your face, you know what I mean?”

“Yeah, brat, I hear ya. So that means she can do much better
than a biker whose major skill is he can draw and paint.”

“Stop selling yourself short!” she growls out.

“You been hanging around Gunner and his brothers too much,
cuz,” I tease. “For a second there, you sounded all growly.”

“Whatever. What time are you leaving?”

“Gonna run by the shop and put a clear coat on a helmet I
finished yesterday, then head on out. Gunner knows I’m
coming, right?”

“Yeah, and the presidents have done whatever it is that they do
so I’m supposed to let you know you can wear your colors or
some shit, and your room will be ready at the clubhouse.”

I smirk, even though she can’t see me. I may belong to another
club, but Gunner takes his position as a blood relative
seriously, so by proxy, I have another club behind me. At least
when I’m in town, that is.

“Then let me get off here so I can get it done and get on the
road. Seems I have to figure out where I’m putting some
saltwater taffy.” Her squeals have me chuckling as I
disconnect the call.

Most would think I was rude to do it, but Honor is well aware
of my habits by now. When I’m done talking, I hang up. Plain
and simple.



“You sure you don’t want one of us with you, brother?” Atlas
asks as I clean up my work area.

It’s one of my quirks; once I’m done with a task, everything
that was used gets cleaned then stored where it belongs. I like
knowing where my tools are at and since Atlas and Orion like
an organized shop, it works for them as well.

“Nah, this isn’t my first trip. Shouldn’t have any problems
whatsoever. Appreciate it, though.”

“It’s who we are, Glacier. Figure you should know that by
now,” he replies. “Come, Kobe.”

I watch as his service dog follows alongside him, the two of
them heading toward the office. I’m not worried about my
paycheck since it’s direct deposited. As I turn back to finish
cleaning up, I have to shut down the thoughts wanting to
intrude about how the club found me. Time enough to think
about that when I’m on the open road so the wind therapy can
help clear it all away once again.

Finally satisfied that everything is just where it’s supposed to
be, I take a few pictures of the helmet I just finished so I can
show Gunner, then turn off the lights in my area. Passing the
office door, I rap lightly on the jamb and call out, “See you in
a week or so, brother.”

“I’m sure we’ll have some orders by then, Shark is taking an
inventory to place an order because Roane noticed several
came in to the online store.”

“It keeps the gas in my girl, so I’m good with it,” I reply.
“Later.”

After gassing up, I head inside to get Honor’s saltwater taffy, a
smirk on my lips. I change directions once inside, deciding to



take a quick piss, then grab something to drink. Might as well
take care of all the basics before I let the asphalt calm my soul.

“Don’t stare, honey, it’s not polite,” I hear a woman say.
Turning my head, I spot a little boy who reminds me of myself
at that age, gawking at me.

“He’s okay, ma’am,” I reply, as I finish filling my drink.

“He saw you pull in on your motorcycle,” she admits.

Turning, I crouch so I’m at eye level and ask, “Do you like
motorcycles?”

“Oh, he doesn’t talk much,” she stammers, just as he opens his
mouth and says, “Vroom, vroom.”

His mother’s gasp has me looking up at her to see tears slowly
rolling down her face. “He… he’s never said anything!” she
whispers. “Usually just random sounds and noises, but what he
just did was clear.”

Standing back up and now feeling uncomfortable at the
attention we’re attracting, I rub my hand across the back of my
neck and ask, “Does he… is he autistic by any chance?”

“How did you know?” she replies.

“Because I was slow to start talking. Maybe not as old as him,
I don’t really remember. I know from what my cousin has told
me, they’ve come a long way with therapies and schooling.”

“We’re still searching for the right place for him. He’s really
smart outside of the fact he just won’t talk.”

“He will when he’s got something important he wants to say,”
I tell her, ruffling the little boy’s hair. I remember too late that
while I’m much better about being touched, he may not be
there just yet, and pull back, only to have him take hold of my
hand and put it back on his head.

“I think he likes you,” his mom murmurs.

“He’s a cute kid. Good luck, ma’am. I have to pick a few
things up then head back out.”

“Safe travels, young man. And thank you for what you did
today.”



I shrug because I really didn’t do anything special. I was just
myself and it clicked with her son is all. I wave to the little boy
then quickly grab several packages of peppermint as well as
cinnamon saltwater taffy, pay for it all then head back to my
bike. Once everything is stowed in my saddlebag, I pull my
helmet on, double check that my drink is secure in its holder
then turn the key, the satisfying rumble of my girl soothing a
part of me that had gotten a bit unsettled inside the store.

As the miles pass away, my thoughts circle back to what life
was like before the club found me.

After a few hard weeks of scrounging around, I managed to
find day work, which has kept me fed and put gas in my bike,
but not much else, so every night has been a struggle as I look
for somewhere safe to sleep. I can’t call Honor or Gunner,
because my phone was stolen the first night I slept in a
doorway. Thankfully, even though the asshole who stole it beat
me up as well, he didn’t find where I had tucked what little
money I had. I’m still healing, however, and the cuts, bruises,
and welts have me aching by the end of the day. All I want to
do is curl up and sleep, but I need to be sure I’m safe.
A small alley ahead beckons so I carefully maneuver around
the overfull dumpsters, my nose wrinkling at the stench. I’ll
have to ride out to the truck stop near the interstate and pay
for a shower in the morning, but I had heard the men who ran
the businesses didn’t put up with anyone’s bullshit, so I was
hoping I could snag a few hours of sleep.
“I wish they had prepared us for this,” I muttered as I shut my
bike down then camouflaged it so it wouldn’t be readily seen
by anyone just passing by. “Not that I had much when I aged
out, but hell, what good is it for the state to ‘protect’ kids by
removing them from bad homes only to toss them out on the
streets when they turn eighteen?”
Grabbing the tarp off the back of my bike, I pull out a bag of
fast food from my saddlebag then crouch against the wall, the



tarp protecting me from the elements as I quickly eat. Even
though I’m in Georgia right now, the weather is bitterly cold
and rainy, and I briefly wonder if maybe I should go hang out
by the truck stop. If I do it just right, I can sit inside for a little
while and get warmed up, then go back outside. Instead, my
full belly lulls me to sleep, dreams of life I’ve never known
teasing me.
“Fuck, brother, we can’t leave him like this,” a deep male
voice says, dragging me from my slumber. I’m so cold and wet
right now that tremors are coursing through my body. “He
looks like someone beat the hell out of him.”
“Trident, check him over and see if he’s okay for us to take
care of at the clubhouse or if we need to take him to the
hospital. Atlas, he’s wearing leathers, see if you can find a
bike because we’ll need to take that as well.”
“Don’t take my bike,” I stutter out, my teeth clacking together
almost painfully. “It’s all I got.”
“Not here to hurt you, man, just want to help,” another man
states, crouching down on the side where my eye is so swollen,
I’m unable to see him. When he realizes my dilemma, he
moves slightly until I can see him. “Name’s Poseidon. Our
motion detectors alerted us to the fact someone was out here,
but it’s been glitching lately, so we didn’t come right out
otherwise we’d have found you sooner. You got a name?”
“Asa,” I whisper, my throat raw and scratchy.
“Well, Asa, seems you need a bit of luck to go your way for a
change,” Poseidon says.
I snort, because the likelihood of me ever having anything
besides shitty luck is slim and none at this point. I have no
illusions that my quirks, as Honor calls them, push people
away, but after a lifetime of being kicked around like I was
trash, my ability to trust is severely limited to a select few.
“C’mon, man, you can’t seriously think living on the streets is
a good idea,” another guy says.
I peer up at him and see he’s wearing a cut like Gunner’s club
does; his name is Atlas, and the one who keeps checking my



pulse is Trident. I don’t get a bad vibe off of them, but I’m still
wary as fuck right now.
“Just had a bad day is all,” I finally mumble.
“One that was bad enough that your one eye is still swollen a
week or so later,” Trident retorts. At my shocked look, he
smirks. “Too many years as a trauma nurse make me almost
an expert as to how old a bruise is, Asa.”
“We’re wasting daylight. We’ve got our truck with us and can
trailer your bike, but I want you out of these elements before
you end up with pneumonia. You already sound like shit,”
Poseidon decrees.
And just like that… the Poseidon’s Warriors MC saved another
life.



CHAPTER FOUR

GLACIER

“DO YOU REALLY NEED TO TAKE A PIC?” I ASK HONOR AS SHE

holds up her phone while leaning into me. “You know I hate
them.”

“Come on, Asa, we have to commemorate our visit,” she
teases. “Say ‘cheese’!”

Rolling my eyes, I turn and open up my saddlebag so I can
pull out the Buc-ee’s bag. “Here,” I say, thrusting the bag at
her. It’s a little fuller because she loves the stupid mascot and
they had a seasonal T-shirt as well as a fuzzy throw near the
register, so I grabbed those for her as well as the candy.

“Oh my God, you got me a present,” she says, eagerly opening
up the bag. Her squeal of excitement as me squinting as I
wonder, once again, how it is that females can hit a pitch that
causes ears to bleed.

“It’s not a big deal, Honor,” I mumble, embarrassment turning
my ears red. “Just saw them as I was checking out and figured
you’d like them is all.”

She throws her arms around me in a bear hug, forcefully
causing my breath to expel in a rush, as I wasn’t expecting her
actions. “You’re still not getting away without us taking a
picture!” she exclaims, turning around and pulling her phone
out once again as she leans into my side.

The first one, I flip off the camera, a scowl on my face, which
has her elbowing me in the gut. “Ouch, stop it, brat!”



“Then quit fucking around,” she sasses. “Now, smile, Asa.”

This time, I smirk which makes her sigh in defeat. “Fine.
Someday, when I’m showing my kids pics of us, they’re going
to ask what’s wrong with your face.”

“Why would they do that?” I ask.

“Because in every picture I have of us as adults, you’re either
scowling, glowering, snarling, or flipping off the camera!” she
retorts, her hand on her hip as she glares at me.

I can’t help it, I burst out laughing while pulling her in again.
“Take another one, Honor, I promise I won’t fuck this one up.”

She quickly takes several pictures before stepping back and
looking at them. “Much, much better. How can I get her
interested in you if you look like a serial killer wannabe?” she
mutters to herself.

“What the hell?”

“Um, nothing. Now, where are we going to eat? I know my
brother plans to hog some of your time, but I get you until
later, right? Can we go shopping?”

“Whatever will fit in the saddlebags, Honor,” I warn.
“Remember what happened the last time.”

“Oh yeah,” she replies, giggling. “Gunner wasn’t happy that
he had to send a prospect to pick up all the stuff I wanted.
Maybe we should just get something to eat, and I’ll wait for
Delaney to get back into town to fulfill my retail therapy
needs.”

“Sounds like a plan. You choose where we’re going.”

“Really like the helmet, Glacier,” Gunner says as we walk
back into the clubhouse after our ride.

“I like it as well,” I reply, following him over to the bar where
he calls for a prospect to bring us a few beers.



“Y’all selling them or is it just something you’re doing for
your club?” he questions.

“We sell ‘em now, Gun,” I say after taking a long pull from
my drink.

“Gonna take this to the brothers, see if they want to get some,”
he replies, smirking at me. “Keeping you busy means you
can’t get into trouble.”

“When have I ever gotten into trouble?” I retort.

He shrugs, sucking down the rest of his beer. “It could happen.
So, what did my sister want to do?”

“She wanted me to take her shopping, but I wasn’t driving a
cage and reminded her of what happened the last time I took
her. So instead, we went to dinner. She seems to like her job,
doesn’t she?” I ask.

Part of me wishes her roommate had been here this time; I
really want to meet this woman whose pictures have
captivated me. I push away thoughts of the bitch who
destroyed me in high school. I’m still not ready to commit my
life to anyone, much less a woman, but maybe, just maybe,
with what she does for a living, she’d be okay with someone
like me.

One can always hope, right?



CHAPTER FIVE

GLACIER

STRETCHING TO GET THE KINKS OUT OF MY BACK, I HEAR MY

phone chime, then notice everyone grabbing their phones from
their pockets. Having finally found my niche with the club,
which is at the auto shop where I handle the detailed paint
jobs, I idly wonder if we have a new order or something.

I grab my phone and see one word in all caps from Poseidon,
our club president.

Church.

I shut down the compressor I use for the airbrush and toss my
gloves on the workbench before pulling off the coveralls that
protect my clothes from the paints. I had already taken the
helmet off; it has a built-in respirator so I’m not constantly
breathing in fumes. Once I’m sure my work area is good to go,
I head out to my bike then crank her up, grinning at the way
she sounds. With a nod at Atlas, who will lock up the shop
before he follows us, I head toward our clubhouse, which is a
little way out of town, relishing the salty smell in the air as the
wind comes in along the coast.

Best thing Poseidon ever did was move us further down the
coast of Georgia as far as I’m concerned. I didn’t have any real
say-so then as I was just a prospect, but for me, putting more
distance from my past helped settle something deep inside.



“So, Gunner from the DRMC reached out after seeing
Glacier’s helmet. He and his club placed an order. They’d like
you to deliver them, Brother,” Poseidon states, looking at me.

“Not a problem, Pres,” I reply. “Haven’t seen them in a few
months, guess it’s time again before Honor starts blowing up
my phone.”

I grin because she’s like a rabid dog with a bone sometimes,
always wanting me to ‘zip up and see her’. Sadly, I’ve been so
busy that it’s been longer than I like, but this will be the
perfect opportunity.

“Honor? Who’s that?” Trident asks, smirking at me.

“Gunner’s sister, which makes her my cousin as well,” I retort.

“Fuck, I was hoping it was a woman you’ve kept hidden from
us,” Trident murmurs.

After the shit I went through my junior year in high school?
Yeah, no. Never falling for a woman again. Besides, none of
them would ever want a freak like me.

Except you’ve become obsessed with meeting Delaney, my
brain whispers.

“I hear you’re coming to visit! It’s been forever, Asa,” Honor
squeals through the phone. “I can’t wait to finally introduce
you to my roommate, Delaney.”

Pulling the phone away from my ear because I’m pretty sure
she just ruptured my eardrum with her screaming, I roll my
eyes even though she can’t see me. I know she’s trying to fix
me up with this Delaney chick, but I no longer do
commitments or relationships. Nope. Junior year and Bethany
Jayne Northrup cured me of wanting forever with anyone.
When my thoughts try to remind me of how often I stare at
Delaney’s picture, I quickly shut that shit down. I know I’d
like to have what so many of my brothers have found, but that
doesn’t mean she’d want to get involved with the likes of me;



a biker with a shitty past. Still, to appease my cousin, I’ll meet
her roommate.

There’s always hope, my inner self whispers. Don’t throw
away the possibility of a happily ever after.
“Be glad to meet her, squirt,” I tease. “Need to make sure your
brother isn’t losing his touch about allowing undesirables into
your life.”

“Don’t call me squirt!” she retorts. “That’s almost as bad as
when you call me brat! Besides, Delaney’s a good one, Asa,
she really is. She grew up like us, and is now a special
education teacher at our elementary school.”

“They didn’t have those when we were coming up, did they?”
I muse. “Not really, I mean, I know they had a classroom
where kids who were disabled were at, but no clue what they
were actually taught.”

“Sure would have helped,” she agrees. “Between my ADHD
and your autism, we needed someone who would have our
backs.”

“Instead, we spent a lot of time in ISS,” I say. “At least we got
our homework wrapped up, right?”

“True, but we managed to figure out how to make things work,
didn’t we, Asa?”

“Yeah, Honor, we did.”

“So, when will you be here?” she asks, excitement returning to
her tone.

“As soon as all the helmets are finished,” I promise. “I’ll take
you and your roommate out to dinner, okay, squirt?”

“I can’t wait!” she enthuses, nearly shattering my eardrum.
Again.

“Same here.”



CHAPTER SIX

NEARLY ONE MONTH LATER

GLACIER

“H’LO?” MY VOICE IS RASPY SINCE THE RINGING PHONE

pulled me from a sound sleep.

“A-a-asa?” The stuttering, tear-filled voice has me
immediately alert and I sit up in bed, before switching my
phone to speaker so I can get dressed.

“Honor? What’s the matter, honey?” I ask after seeing who’s
calling on the caller ID, all while grabbing my jeans from the
end of the bed and slipping them on. “Talk to me,” I demand
when all she does is cry.

She’s been my closest friend since we were in the system
together, not realizing when we first met that we were cousins.
Two outcasts who quickly learned who they could and
couldn’t rely on. After I got her to Gunner and started trying to
make my own way in life, we didn’t see or talk to each other
all that often, but that’s changed. It’s been almost two months
since I’ve last seen her because of work obligations, but once
the helmets are finished drying then packed up and put in the
truck, I’ll be heading up to the clubhouse and will be taking
her and her roommate out to dinner. Although I haven’t yet
met Delaney in person, I’ve heard so much about her that I
feel as though I already know her.

“She… she’s gone. They took her.”

“Who’s gone?” I growl out, now grabbing clothes and
throwing them into my duffel bag. I’m already scheduled to



make a run up to the DRMC with the load of custom helmets
later this week since they’re finally all finished, but if someone
Honor cares about is missing, I’ll hit the road a little sooner
than I planned. Poseidon is just gonna have to understand.

“Honor is, this is Delaney,” the female finally replies. It’s then
that I’m awake enough to realize I’m talking to Honor’s
roommate, not Honor herself.

“Shit, fuck, dammit,” I growl out, pissed at myself for
mistaking the two womens’ voices. “I just talked to her
yesterday since I’m finally headed in that direction this week
with shit for the club. How do you know she’s missing?” I ask.

I hear her sigh before she admits, “Honor has Type 1 diabetes
but didn’t want her brother to know. She and I have a system
where she checks in with me so when she didn’t call or text
me, I drove up to her job and found her car right where she
always parks. Asa, her kit’s still in it, along with her cellphone.
The app I have to help track things with regard to her sugar
shows it’s steadily rising, which isn’t good.”

“Why not? I don’t understand what you mean,” I rumble,
grabbing my bag and heading out of my suite of rooms.

“Okay, so her goal is to keep her sugar levels somewhat
consistent. She has an insulin pump which automatically
injects her with insulin to keep them that way, but if she’s
stressed or hurt, her fight or flight instinct kicks in and it
causes havoc. If they’re too high for too long, it can cause her
to go into a diabetic coma. She can die, Asa,” Delaney cries
out, now sobbing again.

“Get to the Devil’s Riot MC clubhouse, I’m on my way and
will call Gunner to apprise him of the situation,” I order,
practically running to where the truck I was taking is sitting,
my bike already loaded in the back, along with the helmets.
Well, I hope the fucking helmets are all in there; if not, one of
the guys can bring them up. Right now, it’s not my fucking
priority; Honor is.

The original plan was that I’d leave later this week since I had
a few things to wrap up at the shop, but this changes
everything and while I’m sure he’ll be pissed, Poseidon will



understand. I just hope Atlas will, although he’s mellowed out
a lot since his daughter was born.

“I couldn’t get Gunner, he didn’t answer the phone when I
called,” Delaney advises.

“He’ll talk to me,” I retort, tossing my bag into the back seat
of the truck before carefully laying my cut on the passenger
seat. “Just head there, Delaney. I’ll be there as soon as I can
get there, and we’ll find her.”

The last thing I hear before she hangs up is a whispered, “I
hope so.”

“Poseidon, I’ve left for South Carolina,” I say once he answers
the phone.

“Brother, it’s like four in the fucking morning,” he growls out,
his voice raspy with sleep. “Besides, you were leaving in a few
days, not today. What changed?”

“My cousin’s missing.”

After all this time, he’s used to my abruptness. I say what I
have to say and not much more. It’s easier than explaining my
quirkiness to other people and with what I learned years ago,
it’s just better. My brothers are all fucked up in their own
ways, so they take my personality in stride. Outsiders aren’t as
understanding, which is why I’m grateful as hell I found the
club. Well, more like, I’m grateful they found me.
“Need me to call Gunner and let him know you’re on your
way?” he asks, sounding more alert now.

“No, this call needs to come from me. Will you let Atlas know
I was nearly done with the Benson project? Actually, the
artwork is all done, it only needs the clear coat applied. Was
going to wrap that up before I left, but I want to be up there to
help find her.”

“Gotcha. You be sure to let Gunner know I can send more
brothers up to help have y’all’s backs.”



I snicker at his words which has him barking out, “What? Why
does that make you laugh?”

“Brother, I suspect some of his club thinks we’re nothing but a
bunch of pussies,” I admit.

“Why the fuck would they think something like that?”

“Because we’re legit,” I reply, as if it should make sense.

“Jesus Fucking Christ, you’re kidding me, right?” he retorts.

“Nope. Overheard one of them saying it when I called back to
confirm the details of the helmets.”

“They know our background?” Poseidon questions.

“Y’mean how most of y’all are former Navy SEALS? Highly
decorated? Hold records?” I ask. “It’s never come up in
conversation, so I’ve never mentioned it.”

“I see. I’ll get Trident, Brooks, and Atlas headed in that
direction with me,” he advises before hanging up.

Fuck. The best hope I have is that Gunner will appreciate the
extra hands looking for Honor. Otherwise, my family
connection may get severed if my president orders no further
contact.

“Dammit, Gunner, answer the motherfucking phone,” I growl
out, hanging up once again when it rolls to voicemail.

I realize it’s not even six in the morning now, and he’s a biker
to boot, but I know if I woke up to ten missed calls from the
same person, I’d fucking call them back. The light indicating
the truck needs gas illuminates so I start looking for an exit
where I can kill multiple birds with one stone.

Gas, piss, coffee, and maybe a gas station breakfast sandwich.

When I spot the road sign indicating there’s a Love’s station
two miles ahead, I grin. Out of all the stations in our neck of
the woods, they’re my personal favorite. They usually have
either a Hardee’s or a Carl’s Jr. inside for food, but barring



that, they have a wide selection of snack-type foods I can grab
as well. Fuck it, might as well fill up my insulated bag with
ice, drinks, and snacks, because I’ve still got about seven or so
hours left on this drive, and I don’t want to stop unless
absolutely necessary.

After making sure the truck is locked, I start pumping gas,
then head inside to take care of the rest of my list. It’s one of
my quirks; I will focus on something until it’s completed.
Most of my mental lists are short; some are much longer, and
are repeated frequently depending on the task I need to
accomplish.

Honor and I found this helped keep me on track with school,
as well as life. Before that, I would spiral, get angry and lash
out, or throw tantrums that would rival a two-year-old’s.

Thankfully, the store isn’t all that busy and I’m able to grab
everything I want for my insulated cooler, along with a freshly
made breakfast biscuit. Just hope like hell I can get Gunner
soon. Every minute counts as far as I’m concerned, especially
now knowing Honor’s secret.

Yeah, I’m reaming her out for that one too, as soon as she’s
safe, that is. All of us, especially her brother, should’ve known
about her condition. What if she had had a problem one day
when she was around the club? None of them would’ve known
what the hell to do for her.

As I make my way back to my truck, I mutter, “You’re so in
trouble, squirt. Gonna beat your ass if your brother doesn’t
beat me to it.”

With my stuff now stowed in my cooler, I put the gas nozzle
up, grab my receipt so I can be reimbursed once I get home,
then get back on the road, praying like hell that Gunner
answers the fucking phone.



Two hours and nearly one hundred or so miles later, I finally
get an answer.

“I’m in Church, motherfucker. What the fuck are you doing
blowing up my phone?” Gunner snarls.

“Honor’s missing.”

Dead silence. As in, the background noise I was hearing
suddenly dissipates.

“Say that again? You’re now on speaker,” he advises, his voice
now sounding deadly.

I shiver at his tone, but feel the same way because whoever
took her has bought themselves an unmarked grave preceded
by a shit ton of torture. “Honor’s missing, man. Her roommate
called me a few hours ago and I hit the road. Been trying to get
you for a bit, didn’t you see the missed calls?”

“No, I didn’t see you called. It was in the room charging.
Zinnia just burst into Church and told me you were callin’,” he
says. “What, exactly, did Delaney tell you?”

Sighing deeply because I know I’m about to blow his mind, I
reply, “Apparently, Honor’s been keeping a secret from all of
us except for Delaney. She’s got Type 1 diabetes, Gunner, and
the two of them have a system to make sure it stays on track.”

Voices immediately start talking over one another before I can
finish what I’m saying. “Shut the fuck up, and let him talk!”
Gunner bellows.

“Delaney explained that she has some app on her phone that
will indicate when there’s a problem with Honor’s sugar
levels. It did and she drove to the hospital and found her car
unlocked. The only thing is, Honor never made it inside for
her shift, and her cellphone as well as her testing kit were still
in the passenger seat.”

“How did Delaney know to call you?” he questions.

“Apparently, when you didn’t answer her calls, she went to the
last person Honor talked to, which was me,” I retort. “I’m also
listed as one of her ICE contacts still, even though I’m not
exactly right next door.”



“Son of a bitch, she tried calling me five times and you called
twenty?” he yells. “What shift is she on right now? When did
you get your call?”

“She was working from seven at night until seven in the
morning,” I reply. “Delaney called me between two and three,
not one hundred percent sure, just know I threw clothes in my
bag and hit the road close to four. Wait, I told her to head to
the clubhouse since I knew it’d take me roughly eight hours or
so to get there. Are you saying she’s not there?” I question,
worry for her now added to my concern for my cousin.

“No, she’s not and it’s not like she’s never been here before.
She was here the other day for Delilah’s birthday party with
Honor. Hammer?” Gunner asks, referring to his president to
presumably have some guys go look for Delaney.

I hear another voice command, “Dagger, Glock, Ruger, I want
you to head out and look for Delaney.”

“What’s she drive?” a voice asks.

“Gunner, you know?” Hammer replies.

“A blue Volkswagen Bug,” Gunner states. “And before anyone
gets any stupid fucking ideas, I know because she’s my damn
sister’s roommate and I try to keep an eye on them. Little good
that did me. Didn’t even know my damn sister was a diabetic.”

“Got it, Gun,” the unknown male responds. “We’ll let you
know what we find.”

A bunch of noise comes across the line, irritating my pounding
head, but I wait for Gunner or even Hammer to speak.

“How much longer before you get here?” Gunner asks.

“Maybe about five hours, give or take. Just gassed up so it’s
unlikely I’ll have to again. Oh, and be prepared, Poseidon is
sending up Trident, Atlas, and Brooks to assist in the search.”

“We don’t need those pussies, we can find Honor ourselves,” a
new voice loudly retorts.

I debate whether or not to say anything, then decide to forge
ahead. “You know they’re former SEALS, right?”



“Fuuuuuck,” Gunner quietly says. “You mean to tell me a
bunch of motherfucking badasses are legit? They could’ve
done anything, and no one would’ve fucked with them!”

“They went legit because Poseidon wanted to honor his
grandfather, but make no mistakes, they’re not men to fuck
with,” I advise, barely holding back my chuckle.

“Then we’ll gladly take their help,” Hammer asserts.

“Good, because Brooks actually handles our skip traces and
shit now.”

“Well, get here, Glacier,” Gunner demands.

“Be there as soon as I can,” I promise before hanging up.



CHAPTER SEVEN

DELANEY

“STUPID DEER FAMILY,” I CRY OUT WHILE SMACKING MY

steering wheel.

After hanging up with Asa, I made sure I had Honor’s things
and locked up her car, then started driving to the clubhouse.
Unfortunately for me, I didn’t see the three deer crossing the
road until I was hit by two of them and then struck the last
one, which caused me to run off the road into a tree. I’m pretty
sure I blacked out when my airbags deployed all around me, if
the missing time is any indication.

I’d try to call Gunner again, but he hasn’t answered any of my
other calls, so I decide not to bother. Instead, I open up my
roadside assistance app and prepare to call for help from them.

When I catch a glimpse of myself in the rearview mirror, I
can’t help the moan that passes my lips. The left side of my
face is bruised, and my nose has dried blood underneath it that
is covering my shirt as well. My head is pounding, and my
vision is double right now as well. Fuck my life!

“You look like the walking dead,” I mutter to myself. “Well,
no help for it. Get your ass out of the car and start walking.
Honor needs you, bitch! You can always try calling Gunner
again and maybe this time, he’ll answer the damn phone.”



After locking up my car, I start walking, only to realize my
shirt’s covered in blood. While I don’t want to waste time, I
also don’t want to scare anyone, so I head to the trunk where I
keep my gym bag and am digging around inside to see what I
can change into when I hear the unmistakable sound of several
motorcycles getting close to where I’m parked.

“You’re making such a fashion statement, girlie,” I tell myself
after I catch a glimpse in the side mirror. Because I expected to
find Honor at the hospital working away, I wore my old,
almost threadbare sweatpants, a pair of flip-flops, and a t-shirt,
with my hair piled up on the top of my head. Hell, I’m still
wearing the readers I had on because I was in the middle of
grading papers! I fell asleep around midnight and when my
phone alerted me to a problem, I headed to the hospital to see
if I could figure out what was going on. Normally, she texts or
calls me when she gets there, which she didn’t do, but
sometimes, an emergency comes in and she’s not able to, so I
didn’t worry too much.

Until the app went off. I know she never arrived for her shift,
which I don’t remember whether or not I told Asa, because I
went inside with the excuse she had forgotten her lunch only
to be told she wasn’t there. That’s when I went to her car and
found her cellphone and started trying to call her brother.
Thank God Asa answered his phone because I’m unsure how
to go about finding her at this point.

Asa must’ve gotten in touch with Gunner and since I’m not
where he told me to be, I suspect Gunner sent some of the
other men to come find me.

Three bikes pull up around my car and one of the guys gets off
while the other two sit there staring at me. All three are
intimidating as hell, but I remind myself that in a way, they’re
Honor’s family since Gunner’s a part of their club.

I turn and stare back, not giving that first fuck that I’m a hot
mess. “Jesus Christ,” one of them says, his tone harsh. “What
the fuck happened to you?”

“If you think I look bad, you should see the other guy,” I reply.



“You Delaney?” the biker who’s now approaching me asks. At
my nod, he replies, “Name’s Ruger. Looks like you had a bit
of fun this morning.”

I can’t help it, my sass shows up as I retort, “If that’s what you
want to call it. I call it stupid nature. I saw them, even slowed
down and missed the first two but that last one decided to hit
me anyhow. How can I possibly let my kids see me looking
like this?”

“You got kids?” the guy on the left questions. “Damn shame.”

“I’m a teacher,” I say. “I don’t have any kids of my own.”

Yet.
I leave that part unsaid. I’d love to find a man who would
accept me warts and all as my granny used to say but sadly,
they’re few and far between. I’m barely over five feet tall,
with blonde hair that tends to curl despite my best efforts. Oh,
and let’s not forget that even though I work out religiously, my
love for chocolate ripple ice cream with sprinkles means my
abs will always be encased in a layer of pudge. Most of the
men I’ve dated end up breaking up with me because I’m
nowhere near a size two and have zero plans to get there. Plus,
I tend to speak my mind and am what one of my former
boyfriends called ‘free spirited and sassy’. Whatever.

Life is meant to be lived and enjoyed. Chaining myself to a
miserable existence eating baked chicken and broccoli all the
time is never going to be in my wheelhouse. And if a man
can’t grasp that fact, he can just jump off a pier as far as I’m
concerned.

“Gunner wants you at the clubhouse. Are you hurt beyond
what I can see?” Ruger asks, breaking into my reverie.

“I’m sure I’ll be a little sore in the next few days, but other
than that, I’m good.”

“Get on my bike,” he demands. “You can clean up there if you
want. Seems we need to get all the information possible so we
can find Honor.”



CHAPTER EIGHT

GLACIER

AFTER WHAT SEEMS LIKE FOREVER, I PULL INTO THE PARKING

lot of the DRMC’s clubhouse. I’m barely out of the truck
when I see Gunner stalking toward me. “Get inside, we’ve got
a plan of action,” he demands.

I nod and fall into step with him as he turns and heads to the
door which is being held open by someone I presume is a
prospect. As we breach the doorway, I spy a woman in a tank
top and sweatpants sitting off to the side, a glass of something
between her hands.

A man sitting at the head of the table approaches me and holds
out his hand. “Name’s Hammer, President of the Devil’s Riot
MC, Southeast Charter.”

“Glacier here, glad to meet you but hate the circumstances,” I
reply, shaking his hand.

Hammer motions for everyone, including me and the woman
sitting near the bar, to gather around the tables that appear to
have been pushed together. I suspect if this discussion didn’t
include me and the girl, they’d likely be talking about it in
Church, like we would at home. Glancing around, I don’t see
anyone milling about, like ol’ ladies or club girls, so I make a
note to ask Gunner later if it crosses my mind.

“Have a seat. My guys found Delaney not far from here.
Seems she and a few deer had a battle of sorts and she lost,”
Hammer says.



I glance over at the woman to see a blush covering her bruised
face. “You okay?” I quietly ask, something drawing me to her.

Years have passed since a woman has captivated me; that’s not
to say I haven’t enjoyed my fair share, but I don’t do
relationships, so it’s usually a one-off kind of thing whenever
my hand stops doing the job.

“I will be as soon as we find Honor,” she says, worrying her
bottom lip.

Once everyone has been introduced and we’re seated around
the tables, Hammer puts his fingers between his lips and
shrilly whistles, causing the small murmured conversations to
cease. “Honor, Gunner’s sister, is missing and we’re gonna
presume one of our enemies has taken her. The bigger issue is
apparently, for those who didn’t know, she’s a diabetic and her
levels are going up or some shit.”

I watch Gunner’s face and know he’s equal parts livid and
scared for his sister. Leaning toward him, I whisper, “She
shoulda told you.”

Hell, I’m surprised she never told me seeing as we talk about
virtually everything. Thanks to my beloved cousin, I know
more about a woman’s time of the month than I ever wanted
to, although a smirk plays across my lips when I remember her
telling me that I’d make someone very happy someday.
Something about knowing when to pull out the heating pad
and buy chocolate or some shit.

“Yeah, she should have but I suspect she figured I would take
some of her independence away if I knew,” he grumbles. I
know I’d feel the same way, so maybe that’s why she kept
quiet with me as well.

“Those of you who are members, we know we’re at a
standstill with the De La Rosa Cartel and as for Avery’s
siblings, those fuckwads are a pain in the ass. This being said,
although one is more of a nuisance while the other is an all-out
war, we’ve got to figure out if either of them have anything to
do with this shit. We’ve already ruled out the Senator’s son,”
Hammer remarks, looking around the table. “If I had to take a
wild guess though, between the two, this shit stinks more of



those bastards that share blood with my woman. The De La
Rosas, although they’d go after a woman, they’d want us to
know it was them,” Hammer growls out.

“They don’t always, Prez,” Ruger replies. “Could be either one
of them.”

“We need to get out there and check out their last known
whereabouts,” Glock calls out.

I nod in agreement even though I am completely ignorant of
both situations they’re talking about, because time is of the
essence. My gut tightens when I see Delaney’s face blanche
after she glances at her phone. Somehow, without her saying a
word, I instinctively know that something’s going on with
Honor’s diabetes.

We’ve been going back and forth for about thirty minutes
when suddenly, Delaney raises her hand, which has me biting
my cheek to keep from grinning. At Hammer’s grunt in her
direction, she shrilly says, “Something has to get done soon.
Her pump is dying.”

“What the fuck does that mean?” Gunner asks, his body
tensing even more than it already was. I may not always pick
up on social cues and shit, but he’s coiled so tightly right now,
I almost expect his head to explode.

“It means that soon, it won’t be working so her body won’t be
getting the insulin it needs. If she’s not found in the next few
hours, she could wind up in a diabetic coma and possibly die,”
Delaney retorts.

I’m impressed that despite being surrounded by men who are
large, muscled, and tattooed, she’s not acting all that
intimidated. It’s possible, of course, that she’s too afraid for
my cousin to worry about it, but most women wouldn’t have
the guts to say what she just did in the tone she used.
Especially not with this crew. While at the end of the day
they’re a brotherhood, there’s no mistaking the fact that
they’re worlds apart from the club I call home. They’re harder,



more intimidating, and give off a ‘don’t fuck with me vibe’
that my brothers typically only pull out when the situation
warrants it. I suspect the DRMC wears it all the time, just like
they wear their cuts.

Surprisingly, no one blows up at her. Instead, Hammer gives
Gunner a look that I interpret to mean he needs to calm his shit
while nodding to Delaney.

“Cy, get some drones up and going to check out Avery’s
siblings’ hideouts,” Hammer orders.

“On it, Prez,” Cy replies, fingers flying across the keyboard.
Having watched Specks do this at home, I’m impressed when
he looks at Hammer and says, “Done.”

“What about the cartel?” Glock questions. “We really can’t
discount them.”

“We’ll look into them, but let’s rule out the siblings first,”
Hammer replies. “I can feel it in my gut they’re behind this
shit.”

“Don’t they have that shack not too far from here?” Axe asks.
“I mean, it’s not like they’re that intelligent, so if it is them,
they wouldn’t think to run far away from us.”

“They’re not that intelligent and they’ll do whatever they can
to get back at Avery and the club. It would be just like them to
have her right under our noses,” Hammer says, nodding.

“I’m going to check it out,” Gunner emphatically advises.

Hammer looks around the table and says, “Savage, Dagger,
Axe, y’all three come with us. Dagger, make sure you’ve got
your bag.”

“Take her kit with you,” Delaney states, thrusting it in
Gunner’s direction. “There’s a bottle of insulin and some
syringes, along with her testing kit, so you can give her some.
She’s gonna need it.”

Gunner looks green at the thought of giving his sister a shot
and immediately hands it over to Dagger, who smirks. “I’ll
handle it, Brother,” he says, looking inside the kit to see what
all is inside.



“Now that that’s settled, let’s head out,” Hammer decrees,
slamming the gavel. “The rest of you wait here because I’m
sure we’ll have something to take care of if she’s there.”

While part of me wishes I was helping with my cousin’s
rescue, I suspect the woman currently leaning against me,
needs help as well.

And maybe I’m just the man to provide it.

Because Honor was right; I do like her roommate. At least
what I’ve seen so far.



CHAPTER NINE

DELANEY

I’M KIND OF GLAD MOST OF THE MEN HAVE LEFT, BECAUSE I’M

not gonna lie, they all scare the everloving hell out of me. I
might have acted like I wasn’t scared, but years of dealing
with over-the-top parents has given me the ability to hide my
feelings. At least until I’m by myself, that is; then I typically
fall apart and either rant and rave or cry.

Except the man they’ve been calling Glacier, who is Honor’s
cousin. He’s not as tall or as muscular as the other men,
although he’s still intimidating in his own right. He doesn’t
talk much either, which I notice rather quickly as we sit around
a table closer to the bar. The silence doesn’t bother me; I’d
prefer not to fill the air with meaningless chatter, especially
when I’m beyond worried about my best friend right now.
Even my own aches and pains are taking a backseat, at least
until she’s found.

I sip on a soda while he peels the label off the beer he got from
a woman working behind the bar. I’m not all that familiar with
motorcycle clubs, but from her attire, I presume she’s what
they would refer to as a club whore. Not that I’d ever judge
another person’s choices, because I sure as heck won’t, but I
know for myself I could never live that kind of life. I want one
man, preferably for the rest of my days, as many kids as he’ll
give me, and maybe a few pets.

“How’s it looking now?” Glacier suddenly asks, drawing my
attention away from my thoughts and to him.



I look at my phone and groan. “They’ve gone up again,” I
quietly state. “I really hope they find her soon.”

Before he can answer, the door opens, and four men walk in
who draw the attention of the rest of the club members who
are hanging around like Hammer instructed.

“Glacier, you haven’t unloaded those helmets yet?” one of the
men questions, his focus on the biker sitting close to me.

“Fuck off, Atlas,” Glacier grumbles. “Got bigger issues right
now.”

“Yeah, we heard. Any news yet?” the man he called Atlas
asks.

“They’ve got a search party out now,” Glacier replies. “I guess
we could unload the stuff while we wait for them to get back.”

“Naw, we’ll have a prospect do it,” Glock retorts. “That’s what
they’re here for, to do the shit stuff.”

“Let me get my bike off,” Glacier says, “then they can have at
it.”

I watch as he heads toward the men, they do that weird man-
hug shit, then they walk out the door, several other guys
following closely behind. I want to fan my face because
despite the seriousness of the situation, Glacier is making me
feel things I’ve never had happen to me before.

Regardless of the fact we’ve barely spoken, I can see a future
with him, which is absolutely absurd to me. Granted, Honor
has extolled his virtues to me for years, but until today, we’ve
always missed out on meeting each other when he makes a trip
up to see her. Hell, he lives in a completely different state,
while I’m settled here with a job, an apartment, and a
relatively good life. Of course, the day I finally do meet him,
I’m bruised up from my run-in with the deer and dressed like a
vagrant. Sigh. Such is my damn luck.

Okay, so the local dating pool sucks. Most of the men I’ve
been out with are just looking to get into my panties,
something I’m unwilling to do. It’s one of the things Honor
and I initially had in common when we first met; we were both
virgins. She, of course, has eliminated her V-card after a night



with Savage, the man she wants with everything in her. He’s
being a douche, though, and won’t fight for what’s right in
front of him. Maybe all of that will change once they find and
rescue her. Providing her health crisis doesn’t kill her, that is.
Shaking my head at my macabre thoughts, I wait for the men
to return, worry for my best friend keeping me from focusing
on any one thing.

Once again, I’m surrounded by bikers, but this time, they’re
from Glacier’s club, Poseidon’s Warriors MC. Glacier’s now
wearing his cut, which he must’ve put on when he got his bike
off the truck. They seem like nice enough guys, and I’ve ooo’d
and ahh’d over pictures of some of the cutest kids I’ve ever
seen. Still, I’m a bit cautious simply because in my mind,
there’s no way someone like me would fit into their world.
Just from what they’ve shared, their women are forces to be
reckoned with, while I’m just me. A nerdy homebody who
derives enjoyment from the simpler things in life.

Which is a crying shame because the more I’m around Glacier,
the more I like him. He’s quiet but watchful, and that’s
something I find myself enjoying. He’s not constantly trying to
fill in the silence with small talk, unlike most of the men I’ve
dated in the past. I don’t need a man who’s the life of the party
if I’m truly honest. I need one who is committed to me as well
as our relationship.

“So, what do you do for a living?” Poseidon asks during a lull
in the conversation.

“I’m a special education teacher,” I reply, nervously twisting
my hands in my lap.

“You help kids who struggle in school or something?” Atlas
questions.

“In a nutshell, that’s a good way to put it. I specialize in
teaching children with physical, mental, emotional, or learning
disabilities. My team and I develop teaching plans specific to
each child’s individual needs, working with their parents and



other staff, so that the student is able to achieve important
learning milestones,” I reply. Then, because I’m nervous, I
giggle a bit before continuing. “I mean, that kind of sounds
like a rote response, but it’s actually not. My current student
load is only five children, but each kid has a different teaching
plan based on their challenges, so even though the average
classroom has between twenty and thirty kids, my five keep
me on my toes just as well as a ‘full’ class would.”

“That would’ve been great to have when I was a kid,” Glacier
quietly remarks.

“What do you mean?” I ask him. His face turns ruddy, and I
realize I’ve embarrassed him. Reaching over, I lightly touch
his arm and quietly say, “It’s okay, you don’t have to tell me if
you don’t want to.”

He looks to his club brothers before nodding slightly. “No, it’s
okay. I’ve never gotten the actual testing, but I’m on the
spectrum, but until one of my foster parents followed up with
something I was told as a kid and mentioned it to the school,
then one of my teachers figured it out in seventh or eighth
grade, school was hell for me. Not because I couldn’t learn,
it’s just that if it didn’t interest me, I didn’t care. Drove my
teachers absolutely nuts. Art, math, science, they all came easy
as hell to me. English, social sciences? Not so much.”

“I get it. Kids on the spectrum, depending on where they fall,
have varying challenges. Most who have a milder form, which
it sounds like you’ve got, are highly intelligent, but tend to get
hyper focused on things that intrigue or interest them. They
also can have sensory issues, tend to miss social cues so are
often bullied for being ‘awkward’ or ‘weird’,” I tell the group,
who are avidly listening to me right now. I’m not one for being
in the spotlight, so I can feel my face flushing at the attention
they’re all paying me. Well, except for Glacier, who hasn’t
raised his head since Poseidon asked what I did for a living.

“Yeah, sounds about right,” he mutters, looking at his hands.

My heart goes out to him, wishing I could take the pain I can
tell he’s feeling away. Before I can say anything else, the door



bursts open and most of the men who left to search for Honor
come storming inside.

“We found her, she’s on the way to the hospital with Gunner
and Savage,” Hammer states once he’s closer.

“I want to see her,” I demand, standing to my full height.

Inside, I cringe when I realize I’m well over a foot shorter than
any of the men currently standing around, looking as though
they want to rip someone’s head off. However, in the scheme
of things, it’s irrelevant how tall or short I am; my girl needs
me and I’m gonna be there for her, plain and simple.

Hammer moves closer to me, eliciting a grumble from Glacier,
who gets so close to me, I can feel his body heat radiating
from him. He glances at Glacier, his brow raised and a smirk
on his lips before looking at me and saying, “It’s bad,
sweetheart. You may wanna wait until they call us.”

I’m already shaking my head. “Wrong answer. I’m going
whether or not I have to walk up there. She’s my best friend, I
need to be there.” Seeing he’s about to refuse, I add, “Please?
Regardless of what happened to her, it doesn’t matter to me at
all. But she’s bound to be scared when she wakes up and I
want to be there for her. She’d do it for me, Hammer.”
Turning, I look at Glacier and can see the rage pouring off
him. “Hammer? Please?” I plead, looking back at him as
Glacier’s hand tightens on my arm. I’ll probably have bruises
but right now, I know he’s trying to keep from losing his shit,
so it’s a small price to pay.

Glacier’s hand on my arm has me turning to him. “How about
this, I’ll take you up there so you can see her and ease your
mind,” he says, peering down at me.

“Okay. Um, can you take me by our apartment first? I need to
change, and I’d like to get some of her things she’s going to
need.”

He nods and I let out the breath I was holding before tuning in
to what Hammer is now saying.

“I know you guys don’t know the area all that well, but would
appreciate it if the three of you rode with my guys so we can



track those fuckers down,” he growls out. At their looks, he
continues. “It was bad. Worse than I imagined. Not sure how
she’s going to come back from what they’ve done to her.”

Fuck. Knowing Honor the way that I do, I suspect this will
devastate her. She won’t want everyone knowing what
happened, and since the people who snatched her appear to
have a particular reputation, each of these men she calls family
is going to know what was done to her, including Savage. My
heart sinks, but I mentally shake off my doom and gloom
thoughts. Whatever she needs me to do so she comes back to
herself, I’ll be there for her.

Every step of the way.

“You ready?” Glacier asks, lightly touching my arm again.

“Yes.”



CHAPTER TEN

GLACIER

SINCE I HAD THE BOX TRUCK AND MY BIKE, WHICH ISN’T SET

up for a passenger, Hammer handed me a set of keys to his
truck, while my brothers followed him and his brothers out to
find the motherfuckers who hurt my cousin. I don’t have any
illusions that we’ll be able to ‘help’ them take care of
business, so I need to let Gunner know to take a few shots on
my behalf in case they choose to handle it ‘in house’ without
us in attendance. I just hope like hell when they catch up to
them, they make it hurt ten times worse than whatever Honor
endured.

After Delaney gave me their address, she started looking out
the window, leaving me to my own tortuous thoughts, which
immediately go back to my junior year in high school and
Bethany Jayne Northrup.

“Oh, Asa, you look so handsome today,” she purred, walking
up to where I was standing at my locker to grab my book for
English. Glancing down at myself, I smirk. Since when are
jeans, cowboy boots, and a flannel shirt the height of fashion?
Honor passes by me and raises her brow, causing me to shrug.
I don’t know what game Bethany is playing, but she’s good at
them and I refuse to get caught in her snare.
“Just my normal clothes,” I replied, slamming my locker
closed. “Whatcha need, Bethany? Won’t Derek get mad at you
for talking to another guy?”



Her boyfriend, Derek Appleby, has been one of my worst
tormentors for years, so if he were to find us talking, even
innocently, I’m concerned I’ll earn another suspension for
fighting.
“We broke up last week, Asa. Figured you would have heard,”
she replied, smiling at me while placing her hand on my arm
and lightly squeezing.
“Nope, been busy,” I retorted.
“Are you going to the dance next month?” she asked, batting
her false eyelashes at me.
“Hadn’t really decided,” I said. If I did go, it would be with
Honor since she was my best friend. I didn’t really date
because I was awkward as hell around other people,
especially girls.
“I’d uh… I’d love it if you’d take me,” she stated, biting her
pouty lip.
Bethany was a beautiful girl, but she knew it. Long blonde
hair, banging hot body with perky tits, tanned skin, and legs
that I had fantasized about being wrapped around my waist as
I fucked her hard. She was also way out of my league because
no one wanted to be seen with ‘the freak’ as I was called.
Couldn’t blame them; I got tongue-tied when I was nervous,
hadn’t quite filled into my size fourteen shoe so I was gawky as
hell, and since I didn’t play sports, I wasn’t stacked with
muscles.
“You would?” I questioned, shocked.
“Yes, I’ve always had a secret crush on you,” she replied,
smiling up at me.
My heart started beating fast and I could feel a bead of sweat
roll down my back as I thought about what this could mean for
me.
No more being ostracized.
No more being bullied.



Instead, I’d be the envy of every guy in the school if she were
on my arm.
“Then I’ll take you,” I advised.

For the next three weeks, I was in seventh heaven. Bethany
hung on me when we walked around school, and was generous
with her kisses and touches, although she only let me go so far.
However, her promise of a ‘night I’d never forget’ every time
we discussed the dance had me positive that I’d be sliding into
that hot, tight body.
Whenever I wasn’t with her, I was doing odd jobs in order to
buy her corsage and rent myself a tux complete with a vest that
matched the color of her dress. Long hours were spent in my
bed, my cock in hand as I thought of all the ways I’d fuck her
that night. I had already reserved a hotel room for that night,
and while Honor was positive there was something nefarious
going on, she agreed to cover for the fact I was going to be
gone from our foster home all night long.

After getting copies of the room key early, I handed one off to
Bethany because she said she had to run by her house to get a
few things. She asked that I get a bottle of champagne so we
could celebrate properly, then told me she’d meet me there.
Anxious because it had taken me longer to obtain the alcohol
than I thought it would, I flashed my key card against the door
and stepped inside.
Only to be met with Bethany and Derek, naked in the room I
rented, fucking. When she spotted me, she started laughing,
the sound sending shockwaves through my system.
“Did you really think I would fuck you?” she sneered. “You’re
nothing but a freak, Asa, and everyone knows it. But we
needed a room for the night, and you fell right into our plans.”



“But… but… you kissed me!” I exclaimed.
“Kisses mean nothing,” she retorted.
“Now scat, freak,” Derek instructed. “We’re going to be busy
the rest of the night. Oh, and leave the booze on your way out.
Appreciate you hooking us up.”
I left the bottle he requested. Shattered against the wall.
And as I walked away, I vowed no woman would ever capture
my heart again.

“You’re awfully quiet over there,” Delaney says, pulling me
from the past. “Thank you for bringing me with you. Oh, turn
here, that’s the entrance we use to get to our place.”

I follow her directions and we’re soon pulling into a parking
spot. Once I park, I get out and help her down since Hammer’s
truck is jacked up and she’s so short, I’m afraid she’ll hurt
herself trying to jump down. When she unlocks their door, I
place my hand on her arm and state, “Let me check it out first,
okay?”

Pulling my gun from its holster at my back, I carefully check
out their apartment. Assured that all is okay, I hurry to the
door and motion her inside. She smiles and states, “Help
yourself to something to drink. I won’t take too long, but I
definitely want to clean myself up and change out of my
horrorfest outfit.”

I smirk at her because as far as I’m concerned, outside of the
dried blood on her shirt and the bruises now covering her face
and arms, she looks fine. But chicks are strange and feel they
have to be ready to stroll down a runway or some shit, so I
settle on the couch and grab the remote. “Take your time.”

After finding a mindless show on, I scroll through my phone
while I wait. A blood-curdling scream has me on my feet, gun
in hand while rushing into the bathroom to see Delaney, wet
from a shower, standing naked on the toilet lid.



“S-s-s-pider,” she shakily says, pointing toward the corner of
the shower.

Turning to see this spider and confident it’ll end up being no
bigger than a pinhead, I nearly screech myself when I see the
biggest, hairiest motherfucking spider sitting up in the corner.

“Jesus, fuck, damn,” I sputter, “what the fuck is that thing?”

“I-I-think it’s our neighbor’s pet.”

“Pets wear leashes, collars, stupid sparkly shit, hell, they even
wear costumes and clothes these days. They don’t have eight
legs, a shit ton of eyes, or fangs,” I retort, grabbing her and
making a run for it.

Do I notice she fits in my arms as though she’s made for me?

Yes, yes, I do.

Do I stop and consider the ramifications for what I’m
considering?

No, no I do not.



CHAPTER ELEVEN

DELANEY

I HAD EVERYTHING TOGETHER FOR HONOR WHEN I DECIDED TO

take a quick shower. This morning’s ‘adventure’ with the deer
then sitting for hours in blood-crusted clothing had me feeling
icky. Seeing Bart’s ‘pet’ staring at me gave me a heart attack
and now I find myself in my room, held in the very capable
arms of Glacier.

My heart is pounding as I look at him, until I see the pulse in
his neck pounding, and realize he’s likely feeling the same or
similar emotions. “I’m too heavy, you should put me down,” I
tell him, very aware of the fact that I’m naked, my nipples are
distended since I’m pressed against his chest, and there’s a
throbbing between my legs that has me blushing.

“You’re not too heavy, but I will so you can get dressed.”

Disappointment wars inside when after he puts me down, he
steps back from me and heads to the door.

“You don’t have to leave,” I whisper, unsure where my
bravery is coming from. I know I have a sassy side, but when
it comes to something I promised I would wait to give away,
the fact I’m considering it with someone I literally just met a
few hours earlier is shocking to me.

Turning back to face me, he says, “As much as I want to, and
believe me, I definitely do, you’re not the kind of woman who
deserves to be fucked and tossed aside, and I can’t promise
anything beyond that, Delaney. You heard me earlier. I’m a
freak, a weirdo. I have sensory issues, I like things a certain



way, and I fixate on shit that interests me. You can do far
better.”

“Did I say I wanted the white picket fence and a ring? No, I
didn’t. How do you know I would want more than to scratch
an itch?”

You know you do, my brain whispers.

“Because looking around your room, I see someone who has
created a sanctuary of sorts. All of this,” he replies, waving his
hand around, “reflects who you are, and that’s not a
hangaround or a club girl. You’re ol’ lady material, and I’ve
never wanted one of those.”

As he speaks, I watch his mannerisms and body language. I
can see he’s physically attracted to me if the bulge in his pants
is any indication. I also note that while he’s saying one thing,
his expression is a mixture of hope and fear. He does want
more than just a casual fuck, but someone or something has
hurt him in the past and he doesn’t think he deserves more.

Sighing, I nod. “We don’t really have time now, anyhow, but
I’d like the opportunity to revisit this once I’m sure Honor is
going to be okay.”

“Get dressed, pixie. I’ll be waiting. Oh, and definitely call
your neighbor about that fucker in the bathroom, or I’ll shoot
it.”

I can’t help my giggles as I pull out some clean clothes and
quickly dress. Braiding my hair, I make sure I’ve got
everything I need before I snag the bag I dropped in front of
Honor’s door and head back into the living room. Once we’re
back in Hammer’s truck on the way to the hospital, I text Bart,
who sends back a bunch of laughing emojis.

The asshole.

“Oh, Honor,” I cry, tears pouring down my face as I look down
at her small form in the hospital bed. “I’m so sorry I didn’t
know sooner what was happening.”



She doesn’t answer, as she was sedated while they examined
her then worked to clean her up and take care of her injuries.
Yet, I know she’s in a bad way, and guilt courses through me.
If I hadn’t fallen asleep while grading papers, would I have
seen the app sooner? Could I have prevented this somehow?

Glacier’s arm wraps around my shoulder and I feel a soft kiss
against my temple. “Pixie, why don’t you run and grab us
something to eat?” he quietly asks. “Looks like we’re going to
be here for a while.”

“Okay. But just to say, hospital food sucks.”

“I’ll call into the diner and order us some specials,” Gunner
replies. “That work?”

“Okay,” I murmur, my eyes never leaving my best friend’s
bruised and battered face.

I see a flash of green and realize Glacier’s handing me some
money. “I can pay for it,” I protest.

His brow raises as he shakes his head. “I’m paying. Don’t
worry about getting drinks, saw a vending machine on our way
up here.”

“Okay. I’ll be back shortly.”



CHAPTER TWELVE

GLACIER

WITH DELANEY GONE TO PICK UP THE FOOD, IT’S JUST ME,
Gunner, and Savage, watching Honor as she sleeps while we
wait for her to wake up.

Her list of physical injuries is rather extensive; a broken arm,
several cracked ribs, lacerations that required stitches, bruises
all over, a concussion, and trauma to her genital area. She’s on
mega doses of antibiotics, they’ve given her something to
combat against sexually transmitted illnesses as well as
pregnancy, and her arm has been casted. If the situation wasn’t
so fucked up, I’d smile because it’s purple, her favorite color.
Well, it was when we were kids, anyhow. She may have grown
out of it for all I know. Still, seeing her lying so still, so
broken, has me equal parts angry and upset.

No woman should ever be brutalized in any fashion, and from
the little I’ve gleaned from Gunner and his brothers, what they
did to Honor is typical behavior for them. Men like that aren’t
even men in my book; they’re fucking sickos. Hell, most of
society thinks I’m a freak and strange, but I’d never in a
million years even consider treating a woman so horribly.

I know the minute she wakes up and realizes she’s not alone,
but don’t I say anything, just observe, which is my norm.
When I see the tears flowing freely down her face, my heart
clenches. We might have rescued her but while the physical
injuries will heal, I’m worried about the mental damage that
may remain.



“What are you doing here?” she asks, finally looking at me.
She doesn’t maintain eye contact for long; just glances at me
then looks over my shoulder. She’s holding herself taut, and I
don’t know if it’s from the pain she’s undoubtedly in, or she’s
trying to keep the memories at bay.

“Came to see you,” I reply. I don’t remind her that she knew I
was coming up to South Carolina and had planned to take her
and her roommate out to dinner.

“When do you go back?” she asks, her tone sounding almost
desperate.

“Depends.” I shrug before glancing at the other two men in the
room before looking back at Honor. I don’t want to leave
before I know she’s going to be okay, but I also know I can’t
stay up here forever; I’ve got a job and responsibilities to my
club and brothers. “Why?”

“Can I come live with you?” she blurts out, a sob falling free.

I know she’s hurting but seeing the devastation on Gunner’s
and Savage’s face has me hesitating. But it was her and I
against the world for years until we were free from the system,
and I promised her as kids I’d always have her back.

“Honor,” Gunner rasps out.

I look at the other two men in the room before bringing my
gaze back to her. “If that’s what you need right now, then yeah,
you can come back with me,” I reply. “Whatever you have to
have, Honor, you just have to ask.”



CHAPTER THIRTEEN

DELANEY

AS I APPROACH THE DOOR WITH BAGS OF FOOD IN MY ARMS, I
hear Honor asking Glacier if she can come live with him. “Not
without me, heifer!” I declare, practically dropping the bags
inside the door and rushing to her side.

“What do you mean, not without you?” she asks me.

“I’m not about to lose my best friend. If you go, I’m going
with you.”

Before she can respond, Dr. Michaels walks in and the air in
the room changes. “It’s good to see you awake. How are you
feeling?” she asks Honor.

“I feel like I’ve been hit by a Mack truck several times.”

“I’m sure that’s a good way to explain it all things
considering,” Dr. Michaels replies, before looking at the rest
of us. “Would you all mind stepping out for a moment so I
may have a word in private with my patient?”

While none of us want to leave, if the tension in the room is
any indication, eventually, the four of us are in the hallway
with the door closed. As I wait for the doctor to finish with
Honor, I start thinking about everything I’m going to have to
do in order to go with her. It might mean my job, but because
of the varying certifications I’ve added to my degree, I’m
pretty sure I can substitute teach at least. I know I can take a
leave of absence and use the sick and vacation time I’ve
accumulated to cover me financially. Plus, even though I’m no
longer in contact with my family, I did receive an inheritance



from my maternal grandparents that’s just been collecting
interest.

The bottom line is, I’m going. I’m sure a psychologist would
tell me my guilt over the situation is driving my decision, but
it’s more than that. Honor saved me in so many ways I can’t
not be there to help her through this nightmare she’s
experiencing. Because she only had one night with Savage, so
while she’s no longer a virgin, she was raped and that’s going
to fuck with her head.

By the time the doctor leaves, I have a list running in my head
of everything I need to take care of before we can go.

It takes a week for me to pack up the things we’ll need in
Georgia, which works out since Honor developed a fever from
an infection, so she ended up being in the hospital a few days
longer than originally planned. We’ll have connecting suites at
their clubhouse, which is an old boarding school, so I’ll be
available to check on her. As I lug a cooler full of drinks down
to my car, Asa is suddenly there taking it from me.

“I’ve got it, where do you want me to put it?” he asks.

Since my car was totaled because of the deer, I’m currently
driving a rental car while my insurance company works on
getting me a value. Once I’m in Georgia, I plan to turn the
rental car in as Asa said there are plenty of vehicles I can
borrow while I’m there. Right now, I’m driving a mid-size
SUV, which I kind of like, because the seats go down, giving
me more room.

“Can you put it in the middle behind the driver and passenger
seats? That way, Honor can reach back and grab our drinks
without any problem,” I reply.

“Definitely.”

Without another word, he walks away, so I go through our
apartment one more time to make sure I’ve got everything we
could possibly need. Gunner’s ol’ lady came by with some of



the other women and they took all our perishable items back to
the clubhouse. The non-perishable foods are going to be
donated to the local food bank, since we don’t know how long
we’ll be gone. Gunner told Honor he would cover our rent
while we’re gone, so that’s one less worry. I mean, we argued
with him about it, but he told us both, in no uncertain terms,
that it was the least he could do considering the circumstances.

Honor still isn’t talking all that much, which I hope changes
once she feels safe again. Although, I’m not sure she ever truly
will, especially since what happened occurred at her job. Still,
the hospital has been good to her as well. She’s on an extended
leave of absence, and because it happened on hospital grounds,
Human Resources did something so she’s still going to get a
paycheck, and her insurance will continue as well.

My job was understanding as well. Hopefully, I can find a
substitute position while I’m in Georgia, but it really depends
on Honor and how she’s doing. She’s my priority right now,
even though the more I’m around Asa, the more I’m glad we’ll
be around him all the time. Apparently, he lives in the
clubhouse as well, so I’m hoping that we can get to know each
other a little better.

Time will tell, I guess. Walking over to where Honor is just
sitting on the couch staring into space, I clear my throat then
ask, “Are you ready, wench?”

Despite the fact I announced my presence, she still jumps, and
I feel guilt flow through me once again. What am I talking
about? It’s been there constantly since this whole thing
happened. Each pump of my heart makes me wonder what I
could’ve done differently. Every cry she makes in the middle
of the night that has me rushing to her side causes me to curse
the fact I fell asleep that fateful evening.

She smiles at me, but it doesn’t come close to reaching her
eyes, which are dead looking, and nods. “Just have to get my
purse. Asa already carried my other things down to the car.”

Trying to make her smile, I state, “Maybe we’ll actually be
able to stop at Buc-ee’s!”



“That would be nice.” Her voice is flat; no emotion can be
heard at all.

“Well, I’m gonna pee really quick then I’ll be ready,” I tell her
before I walk toward the bathroom.

Once inside, I silently cry for my best friend. I don’t know
how to reach her, what to do so she knows that inside where it
counts, she’s still the same person she always was, that
nothing those bastards did to her was on her at all. Yet, when I
tell her we’ll find a counselor, I’ll be happy to go with her,
we’ll do whatever it takes so she can heal, she merely nods.

After finishing, I scrub my face to wash the evidence of my
tears away, although if I’m being truthful, she won’t notice.
Not because she’s selfish since she’s the most giving, kind,
loving person I know, but because of the fact she’s so
withdrawn, she’s unobservant right now.

I gather my own purse and look round one last time, seeing
that Honor is apparently already down at the car. With a small
sigh, I open the door, walk through then lock it behind me. I’m
grateful that Gunner will keep an eye on our place; we’ve
made it into a homey sanctuary, and I want it to stay the same
until we’re back under its roof once again.

As I reach my car and maneuver to the driver’s side, I see Asa
glance up from where he was leaning on the passenger side
window talking to Honor. His brows furrow, he hits the
window then practically stalks to where I’m standing.

Despite his harsh movements, his hand is gentle when it cups
my chin, and he lifts my face so he can look at me. “What’s
wrong, Pixie?” he growls out. “Why were you crying?” He
keeps his voice low so Honor doesn’t overhear; but again,
she’s so lost in her own little world, she doesn’t notice.

“It’s nothing, Asa. Just got overwhelmed for a few minutes is
all. What if we can’t reach her? She’s so closed off, it’s scary.”

“We’ll break through, I promise,” he asserts. “Patsy, Atlas’ ol’
lady, has been where she is now and thanks to a great
therapist, plus Atlas and her service dog, she’s managed to
find healing. I’m sure it still bothers her, but she’s got a good



support system, and so does Honor. We’ll be there for her, and
I know when she’s ready, her brother will be as well.”

“What about Savage?” I ask. “He seemed torn up by what
happened.”

“I suspect that brother has been kicking his own ass ever since
we found out she was taken. The thing is, even if she had been
with him, that’s no guarantee that those fuckers woulda left her
alone from what I was able to understand. Seems they’re
related to Avery and do whatever they can to fuck with her
peace or some shit.”

“Barbaric assholes.”

“You got that right, babe. Now, let’s hit the road. I thought
we’d stop at Buc-ee’s, see if that gets any kind of reaction
outta her.”

I grin because I’ve never been to one yet, and I’m excited to
see the convenience store on steroids that everyone seems
overwhelmed by. “Right behind you.”

“Yeah, about that. Poseidon and Trident will be in front of me,
then you’ll be behind me, with Atlas and Brooks at the rear of
our little caravan.”

“Oh, okay. Why? Are we in danger?” I question, glancing
around.

“No, not really. They just want to make sure we’re covered.”

I shrug, not really understanding their ways as he opens my
car door for me. “Thanks, Asa.”

“Not a problem, Pixie.”



CHAPTER FOURTEEN

GLACIER

SURPRISINGLY, DESPITE ALL THE EXTRA PEOPLE WE HAVE IN

our little caravan, the trip is relatively smooth. We stopped
about two hours into the trip for something to eat and to
stretch, and I got to see a little more of how Delaney is around
others. She asked the brothers about their ol’ ladies and kids,
as well as about the club businesses, and seemed genuinely
interested.

We’re now back on the road and Poseidon has signaled that
he’s turning onto the ramp to take us to Buc-ee’s. I hope this’ll
break through Honor’s wall; she was present at breakfast, but
not really. Even Delaney’s reminder to check her pump was
met with a blank stare. Part of me wishes I could just shake
her and pull her out of this shit, but another part recognizes
that she’s broken, shattered into a million pieces.

I just hope we have the glue needed to put her back together
again. Failing is not an option; Honor saved my ass so many
times when we were kids, I owe it to her to give it my best
shot. I just worry because I’m not good with words as a rule.
Of course, Honor knows how I am so there’s that to consider
as well.

Delaney is turning into a beautiful distraction for me. I’m
definitely intrigued and wish I were different so I could pursue
something with her, but then I think of my high school shame
and realize I know nothing about relationships.



As I pull over to the pumps, I see everyone else doing the
same. Getting out, I start filling the truck, then walk over to
Delaney’s car. “Go inside, I got this,” I tell her.

“Are you sure? I’ve been pumping my own gas for a long time
now,” she replies.

“As long as I’m around, you don’t have to do that,” I state.
“Now, you and Honor go indulge your love for all things Buc-
ee,” I tease.

Which shocks the shit out of me. I don’t tease. I don’t joke. I
keep things simple and to the point. But for her, I’m willing to
try. When she grins at me, pulls her purse from the car and
manages to get Honor out as well, I smirk at her.

Our short trip to Buc-ee’s added nearly an hour onto our trip
because they got lost in the merchandise section. By lost, I
mean that by the time we went inside, hit the head, then started
looking for them, they had two carts overflowing with beaver
items. While Atlas laughed his ass off, Trident added to it with
things for his girls, which then had Poseidon, Brooks, and
Atlas looking around as well.

Sighing, I can’t help the chuckle that escapes when I think
about how full the back of the box truck now is, considering
that at the checkout, there was a brief discussion about what
belonged to who until Poseidon finally tossed his credit card
down and paid for all of it, despite Delaney’s protests.

She doesn’t realize it yet, but when she’s with any one of us,
she won’t pay a damn thing. Ever. And it’s not because we’re
a bunch of cavemen who think a woman is beneath us; it’s one
of the many ways we show them we care.

I yawn loudly as the road moves beneath me, knowing I’ll be
sore when we finally get home. The box truck is comfortable
enough for a cage, I guess, but the suspension isn’t as good as
my girl’s is, so my ass has felt every bounce and dip in the
road.



“Just a little further, Glace, you got this,” I mutter to myself, as
I see Poseidon signal for our exit. I’m eager to reach the
clubhouse, get the prospects to unload the girls’ shit, then hit
my shower before I crash on my bed. Ever since Honor was
taken, the stress has been ever-present, and while I know
we’ve got a long way to go where she’s concerned, I feel as
though we’re in the home stretch.

If only I had known how wrong I was.



CHAPTER FIFTEEN

DELANEY

“HONOR, I GOT DR. WILLIAMS’ NUMBER FROM PATSY,” I SAY,
walking into her bedroom.

We’ve been here a month and yesterday, Patsy and Roane
caught her right after she had taken a bunch of pills in an
attempt to overdose. Thankfully, Trident was able to reverse it
all, and after a night spent puking her guts out, he deemed she
was out of the woods.

However, she promised she’d start seeing a counselor after I
threatened to call Gunner. To make sure she does, Asa and I
plan to alternate taking her and picking her up. Hopefully, the
counselor, who Patsy highly recommends, can break through
because nothing any one of us has said to her has made the
slightest impact at all.

“Okay, thanks,” she murmurs, not quite meeting my eyes.

“Want me to call for you?” I ask.

“No, I’ll do it,” she replies, holding her hand out for the slip of
paper I wrote the number on.

“Okay, let me know when your appointment is, and I’ll take
you.”

“Thanks, Delaney,” she whispers.

“You’re welcome, Honor.”

I walk back into my room, the guilt still hanging around me
like a shroud. I missed those signs as well. I mean, she kept



the drinking somewhat hidden, only having one or two when
we were hanging out downstairs in the common area. What I
didn’t know was she had gotten her hands on several bottles
since the bar is easily accessible, and she was drinking herself
into a stupor most nights.

Those were the ones I didn’t wake up to her screaming, lost in
the thralls of a nightmare. Stupid me thought she was coming
to terms with shit, but how could she when she refused to talk
to anyone about what happened? She’d spend hours in the
bathroom, scrubbing herself until she was nearly raw, until I
threatened to stay in there with her, so she didn’t hurt herself.

Most nights, though, I end up in her bed, holding her as she
cries, which breaks my heart into a million pieces. While I
mull over how I can help her, I finish getting dressed so I can
head down for breakfast.

Walking into the kitchen, I hear Roane ask, “Are you going to
see Dr. Williams today?”

“Yes, it’s this afternoon,” Honor says, taking a sip of her
coffee.

“That’s good.” This comes from Patsy. “Is Delaney taking
you?”

“Yes, I am,” I reply, walking over to the refrigerator to grab a
cold diet soda. She was obviously able to get in to see the
counselor today, which is great news because I’m at my wits
end at this point, and I feel as though Asa is too.

We sit and eat breakfast; the conversation light and I marvel
over the women who make up this club. They’re all kind and
loving, with backbones of steel. Perfect matches for the men,
that’s for damn sure! My mind meanders to Asa and how his
presence affects me. I’ve tried to let him know I’d like to
revisit the discussion we started well over a month ago, but he
shies away from it and even me.

“You’re awfully quiet, Delaney, you okay?” Patsy questions.

“Just thinking is all,” I reply. “Nothing earth-shattering.”

“It’s Glacier, isn’t it?” Roane asks.



“What? What do you mean?”

“We’ve noticed how he watches you when he thinks no one is
paying any attention to him,” Patsy advises. “He’s got it bad,
girl.”

“No, he doesn’t,” I protest. “If he did, he wouldn’t avoid me
the way he does.”

“I think, and this is just me, of course, that something
happened to him when he was younger,” Patsy says. “He
probably thinks he’s not good enough or some shit like that.”

“Something did,” Honor whispers, shocking the three of us.
She usually doesn’t engage unless she’s spoken to directly, so
her breaking into the conversation is hopefully a good sign.

“It did?” I reply, my heart breaking for a younger Asa. I know
he’s developed some great coping abilities to deal with his
autism so others don’t notice, but I suspect when he was
younger that he wasn’t as adept.

“Some bitch used him, played up to him like she was head
over heels for him, only to break him when he showed up and
she was in the hotel room fucking her so-called ex,” Honor
bitterly retorts. “He wouldn’t let me beat her ass, either, the
fucking twat.”

“So, he’s never been in another relationship?” I ask.

“Nope,” she replies, popping the ‘p’ like a teenager. I shake
my head because she knows it drives me nuts, but seeing some
‘normal’ behaviors from her has me internally smiling. Maybe
Honor’s coming back to us after all. “He just fucks and dumps.
I was hoping that him meeting you would change that, but I
guess it hasn’t.”

“Oh, I think he’s noticed her,” Patsy teases. “He’s just not sure
he’s good enough, or whatever bullshit excuse he’s got
running through his mind. It’ll be up to you to make the first
moves, Delaney.”

“Me?” I squeak out. “You’re talking to a card-carrying virgin
here! I have no clue how to make a move on someone.”



Now I’m morosely studying my hands as Patsy and Roane
offer up ideas for me to make Asa realize I’d like a shot with
him. Half of their suggestions are so crazy, I’d never have the
guts. Finally, I put my hand up.

“What on earth? Why are you raising your hand?” Roane asks.

“So I can get a word in edgewise?” I retort. “Listen, when
Honor was um… in the hospital, he took me back by our
apartment so I could get some clothes and such for her.
Anyhow, I was covered in blood from my airbags after hitting
a deer, so once I had her stuff packed, I jumped into the
shower only to realize that my neighbor’s pet tarantula had
somehow gotten loose and into our apartment because he was
up in the corner of the stall, staring at me. I screamed, Asa
came in with his gun in his hands looking for the threat, then
when he realized I wasn’t talking about a teensy tiny one, he
grabbed me up and carried me to my room. Y’all, I was naked
and when I let him know I was interested, he gave me a whole
song and dance about why it wouldn’t be a good idea. I told
him we’d revisit the discussion, because I thought I was
getting the vibe that he was interested. Only, he hasn’t been
alone around me since we got here. I think y’all are wrong,
he’s not interested, so it’s better not to pursue something that’ll
go nowhere fast. Plus, that’s not why I’m here.”

“You’re still allowed to have a life,” Honor quietly says.

“I have a life, Honor, and right now, my focus is helping you
heal,” I reply.

“You can do both, Dee,” she insists.

“Actually, it makes no sense to start something when we live
in South Carolina,” I tell her. “I don’t want to do a long-
distance relationship, Honor. I want to be able to call or send a
text at the spur of the moment for us to meet up for lunch or
dinner, that kind of thing. An eight hour plus drive isn’t
conducive to spontaneity.”

My heart sinks because being totally honest with myself, Asa’s
the first man I’ve ever met that would make me consider
something so extreme. Why he won’t discuss what happened
in the apartment with me is beyond my understanding. I just



know when he’s nearby, my heart rate accelerates, my palms
get sweaty, and my panties dampen almost uncomfortably. Not
that I share that information with my bestie and the ol’ ladies.
Nope, my lips are definitely remaining sealed on this one.

“Well, anything can happen, and we do have schools here,”
Patsy chimes in. “Now, what time is your appointment?”

“It’s at one o’clock,” Honor says.

Glancing at my phone, I see we have a few hours before we
have to leave. “Then I’m going to do some laundry and make
sure my resume prints correctly.” At Honor’s look I continue.
“I’m going to drop it off at the elementary school so I can be
considered for substitute teaching.”

“Oh, that’s good,” she says. Again, no real emotion in her
voice and her face is devoid of a smile.

“Yeah, I figured it would keep me busy when you’re doing
therapy.”

“Plus, there’s enough of us to get you back and forth, Honor, if
she’s called in to substitute,” Roane adds.

“Meet you out front in an hour?” I ask as I pull up in front of a
low, nicely landscaped brick building that looks more like a
house than a doctor’s office. Glacier is following behind me
on his bike, giving us privacy, I guess. Or maybe he doesn’t
want to be alone with me. Who knows?

“Yeah, I’ll just sit right over there on that bench,” she says,
pointing to where there’s a bench beneath two trees.

“Okay. Maybe after, if you feel like it, we can grab something
to eat? We haven’t done that in a while.”

“Sounds good to me. Thanks, Dee, for bringing me.”

“Anytime, wench. You should know that by now.”

Her voice is barely above a whisper as she gets out of my car,
but I still hear her when she says, “I do.”



Glacier’s at my window by the time she walks through the
door. “I’ll follow you over to the school. Did you ask her
about getting something to eat?”

I nod, my voice temporarily gone when his scent wafts
through my senses. If I could bottle it, I’d be a rich woman;
it’s clean yet earthy, and makes me want to push my face into
his neck and breathe deeply. “She said that sounded good.”

He runs his hand across his face. “I hope this works. She
doesn’t seem to be getting any better and it gets harder every
week to hold Savage and Gunner back.”

“I can only imagine. They’re both rather… intense,” I tease.

“Not to me, and I totally get it because if I was in their
situation, I’d want to be with my woman, not hundreds of
miles away, waiting and worrying.”

“Well, they are to me and you’re right, I don’t think she is
getting better. She doesn’t really speak unless spoken to, and
her nightmares are getting worse. I thought she’d start to open
up more being here with you, but she hasn’t, Asa. I’m not sure
what to do!”

“We hope that therapy does the trick, and continue to be by her
side until she’s ready to talk.”

Sighing, I nod. “I guess you’re right. Okay, I need to run to the
school, but you don’t have to follow me. I’m sure you’ve got
things to do.”

“I do later but not right now. You got the address in your
GPS?” At my nod, he taps my door and turns. “I’ll follow
you.”

A man of few words. I find I like it more and more each
passing day. Now to get him to grasp that fact.



CHAPTER SIXTEEN

GLACIER

AS I FOLLOW DELANEY AND HONOR AFTER SHE PICKED HER UP

from the therapist’s office, my mind wanders to Honor and my
last conversation with her brother, Gunner. In typical fashion,
he insisted he and Savage come down to collect her and I had
to tell him she wasn’t ready. I didn’t spill the beans about her
trying to kill herself by overdosing. I promised I wouldn’t, and
I won’t, but if she tries something like that again, all bets will
be off. Like Delaney said, she seems to grow more and more
withdrawn each and every day. Even with Patsy and Roane
insinuating themselves into her life, she says and does the bare
minimum.

That’s not Honor, but since I’m not a chick and haven’t gone
through what she did, I don’t know if her actions are normal or
not. I just know that everything I’ve tried so far has fallen
short, and I’m at a loss about what to try next. As safe as she is
within the walls of our property, especially the clubhouse,
she’s always jumping at every single sound. A glimmer of an
idea emerges, and I decide to discuss it with Delaney when we
have a moment alone.

I snort out loud; since that time in her apartment when I
walked away with my dick as hard as a steel pike, I haven’t
allowed myself to be by myself with her. Why? Because
despite my overwhelming fear concerning relationships, with
her I want to try.

Which is absolutely insane since she’s only here temporarily.
How on earth can we build something with each other when



she’s eventually going to go home to South Carolina? It’s not
like I’m going to switch clubs, although I suspect Gunner
would sponsor me.

When Delaney signals to pull into the diner, I slow down and
follow behind her, eager to hear with my own ears how
Honor’s session went. I’ve told her I’m willing to go in with
her if she wants; whatever it takes, I’ll be there for her.
Poseidon understands and so does Atlas, which is good,
because we’re suddenly getting a shit ton of custom helmet
orders. Thankfully, we tell prospective customers that there is
no rushing the process and to expect at least a six-to-eight-
week turnaround once the order has been processed and the
design approved.

As I make my way back to my area of the shop, my mind is
whirling with some of the things Honor shared over lunch.
Other than saying the therapist will see her twice a week to
start, she said a whole lot of nothing.

And that’s concerning to me, because even though she’s been
quieter since the assault, she’s always had something to say.
But the blankness in her eyes, her overall lackluster
appearance, and the way she won’t meet anyone’s gaze has me
worried she’s going to try to check out again.

What if she tries and no one’s around this time to save her?
Worse yet, what if she is saved but causes herself irreparable
injury and ends up spending the rest of her life in a vegetative
state?

Part of me thinks I should call Gunner and fill him in, yet I
can’t bring myself to do it. It feels like I’d be betraying Honor
by doing so, and I’m positive that between me, Delaney, my
brothers and their ol’ ladies, as well as Dr. Williams, we can
break through to her. Make her understand that what
happened, while terrible, doesn’t define who she is as a
person, nor should it impact any future relationships she might
have.



Hell, as angry as Savage was about what happened, he wasn’t
put off by her becoming his ol’ lady even though she had been
gang raped. He was more upset about the fact that someone
dared to harm a woman who was under the protection of the
DRMC than anything. Because while she’s not his ol’ lady at
this point, she is Gunner’s sister and as such, should be off
limits. However, from what I was able to gather, Avery’s
siblings have no honor whatsoever and are willing to harm
anyone they can, regardless of whether or not they’re women
or children.

Sighing, I open up my laptop and pull down the first order.
Thirty minutes later, I’ve got the design traced and am
working on painting the outline when I hear footsteps coming
up behind me. Because of my issues, I know whoever is there
is walking louder than normal so I’ll know they’re coming.
Putting down the brush, I turn on my chair to see Atlas, his
dog by his side.

“What’s up, Brother?” I ask, grateful for the break.

I tend to get so involved in what I’m doing that I forget to eat
or drink, so his interruption is welcome.

“How did today go?” he asks.

I look at him and shrug. “Not really sure, Brother. She shared a
lot of nothing when we stopped to eat after her appointment.
Part of me wonders if she even went, y’know? Except I saw
her walk into the building before me and Delaney pulled
away.”

“I had a thought,” he says. At my look, he sneers then retorts,
“Okay, okay, it was Patsy who had the idea. Since you made it
clear that Honor has Type 1 diabetes so that the prospects cook
well-rounded meals for her, she started checking into
something. What do you think about me reaching out to Nick
to see if he’s got a dog that could help her with that? Maybe
one who can also be trained for protection? Ridley has really
helped Patsy with her PTSD, so if he was able to combine the
two, it might help her brother loosen the reins.”

I burst into laughter as I think about Gunner and how
overprotective he is when it comes to Honor. I suspect after



what happened, his solution will be to wrap her in cotton wool
then stick her somewhere that she’ll have constant supervision,
something she’ll hate with a passion.

“That could work. Do you think it’s possible, though? I’ll pay
for it, Brother,” I reply.

“They only accept donations from clubs, Glace,” he states.

“Then we better figure out what they need so I can send them
a fucking tractor trailer full,” I say, causing him to chuckle.

“We’ll all want in on that. You know how we all feel about
what happened to her.”

I nod, because my brothers have gone out of their way to make
sure they don’t do anything to startle her or intimidate her. The
ol’ ladies have taken both her and Delaney under their wings
as well. Most afternoons, they manage to get her down to the
inside pool and I’ve seen her smile a few times at the kids’
antics, especially Noah.

“Yeah, I do. I appreciate all that everyone’s done for both of
them.”

“It’s what we do. They’re family, Glacier. May not all be part
of this club, but we take care of those who we love,” he says.
“Alright, I’ll reach out. May take some time, because knowing
Nick, he’ll search for the absolute best dog for her.”

“Works for me. Don’t think we’re going anywhere for some
time.”

“At least until Savage and Gunner storm the proverbial gates.”



CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

DELANEY

“SHE’S NOT DOING MUCH BETTER,” I MURMUR TO GLACIER AS

we watch Honor go into the therapist’s building.

“No, I don’t think so either. Come on, I’ll take you to get some
breakfast before I head into work. You’re okay to pick her up,
right?”

“Yeah, I think we’re just going to go shopping. I got a call
yesterday afternoon and will be taking over for the elementary
school’s special ed teacher for the rest of the year since she’s
going out on maternity leave.”

“That’s great news, Pixie,” he says, grinning at me. “Okay, I’ll
follow you. Diner okay?”

“Works for me, Asa. Thank you.”

“Do you think this will work?” I ask Honor as she stands
beside me. “I mean, they’re elementary school kids, but it’s a
lot warmer here than at home.”

“It’s fine, Dee.”

I’m trying to be understanding, but it’s as though I’m talking
to a mannequin for all the emotion I see and hear. Frustrated
tears come to my eyes; I’m scared for my best friend. She’s
lost weight, her hair is listless and dull, and she’s almost
robotic in everything she does nowadays. I don’t know how to



reach her and worry that if a breakthrough of some sort
doesn’t happen soon, she’s going to be lost to all of us.

Taking a deep breath, I will away my tears then gather the
clothes I set to the side. “Come on, let’s check out and head
back to the clubhouse. I have some paperwork to sign online,
and I’m sure you’re ready for a rest after therapy.”

“Yeah, I think I’ll take a bath then a nap.”

“Honor, what do you think…”

Instead of finishing my thoughts, I scream for Glacier as I rush
to the bathtub where Honor is passed out, blood dripping from
her wrists. “No, no, no, this isn’t happening,” I scream, as I
grab two towels, wrap each wrist up and use a hair tie from my
own hair to keep them closed. “Don’t leave me, Honor, don’t
you fucking dare leave me! I can’t do this without you!”

I don’t know how to put more pressure on both wrists at the
same time, but as I’m about to crawl into the tub with her and
lay on one while holding the other, Asa bursts into the room.
He figures out what’s going on at a glance and he scoops her
up, uncaring that she’s naked, and rushes from the room, my
makeshift bandages holding steady.

“Grab my phone, scroll to Trident and call him to let him
know we’re bringing her in,” he grunts out, running down the
stairs.

Somehow, I manage to snag it out of his back pocket, and
quickly make the call. As we enter the common room, I see a
tablecloth and pull it off the table to wrap around her body.
One of the prospects sees us running and opens the door then
quickly gets the club SUV unlocked, before jumping into the
driver’s seat. Asa and I slide into the back, both of us now able
to apply pressure to the wounds which are still seeping blood.

“She’s so pale,” I whisper, my throat raw from screaming.
“Honor, honey, please wake up,” I cry, tears still freely
flowing down my face.



“Honor, dammit, this ain’t the way,” Asa growls out, his face
pale and taut with fear. “Not on my watch, squirt. Not on my
fucking watch!”

A trip that usually takes about twenty minutes takes half of
that, and I see Trident along with a team of doctors standing at
the emergency room doors with a gurney. Honor’s quickly
transferred from the SUV to the gurney then whisked away,
leaving the three of us alone.

“I’ll go park the car,” the prospect says, leaving me with Asa
who quickly pulls me into his arms.

Before I can say or do anything, he’s kissing me, something I
never expected or anticipated. Giving in to the sensations
coursing through me, I relax into his embrace and kiss him
back, our tongues dueling as we learn about each other. For
what feels like hours, but is in reality only seconds, I lose
myself in all that he is; strong, loyal, loving, kind. As he pulls
back slightly, both of us breathing hard, he lightly kisses my
lips again.

“Thank you for finding her,” he rasps out, his thumbs
caressing my cheeks. “I hope… I hope we were in time.”

“Me too,” I reply, my voice faint as the pain in my throat
keeps me from speaking any louder. “Let’s go in and find out
where we need to wait.”

As we sit in the waiting room, my hand firmly clenched in his,
it slowly fills up with his brothers and their ol’ ladies. Patsy
and Atlas thankfully brought both of us clean clothes since we
were both covered in her blood, and I was wet from the tub.

I’m lost in my thoughts, worried about Honor, when I hear
Asa mutter, “Shoulda fucking gone with my gut.”

“What do you mean?”

When I couldn’t speak above a whisper, Asa insisted I get
checked out. Trident worked his magic and within no time at
all, I was being examined. The official diagnosis is laryngitis



so I shouldn’t be talking, but I have to know what he means. If
nothing else, it’s pulling me away from my own thoughts
which have the horror scene I walked in on running over in a
continuous loop.

“I knew something was off with her. I shoulda pressed her,
made her talk.”

“If she wasn’t ready to talk, she wasn’t going to do anything
but give you lip service,” Patsy interjects.

Asa nods as though he agrees so I nudge him. “She’s always
been stubborn, Delaney, ever since we were kids. If she
doesn’t want to do something, she won’t do it, and it’s been
like that even before her kidnapping and assault,” he says.
“But I know her signs and I shoulda pressed harder.”

“Brother, don’t take on that mantle of guilt,” Atlas states.
“She’s deeply troubled, as I suspect anyone who’s gone
through what she did would be. The important thing now is to
make sure she gets the help she so obviously needs.”

“Then that’s what we’ll do,” he advises. “I’ll sit in on her
therapy appointments if I have to, I can work after hours.”

“We’ve got your back, Glacier,” Poseidon promises. “Worst
case scenario, we’ll get Loki and Kaya in to paint the helmets
so they look good, then we can do the rest of the process.”

Tears fill my eyes at how his brothers are stepping up and
stepping in to help so he can focus on Honor’s recovery. He
must notice because he squeezes my hand, causing me to look
at him. “It’s going to be fine,” he asserts. “We’re going to
make it be that way.”

Hours later, a doctor walks into the room and looks around, his
eyes widening almost comically at the sheer number of people.
“I take it all of you are here for Honor?” he asks. I can see the
exhaustion on his face, as well as the evidence of what he was
doing on his scrubs.



Asa stands and pulls me up alongside him as he approaches
the doctor. “I’m her cousin,” he says, holding out his hand.
The doctor doesn’t even hesitate, he takes Asa’s hand and
grips it firmly before letting it go.

“Not going to lie to you folks, it was touch and go there for a
time. However, whoever wrapped her wrists and put the hair
ties around them, you gave her a fighting chance. She’s had
two transfusions already, and we’ve surgically repaired the
damage she caused. They’re moving her up to ICU so we can
observe her for possible infection, and due to the
circumstances, she’s been placed on a psych hold.”

“What does that mean?” Asa asks, his brow furrowed.

“She won’t be released until we’re sure she’s no longer a
danger to herself,” the doctor replies. “While it’s past visiting
hours, I can take you up to at least put your eyes on her.”

“She’s coming too,” Asa states. “She’s her best friend and the
one who found her.”

“That’s fine. You did a good job, young lady.”

Since I’m to refrain from talking according to the ER doctor
who saw me earlier, I nod. I don’t feel like I did a good job; if
I had, maybe I would’ve seen the signs earlier too. Asa’s not
the only one who holds so much guilt over the whole situation.
I carry my fair share.



CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

GLACIER

AFTER WE PEEK IN ON HONOR, WHO THEY’VE GOT HEAVILY

sedated right now, we head back to the waiting room to see
Poseidon and Atlas waiting. “Figured we’d walk down with
y’all,” Poseidon says when he sees us. “Everyone else has
headed back.”

Only… they hadn’t. When we got outside, we found a
prospect there with another club vehicle, since the one we
came in was covered in blood, along with the brothers waiting
on their bikes.

Family.

My family.

Waiting for me so we can go home together. Squeezing
Delaney’s hand, unwilling to let her go, I help her into the
SUV then slide in next to her. Once we’re both buckled, I take
her hand in mine again. Right now, she’s a captive audience
since she’s supposed to rest her throat and not talk.

“Glacier, I picked up Delaney’s prescription while I was out,”
the prospect, whose name escapes me, says as we fall in
behind the bikes. “Left it at the bar.”

“Thank you,” I reply. Turning to her, I see she’s not crying any
longer, which is good. I’m no good with tears; in fact, most
emotions tend to elude me.

She smiles up at me and my mind goes back to the kiss we
shared. I’ve been resisting getting involved with her, but ever



since my lips touched hers, all I can see is a future with her by
my side. I just hope I’m not setting myself up for another
heartbreak, because I suspect it would kill me.

“I’m sure Kaya’s granny has cooked, with Mary’s help and
probably Poseidon’s mom as well,” I tell her. “We’ll eat then I
can help you clean up the en suite.”

There’s no way I want her to face that on her own. It looked
like a fucking crime scene, with blood everywhere, and
Delaney’s terror-filled screams still fill my head. I’ve never
been more scared in my entire life. Hell, even back as a kid
when my dad was beating me, I was more resigned than
anything, as though I deserved his wrath and abuse.

She’s shaking her head no, but I’m not budging on this one,
not at all. “Yeah, I am, Pixie. You’re not doing that shit by
yourself, you hear me?”

She huffs out a sigh, looking annoyed but finally shrugs as if
she’s agreeing with me. I’m pretty sure if she could talk, she’d
use the age-old phrase of ‘fine, whatever’ on me, which makes
me grin.

By the time we’re done eating, I can see the toll today has
taken on her as she’s barely got her eyes open. Standing, I take
her hand in mine, all while ignoring the knowing looks from
my brothers, and lead us upstairs. When she pulls toward her
room, I shake my head.

“No, babe, you’re exhausted. Tomorrow’s another day, in fact,
I’ll see if one of the prospects will clean it for you.”

The look of gratitude she gives me makes me feel like puffing
out my chest. Other than Honor, I haven’t cared what any
woman thought about me in more years than I can remember.
Well, except for the brothers’ ol’ ladies, anyhow.

I lead her to my room and once I’ve unlocked the door, usher
her inside. “Let me get you something you can change into,” I
tell her, heading into the bedroom. It doesn’t take me long to



grab a T-shirt and pair of shorts which I hand to her. “Help
yourself to whatever you need, Delaney, I’ll wait out here for
you.”

She nods before heading into the bathroom and closing the
door behind her. Once she’s inside, I let out the breath I’m
holding before I find clothes I can change into since I was able
to get cleaned up at the hospital while she still had dried blood
in her hair where it dragged across Honor’s body.

I grab each of us a bottle of water and place them on the
nightstands, as well as the prescription the prospect picked up
for her, before pulling the covers back and sitting against the
headboard, the remote in my hand. As I scroll mindlessly, my
mind wanders to Delaney; all the hours we’ve spent together
since she came to St. Marys with Honor, and I can’t help the
smile that crosses my face.

She’s the first person I’ve met who gets me, who can handle
my need for solitude from time to time. We’ve hung out
downstairs in the common area with her grading papers and
me working on new designs, and seeing the genuine interest
she’s displayed when I show her what I’ve done further melts
the ice encasing my heart.

Around Delaney, the negative voices that still rise up even all
these years later are silent. It’s as if my inner self knows she’s
good for me. I guess it’s time I accept that fact myself. I have
no clue how we’d work things out once she goes back home,
but as Trident is fond of saying, that’s Future Glacier’s
problem. Snickering, I find something on I think she’ll enjoy,
then when it dawns on me how long she’s been in the
bathroom, I grow alarmed.

She wouldn’t do what Honor did, I tell myself as I knife up off
the bed.

Knocking on the door, I call out, “Delaney? You okay, babe?”

Instead of hearing a response, I hear a faint sob, which has me
opening the door. I see her curled up on the bottom of the
shower stall, her arms wrapped around her knees as she rocks
back and forth, crying.



“Shit, fuck,” I whisper as I get into the stall. “Shhh, Pixie, it’s
just me, I’ve got you, I’ve got you,” I murmur, pulling her into
my arms, uncaring that I’m getting soaked.

Which in and of itself is a huge thing since sensory issues rule
my life. If I like a shirt? It better not have a tag inside; even
cutting them out doesn’t work. Jeans? I wear them during the
workday having finally found a brand that’s not too stiff, but
as soon as I’m ‘in’ for the night, I switch to a pair of basketball
shorts or sweatpants depending on the time of the year.

“I-I-I was s-s-s-so scared,” she stammers out, her arms
clutching me tightly. “I-I-I thought she was dead!” she wails,
her voice sounding worse the longer she talks.

“Shhh, Delaney, try not to talk, babe,” I reply. “I was scared
too, never been more scared in my fucking life,” I admit.
“Don’t think I’ll ever forget the sound of your screams.”

“S-s-sorry,” she whispers.

“No need to apologize, you needed help, sweetheart, and while
I know that’s not why you were screaming, you got what was
needed and we got her to the hospital in time.”

She nods, her tears still freely flowing as the water pounds
down her naked body. One which my own body has definitely
noticed, if the hardon I’m sporting is any indication.

“Let’s get you cleaned up and into bed, okay? I brought your
medicine up and got some water so you can take it. Now, turn
around and I’ll wash your hair. Sorry that it’s not the fruity
stuff you use, but it is good stuff because Honor buys it for
me.”

I hear her sniffly giggle and grin, gathering some shampoo in
my hands before applying it to her head. A low moan has my
dick leaking precum, as I work the lather through her curly
tresses. God, she’s fucking gorgeous and doesn’t have a damn
clue.

While I look forward to a time we can enjoy a shower together
under entirely different circumstances, tonight I focus on
getting her clean so I can get her warmed up and into bed.
Once I’m confident I have all the shampoo rinsed out of her



hair, I step back and say, “Go ahead and rinse, Pixie. I’ll grab
your towel.”

She nods before stepping fully underneath the stream of water,
a sigh filling the stall. I take one last look then turn, adjusting
my dick as I step out. Chastising myself as I quickly strip out
of my wet clothes, I grab a towel and tie it around my waist,
then grab two for her. The water turns off and she steps out,
her eyes catching mine as I hand her both towels. When she
does the turban thing with one of them, I can’t help chuckling.

“Not gonna lie, but I think women are taught how to do that
with their hair as soon as they can walk,” I state. “I’ll let you
get dressed, I need to put on some dry clothes myself.”

I leave her in the bathroom, giggling as she dries off. By the
time she emerges, I’m back in the bed, my back against the
headboard, my legs under the covers. While I wasn’t in the
military like the majority of my brothers, I’m just as anal
about my space. I may not have a lot, but what I have is good
quality, and I take care of it, including making my bed every
morning.

She gives me a shy smile as she slides into the bed. “Take your
medicine, Delaney. It’ll help your throat. Think it’s got a mild
painkiller in it which should make it feel better.”

Nodding, she takes her medicine then curls up on her side
facing me. Scooting down, I move closer until I can feel the
heat coming from her body. Cupping her face with one hand, I
lean in and kiss her forehead.

“I know you’ve wanted to revisit the conversation we had
several weeks ago, and I’ve been putting it off. I want to
apologize to you for that, Delaney. It’s definitely not you, it’s
one hundred percent me.” At her look, I continue. “It’s no
secret that because I’m on the spectrum, I have a lot of
quirks.” She shrugs, making me grin. “Yeah, well, picture me
in high school, not fully understanding what autism was
exactly because the state said I was too old to be tested. There
Honor and I were, trying different things we’d researched or
gotten from our foster family who also did their own
searching, so that I’d ‘fit in’ and be able to function. I finally



had a few friends, was doing well enough in my classes that I
wasn’t in danger of failing, and had the normal teenage
hormones coursing through me.”

“What happened?” she mouths, which makes me lean in to
kiss her since she didn’t actually speak.

“Good girl,” I praise. “Well, like most high schools, you have
the various cliques. The jocks, the queen bees, the nerds, the
stoners. Bethany Jayne Northrup was the head of the queen
bees. She had been dating the school quarterback since birth.”
At her wide eyes, I chuckle. “Okay, so maybe not that long,
but for all of high school anyways. They broke up and she
started paying attention to me, a few weeks before prom.
Honor said she was up to something, but I wouldn’t listen to
her, happy as a pig in shit that a popular girl wanted something
to do with me, you know?” She nods, so I carry on with my
sad tale, telling her how I busted my ass to get the money
together for a room based on Bethany’s promises, that I had
practically ostracized Honor because she wouldn’t let up on
her suspicions, all of it. When I get to the end, she’s got tears
in her eyes and looks angry.

“You okay, babe?” I question.

She shakes her head, a murderous look on her face. When she
makes stabbing motions into her hand, I throw back my head
and burst into laughter, pulling her close.

“You wanna hurt her, huh?”

“Mmhm.”

“Nuh uh uh, no talking,” I admonish. “Trust me, Delaney, she
ended up with the short end of the stick in the long run. Wanna
know what happened?” She grins while nodding, so I continue
once again. “Turns out while she was leading me on through
the ring she had in my nose, her boyfriend was screwing
everything that he could. He ended up giving her a few things,
a baby as well as a sexually transmitted disease.”

“Serves her right,” she mouths, smirking at me.

“I feel for the kid though. Because he ditched her, of course,
and she ended up dropping out of school. I know what kind of



life that can be for a kid.”

“No parents?” she asks, her delicious lips my main focus.

“They kicked her out because she had ‘sullied their good
name’ or some bullshit like that.”

“Seems like a harsh punishment for a childish prank,” she
quietly says. At my look, she touches her throat and shakes her
head.

“Just because it’s feeling better doesn’t mean you should talk,
sweetheart.”

She shrugs, grinning.

“So I said all of that to say this, you’re not her in any way,
stretch, or form. Would…do you want to see where this goes?”

At her nod, I lean in and kiss her thoroughly. While I want her
with every fiber of my being, I’ve waited this long for
someone like her, so I can wait a little while longer. Today was
so emotional, I want her to be fully engaged, not worrying
about Honor.

Pulling back, I ask, “Okay, so I pulled up The Lord of the
Rings. You interested?”

At her nod, I get us settled so she’s curled into me, finally at
peace with my shitty past.



CHAPTER NINETEEN

DELANEY

I SLOWLY WAKE UP TO FIND MYSELF NESTLED WITH MY FACE IN

the crook of Asa’s neck. In sleep, he looks younger, as though
the shit he’s gone through never happened. As I replay
everything that happened the day before, especially how he
cared for me last night, I realize how much I want to be his.
Easing away from him, I get out of bed and quietly go into the
bathroom. Once I’ve taken care of business and washed up, I
head back to the bed and slide in next to him.

“You okay?” he mumbles, his eyes still closed.

“Yeah,” I whisper, amazed at how much better my throat
already feels.

One eye pops open to glare at me because I spoke. “Delaney,”
he warns.

“Kiss me, Asa, make me yours,” I boldly say.

Inside, my heart is beating so quickly I’m pretty sure I’m
heading for a heart attack, but if yesterday showed me
anything, it’s that life is too damn short, nothing is guaranteed.
I want him, with every fiber of my being.

“Those are two different things, Pixie,” he replies. “One isn’t
inclusive of the other. If I make you mine, you’re stuck with
me. No take backs.”

“No take backs,” I agree. “So, hopefully, I don’t suck at it,
because you’d be stuck with me.”



He chuckles before kissing me deeply. I lose track of time as
we thoroughly learn one another’s mouths, until he finally
pulls back, both of us panting slightly. “Since I’ve never had
this in a relationship before, we’re learning together,
sweetheart,” he says.

“No relationships since high school?” I murmur.

“One-night stands aren’t considered relationships. Just know
it’s been a long time since one of those has happened.”

I nod because after all, he’s a single guy, good looking on top
of that, and he rides a Harley. All of those things are magnets
for women, and for me to think he’s been celibate his whole
life is ridiculous. Men don’t attach the same importance as
some women do to keeping themselves for that special person.
Regardless, I’ll never hold his past against him; it’s not who I
am at all.

“Gotcha. Well, you’ll be boldly going where no man has gone
before,” I tease, trying to settle my nerves.

While Honor shared about her night with me, it’s a different
thing altogether when you’re the one in the hot seat, so to
speak. Just as I begin to say something to fill the silence, since
I don’t know what to do next, he kisses me again.

“If all we do is this until you’re ready, that’s okay too,” he
whispers against my lips. “Won’t make you any less mine,
Delaney.”

“I want more,” I insist. “Just… if I start to ramble, kiss me and
get me out of my head. I’ll overthink all of it otherwise.”

“Why?” he asks, genuinely curious.

“Because I grew up never being good enough, Asa. It took
Honor coming into my life for me to realize that I was fine just
the way I was. I mean, my aunt and uncle are great and love
me, faults and all, but my parents? Not so much. I didn’t do a
lot right in their eyes. It’s why we’re estranged,” I admit.

“Well, you’ve got me now, and my brothers, as well as
Honor’s extended family in South Carolina. You’ll never be
alone again.”



Feeling his body heat so close to me has me throwing caution
to the wind. Reaching up, I pull his face closer to mine and
initiate a kiss, all while moving so I’m practically sprawled on
top of him, his erection resting hot and hard against my low
abdomen. As his hands stroke up my sides, they take his T-
shirt with them until I’m bared to his gaze. Instead of
shrinking in on myself in an effort to hide my erect nipples
and swollen breasts, I revel in the look in his eyes as he looks
his fill before reverently reaching up and cupping them.

“Fucking perfection,” he murmurs, leaning up slightly to take
one nipple between his lips. As heat courses through my body
to pool at the apex of my thighs, I unconsciously grind against
him, whimpering when it doesn’t yield any tangible results. He
alternates from side to side until both nipples are swollen with
need and I’m whiny with need.

Before I realize what’s happening, he’s flipped us so I’m on
my back and he’s hovering over me. Instinctively, I know that
what we’re doing now is unlike any other time he’s had sex
before; it’s in the set of his jaw and how he’s holding himself
so taut, as though he’s trying not to lose control.

But I hope he does at some point. Hell, who am I kidding? I’ll
take whatever he wants to give me and probably beg for more
at this point. I can feel my clit pulsing and he’s stayed above
the waist so far!

“Ready for more?” he questions, his gaze holding mine. At my
nod, he slides the shorts he lent me down my hips until they’re
puddled at the end of the bed, and I’m sprawled there, as
naked as the day I was born. He’s got a slight smile on his face
as his eyes dip to the apex of my thighs and I know he’s seeing
the evidence of my arousal. “If I do anything you don’t like,
you say the word, do you understand?” he asks, moving down
until he’s settled between my thighs. “Anything at all,
Delaney, I mean it.”

“I understand,” I whisper. When I feel his breath waft across
my heated core, I barely hold back the shudder that wants to
break free. Just that slight touch, which wasn’t even a touch at
that, has me wanting to splay my legs completely open and let
him have his way with me.



Without warning, he leans in and swipes his tongue through
my folds, moaning slightly as he tastes me for the first time.
My self-consciousness now gone, I allow myself to feel what
he’s doing to me. He sets a steady pace, ending each time with
a slight suckle of my clit, which I’m positive is distended and
pulsing at this point. When he slips his index finger inside, we
both groan although I’m sure it’s for entirely different reasons.

“So fucking tight,” he murmurs, glancing up at me. As my
gaze captures his, he grins, then flicks his tongue against my
clit while his finger slowly thrusts in and out of my sheath.

I may be a virgin, but I’ve gotten myself off with my vibrator,
and nothing could’ve prepared me for the difference in
orgasms. As mine rushes up to overtake me, he inserts a
second finger, while I keen out his name, my back bowing off
the bed.

“Holy shit,” I say when I’m able to clearly think once again.
His chuckle against my pussy has me clenching against his
fingers, which he slowly withdraws then proceeds to lick
clean. “That’s the hottest thing I think I’ve ever seen,” I admit.

He reaches over to his nightstand and pulls out a condom,
which is good because I’m not currently on birth control.
Within seconds, he has his cock encased in the rubber and he’s
notching himself at my entrance. Slowly, watching me the
whole time, he enters me, inch by inch. The slight stretch and
burn isn’t anything I didn’t expect, but I briefly worry about
the pain I’m about to feel.

Leaning in, he captures my lips with his and as I bury my
hands in his hair to pull him closer, he finally bottoms out,
leaving me feeling so full, I think I might combust. “You
good?” he asks against my lips. At my nod, he slowly pulls out
then thrusts back inside until he has a steady pace going.

“Wrap your legs around my waist,” he encourages, panting.
When I do as he asks, he goes impossibly deeper, hitting
another spot inside that has me seeing stars as my pussy
clenches around his cock. “Fuck, you do that again and I won’t
be able to keep from coming.”

“It feels good, Asa, so so good,” I whisper.



As I start moving with him, feeling the build of another
orgasm, he increases the tempo, sweat now dripping down his
forehead and hitting me on the chest. I detonate when his
thumb reaches between us and applies pressure against my
clit, screaming out his name, uncaring that my throat is once
again hurting.

He thrusts several more times then stops, calling out my name,
and I can feel his cock pulsing inside me as my pussy clenches
his length. Long moments pass as he remains suspended above
me before he rolls us so I’m laying on top of him, somehow
still connected.

“We’re doing that again soon, right?” I rasp out, causing him
to glare at me.

Only… he can’t manage it for too long before he starts
laughing. “I want to yell at you for screaming because I know
you hurt yourself again, but I’m so fucking relaxed right now,
I can’t make myself do it,” he finally sputters out.

“Sorry,” I murmur. “Didn’t mean to.”

“I know, babe. And to answer your question, we’ll do that as
often as you want,” he says, grinning up at me as he pushes
my wayward curls away from my face. “Looks like another
shower’s in order before we grab a bite to eat. I’m sure you
want to go see Honor.”

Guilt briefly swamps me; while we were making love, she
never once crossed my mind. What kind of friend does that
make me?

“She may not want to talk,” he warns as we walk hand in hand
toward her room.

“That’s fine. I have a few things I want to say,” I quietly reply.

“Well, go easy on her, Delaney. Neither of us experienced
what she did, remember? So, we don’t know where her head’s
at.”



“It’s not with us, the people who love her,” I hiss. Yeah, I’m
angry at her. But I’m also feeling guilty about the whole thing
as well, so there’s that. Hell, maybe I need fucking counseling.

When we reach her room, I see Patsy and her service dog
sitting on one side of the bed, and Patsy’s quietly talking. Asa
kisses me and motions for me to head inside.

“What about you?” I whisper.

“She needs you girls first, sweetheart. I’ll run and grab some
drinks, okay?” he replies.

“Yeah, that works.”

I walk over to the bed and sit down on the opposite side of
where Patsy’s at, taking Honor’s hand in mine and leaning
down to kiss her forehead. She’s still unconscious, or sedated,
whatever terminology they want to use. “Hey, wench, seems to
me, you got some ‘splaining to do,” I whisper.

Patsy nods then starts talking, looking at Honor the whole
time. “When I was a teenager, I was diagnosed with
depression and body dysmorphia. The day I listened to the
voices, my best friend, CeeCee, found me and saved my life,
just like Delaney did with you. Honor, I know you haven’t
been seeing Dr. Williams, we called her office and they have
never seen you. Now, before you bitch about patient
confidentiality, we asked in such a way that it seemed like you
forgot when your appointment was, and the receptionist said
something along the lines of they were glad you were finally
coming in. Here’s the thing, when I was assaulted by a
coworker, I started spiraling again. It was Dr. Williams who
got me turned around, babe. She’s the one who gave me some
suggestions about what to do so I could fight back. Then Atlas
got me Ridley.” She reaches down and pats her dog, who
perked up at its name.

“I said all that to say this, I’ve been where you are right now,
Honor. I know that you think there’s no way anyone would
ever want to be involved with you ever again. That you’re



dirty, a slut, a whore. None of those things are truth, Honor.
Not one word of it. The right man, whether it’s Savage or
someone else, isn’t going to give a fuck that you were
assaulted in that way. Except, of course, to understand you will
probably have triggers and learn how to navigate around them.
A healthy, happy sex life is possible again. You may not see it
right now and that’s okay. It’s more important that we get your
head straight first. I’m not a doctor, but I’m willing to bet that
what happened to you, coupled with your medical condition,
has caused you to slip into depression. Dr. Williams can help
with that, sweetheart, and I hope like hell you’ll let her.
Because the world would be a darker place without you here.”

By the time Patsy’s done talking, I’m crying again, the tears
slipping down my face to sprinkle Honor’s hand. When I feel
her flinch, I look up at her to see her eyes open and staring at
me, her own eyes wet with unshed tears.

“I’m sorry,” she rasps out, her voice husky from everything
they did to her to save her life.



CHAPTER TWENTY

GLACIER

WHEN I WALK BACK INTO HONOR’S ROOM, I SEE SHE’S AWAKE,
which loosens the stranglehold that was on my heart. Handing
Delaney a drink, I lean down and kiss her head before moving
closer to Honor and hugging her.

“We need to call Gunner, tell him what happened,” I tell her.

“No! Please, Asa, we can’t call him. He’ll freak out.”

“Ya think?” I retort. “Jesus, Honor, you have no fucking clue
how close you came to dying, do you?”

She looks embarrassed, but I push through. “Your fucking
heart stopped, did you know that? And you had to have two
blood transfusions, for fuck’s sake.”

“Asa,” Delaney says, trying to stop me.

Turning to her, I shake my head. “No, she needs to hear this,
babe.” Looking back at Honor, I steel my heart against the
tears steadily trickling down her face. “It’s been me and you
against the world since we were kids, squirt. How do you think
I feel knowing I failed?”

“You didn’t fail me, Asa,” she murmurs, her eyes now
downcast.

“Yeah, I fucking did. You weren’t seeing the therapist like you
told us you were. I brought you here because this is what you
said you needed, Honor. How in the hell am I supposed to face
your brother knowing I nearly had to call him to tell him you
were dead?”



“I’m sorry,” she whispers.

“Asa, what if we go in with her to therapy? At least until she’s
comfortable with Dr. Williams?” Delaney suggest.

“The only way I’ll agree to not call Gunner is if you do this,
Honor,” I tell her. “Something’s gotta give and I get you’re
still feeling some kind of way inside, but if you don’t let
someone help you, the next time you might not be as
fortunate.”

“Okay, yes, I’ll see her, and you can go with me, either one of
you, it doesn’t matter. I… I don’t know if I want you in the
room with me, but I might at some point,” she says. “I… I
know I scared y’all yesterday, and if I could do it over again,
I’d rethink my choice.”

“You probably wouldn’t,” Patsy interjects, causing me to glare
at her. “What? She probably wouldn’t, Glacier, and if you’re
honest with yourself, you’ll agree at some point. Honor,
you’ve hit rock bottom. Now there’s no other way but up and
while you’re going to think we’re nothing but pains in your
ass, you bought that ticket, you understand? Coddling is now
over, tough love is in session.”

Delaney giggles as Patsy is trying so hard to be stern, but I can
see the concern on her face. “You and me baby, we’re stuck
like glue,” she sing-songs, squeezing Honor’s fingers.

“Fine, fine. Let’s find out when I’m getting out of here so I can
see Dr. Williams.”

“About that, you’re on a seventy-two-hour psych hold, Honor,
because of the circumstances behind your admittance,” I tell
her. “I think you’ll see the hospital’s psychiatrist, or maybe it’s
psychologist, but until they sign off, you’re stuck in here.”

“I brought you some things,” Delaney says. “Your pajamas,
your phone and charger, personal hygiene items, that sort of
stuff. If there’s anything I forgot, just let me know.”

She looks at my woman and smiles. “Thank you. I don’t
deserve you, or Asa, hell, any of y’all at this point. I’ve been a
selfish, whiny bitch about it all.”



“Hold up now, you endured a traumatic assault. Your feelings
are neither right nor wrong,” Patsy states. “The only thing you
did incorrectly was not accept the help that’s been available.
There’s nothing wrong with being a bit selfish as you heal, and
you sure as hell never whine about a damn thing.”

“Alright, so we’re agreed? We don’t tell Gunner,” Honor asks.
“I’ll do whatever they tell me to do and yeah, I’ll put in the
work so I can get better. I… I got scared after I did it, but by
then, I was fading so I couldn’t call for help. I’m glad you
found me, Delaney, but I’m so fucking sorry it was like that.”

Delaney shrugs as though it wasn’t a big deal, but I can hear
the echo of her screams in my head, and visualize how
shattered she was last night in the shower, so I’m not quite as
forgiving.

“You should be, Honor,” I tell her, gentling my voice slightly
at the look on her face. “Trust me, your bathroom looks like a
slasher film.”

I see her glance at her bandaged wrists, a grimace on her face
as she nods.

“We need to go clean that up!” Delaney exclaims.

“No, you don’t. Granny and Mama M had the prospects do it
yesterday while y’all were at the hospital,” Patsy says. “Honor,
if you’ll tell me your size, I’ll look for some lightweight long-
sleeve shirts for you.”

“So, you’re claiming an ol’ lady, huh?” Atlas asks as we walk
into church.

“Looks that way,” I reply, smirking.

He slaps me on the shoulder and says, “Good for you. Think
she’s gonna fit in here just fine.”

His words bring me up short. Delaney and I haven’t even
discussed the future, but I want her here. With me. Looks like
we need to have a talk later on today.



As we sit around the table waiting on Poseidon to bring us to
order, my mind drifts over what happened after we got back
from the hospital. Since Honor is under the psych hold, she’s
undergoing extensive testing and even some counseling, so we
weren’t able to stay. We left with a list of things she wanted as
well as a promise that we’d get them up to her.

“Alright, y’all, let’s get this done and dusted, so we can get
back to work,” Poseidon commands, hitting the gavel on the
table. All conversation ceases, and we focus on him. “Orion,
can you go over the finances?” he asks.

Orion covers all our businesses, as well as what that’ll mean to
our wallets.

I’m just a patched member, not an officer, so I don’t get as big
of a cut, but because of the increase in custom helmets due to
my designs, I am seeing a bump which is nice. Right now, my
expenses are minimal at best; clothes, my cell phone, stuff for
my bike. Which means I’ve managed to bank a significant
amount of money and it may be time for me to talk to
Poseidon about one of the other houses on the property. While
all of us have our own suite of rooms in the main building, the
brothers who’ve started a family have their own homes. Some
were completely built, others were renovations that were done
on the existing structures. I’m torn about what I’d like; guess it
depends on what Delaney tells me later.

“Specks, I take it you’re helping the DRMC track down the
fuckers who hurt Honor,” Poseidon states, pulling me back
into the conversation and away from my own thoughts.

“I’ve offered my assistance, but get the impression they’ve got
it under control,” Specks replies. “Still, I have several searches
running and will forward anything I find to them since it’s
likely those assholes are still up there.”

“Well, I’ve let Hammer know if he needs us when they find
them to let us know, we’ll be happy to help since she’s family
to us as well,” Poseidon says. “Atlas, heard anything out of
Nick yet?”

I turn to my friend, knowing he had planned to reach out to the
Black Tuxedos dog trainer for Honor. I hope he does find one



that’ll work for her; I know it’ll give her the independence
she’s fought so hard for while also allowing Gunner and
Savage to ease off the stranglehold I’m positive they’ll put on
her once she’s ready to go back home.

“He’s got feelers out. You know how he likes to work, get a
couple of dogs that might do the job then get the person there
so he can see which one will be the best match,” Atlas replies.
“Speaking of, how was she today?” he asks, looking at me.

“Well, I may or may not have torn her a new one about her
decision yesterday,” I admit, rubbing my hand across my face.
“Then, once I got it all out, she said she realized too late she’d
made a mistake only she was close to passing out and couldn’t
call for help.”

“Fucking miracle that Delaney went in at just the right time to
ask her something,” Trident murmurs, with the other brothers
nodding in agreement.

“Yeah, that’s one call I would’ve hated making,” I say. “I
wanted to call him today, but she promises she’ll see the
counselor, and with the psych hold they’ve got her on, I’m
sure they’ll have a list of checks and balances to keep her
honest.”

Poseidon sighs. “Fuck, Brother, not sure what to say right now.
I mean, personally, I think he deserves to know. If it were me
and I had a sister who nearly died by her own hand, I’d be
pissed as hell if I wasn’t told. But she knows her brother best, I
guess.”

“He’d put her under lock and key, Pres,” I admit. “He’s pretty
fucking intense, and having to wait all those years for her to be
with him again because of the stupid fucking system, I can’t
say as I blame him. I expect a fist to the face at the very least.”

“He can go through us first,” Brooks decrees.

“Well, let’s see how it plays out. Now, is there something else
I need to know?” he asks, smirking at me.

“Asked Delaney to be mine last night and she said yes,” I say.
“Not sure how that’ll work, though, because I know she’s got a
job in South Carolina.”



“Brother, she took a leave of absence and is now working as a
substitute for our school system,” Specks advises. “Sounds
like she’d be amenable to staying here.”

“Get with me, presume you’re not going to want to stay at the
clubhouse if she does decide to stay,” Poseidon orders.

“Will do, Pres.”

“Anything else?” he questions, looking around the table.
“Okay, good. Keep up the good work, we have two new
prospects, Billy and Frank, but could use a few more.”

With that, he bangs his gavel once again, dismissing us.

As we head into the common room, I see Delaney sitting with
the ol’ ladies and head in her direction. Once I reach her, I lean
down, kiss her then ask, “You wanna go for a ride?”

Her eyes light up and she replies, “On your bike?”

“Yeah.”

She nods so I help her up. “Let’s go get you ready for the ride,
Pixie.”



CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE

DELANEY

HONOR’S BEEN BACK AT THE CLUBHOUSE FOR TWO WEEKS NOW

and already, I can see a marked difference. She was started on
antidepressants while still in the hospital, plus she sees Dr.
Williams twice a week. While the sessions definitely wear her
out, and despite the nightmares that continue every night like
clockwork, she acts as though she’s sorting things out. Today,
while the guys are out on a ride, we’re hanging at the inside
pool, laughing at the kids’ antics.

“He’s hysterical,” I tell Kaya, as Noah ‘fights off’ imaginary
sea monsters so the younger kids can freely swim.

“You have no idea,” she retorts. “I swear to God, Specks is
going to have to replace the subfloor in the house if he and
Noah keep up with their epic sea battles in the tub.”

“He’s a good kid,” Hayley defends, smiling over at her son.
“They’re all good kids.”

“Yeah, they are,” Gia agrees.

“Honor, what are you guys going to do later?” Patsy asks. At
Honor’s look of surprise, she continues. “What I mean is,
other than therapy, you’ve been stuck to the clubhouse like
glue. Maybe the two of you should go shopping. We’re having
some great sales at the store!”

“I’m game if you are,” I tell her. I feel a little guilty because
since that first night, I’ve spent every night in Asa’s bed, our
limbs entwined. I’m close but not adjoining room close any



longer. However, she hasn’t said anything about it, so I won’t
either.

“Let’s make it a girl’s trip!” CeeCee exclaims. “I’m sure there
are things we could all use, if not for ourselves, then for our
men or the kids.”

“And who are we gonna corral to watch the kids?” Lilli asks.

“Well, let’s see, we’ve got your mother-in-law, Patsy’s mom,
Kaya’s grandmother, Mary and Shamus, Tessie, plus two
prospects. Seems like that’s enough to wrangle thirteen kids,”
Gia sasses. “And it’s not like we’d be gone forever. It’d be the
perfect ending to a Saturday.”

“Oh, maybe we can talk the guys into cooking out tomorrow?
Kind of a last gasp sort of thing?” Patsy asks.

“We’ll make it happen,” Lilli decrees, pulling out her phone
and sending a text. “There, my man will make it so,” she says,
laughing.

“Did you have fun today?” Asa asks as we get out of the
shower. I’m blushing but I’m not sure if it’s because I gave
him a blowjob or the steam.

“Yeah, it was good to see Honor laughing.”

“Heard from Savage again. Not sure how much longer I can
hold him and Gunner off,” he replies, taking a towel and
thoroughly drying me off.

Now that my skin is tingling, the last thing I want to discuss is
that hornet’s nest, but considering it’s our life right now, I
continue to listen as I begin brushing out my hair.

Asa takes the brush away and guides me toward the bed. “You
know I enjoy brushing your hair,” he reminds me, settling me
between his muscular thighs. I can feel him hardening against
my back and bite back a grin, knowing how this is going to
play out.



“How long do you think we’ve got? I know she’s made some
progress, but she’s not ready to go home yet,” I tell him,
closing my eyes and biting back a moan. I love having my hair
played with and the fact that he likes taking care of such a
menial task for me makes me love him even more.

Wait… love? No. It’s too soon, way too soon. Hell, we haven’t
discussed what happens when she is ready to go home yet!

“What has you so quiet, babe?” he asks, leaning in and
whispering in my ear.

“We haven’t talked about what happens when she’s ready to
go home,” I quietly state. “Plus, I uh, well, how I feel about
you smacked me square in the face,” I admit.

He turns me so I’m straddling his lap and cups my face in his
hands. Knowing how he is about touch, I love that he’s
unbothered with me. In fact, when we’re together, we’re
always touching in some capacity.

“I was kind of hoping you’d want to stay here,” he says. “I
know you’re on leave from your job in South Carolina, but
you found a substitute teaching position here. Maybe they’ll
offer you a job, or you can keep substituting and find kids to
tutor. Doesn’t matter to me, whatever makes you happy.”

“You wouldn’t care if I didn’t work full time?” I ask.

“Babe, I’ve been with the club for several years now and have
little in the way of expenses. I live at the clubhouse, I’m now a
patched member so my paycheck has increased, plus with
every custom helmet order that’s sold, I get a bonus. I’ve got
plenty to cover us,” he says. “I just want you here with me.”

“I want to stay here with you, Asa. I’m falling in love with
you,” I reply.

“Good to know, Pixie, because you managed to do the
impossible. You thawed out my cold, dead heart and made me
realize I wanted what my brothers all have. In case that wasn’t
clear, I’ve fallen in love with you. If you decided you wanted
to go back to South Carolina, I’d ask Poseidon if he would talk
to Hammer so I could switch clubs. Wouldn’t be my first
choice, but that’s how strongly I feel about us.”



By now, my eyes are watering because with everyone else,
he’s somewhat of an introvert. He speaks, but not unless he’s
asked a question, and then he never expounds on it all that
much. He just answers whoever asked then shuts up. But with
me, conversation is never an issue. We don’t have to fill the
quiet times, but we have no issues finding things to talk about
either and I’m finding out so much more than I ever knew
when it comes to this unique, challenging disorder. I’m
grateful he took a leap of faith with me, and I quietly vow that
he’ll never regret making that choice.

“If I don’t stop this, you’re going to think all I do is cry,” I
mumble, wiping away the stray tears that have fallen.

“I know better, Delaney. Now, give me a kiss so I can finish
brushing your hair,” he demands.

Laughing, I lean in and give him a peck on the lips before I
quickly spin around and sit between his legs once again.

“Little minx,” he grumbles, but there’s laughter in his tone and
my heart smiles knowing I’m the one who put it there.

“It gets better every single time,” I gasp out, flopping down
onto my stomach with Asa pressing me into the mattress. “I
think that’s my new favorite position.”

He chuckles, kissing my sweaty shoulder. “You said that when
you rode me, too.”

“Oh, yeah, that one’s up there, but this one has you hitting my
G-spot. I swear to God I saw the space station when I came.”

His chuckles turn into full-blown laughter as he maneuvers us
so we’re face-to-face. “God, I love you. You have no idea just
how much.”

“Probably as much as I do you,” I reply, kissing the underside
of his jaw.

“Let me get you cleaned up so we can get some sleep.”

“Okay.”



That’s another thing he does that has endeared him to me.
Once we had the talk, we both got tested and I got the implant
so we could forego condoms. The sensation is unlike anything
I ever expected, but it’s definitely messier. However, he
always makes sure a towel’s down before anything gets too
out of control, then he cleans me up before we go to sleep. It
may not last forever, but the care he takes with me is
something I’ve come to cherish.



CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO

GLACIER

“SAVAGE, YOU’RE GONNA HAVE TO CHILL OUT,” I SAY

through the phone.

It’s been three months since Honor came back with me and
every single week, I tell him the same fucking thing. I’m
pretty sure by now he’s close to losing his shit, but there’s so
much he’s not aware of, stuff I haven’t shared because of the
promise I made to Honor. Since she’s kept her word and is
diligently working in therapy, I’ve stuck to mine as well.

“I’m done waiting around,” he retorts. “And you’re not talking
me out of it this time either. Don’t know if you’ve got voodoo
magic or some bullshit, but it’s not happening.”

“You need to give her a bit more time. I keep telling you.”

“And I keep telling you, Glacier. This time I’m done fuckin’
around. It’s been three months. Three fuckin’ months of you
giving us updates. I want to see her for myself. Bring her
home where she belongs. I need to be the one to help her. I
didn’t fight when she needed to get out of here. I know it’s on
us. On the club what she went through, but none of us can fix
shit when she’s not around for us to do that,” he growls out,
frustration evident in every word.

“Savage, there’s shit you all don’t know. Shit she’s trying to
work through.”

“I don’t give a damn.”



“You should,” I grunt out. It’s the closest I’ve come to giving
up Honor’s secrets, but truthfully, I’m tired of being Savage’s
punching bag. Granted, it’s verbal versus physical, but still,
I’ve taken a lot of shit on her behalf which wouldn’t be
happening if she would’ve let me clue Gunner in to the
situation.

“Why, because she’s better off without any of us?” he
questions.

“Didn’t say that,” I mumble. “I know where she belongs,
where she should be, but mentally, she’s in a completely
different zone altogether. She’s not ready to face what
happened to her.” I pause then sigh before continuing. “You
want to know the truth, man, she’s been in a dark as fuck
place, so damn dark, if not for the ol’ ladies to my brothers
helping her alongside Delaney, she wouldn’t be here and I’m
not talking figuratively.”

And that’s as close as I’ll get to letting the cat out of the bag,
but from the silence on the other end of the phone, I’m pretty
sure he understands what I didn’t say.

“I’m coming to get her,” Savage bites out before disconnecting
the phone.

Guess I better give Gunner a head’s up that his man’s heading
in our direction. Poseidon too, while I’m thinking about it.
First things first, though. Scrolling through my phone, I hit
Gunner’s number then wait until he picks up.

“Man, can you hold Savage off a little longer?” I ask once he
answers. “He just told me he was done waiting and he’s on his
way, Gun. She still needs time.”

“Right. It’s his decision and I agree with him. Been long
enough away from my sister. Know she’s with you, Glacier,
but I’ve got to make things right with Honor and I can’t do
that when she’s fuckin’ hours away from me,” Gunner replies.

“I’ll let Pres know, but Gunner, if she’s not ready to go when
y’all get here, y’all better not force the issue. The ol’ ladies
have grown fond of her, and I’d hate for y’all to have to go up
against them,” I retort.



He chuckles, but there’s no real humor behind his laugh when
he says, “We’ll be there soon.”

Fuck my life. Sighing, I head out of my workroom and move
toward Atlas’ office so I can let him know the current state of
affairs. This is either going to go one of two ways; it’ll be a
total shitshow, or they’ll realize I’ve been telling them the
truth.

As I step into the room, Atlas glances up at me and says,
“Poseidon just texted. Seems we’re going to have some
visitors in a few hours. Better go tell your ol’ lady at least,
Brother.”

“Yeah, looking forward to that conversation,” I reply. He barks
out a laugh and motions for me to go.

“Gunner, Savage,” I call out the moment the two men step
across the threshold.

Savage jerks his chin at me before he asks, “Where’s Honor?”

“She’s in her room,” I reply, going on alert.

“You tell her we were coming?” Gunner asks.

“No.” I shake my head and continue. “Delaney and I took her
out for a little while today. We just got back a bit ago and she
said she was tired and was going to go lay down.”

“Right.” Savage nods, but I can tell he seems unsettled which
puts me on edge.

“Savage, she needs time to rest,” Delaney murmurs, stepping
up next to Glacier, looking nervous.

“Someone want to fill us in on what’s going on?” Gunner
growls, placing a hand on Savage’s shoulder.

“There’s nothing to fill you in on,” Delaney mutters.

“Then where’s my fuckin’ woman’s room?” he demands
through gritted teeth.



“Honor’s not your woman.” Delaney narrows her eyes and
glares at him, causing me to smirk.

“Bullshit, Delaney, and you know it. I made it known at the
hospital she was mine before she even woke up. Don’t try to
keep me from her now. I haven’t seen her in three fuckin’
months and I’m not about to be kept from her any longer. Now
where the fuck is she?”

I can feel the anger coursing off him and glance around the
room to see my brothers have spread out, keeping the women
back until the situation fully reveals itself.

“Savage, “I start before I’m interrupted.

“There’s things that you don’t know,” Patsy says, stepping
forward. Her eyes are filled with empathy as she looks from
me to Delaney. “He should know what he’s dealing with.”

I nod before wrapping an arm around Delaney and pulling her
into my side while glancing between Gunner and Savage. “A
month ago, Honor slit her wrists, trying to kill herself. Before
that, she attempted to overdose.”

“The fuck did you just say?” Savage demands, his fists
clenching and unclenching at his sides. Right now, he looks
like he wants to hit something and if the shoe was on the other
foot, I can’t say I wouldn’t feel the same fucking way.

“You wanna tell me why I wasn’t told about this?” Gunner
sneers at the same time.

“She didn’t want you to know,” Delaney whispers.

“You have to understand,” the dark-haired woman starts.

“I don’t have to understand shit. Where the fuck is my
woman?” Savage steps forwards and Atlas steps up and wraps
an arm around Patsy’s waist and pulls her back into him,
glaring at Savage to back the fuck off. Savage doesn’t, glaring
at the pair in return, trying to get them to look away or
crumble and give him what he wants.

But she doesn’t look away nor does she back down. “Savage,
you need to calm down. You say she’s your woman, if that’s
true then you need to take a moment and listen to me. She



didn’t want you to know because she’s embarrassed by what
she tried to do to herself. That she nearly took her own life. I
know how she feels. I’ve been there. Honor is in a seriously
dark place and I’m willing to bet that the only way to really
pull her out is if you help her, but you have to be calm about it.
You can’t storm in there and be all he-man on her.”

“I’m not going to do that shit,” Savage spits out. He takes in a
deep, shuddering breath before looking at me and asks,
“Where’s her room?”

I stare at him for a moment before answering. “Hallway off to
the right, go down mid-way and her door is on the left. It’ll be
unlocked as she made a deal she wouldn’t lock herself in the
room.”

Several of us keep Gunner company while Savage is with
Honor. He keeps glaring at me until I finally say, “You have
one shot, man.”

“What?” he asks.

“You get one punch, then I’ll fight back.”

“Why the fuck would I punch you?” he questions.

“Just figured you’d want to since I kept that information from
you is all,” I reply, shrugging.

He huffs out a laugh. “Part of me wants to, but I get it. You’ve
been there for her when I wasn’t able to be, all the way back to
when y’all were kids. I know how stubborn my sister can be,
Glace, so she probably swore you to secrecy or some shit.”

I smirk while nodding. “Pretty much. But actually, she freaked
out so bad the day after when she woke up and I tore her a new
one then told her I was calling you, I was afraid it might set
her back, y’know?”

“You tore her a new one?” he asks, admiration in his tone.

“Oh yeah he did,” Delaney adds, grinning at me. “I thought he
was a bit too hard, but he got her to understand that if she had



been successful, and let me be clear here, it very nearly was,
she would’ve devastated a lot of people.”

“Well, damn, cuz, I’m impressed,” Gunner says. A noise at the
entrance to the hall has him looking up, a grin splitting his face
as Honor rushes toward him.

“C’mon, Pixie, let’s give them some time together,” I say as
the two of them start whispering to each other.

“Okay.”

Taking my woman’s hand in mine, I walk over to where Atlas
and Patsy are sitting, their daughter ensconced in his muscular
arms, sound asleep and drooling on his cut. “Appreciate what
you did earlier, Patsy,” I tell her.

“I was never in agreement with not telling them what she
attempted, but it wasn’t my call to make,” she says. “However,
it’s obvious both of those men love her, and they’ve been
suffering for three months not knowing what’s going on. Now,
everyone knows so there’ll be no more secrets and she can
hopefully continue moving forward in her healing.”

“I’m grateful that you know how she feels,” Delaney adds.
“Not that you’ve gone through that shit, of course, but I
couldn’t reach her, and neither could Asa. You having the
experience and obviously being successful in your own
healing journey did more than anything I could’ve ever told
her myself.”

“She just lost her way for a little while is all,” Patsy says.
“Besides, from what I’ve been observing, I think those two
men will move heaven and earth to slay her demons and help
her continue to heal. Don’t be surprised if Dr. Williams tells
her she thinks it’s time for her to go home.”

The shattered look on Delaney’s face has me pulling her into
my arms. “You knew it was going to happen, babe,” I whisper.

“I know, but being faced with it as a reality instead of a future
event is hitting me more than I anticipated,” she admits.

“Come on, let’s go for a ride,” I say. “Wind therapy always
makes things make sense.”



CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE

DELANEY

TRUE TO HIS WORD, ASA TOOK ME FOR A RIDE. WE ENDED UP

a little further down the coast, then walked down to the beach
so we could watch the waves ebb and flow. There’s something
calming about seeing the constant predictability of something
so vast that’s controlled by the pull of the moon.

“Have you decided which house you want or whether you just
want to build one?” he asks.

“I really like the one that looks like a cottage,” I reply,
thinking about the sprawling house that’s tucked into the
woods.

It’s got four bedrooms and two baths, and the exterior is stone,
something I really love. The inside is homey and cozy, and I
can picture Asa and I puttering around inside after spending an
evening at the clubhouse. Heat rises in my face as I remember
the fantasies I had surrounding the fireplace.

“I like it as well. There’s plenty of room for us to raise a
family, plus there’s a dedicated room you can use as an
office,” he says.

“A family? You want kids?”

“I want kids with you,” he states, kissing my temple. “Before,
well, I never saw myself with an ol’ lady much less wanting to
have a family of my own. But with you, I want it all, babe.
The good, the bad, the ugly.”



“Hopefully, there’ll be more good than bad or ugly,” I tease,
turning so I’m fully facing him. “So, you really think she’ll be
going back soon?”

“Yeah, I do. I don’t see her brother or Savage wanting to stay
around indefinitely. I’m pretty sure Dr. Williams will give her
a list of doctors for her to continue her therapy, but she needs
to get back to home and allow their club to help her heal.”

“I haven’t told her I want to stay,” I murmur. “I mean, I’d need
to go back long enough to get all the rest of my stuff, and
resign from my job, but other than that, my home is here with
you now.”

Turning me, he cups my face in the way I’ve grown to love
and kisses me thoroughly. Once we’re both breathless, he pulls
back slightly and says, “We’ll make that trip happen whenever
you want, Pixie.”

“I need to make a list of things I have to take care of,” I reply,
grinning up at him. For the first time since everything
happened that led us to St. Marys, I feel settled inside.

“Whatever you need to do is what we’ll do,” he states. “Want
to stop for some ice cream on our way back home?”

“You don’t like ice cream,” I remind him, giggling.

“No, but I like watching you eat it,” he teases, waggling his
brows at me. “Gives me a lot of good ideas.”

I laugh so hard I snort before finally choking out, “Sounds like
a guy thing for sure.”

“Absolutely.”

Honor took Savage with her today to the therapist and I’ve
been waiting on pins and needles ever since to find out how it
went. I’m still a bit reserved where he’s concerned, but I need
to remember my best friend has a good head on her shoulders.

When they finally get back, I rush over to her. “How did it
go?” I ask.



“It went okay,” she says, looking nervous. Taking a deep
breath, she continues. “Dr. Williams thinks I should go home.”

“Oh.” I blink at her, my eyes widening as tears threaten before
I glance over at Asa. Looking back at Honor, I ask, “Are you
going to?”

Her gaze on Savage, she then turns to me and replies, “As
much as the idea scares me and I’m not sure I’m exactly ready,
she’s right.”

I shrug because I know she’s right deep down inside, but still,
ever since we met, we’ve been together. This will be
something different for both of us, that’s for damn sure.

“Let’s go to my room,” she suggests, guessing this is
something we need to talk about in private.

I nod and the two of us head to her room. Inside we both curl
up on the bed, sitting crossed legged in front of each other.

“You don’t want to go back home do you?” she blurts out and
again, I nod.

“I really like it here,” I whisper. “I really like him.”

Okay, I love him, but first things first, this is her cousin after
all and she’s been so focused on herself, she hasn’t exactly
been paying attention to the two of us.

“I know you do. I can see it in your face.” She smiles at me
before saying, “If you want to stay, stay. Talk to Glacier and
tell him. But Dr. Williams is right that to overcome what
happened I need to face it.”

“But isn’t it too fast?” I ask, my concern for her overriding my
need to be with him.

“Maybe.” She shrugs. “I know I’m not ready to face it. I don’t
think I ever will be, but I’m hiding out here and she says I
need to find a normal for me. I won’t be able to do that unless
I’m back home.”

“Are you going to do that with Savage?” I question.

“Honestly I don’t know. He confuses me, but he opened up to
me about some things and I trust him. He makes me feel safe.”



“Last night you didn’t scream in your sleep,” I murmur,
surprising her.

We spend some more time talking before heading back out to
everyone else. Unsurprisingly, we end up at the pool, with
Gunner and Savage getting in on the insanity the kids employ
when it comes to sea creatures and keeping everyone safe.

Later that night, curled in Asa’s arms, I murmur, “I’m going to
miss her, you know.”

“It’s not as if you’ll never see each other again, Delaney,” he
replies, his hand running through my hair. “You’re going to
have to go back and get shit sorted out with your old job, that
kind of thing. If you want to go by yourself, that’s fine, or we
can go up together. Totally up to you.”

“I think I want you with me.”

“Then that’s what we’ll do.”

It takes a few more days, but finally, the three of them are
heading out, Honor behind Savage as they roar out of the
parking lot. Taking my hand, Asa pulls me over to one of the
side-by-sides that they use on the property. “Let’s go check our
house out, babe. See what we’re going to need, okay?”

I swear that despite the short time we’ve been together, he just
gets me, knowing I need to do something else to keep busy, so
I don’t break down in tears. I know Honor and I’ll talk
frequently, but it’s not the same as popping into each other’s
rooms.

As we bounce along the path toward where our house is
situated, I take stock of how much my life has changed in such
a short amount of time. I went from being single, happy in the
career I built, and content to let life move along, to the ol’ lady
of a biker who had every reason to keep himself closed off
from the world based on how he’d been treated.

“How did I get so lucky?” I ask as we finally pull in front of
the house.



“The better question is, how did I?” he replies, taking my hand
as we walk up the path. “Everything I went through, all the
shit that was shoveled at me, it was all worth it since you were
at the end of the journey.”

“I think… I think that’s the sweetest thing anyone’s ever said
to me,” I say. “Thank you for being willing to take a chance on
us, Asa. Because I can honestly say I couldn’t imagine being
with anyone else besides you.”

“Thank your cousin, Pixie. She’s the one who wanted the two
of us to meet,” he teases. “Granted, I think I’d have preferred
better circumstances, but still, the end result is the same.
You’re mine and I’m yours.”



CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR

Glacier

“DELANEY, ARE YOU SURE WE NEED ALL THIS?” I ASK AS WE

head to the checkout at Buc-ee’s. Ever since Honor called to
tell us she was pregnant, Delaney’s been buying stuff for the
baby. I actually thought she was done, but I was obviously
mistaken based on the cart full of baby items with the store’s
mascot on them.

“Yes, I’m sure,” she replies. “Plus, I got her some of her
favorite saltwater taffy. I know she has to be careful with how
much she eats because of the diabetes, but she said her doctor
and she were happy with where her numbers have been lately.”

Instead of rolling my eyes, which I apparently picked up from
all the women at the club, I help her unload the stuff onto the
counter, grateful I decided to bring my truck. Gunner’s ol’
lady and several of the others packed all of Delaney’s things
and brought them to their clubhouse, which worked out well
because once she started working at our school system on a
full-time basis, we didn’t have the time we wanted to make a
trip to South Carolina.

My eyes nearly bug out of my head when I hear the total, but I
hand my card to clerk over Delaney’s objections. “Nope, babe,
not happening. If I’m with you, I pay, remember?”

“Oh, that’s so chivalrous,” the clerk replies, handing me my
receipt along with the fifty bags full of insanity my woman
bought.



“More like caveman-like,” Delaney retorts, sticking her tongue
out at me as she pushes the cart out to put it back where the
others are at, just inside the door.

“Got a better use for that tongue, woman,” I tease as I hit the
button on my key fob to unlock my truck. Once I have her
door open, I quickly restore feeling to my arms by dumping all
the bags in the back seat, then round the truck to get into the
driver’s side.

Leaning over, I cup her face and kiss her, uncaring that we’re
in the middle of one of the busiest fucking parking lots I’ve
ever been in. “See?” I say against her lips once I pull back.

“Mmhm,” she replies, her eyes now at half-mast. “Have you
told her about the dog yet?”

“No, figured we’d do that once we got there. Seems like it
took him forever, but I trust Nick, and know he wanted to find
the best possible match for her.”

She grins while getting her seatbelt on. “Come on, Asa, time’s
wasting! She could already have the baby and here you are,
poking along.”

“I’ll give you poking along, Pixie.”

“So, what’s her name?” Delaney asks, smiling at the sweet
baby girl I’m currently holding. I’m glad we managed to get
here before the baby arrived; Delaney would’ve never let me
hear the end of it, that’s for sure.

I watch my cousin smile at her man, before she turns and looks
directly at me. Somehow, I know the next words out of her
mouth are going to rock my world and when she says, “Natalie
Asa Winters,” I barely manage to keep from stepping back in
shock.

Looking down at Natalie, I smile while running my finger
down her silky cheek. Someday, this will be me and Delaney,
but for now, I have a new little cousin to watch out for. Not
like she doesn’t have a club full of men ready to go to battle



for her; they proved that when they took out those who hurt
Honor. While I was upset we weren’t called into the fray, at
the end of the day, I got it.

Sometimes, you just have to handle shit and deal with the
pissed off cousin who didn’t get his shot. When Gunner called
to tell me, he did apologize, but I understood. As long as
Honor is happy and healthy, I didn’t need to exact any kind of
vengeance on her behalf.

“Did y’all buy the fucking store out?” Savage asks,
rummaging through the countless bags I brought up once
Honor was moved into a room. “Jesus, they got everything
with this fucking beaver on it!”

Delaney and Honor giggle while I just shake my head. “We
love the place!” Honor exclaims. “They have my favorite
saltwater taffy there, Savage.”

“Yeah, so pay attention,” I chide. “She expects it any time
you’re within a twenty-mile radius of the fucking place.”

“That’s why we got prospects, babe. They can make runs.”

“It’s not the same,” Honor advises, pouting. I’d believe she
was actually upset if she hadn’t just winked at Delaney who is
now covering her mouth to keep from laughing out loud.

I shrug because if push came to shove, I’d send a prospect.
Especially if I had something else that was more important to
deal with besides tracking down a favorite treat. Then again,
I’d go to the ends of the earth for my woman, so I suspect that
while Savage may be throwing that out there, he’d do the
same. I’ve been watching how he is with my cousin and am
happy to see the dark cloud that used to hang over her is now
mostly gone.

I say mostly because Delaney has told me that Honor shared
she still struggles. But she’s got a new job as a nurse, now has
a baby to keep her further grounded, and a man and brother
who would walk through the fires of Hell for her.

“Maybe not, but if you could have me home with you or
running the roads while you handled the baby, which would
you want?” Savage asks, pulling out another outfit and



shaking his head. “Did you get one in every size or
something? You act as though the store’s going out of
business!”

“No, I figured we’d get a few different sizes because babies
tend to grow fast,” Delaney retorts. “Plus, it’s not like your
club isn’t the same as ours. Babies are always popping up like
rabbits.”

I hide my grin because if what I suspect is true, Delaney’s
going to be eating her own words at some point.

“Yeah, whatever. Are y’all hungry? I’ll send a prospect out to
grab some food,” Savage mutters, his head still in the fucking
bags. “Oh, here, babe, think this is for you,” he says, handing
her a bag of cinnamon saltwater taffy.

She squeals and eagerly rips the top off and the next thing I
know, both women are unwrapping the candies and popping
them into their mouths. “Okay, you two are obviously going to
eat candy. What about you, Glacier? Gunner said he was going
to put an order in at the local steakhouse, we can add two
more.”

Nodding, I say, “Yeah, that sounds good. Steaks, both cooked
medium, baked potatoes, one fully loaded, one with butter and
sour cream only.”

“What about vegetables?” he asks, now looking at his phone.
“Says they’ve got grilled asparagus, green beans, and some
seasonal crap.”

“Pixie?” I ask, turning to Delaney before bursting out into
laughter. Her cheeks are so stuffed with the chewy candies she
looks like a chipmunk, and she adds to it when she crosses her
eyes at me. “Okay, let’s go with two green beans.”

I can take or leave vegetables, but for my woman’s sake, I try
to eat them since she says they help keep us healthy or some
shit.

“Got it. Should be here in about thirty or so minutes,” he
advises. Looking at me, he asks, “Did your woman buy out
every baby store by y’all?”



Laughing, I shrug. “She said she was taking her role as the fun
auntie seriously. Except, if Honor and I are cousins, then she’s
really going to be the fun cousin, I guess. Fuck, I don’t know.”

“We also wanted to ask if you both would be her godparents,”
Savage remarks.

“You want us to be her godparents?” Delaney asks, looking
shocked.

“Yes, we do,” Honor replies, nodding.

“I’m honored,” I whisper, looking down at the little girl who’s
already stolen a piece of my heart. “I’ll always be there when
you need me, little one. No matter what.”

While Natalie sleeps, we finish off the best steak dinner I’ve
had in a while, Delaney and Honor sitting on her bed while
Savage and I sit in chairs alongside them. “Now that we’re
full, I wanted to say something,” I tell Honor. “Several months
back, Atlas reached out to the guy who got Koba and Ridley
for him and Patsy. They looked into it and found that there are
some dogs who can be trained to tell when a diabetic’s scent
changes so that they can test themselves before they end up in
a crisis situation. He reached out to Nick from the Black
Tuxedos MC to see if he could help. He also asked Nick if it
was possible that the dog be trained as a guard dog, since he
knew from Patsy how valuable one would be to your overall
peace of mind.”

“What did he find out?” Honor asks. I can see hope shining in
her eyes and smile.

“He’s got two for you to meet as soon as you’re able to travel
to Texas. If you want, we’ll come too so we can help Savage
with Natalie while you’re training with Nick. He takes a
hands-on approach, and makes sure you and the dog are a
good match before he lets you go home, so you don’t have to
worry about being given a dog then sent on your way.”



“That might help,” she says, looking over at Savage. To us she
states, “There are good and bad days. Mostly good, but
sometimes, the fear is overwhelming. It’s been causing my
numbers to fluctuate a lot more than I’d like, to be honest, and
I’m sure Savage would feel better knowing I had a dog who
could handle any threat to me or the baby.”

“Yeah, it would,” he finally says, squeezing Honor’s hand.
“Especially now that the baby’s here. Gotta be able to have my
head in whatever Hammer needs me doing, and knowing
you’ll have a dog by your side that’ll take down any potential
threat eases my mind.”

“Then we’ll get it set up,” I reply. “Now, we’re off to the hotel
so y’all can bond together as a family of three,” I say, reaching
my hand out to help Delaney off the bed. “Call or text if
there’s anything you need us to pick up for you. Glad Gunner
had the prospects grab all the bags.”

Savage chuckles. “Yeah, and they better not fuck with
anything in them, or they’ll never get their patch.”

“I’m sure Avery or Zinnia is already working on washing all
the clothes and blankets,” Honor replies. “Thank you both for
being here. It means the world to me, to us.”

“Wouldn’t have missed it for the world, squirt.”

“Don’t call me squirt!”



EPILOGUE

DELANEY

“I CAN’T BELIEVE HOW MUCH SHE’S ALREADY GROWN!” I
exclaim, looking down at Natalie.

“Well, she is two months old,” Honor retorts, rolling her eyes
at me.

“Glad we were finally able to get here,” Savage says, looking
around at the cabin where Nick set us up. “Fucking long-ass
trip, that’s for sure, especially with a baby in tow.”

“At least you trailered your bike like I did,” Glacier points out.
“Nick said we were welcome to ride with his brothers later if
we wanted.”

“Yeah, I need some wind therapy.”

Honor snickers and I look at her to see her mouthing that
she’ll tell me when they leave.

“Well, let’s let you guys go do your manly biker thing, then,” I
sass, leaning up to kiss Asa. I try to call him Glacier when
we’re around everyone at home, but since the other ol’ ladies
use their men’s’ names interchangeably, I do as well. I’m sure
there are other clubs out there who would see it as
disrespectful, but thankfully, Asa says they don’t feel that way.

“When will I meet the dogs?” Honor asks.

“Nick said he’d be back shortly to take us all over to The
Sanctuary for you to meet them,” Asa replies. “Then, once the
dog’s chosen you, we’ll come back here while y’all train for a



bit. After that, we’ll go for a ride before we grab some dinner.
How’s that?”

“Sounds like a well-thought-out plan,” I tease, earning me a
swat on my ass. “Hey now, no hitting that or you won’t be
hitting that later.”

“Mmhm, like you can resist me,” he says, smirking at me.

“Are you going to tell her?” he asks me as we get ready for the
day. It’s been a little over a week in Texas and while Honor
trains with Mackie, the dog who chose her, we hang out with
Savage and Natalie, seeing the local sights.

“What do you think?” I reply, applying my mascara. “Of
course, I am! I just can’t believe the damn implant failed!”

It’s the same thing I’ve been saying for over a month now
because I’m still kind of in shock. Then, because I had a few
scares early on, we decided to wait until I was past the danger
zone. Now safely in the second trimester, with a tiny baby
bump that’s made its presence known, it’s time to start sharing
the news with my family.

“I don’t remember much about that kind of shit, but do seem
to recall reading the paperwork and seeing that most birth
control is rendered ineffective if antibiotics are ingested.”

“Damn, you almost sound like you memorized the paper or
something!” I exclaim, giggling. “Yeah, who knew a simple
sinus infection could cause it to fail. Good thing the doctor
insisted on a pregnancy test before she implanted the new one,
huh?”

GLACIER

I nod, even though I suspected she was pregnant long before
she went to get her new implant inserted. She had all the signs
I remembered from the other ol’ ladies in the club; incessant
cravings, periods of weepiness and moodiness, and she was
beyond horny.



“Just know that before he or she arrives, my ring’s gonna be
on your finger, Pixie,” I tell her.

“Ah, so you just wanna marry me because I’m pregnant?” she
asks.

Realizing rather quickly I’m in imminent danger depending on
how I respond, I slowly shake my head. “No, ma’am. I’ve had
this for a few months now, long before I knew there was a
possibility you could be pregnant,” I say, pulling the ring out
of my pocket where it’s been steadily burning a hole.

“Asa?” Her voice now sounds shaky as I drop to my knee in
front of her and take her hand in mine.

“Delaney, when you barged into my life, my only focus was
finding Honor. Then when I realized everything she’d told me
about you was true, I fought hard against my attraction, using
my past to shield me from the possibility of a future with you.
You broke through my walls anyhow, rescuing me from
becoming a bitter man. You’re already my ol’ lady, but will
you do me the honor of being my wife?” I ask.

“Yes, yes, a thousand times yes,” she shrieks, jumping into my
arms. “God, I love you so much, Asa! I couldn’t ask for a
better man to be by my side as we walk this journey called life
together.”

“I love you too, Pixie. Now, as much as I want to celebrate,
we’re supposed to meet them for breakfast before they head
back home, remember? We’ve gotta get on the road as well,
I’ve got helmets to paint.”

She giggles before giving me one last kiss. “Yeah, I know. Just
know when we stop for the night, I’m collecting.”

“Wouldn’t have it any other way.”

I’m pretty sure I can be classified as hearing impaired at this
point seeing as Honor shrieked when she saw Delaney’s ring.
They’ve spent the past thirty minutes talking about weddings,
dresses, and a bunch of other shit I have no interest in. As long



as Poseidon’s willing to officiate, we can have it in the middle
of the fucking clubhouse for all I care.

“You know damn well you’re going to give her whatever she
wants,” Savage whispers to me. Not like either of the women
is paying us a lick of attention.

“You’re right, but why all the huge drama and shit? Get
someone to say the words then have a party,” I retort.

“It’s something they all dream about from the time they’re old
enough to cogitate,” he states. When I give him a look he
shrugs. “Hey now, I know big words.”

I tune back into the women’s conversation when I hear Honor
gasp. “Wait, you’re what? Pregnant?”

Delaney’s blushing but her smile is radiant as she nods. “Yeah,
we’ve known for about a month, but after a few scares, we
decided to wait to tell anyone until the danger was past,” she
replies. “Y’all are the first who know outside of us and the
doctor.”

Honor looks at me then at Savage before she claps her hands
and starts laughing almost hysterically. “You know what this
means don’t you?” she asks Savage, almost bouncing in her
seat.

“What?”

“We have to stop at Buc-ee’s!” she exclaims.

“Fuccck,” we both reply in unison, with Delaney now joining
in on Honor’s laughter.

“Payback’s a bitch, man,” Savage teases, punching me in the
arm.

I look at the other adults sitting around me, little Natalie
cuddled in my arms. Leaning down I whisper, “Don’t worry,
they’re not always this crazy, sweet girl.”

“Yeah, sometimes, we’re crazier.”



Later that night, in a hotel somewhere along I-20, I show
Delaney how much she means to me, whispering words into
her ear as we both find our release. “Thank you for rescuing
me, babe. I didn’t realize I was damaged by my past until you
broke through those walls.”

“We rescued each other, Asa. Just like Savage rescued Honor.
It’s what we do for those we love,” she replies, her voice
sounding sleepy.

Curling her into me, I kiss her temple. “Get some rest, babe.
We’ve got about five or six more hours to go tomorrow
depending on traffic.”

“Can’t wait to be home.”

Home.

It’s always going to be where she’s at, whether that’s in a hotel
off a busy interstate or in our cottage home by the coast.

THE END…

(NICK’S STORY CAN BE FOUND IN THE BLACK TUXEDOS MC
SERIES; HE’S BOOK TWO)
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