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To the Ravage MC Hotties Facebook group. You chose the color red.
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When I finished Seduce Me, I knew that there was more to GT and Casey’s story. They needed their happy ending. Rattle Me is the result of that. 

Thank you to all of my beta readers who have helped me out tremendously. I appreciate everything you’ve done. 

My family. Thank you so much for sticking by my side throughout this journey. 

To my readers. Thank you, a million times thank you. You are the reason I continue writing this series. You are a huge support. 

Ravage Ravages—Thank you!!!!!
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I pace back and forth over the soft brown carpet in GT’s and my living room, chewing on what’s left of my fingernails. I wiggle my toes with each step, feeling the softness between them, but it does nothing to provide me the comfort I so desperately need. I tried sitting still, but it didn’t work. My legs would bounce uncontrollably and I’d stand in an effort to immediately tame them. My heart is pumping so fast, I fear it will blow out of my chest and run its own marathon at any moment. Nerves, these are not nerves. They are live wires ready to connect and combust in a sea of sparks and fire. 

I wipe my hands on my jeans again; no matter what I do, I can’t stop them from sweating. 

How long is three minutes anyway? Too damn long, that’s for sure.

Not so long ago, I took test after test, alone and scared to find out the result. Now is no different. I’m a combination of terrified, nervous, and excited to know what it will say.

I waited until GT left for the club this morning, not wanting to worry him for no reason. I bought the tests yesterday on my way home from the garage, but by the time I got here, GT was home and I couldn’t find time to take them. Part of me thought I should have him be here for this, but if it comes back negative, I don’t want to let him down. I honestly don’t even know how I feel about either result, let alone how he will react. If the little magical stick reads YES and I am pregnant, I’ll be terrified of losing the baby, like I did Mia. I’m not sure I’m strong enough right now to go through that pain again. 

If it comes back negative, I’m afraid I’ll be so disappointed I’ll experience the same grief. I’m a walking contradiction and I know this, which is another reason I haven’t told him. I have no doubt that GT and I would love this little child and be the parents he or she needs. I just don’t know if we could handle another loss and that’s the part that scares the shit out of me.

The timer on the microwave beeps repeatedly, echoing through the house. I stop mid-stride and look over in its direction, scared like the damned thing might jump out to bite me. I breathe out deeply, walking over to the metal device to turn off the pesky noise. I hit the button and the sound doesn’t stop. I try again, pressing hard. Nothing. Frustration clouds me as I forcefully pound every button, finally getting it to stop, blowing my hair out of my face from the exertion. Shit. Get a grip, Casey.

I rest my hand on the countertop, trying to get myself together. What in the hell is wrong with me? I hate that anxiety and fear is overriding this moment. This moment that could be perfect or scary as shit. My head spins from being all over the damn place and I close my eyes to get control. The only way to find out for sure is to look. 

I walk slowly to the bathroom, each step harder to make than the last. Entering the bathroom, I scan the counter of the white double-sink, littered with five tests. I am not taking any chances with this answer. When I missed my period this month and then couldn’t remember if I had it last month, I needed to make sure. Some may call not remembering irresponsible. I call it life; especially mine over the last months. 

I walk ever so slowly to the tests, closing my eyes, and stop just shy of seeing the results. I breathe in deep. I can do this. Whatever it is, GT and I will deal. Right? 

I open my eyes and look down at the sticks that will tell me if GT’s and my life is forever changed. I gasp in a breath, sucking in so deep I’d be surprised if there were any oxygen left in the room. I line up the tests, one after another showing pluses—five, five plus signs. 

Holy shit. I’m Pregnant! 

Tears dance in my eyes, swirling around and making the tests blurry. My body is light, as if I’m floating above myself looking at all the tests. It’s that big of a high. My lips curve into a smile so broad my eyes scrunch. I wrap an arm around my waist and lift my other hand to my lips as the tears continue to fall. 

Pregnant. My knees give out and I sink down the wall to the tiled floor, the coldness coming through my jeans. My muscles tremble as I tilt my head to stare up at the bathroom ceiling. I close my eyes and breathe in as deep as possible, willing the tears to stop from flowing. The bottom line is I’m happy, so very happy to have GT’s baby inside of me. And this time, I’ll do it right. I won’t hide it. He will know tonight and be there with me every step of the way. 

We can handle this. Right? We may not get everything perfect, but we can do this. 
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I need to quietly extract my body from GT’s, but since I’m lying on the couch wrapped up in his arms, it’s proving to be a bit difficult. Every damn time I move, he twitches or nuzzles in closer to me. Dammit. I lift his arm and my nerves go berserk. This time he doesn’t move and I breathe out a sigh of relief. Step one. 

Sucking in air, I gently roll away from GT, using my arms to catch my fall. GT turns, but his eyes stay closed. Shit. Didn’t think this would be that hard.

I thought and thought about how to tell him about the baby. I absolutely did not want to hide it from him any longer than I had to. Lucky for me, Valentine’s Day was right around the corner. 

While I know that he doesn’t give two shits about the holiday, what better way to tell him? 

I tiptoe into the bedroom, trying not to hit that damn creaking floorboard. After crossing it, I need to hurry because who knows how much time I have before he wakes up. Normally as soon as I move he’s up and awake. 

Entering the bedroom, I open the bottom drawer of the dresser and smile. The pink lace corset is going to be a challenge to put on alone. I’ve practiced though, setting the laces so that I can just pull the bottom ones to tighten it. I pull out the thong that matches and head into the bathroom. 

I dig around in the drawer looking for the marker I left in here. I look in the mirror at my stomach and smile, placing my hand on top of it. I am honored to have a little person growing inside of me. I allow the joy to fill my heart and focus on that happiness as I get to work.

I instantly realize that I can’t look in the mirror and do this or the words will be backward. I take a deep breath. I only need to write two words; I can do that upside down. May not be the prettiest thing, but it’ll work. 

I take the lid off the Sharpie, my hand trembling a bit. I shake it out, quickly trying to rid my nerves. I write the letters and even though I mess up a bit, I’m able to save it by shading it in just a tad. I look at the words in the mirror and from that angle, they look pretty good. 

Slipping into the corset, I reach for the laces after pulling up my boobs so they fit nice. Seriously, whoever invented these wanted to torture women. They are a bitch to get on right, but they are sexy as hell. Shuffling my feet, I’m able to get the back tied and then I step into the underwear. I pull on the garter and sheer stockings, clipping them together. 

I rush out of the bathroom, slip on my heels, and grab the Target bag with the tea light candles. I scatter them around the room and pull out the long-nozzle lighter. I light as I go, then turn off the main light to the room. 

Only one more to go. I click the lighter and the flame ignites. I turn around and my heart stops. Literally stops. I can’t breathe. I grip my chest, trying to pull myself together. “Holy shit, GT. You scared me.” My breath comes out in pants, as I will myself to calm down. “You ruined the surprise.” I give a soft and hopefully sexy pout.

His strong legs guide him to me and then he runs his fingers over my garter. My body heats from the faint touch. “You surprised me, all right.” 

“You like?” I ask, giving him my best sexy grin. 

He yanks my body tight to his. “Fuck yeah.” The smirk must have worked because the hunger flaring in his eyes consumes me. His lips collide with mine hard, rough, and deep. Our tongues duel, neither one getting the upper hand. 

Needing air, I pull away before suddenly remembering my plan. Fuck, he gets me so riled up that I can’t think for shit. “I still have a surprise.” 

He cocks his head to the side like he’s thinking. “What?”

“Give you a massage.” I bite my lower lip. He’s said before he’s down with it, but I’ve never tried. 

“Hell yes.” Well, that didn’t take long. Giddiness rises through me. This is working. 

“Good. Naked and on the bed, facedown,” I order in my sternest voice while laughing on the inside. 

“Why back first?” 

A slow smirk skims my lips. “Because, if I do the front first, we’ll end up fucking and I won’t get to your back.” 

He gets my meaning and starts to strip. I open the jar on the nightstand and pull out some of the white oil as he does as instructed, lay on his stomach. 

“What’s that?” His question has my eyes flitting to his. 

“Coconut oil.” I thought he’d know that since I use the stuff for lots of different things: cooking, as a lotion, softening my hair. Everything. 

“And you’re rubbing me with it?” God he can be a big baby sometimes. 

“Oh, stop it. Coconut oil is great for your skin. Relax and trust me.” I continue rubbing it in, the warmth from my hands melting it. 

“Does it smell like coconuts? I don’t want to go around smelling like girly suntan lotion.” 

I huff and hold my hand out to him in exasperation. Seriously. He turns his head and inhales then falls back to the bed. 

“All right.” Frustrating man. 

I begin at his foot, concentrating on every touch. I move up his body, giving a bit extra to his tight ass. Yum. I skate over his back, the Ravage emblem staring up at me as I move to his shoulders and neck. I am not fast with my task; I take extra-long. 

His entire body relaxes under my fingertips and when I glance at his face, it looks as if he’s sleeping. Didn’t he just get up? It only encourages me that I’m going a great job. 

“Roll over, GT,” I whisper in his ear and he does, but his eyes remain closed. I grab more oil and warm it in my hands then move to his chest, abs, and legs. Purposefully, I avoid touching his very hard dick. I want to dart out and lick it, but I have a job to do, and I got to get to his feet first. 

After his feet, I slowly move up to his dick. I stroke his hard length, up and down, giving it a twist here and there for good measure. His body tightens, his hands clutching the sheets. His eyes meet mine and the intensity in them sends shivers down my back. 

In a flash, GT reaches up, grabs me, flips me on my back, and then climbs on top of me. Before I can protest, he kisses me and I get sucked in for a few moments. Once I get my wits about me, I try to break away but he doesn’t let me. 

Shit, this is not how this was supposed to go. 

“Scoot up on the bed and lie back,” he demands and I panic. 

“GT, I wasn’t done,” I say, and then yell, “Wait!” Whatever he sees in my face stops him in his tracks. I sit up and he rests his back against the headboard. Nerves rack my body. This is it. 

“What’s going on, Angel?” Confusion and worry are written all over his face and I don’t want that in this moment. 

“I have something for you.” My voice breaks a bit, the nerves settling in my throat. 

“Tell me,” GT orders. 

I blow out deep and don’t say a word. I unlace the corset, keeping my eyes focused on my man. One of the straps gets caught. Dammit. And this is supposed to be sexy, right? He reaches out to help me, but I can’t have him touching me yet. 

“No.” He stops and fear flashes across his face. Shit. “I have something to show you.” 

“Okay.” His tone is clipped and impatient. 

I slowly remove the fabric and watch as his gaze travels to my stomach. It’s as if everything is in slow motion, and I want to burn each second into my memory. Utter awe spreads over every part of his features. He grips my hips and pulls me close to him, staring at the words ‘Hi Daddy.’ Times like these, I wish I had superpowers and could read my man’s mind. 

“Really?” he asks, his focus totally on my stomach.

“Really.” Damn the hitch in my voice. 

“Holy fucking shit!” he yells, pressing me against his body. “You’re having my baby?” I nod yes and grip his shoulders for support. 

“I can’t believe you’re having my baby!” he practically screams, but the happiness of his words is all I need. 

“I am.” I finally relax and let the joy flow. He kisses me, and it’s a kiss filled with love, passion, and excitement. 

“Baby, you don’t know how happy you just made me.” I laugh but he cuts me off with another kiss, his hands roaming over my back. 

“I love you,” he whispers against my lips then takes them again. I’m so freaking happy he wants this. I want it so damn bad. I’ve thought so much of Mia these past couple of days and I really need GT with me this time, step-by-step. 

“Baby,” he whispers.

“Yeah?”

“I don’t want to hurt you.” Warmth fills my cheeks and tight strings wrap around my heart. 

“Just be gentle.” 

Not sure if he knows the meaning of that word, but he’s going to have to give it a shot. 

His lips, tongue, and teeth do wicked things to my body, moving everywhere along my overly sensitive skin. 

“Please.” It comes out in a moan and I don’t give a shit. My pussy is pulsing and I need more. His finger enters me, but he doesn’t push all the way in. It feels like just the tip. Even with that slight touch, my back arches off the mattress. Hot lips attach to my already sensitive nipples and I feel it, it’s coming.

He pulls out. “GT!” I scream, wanting to kill him at the moment. He can’t leave me hanging like this. Dammit.

“Baby, when you come, it’ll be with me inside of you.” He kisses my lips, climbs over my body, and slowly, wonderfully, invades me. 

“Oh God.” 

“You feel so fucking good, Angel,” he says but I can’t speak. He’s so damn good at this, each thrust pushing me closer to the edge. I’m right on the cusp. 

“You almost there?” he growls, but I don’t register it as my entire body releases, lights bursting behind my eyelids. 

We lay there long minutes trying to breathe, his weight pressing on me gloriously though he’s putting a lot of it on his arm. He brushes the hair away from my face and kisses me softly. He rolls off and pulls me into his body. 

“I take it you’re happy?” 

“Fuck yeah, babe. Happiest fucking guy on the planet.” He squeezes me. It doesn’t get better than this. I’ll let all the worry invade me another day. Right now, I just want to be. 

I feel his come dripping out of me and need to hit the bathroom ASAP. I move but his grip tightens. “Where are you going?” he whispers against my ear.

“Clean up real quick.”

“Don’t you dare wipe those words off of you.” His warning comes out clear and I can’t hide my happiness. 

“It’s permanent marker. It’s not coming off for a long while.” His lips stretch into a grin and I head to the bathroom. I make sure not to touch the letters, but clean up everywhere else. 

I join him back in bed and he draws me in tight. 

“Happy Valentine’s Day, Angel,” he says, pulling up the blanket. 

“Love you, GT.”

“Love you, too.” He kisses the top of my head and somehow we drift off to sleep. 
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Waking up, I have the best damn feeling in the whole fucking world. My woman is having my baby. Fuck. 

Baby. Thoughts of baby Mia creep in my head. My special little baby girl no one ever got to meet. Angel sat with me a while back and we talked about the miscarriage. The doctor told her there was nothing she could have done to prevent losing the baby. It doesn’t make the pain go away and if I know my girl, she’s probably already thought all of this through and is scared shitless of losing this one.

It’ll be my job as her man to take as much of that pressure and concern away from her. First thing’s first, I’m sure we need to go to a doctor. 

“Morning.” I turn to see the most beautiful woman in the world staring back at me. Her blonde and black strands are scattered across the pillow and her emerald eyes glow, even now when waking from a deep sleep.

I begin stroking her hair, feeling the silkiness between my fingers. 

“Are you sure you’re excited?” she asks, her voice small and timid as she stares off into the distance.

“Ab-so-fucking-lutely, babe.”

“I’m scared.” Those words are like daggers to my heart. I never want to hear them, but there they are. I lift her in my arms and move her so she is straddling my thighs. I look into her pain infused eyes and part of my heart crushes for her. 

“You’re afraid to lose the baby?” It’s more of a statement than a question, but she nods in response. “I am too.” Her lips open slightly as she sucks in a small gasp. “Yeah, babe. I’m terrified. I don’t want you to go through that again—hell, I don’t want to go through that again. We need to go talk to a doctor.”

“I have an appointment tomorrow at one.”

I stop her words by placing my finger on her lips. “We have an appointment at one. We do this together, Angel, every step.” No way would I miss a second of our baby’s life, not this time.

Tears roll down her face and I wipe them with the pads of my thumbs. Her voice cracks. “We can’t tell anyone until we talk to the doctor.”

“Just in case.” I say the words that she needs to but can’t. “When did you find out?” 

“Two days ago.” She looks sheepish and I know she thinks I’m pissed. Far from it. 

“Angel, it’s fine.” 

“I took five. I wanted to make sure.” A blush sneaks up her neck and into her cheeks, giving her a nice rosy flush as she shrugs her shoulders awaiting my response. 

“You were afraid it might be wrong?” I chuckle a bit; it is pretty cute and so Angel.

“You never know.” 

“We don’t have to tell a soul until we talk to the doctor. I’m fine with that.” She brings her right hand up to her mouth and starts chewing on her thumbnail. I push it away. 

“What if we lose it?”

“Then we deal with it together.” Angel falls into my arms and I hug her tight. We can do anything as long as we are by each other’s side.

“GT, I can’t do that again. The fear of it is strangling me.” Her eyes are pleading, tears rolling down her face.

“I know it, Angel, but you have to calm down. I don’t know shit about babies, but it can’t be good for you to be so upset. Let’s talk to the doctor and go from there.” She absently nods her head and falls against my shoulder, wrapping her arms around my body. Her grip is tight and I give it back to her a hundred percent. 

“Sorry I’m such a mess,” she mumbles, sending a flutter across my skin. 

“Angel, I don’t give a shit if you’re a mess. You’re a fucking hot mess. My fucking hot mess.” She chuckles softly and my hands sweep up and down her back in reassurance. “We do this together. I’ll be there every step of the way. You’re not alone.” She begins to shake as sobs take over her body in earnest. Wet tears drip on my skin, sliding down my arm. I clutch her tighter.

“Thank you,” she whispers so faint I can barely hear. 
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Nervous wreck? Try emotional basket case. How in the hell is it possible to be so damned happy and excited, then turn around and feel so scared and out of control? One minute, I’m so elated that this baby is inside of me. The next, I’m scared to death I’ll be putting it in a grave next to Mia. 

All morning this is what it’s been, this up and down rollercoaster of emotions taking me on the wildest ride of my life. My stomach is in knots and every now and then, bile rises in my throat, threatening to escape my body. 

I talked to Dave at the garage and told him I wasn’t feeling good, and that I needed a couple of days off. Until I am able to get everything sorted, my mind won’t be anywhere but on this baby. Luckily, I’m caught up on all my classes so that is one less worry.

Noon. GT should be here, but he isn’t. My feet set a punishing pace, walking back and forth on the carpet as I wring my hands. Where the hell is he? He knows how important this is and he said he would be here.

At that thought, the roar of GT’s Harley comes barreling through my pacing. I rush to grab my purse but his engine stops. What the hell is he doing?

As I shut the door, GT is throwing his leg over the bike. “What are you doing? We have to go?” 

He shakes his head, tossing his hair, and my pussy tightens. I love when he does that shit. He is one gorgeous man. 

“Thought we’d take the car.” His strides are long and sure. He stops in front of me, placing his hand on my chin and pulling it up. My eyes meet his and he lays a chaste kiss on my lips, soft and sweet. My mind is in a daze for a brief moment. 

Shaking off his effect, I realize what he’s saying. “You don’t want to take the bike?” The thought is so unnerving I don’t even know where to start. He always wants to take the bike. I love riding it. I don’t see a problem here. 

“Just let’s see what the doctor says.” His eyes are dancing with fear, deep inside he is scared he’d hurt the baby. GT’s words and hidden meanings wrap around my heart, clutching it tightly. This is why I love this man. He may do things that some consider bad, but deep down, he is a good and honorable man. My man.

“Okay. Let’s go then. I don’t want to be late.” I smile, not arguing one bit.

The ride is short and before I know it we are in the waiting room. I sit and fill out paper after paper with GT right next to me, calm as can be. How in the hell can he not be nervous? I sure as shit am. 
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Strong. That is what I am. I will be Angel’s rock, no matter how much I want to fucking pace this room back and forth. Women sit around holding clipboards just like Angel, all filling out papers like crazy. One woman has her eye on me and not in a good way. I saw the way she clutched her purse when I came in. Just because I have a cut and I’m in a club doesn’t mean I’m going to steal your fucking purse, woman. Don’t fuck with me, I won’t fuck with you. That simple. Her eyes never leave me, but I ignore it.

Two women play on their phones while one tries to get her unruly children to sit the fuck down. They have other ideas though, running and causing the other women to jump as they fly past in a frenzy. They annoy the shit out of me.

I have no control over this pregnancy, but I can control them. I stand, placing my hands behind my back.

“What are you doing?” Angel tugs on my jeans, her eyes staring up at me in confusion.

“It’ll be fine.” I step away slowly, heading toward the children who have now blown off their mother for the hundredth time. She sits there, stomach huge, eyes tired, body screaming in frustration. The children continue to run. I notice some paper and crayons on the table. Cooper always likes to color. I grab them and head over to the kids. 

As one approaches about to run around me, I step in his path. The little blond-haired, blue-eyed boy stares up at me, his eyes widen as if it’s the first time that he’s seen me, and it probably is considering he’s hell bent on winning a marathon in the waiting room. 

I bend down on one knee. “Hey, little man.” The little boy stares at me and words don’t come out of his mouth. I dangle the paper in front of him. “My nephew Cooper loves to color. Do you?” He slowly shakes his head yes. “Climb up in your chair.”

He comes out of his stupor and crawls into the chair next to his mom who glances up with an appreciative look. The little girl barrels around the line of chairs and stops when she sees me. 

“Hey darlin’. Have a seat.” She stares at me the same as her brother. After a few seconds, she scrambles to get in the seat on the other side of her mother. “Bet you like to color too.” She nods. And yes I’m taking full advantage of the way I look. If they see it as a tad bit scary then so be it.

“Here. Sit and color. Now, you two need to listen to your mother?” Their eyes grow wide as saucers and I desperately want to laugh. This is such a reprieve from the nervousness deep inside. They don’t speak, just sit there with mouths slightly agape.

“Thank you, sir.” The anxiety from the mother’s eyes dissipates and her body relaxes a bit. I lift my chin and move back to my Angel, a wide smile across her lips. 

“What?” I shrug one shoulder, taking my seat, and crossing my boots over each other in front of me, the chains of my wallet clanking on the metal of the chairs. I lean back a bit, looking over at the children, who are now coloring furiously. I grin, this is actually fun.

“You’re gonna be a great daddy.” 

Knock-me-on-my-ass. Her words floor me. Shit, I’m really going to be a dad to a human being. Fuck. I shake my head, too late to turn back now. Right? How the hell do I know if I’m going to be a good dad or not? I have no fucking experience at all. Shit. 

“Ms. Alexander?” A curvy nurse with a clipboard calls out from the doorway. What the hell is up with this place and clipboards? Angel scrambles, pulling her papers together, but half of them flutter to the floor. She bends down, grasping at the sheets of white paper. I bend down and set my hand on hers. She stills and looks up, her eyes terrified; part of me thinks she may even pass the fuck out.

“Breathe, baby. I’ll get this.” She slowly shakes her head yes and rises, clutching the things in her hands tightly while I pick up the papers and hand them to her. “We’ll be okay.” With my hand on the small of her back, we walk through the doors, and the nurse takes Angel’s papers.

“I need to get your weight, dear.” Angel hands me her purse and I stand there like a fucking idiot as she gets her weight and height measured. “Come into room five, please.” Following them into the room, I immediately feel out of place. This is not the shit I do. I do not go to a fucking gynecologist with my girl. Yet, here I am holding a fucking purse. The room is white with a huge exam table and a sink with cabinets. Pictures of the outdoors line the walls. 

“Have a seat, sir.” I look to the side of the table and spot a small chair. “Miss, please sit on the table.”

Angel glances over to me and I smile reassuringly, or at least try to. I watch the nurse with an eagle eye as she sets all this weird shit on the counter, some of which looks like I’d use on my bike’s engine. What in the hell is she doing with a small round brush on a wire?

“I’m Emily, and I hear you’re pregnant?” She smiles sweetly at Casey who looks as if she could pass out at any moment. 

“Yes. I took a test,” my baby says, trying to be strong. God, I love her. 

“First, let’s take your blood pressure and vitals.” Casey gives her a soft smile while she gets to work, touching and prodding my girl. 

Emily hands Casey an empty plastic cup. “I need you to urinate in here for me, please. The bathroom is right around the corner.” Casey takes the cup and gets down from the table, her eyes meet mine and she gives me a slight smile, but the nervousness is still there. I blow out a breath as she leaves. 

“Everything will be fine, sweetheart. No reason to be nervous,” Emily says and it takes me a minute to register she’s actually talking to me. Nervous, shit that doesn’t even cut it. 

I don’t answer, just keep my eyes glued on the door, waiting. A few moments later, Casey comes in, handing the woman a cup with her piss in it, which she takes happily. 

“I need you to take off your clothes. Put this robe on so it opens in the front and rest the paper over your legs for me. Doctor will be in soon.” She hands Casey a piece of thin cloth that must be the “robe” and a large white piece of paper. Emily turns and leaves quickly, her tennis shoes squeaking on the floor. 

“You have to get naked?” I ask after the door clicks shut. I seriously didn’t think this shit through.

“Yep.” She hops off the table and begins to undress, and my dick stands at attention in my jeans. “Relax, GT. It’s a woman doctor. She’s gotta do a full exam and that includes my boobs too. If anything you’ll be so turned on, I’ll be lucky to get out of here unfucked.”

While I appreciate her trying to make light of the situation, I don’t want anyone touching her. Man. Woman. I don’t give a shit. If that makes me a prick, I’ll own it, but for the baby I’ll suck it up. Her clothes fall off her body, leaving every sexy curve right in my face on display. Fuck it.

I stand, wrapping my arms around Angel, crushing my lips to hers, and pulling her tight to my body. Her hands sift through my hair; her lips kiss me back with all the power and love that is my Angel. My girl jumps and pulls back as a soft knock comes to the door. 

“Shit.” She scrambles, putting on the robe. “Sit down. She’s coming in,” she says in a huff, and I smile watching her. Angel sits back up on the table and places that paper shit across her legs. Her hands fall to her lap. “Shit!” 

“What?” I ask, not seeing a damn thing wrong.

“I ripped the damn paper. I hate when that happens.” I chuckle as the door creeps open and I sit, happy that some of that tension and fear escaped her body if only for a moment.

“Hello, Ms. Alexander?” A small brown-haired woman with rimmed glasses covering her brown eyes steps into the room. Her smile is wide as she looks at Angel and then me. She holds out her hand to Angel who takes it instantly. “I’m Dr. Hernandez. It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

“Nice to meet you, too. This is GT, my fiancé and the baby’s father.” Dr. Hernandez moves to me, holding that same hand out which I take. Her hands are so small encased in mine. I wonder how the hell she’s able to deliver a baby.

“Dr. Hernandez. Nice to meet you,” I say and it’s true. For some reason, she has a way about her. A way of comfort. I feel in my gut that we can trust her.

“Same here.” She releases my hand and moves to the round stool on wheels and begins looking at all the things the nurse left out for her on the counter, then turns our way. 

“According to your urine sample, you are indeed pregnant. Congratulations.” Her smile radiates through the room in an almost calming, soothing way. A small smile plays on Angel’s lips. “From your phone call, you stated that you previously had a miscarriage. I am very sorry for your loss.” Her eyes turn concerned in a flash, just as if she knew the pain of losing a child herself, but she quickly recovers and snaps the smile back in place. “We’ll get your records from Cherry Vale probably in the next week or so. That’s one of the papers you signed earlier.” Angel nods. “Tell me your feelings about this baby.”

Casey fidgets with her hands and then grips the side of the table then inhales a deep breath. “I’m scared. I lost Mia at three months. I don’t know how far along I am, but I’m terrified I will lose this baby too. Is there anything we can do to prevent it?”

The doctor moves closer to Angel. “Unfortunately, there are no guarantees in life and this is just the same. We have no control over if you miscarry or not, but many, many women have a perfectly normal pregnancy following a miscarriage. Let’s get you checked out, get your blood drawn, and sent to the lab then see where we need to go.”

“Okay.”

Dr. Hernandez calls the nurse back in to draw blood from Angel’s arm and I grip the chair, not liking one fucking bit watching her get poked. The doctor asks Casey to lie back and then pulls out these huge stirrups, having her place her legs in them while the paper covers her. Now, I’ve seen this shit before on TV and in movies, and of course porn, but never firsthand. Shit’s creepy. 

Loud clangs come from the front of the bed. “What the hell is that?” It sounds like metal hitting metal, like what I’d hear at the garage.

“I’m going to give Casey an exam, part of that is a metal clamp that will spread her wide while I look inside,” the doctor says, focusing on Angel. 

My stomach falls. “Will that hurt?” My eyes shoot to Casey who holds out her hand. I stand and move closer to her, taking her hand.

“It won’t hurt the baby or me. She just needs to make sure that everything is okay up there for the baby. This is normal,” Angel reassures me.

“Normal. How the hell do you women do this shit?” I stare down at my girl who has a smirk in place.

“No one ever said being a woman was easy.” Angel chuckles. 

I scoff, fuck that shit. I’m glad I have a dick. More sounds come from under the sheet and Casey grips my hand tight.

“Are you okay?”

“Yeah. I’m fine.” She smiles as a large clang like metal dropping in a drawer rings out through the small room and I cringe. The doctor stands and adjusts the paper in-between Casey’s legs, pulling her gloves off with a snap. 

“Everything looks perfect. I didn’t see any scarring or anything that would indicate any complications from before. I’ll put a rush on your blood work so I should have it back by the end of the day. Do you know when you conceived?” She turns to the garbage can, throwing the gloves away. 

“No, I’ve been a bit off these last few months and I can’t remember if I had my period last month or not.” The shame and guilt in Angel’s voice guts me.

“That’s no problem. When the blood work comes back it’ll tell me about how far along you are by the level of hormones in your body.” She pauses. “I know you’re afraid of miscarrying, but you can’t stress about it. Stress is very bad for the baby. That alone can cause you to miscarry. I don’t say that to scare you, I say that to inform you. Find things that help keep you stress-free. Yoga’s a great one.”

“Twisting my body into a pretzel is going to relax me?” Angel smarts off and I chuckle under my breath. That’s my girl. 

“You’d be surprised. If that doesn’t interest you, what does?” The doctor asks sweetly. 

“Cars. I rebuild engines.” I grin and shake my head. No girly shit for my woman. Bet you anything this baby knows how to change oil and how to take apart an engine by the time he or she is three. 

“I’d take a break from being in the garage. The toxic chemicals and smells aren’t good for you.” Angel’s hand tenses in mine. “Rest is always important; lots of water and sleep. Make sure you get a lot of sleep. Also, spotting is normal. If you happen to have small drops of blood in your underwear, sit down and rest. If there are more than just small drops of blood, call me immediately. A small amount is perfectly normal as the embryo is making its home in your uterus.” Is it bad that I want to fucking gag with all this blood and uterus talk? “Depending on what the blood work says, I won’t see you again for another month, but if you have any questions at all, you call,” the doctor finishes. 

“Can I work in the office at the garage?” Angel asks the doctor.

“It would depend on how close it is to the chemicals and fumes. If they are on opposite sides of a building, there should be no problem.” Thank fucking God it’s set up that way. Angel would go nuts sitting around the damn house doing nothing.

“Alright.” The tension in Angel’s grip lessens with the doctor’s words. Bottom line of this visit is we can’t stop a miscarriage; we just have to follow instructions and hope that it all turns out. Not having control of it eats me alive, but I will not show Angel that. 

“Thank you, Doctor,” Angel says.

“Do you have any more questions for me?” the doctor asks, moving her papers around on the counter. 

“When can we see the baby?” I pipe in. That’s the one thing I wish I could have done before, had just one look at Mia. I know Casey has a couple of pictures, but I would have liked to have seen it with my own eyes. 

“At about twelve weeks we will do an ultrasound.” The doctor scratches something down on the folder in front of her. 

“When will I be out of the woods for the risk of a miscarriage?” Angel squeezes my hand and I hold hers tight.

The doctor turns to us. “Most happen within the first three months or first trimester. Normally, when we pass that mark I don’t suspect it anymore, but there is always a possibility. I wish I could say it will not happen, but there is always that risk. We will keep a good eye on you and the baby to make sure it is growing healthily.” 

Casey’s body sags as all the air comes rushing out in a huge bubble. I’m not sure if it’s relief or defeat. I’m hoping for the first. “I’ll do everything you say, Doctor.” My Angel is a wonderful woman. 

“I have no doubt. You will need to take this.” She hands Angel a piece of paper and she nods. “Prenatal vitamins, daily. You are welcome to resume normal everyday activities, minus working on engines, and live your life.”

“Thank you.” Angel smiles.

“All right. I’ll let you get dressed and we’ll be calling you later today,” Doctor Hernandez says, and I remember something. 

“Wait!” I stop her as she turns to the door. Her body jolts at my commanding words, but she instantly turns back. “Sex and riding a bike. What about sex? And can she ride on the back of my bike?”

“What about it?” The doctor smiles. “I’m kidding. You can maintain all your normal sexual intercourse. There is no reason for concern.” Relief. There is no fucking way I can go without fucking my girl. “As far as riding, it shouldn’t be a problem, but remember there is less around her to protect her and the baby in case of a fall.” I look up at her with wide eyes. “I’m not saying you have to refrain, just giving you the facts for you to make your decision.”

Fuck me. No more bike for Angel for a while. “Thanks,” I mumble as the doctor leaves the room with the same smile in place as when she stepped in. Casey quickly dresses then pulls her body up to mine. 

“You’re gonna be a daddy.” She grins, gripping my shirt in her hands, joy swimming in her eyes. That’s what I like to see. 

“And you a mom. Love you, Angel.” My lips sweep hers in a chaste kiss. “Let’s get the hell out of here.”
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The day dragged on as we waited for Casey’s phone to ring. She paced the floor back and forth; she barely ate a bite of food. Doctor is right, I’m going to have to help her chill the fuck out. Good thing I have a sister and mom to help me with that shit. 

The phone buzzes in Casey’s pocket and she answers it fast. I listen to the one-sided conversation, but don’t get much info from it. She hits end and comes up to me full of smiles. 

“Baby is doing great. All the hormone levels are exactly where they should be for a six-week-old baby. He or she will be here in about eight months.” She jumps a bit, letting her excitement show, and I am grateful. “The nurse said that everything in my blood came back normal and there is no reason for any concerns.”

I wrap my arms around her body and slightly lift her up off the floor, her hands gripping my shoulders. I kiss her with all my excitement pouring into it. Damn, this is great news. 

Casey pulls away. “I want to wait to tell people until after my next appointment. They want to see me in two weeks, just to get another blood sample to check my levels to make sure. The nurse said it would help alleviate some of the unknown and might help me with the stress.” Her words are like a punch to the gut.

“We have to tell our family, babe. They’ll be happy for us.” I set her down on her feet, but still keep her locked in my arms as I stare into her eyes. This is not something that I want to keep from my family or my brothers. 

“I know they will and they will suffer with us if something happens. I just want to make sure. Can you do that for me?” Her eyes plead and as much as I don’t fucking want to, I cave. Fucking hell.

“Fine. But after that appointment, we tell my parents and then announce it to the club.” Fuck me. Ma will have a shit fit if she finds out we didn’t tell her.

She hugs me tight, her body relaxed. “Thank you, baby. I love you so much.” 

This is definitely going to be one hell of a wild ride.
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Waiting for the next appointment seemed like the longest two weeks of my life. The actual visit was fast as they only took my blood and scooted me along the way. Getting the call that all of my hormone levels were exactly where they should be and everything else was on target was a huge relief. GT already called Ma, Harlow, and Becs to invite them over for dinner. I’ve been cooking for the past hour and trying to make everything great. Last time, I didn’t have an opportunity to tell anyone, so this is a first for me, and I’m pretty excited about it.

When I asked Ma about working in the office with her for a while, she got a really funny look on her face like she knew. I’ve been a bit hesitant around her, wondering when she was going to ask me, but she never has. And I’m grateful for that.

The doorbell rings and I place my towel on the counter. Excitement bubbles and I know I am ready to tell them all. I still have a huge part of me that is terrified, but I’m going to enjoy this moment. I need this moment. I walk into the living room to say hi, giving hugs as everyone files into the house.

Pops, Ma, Becs, Cruz, and Harlow enter the house, Harlow watching me weirdly. I try not to meet her eyes. She’ll pull me aside and beat it out of me if I don’t tell her. She’ll know. She always knows. 

“Aunt Casey… Uncie GT.” Little Cooper barrels through the door and I kneel down to the floor as he runs into my arms. My hands move to his stomach, tickling him relentlessly. His laugh is infectious and I love every second of it. 

“Hey, bub. How have ya been?” I ask, stopping to let him catch his breath for a moment, his dark hair covering his face from the tussle. 

“I pay cars and trucks. Mommy take me to da park and Daddy let me help clean the bike.” I wasn’t expecting a rundown of his day, but so be it.

“Sounds fun.” He giggles and runs for GT’s leg, squeezing it tight. I watch their interaction and tears form in the back of my eyes. GT picks Cooper up and tosses him around in the air, making him full-out laugh. Beautiful.

GT sets Coop down and he runs off into the house. GT pulls me up to his side, a huge smile gracing his sexy face, and I can see the pride pouring out of his eyes.

“We have something to tell ya.” He looks down at me, his eyes glowing as he addresses the small group. “We’re having a baby.” 

Low and Ma scream, then Ma runs up and clutches me to her body. She holds me so tight, air is less available, but the large smile spreading across my lips never diminishes.

“I just knew it!” she screams and I smile. “Oh, Angel, I’m so happy for you. Anything you need, anything at all, you let me know. You hear?” I nod my head, loving the compassion and warmth from the only mother figure I’ve ever known. She pulls away and I’m bombarded with hugs and kisses. GT gets slaps on the back and praise. 

Becs strides up and wraps his arms around me, and for a brief moment, I envision my father, but snap out of it. “Baby girl, anything you need, I’m here for you.” 

I pull back and look into Becs’s eyes that are swimming with love. “Love you,” I whisper and he smiles. 

“Back at ya, kid.” Tears well in my eyes, but I hold them back. 

Harlow comes next, smile beaming, and hugs me tight. “Anything. I’m here. I don’t give a shit what happens. I’m here for you no matter what.” 

I choke back more tears. This is what I needed before and I have no one to blame but myself for not telling them about Mia sooner.

“Same goes for you,” I whisper softly. 

“How did you tell him?” Princess asks, pulling away. 

“Oh, I gotta hear this.” Ma comes up behind me, anticipation written all over her face.

“I wrote ‘Hi Daddy’ on my belly for Valentine’s Day.” 

“Holy shit! You knew then and didn’t tell me!” Harlow clips and I roll my eyes. 

“Then I laid her down and fucked the shit out of her!” GT calls from across the room, and laughter erupts from the guys.

“GT!” I chastise. Seriously. Does he not have a filter when others are around?

“What, babe, I speak the truth.” His grin is so wide that it’s hard to be mad at the man. I love seeing him this happy.

Cooper bursts into the room. “Why you skeeming?” He doesn’t ask anyone in particular, just the group. 

Harlow bends down low. I love seeing how much she’s taken on the mom role with Coop. “Buddy, Casey and GT are gonna have a baby.”

“Can I play wit him?” Harlow smiles.

“When the baby gets a little bigger.” Every time I see Harlow with Cooper my heart warms.

He turns and looks up at me. “Aunt Casey, you need toys.” And just like that, his curiosity is over and he takes back off through the house. He is very right, though, we need a lot for the baby.

“We need to have a party!” Ma’s enthusiastic voice cuts through the laughter. 

No. No. No. No. It’s too early for everyone in the club to know. I can’t. I just can’t. 

“Can we wait until next month?” Ma stills, but listens to me as I talk. “Then I’ll be around three months and I’ll feel more comfortable.” My melancholy silences the room and I didn’t want that, but couldn’t stop myself. 

“Oh, baby. Of course.” Ma’s gentle tone warms my heart. GT puts his arm around his mom, pulling her to his body. I release a deep breath that I didn’t know I was holding. 

“Let’s eat!” GT roars and then we do just that. 

The night is beautiful and so is the happiness surrounding us. 
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“You want me to do what?” Harlow screeches, putting a huge smile on my face. I love messing with her, but this time I actually mean it. 

“Yoga. Doctor says it will help with my stress.” The last two weeks have been a whirlwind, my emotions sometimes keeping me up at night. I swear my body is one ball of live wires and at any given moment one can snap or surge making me crazy. It’s like being ten weeks pregnant has short circuited my brain.

“And you feel the need for me to do this, for what? I’m not stressed.” She grunts, looking at me like I’m nuts and I probably am. I don’t think this shit will work, but I told the doctor I’d do what she said, so I’m doing it. I refuse to be a quitter.

“Because you love me and you want to help me.” I bat my lashes at her in that cute please kind of way. I swear for a second I can see her left hook coming at me, but it is only a brief jolt. She’d never really hit me.

“You are so fucking lucky I do,” she grumbles. I try to hold back the laugh that wants to escape and barely manage.

I smile. “Come on. You can change into my clothes. I got one of those videos from Target so we can do it in the living room.”

“I sure as shit ain’t doing it in front of anyone.” Harlow changes quickly into a pair of workout capris and a tank. I pop the video in and watch as three very skinny women stand on these mat things, which I don’t have. Hopefully the floor will be all right.

I move the coffee table out of the way, making enough room for the both of us. The narrator of the video comes on and he speaks with a Middle Eastern accent. He tells us to lie on our backs and spread our legs out in front of us. Harlow looks at me as if she wants to kill me, but does as the video says.

This supposedly is to stretch my spine, but all I’m doing is lying down with my feet out. Seriously? He tells us to breathe in and out, placing our hands on our stomach. I’m still not buying it and the tension pulsating off Harlow is so thick it’s tangible. 

We follow the man’s instructions, slowly pulling our legs up one at a time. His voice is so calming that I begin to feel the tension leave my body with each maneuver. We move our legs from side-to-side one at a time. He has us stand up and Harlow eyes me out of the corner of her eye, but she’s still doing it. 

We lift our shoulders up and down, his voice telling us to breathe and feel each movement of our bodies. I allow my mind to focus only on the task and ignore Harlow, and surprisingly, the tension coming off of her has lessened quite a bit. 

When we are told to sit back down, I actually welcome it. We stretch our bodies this way and that, nothing strenuous, but there is a slight burn in my muscles. He next instructs us to lie on our stomachs and place our hands behind our backs, grabbing our feet from behind.

Harlow’s head turns toward mine. Her laugh is utterly contagious as I follow her and fall to the floor. What in the hell is this move. This is the pretzel shit I was talking about with the doctor. 

“That wasn’t that bad,” I say as I turn off the video; it was definitely enough for one day. 

“It wasn’t. I thought we’d have to wind ourselves together, not just stretch. I can handle that.” Princess looks utterly relieved that it’s over.

I laugh. “This is for beginners. I’m sure they do after a while. I just wanted to see what it was about.”

“How do you feel?” Concern laces her question, the strings on my heart pulling.

I think for a minute. “Good actually. I’m sure I’ll try it again.”

“I can’t say the same, but for you, I’ll do anything.” I smile up at her, loving every second of being with her. I missed her so much while she was locked up. I’m so glad she’s here.
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Ever since the cops raided Ravage, they have been questioning all the guys. Most of the brothers were brought in just after Blaze’s shit went down. Lucky for me, I wasn’t there when they started asking questions. Unlucky for me, today is my day.

Cops brought me in this afternoon and I was not happy. Even more pissed off because the brown-eyed fucker that is glaring at me across the table is none other than Officer Lakin. He’s the asshole that ordered the cops to make their search of Ravage as thorough as possible. Fucking dick. I know he thinks that everyone associated with Ravage is a piece of shit, but I don’t give a fuck. 

My lawyer showed up about twenty minutes ago and he’s out talking to cops. Since Lakin here can’t ask me questions because he pulled me in and I lawyered up immediately, we sit. He’s pissed, I’m pissed. What-the-fuck-ever. It seems like Burnzie is taking his sweet time getting his ass in here. I’m already hot for his ass that he took so long to get here after he was called.

When the door opens, Burnzie’s face is solemn. “Sorry, man, they found a warrant from three years ago from Sinapaw County. Says you failed to appear in court.”

“You have got to be fucking kidding me.” Shit. Lakin smirks and it takes everything inside of me to not leap over the table and beat his ass into the ground.

He shakes his head no instead of using words, probably feeling my anger coming off of me. “Sorry, I can’t get you out of here until we can get a bond hearing with the judge. I will fight it all fucking night if I have to.” He looks over at the cop. “You can go now. I need to speak to my client.” Fucker gives a small chuckle and leaves the room. Asshole better remember who the hell he’s dealing with. He’s already on Ravage’s and my shit list. 

Burnzie sits down, his face grim. “Once I talk to the judge, I’ll get you out. It’s five and the courthouse is closed.” That right there pisses me off. 

“So since you were late getting here I have to spend a fucking night in jail!” I fume. “Call his ass at home. I’m sure he owes us,” I growl, wanting to get home to Angel. She understands that I have club business, but I always get home to her at night. It may be four in the morning, but I get there.

“Tried, called him personally. He refused. Heard from a source, judge got busted a while back and has people up his ass. I’m guessing he’s watching his ass so close now, that he won’t risk a fuck up.” Burnzie stays standing but leans against the table.

Shit. I wipe my hands over my face, rubbing my eyes over and over. “Did you get me alone?” No way am I in the mood to fight off fuckers all night, but if I have to, I will. I’m sure we have some allies in here, too, but this precinct is pretty small. Hopefully there aren’t any enemies in with me. 

“Yeah, but I wouldn’t sleep much if I were you,” Burnzie says, pissing me off more. Fucker.

“Call Pops, have him find out who’s here and make sure my ass is covered. Call Angel. Tell her that I’m fine and not to worry. I’m on club business and I’ll be home in the morning,” I order. Son of a bitch.

“Got it. I’m gonna step out and make the calls. I’m not leaving until they get you settled,” he says, moving to the door.

“Aww. How sweet.” Pissed doesn’t even come close to the anger bubbling inside me. I didn’t even know there was a court date let alone what the fuck it was for. Now this shit. I know I lied to Angel, but I can’t have her freaking out or stressing when I’ll be out tomorrow. 

She’s been doing pretty well lately, keeping herself together, and I see her smile more than frown. I want to keep it that way. 

An hour later, I am sitting in a cell, waiting for this to be over.
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Club business. I sigh, eat a bit, and place the food I just made for dinner in the refrigerator then quickly clean the kitchen. Looks like a night alone. I rub my stomach and smile. Just knowing there is a small life inside of me squeezes my heart. “You stay in there, little one. You need to cook so you can come out.” Thoughts of Mia drift into my head along with my father and my stomach clenches, the pain cutting deep. I need to talk to them. 

Grabbing my purse, I hop in my ’53 Chevy and head off into the evening. The trees pass by in a blur. Sometimes, I wonder why I do this to myself, but then always answer that I feel better after. I turn into the cemetery. It’s not the first time I’ve been back since Mia’s burial. It is the first time that I’m coming to talk about a new baby, though, which for some reason makes me incredibly nervous and guilty.

Stepping out onto the grass, I walk up to my father and baby, kneeling down on the soft ground. I brush the cut-up grass off the headstones along with all the other debris surrounding both. God, losing people sucks. 

Hi, guys. Mia, I hope Grandpa is taking really good care of you, sweetheart. Who am I kidding; he’s probably spoiling you rotten.

Tears start rolling down my cheeks and my chest constricts.

Daddy, GT and I are going to have a baby. My heart clutches. I need you to help me out and keep an eye on this little one. I need you to help me keep the baby safe, like a guardian angel. 

I breathe in deep.

Hey, baby. Mommy and Daddy think about you every single day. I have something to tell you. I pause. I’m pregnant and going to have a baby. That doesn’t mean that I will forget about you or not think about you, because nothing could stop that from happening. I love you so much and you will always be in my heart, in both of our hearts. 

I look around, thanking the heavens that no one is here. They’d probably send out the crazy bus just for me. A crying woman talking to herself, great.

Daddy, I’m so afraid to lose this little baby. I need your help in protecting this life growing inside of me. Please.

I sit back and listen to all the sounds around me and before I know it, night begins to fall. My phone buzzes in my pocket but I ignore it, enjoying the peace. When it vibrates again, I pull it out to see that it’s Harlow. 

“Hello?”

“Where are you?” Her voice is in a huff and my guard goes up.

“The cemetery, what’s wrong?” 

“Stay there, I’ll be there in five minutes.”

“Harlow…” She hangs up the phone. I stare at it, thinking I lost her call and dial her back.

“I’ll talk to you as soon as I get there.” She hangs up again. I fume, and stand up. 

“Sorry, guys, I have to go. Love you both.” I walk to my car to wait. I hear a motorcycle engine off in the distance as Cruz and Harlow pull up in front of me. Harlow jumps hastily off the bike, throwing her lid off and handing it to Cruz. She walks up quickly.

“GT was hurt. I’m not sure how bad, but we have to get to the hospital.” She pushes me in my car, hopping in the driver’s seat as I hand her the keys. “Buckle,” she barks and the engine roars to life, Cruz following behind us. I’m so stunned that I don’t even balk at her driving my car.

“What happened?” I ask, my voice unsteady.

She blows a breath, carefully choosing her words, which is not like her. “Before you get pissed, he was trying to protect you.” I rake my eyes back and forth, trying to put the pieces together. “He wasn’t on club business. He was in jail. They brought him in for questioning, found some old warrant, and put him in jail for the night. Some asshole got into his cell and did a number on him.” My stomach plummets, a slow nausea creeping up and twirling around like acid in my stomach. 

“Stop the car!” I yell, clutching the door handle. As soon as the car comes to a stop, I open the door, swinging it hard, and spew the dinner I recently ate a little bit ago all over the ground. Over and over, I let it out and it splashes to the ground and up onto the door. I spit twice and close the door, feeling marginally better. “Go.” I reach for something to wipe my mouth and find an old sweatshirt in the back of the car. The taste still lingers in my mouth. Gross.

My head is spinning from what Harlow said and not to mention her driving. While I’m grateful for the rush, whipping around other cars is making me want to throw up again. 

“Better?” she asks, not taking her eyes off the road.

“No.” I should be utterly pissed he lied, but I’m not. I’m pissed at the fucker who hurt him. “You know nothing of how he is?” 

“No. Ma and Pops were on their way up there and I haven’t got a call yet. We’ll be there in about ten minutes.” 

The ten minutes feel like ten hours. The path to the hospital seems like a never-ending trail. I place my hand on my stomach and close my eyes. It’ll be all right. Your daddy will be all right. When the car comes to an abrupt stop, I waste no time rushing into the hospital, Harlow has to run to catch up with me. 

Cruz and Harlow have to step in to deal with the snarky, curly-haired receptionist because she won’t tell me where GT is and I’m about to rip her head off. They calm the situation. We finally find him through the winding corridors. The guard in front of the door says nothing, just grunts and moves out of the way. Ma and Pops are standing by the bed as I walk in and stand next to them. Pops blocks my view, reaches out, and places his arm around my shoulders.

“It looks bad, but he’s going to be fine.” I gulp audibly and nod, not trusting myself to talk. Pops moves out of the way and I gasp, placing my hand over my mouth and on my stomach. GT’s face is black and blue and covered in cuts and scratches, red knots on his chin; his hands are laced with cuts and scrapes. 

“Come here, Angel. I’m fine.” I walk tentatively to him and keep my hands on my body so I don’t touch him and hurt him. “Angel. Look at me.” I listen, looking into his beautiful eyes. “It was a fair fight, for the most part. You should see him.” He tries to smile, but I don’t register it, can’t see it. “Neither one of us came out unscathed.”

Anger rose. “Fair! How the hell can you say fair? You were locked in a jail cell!” I scream, clenching my hands into my fists at my sides. 

“Baby. It only lasted a few minutes and the guards pulled us apart.” He is trying to placate me. I can tell by his tone and it pisses me off more. The cop manning the other side of the door peers in through the window, but I ignore him. 

“You’re lying. Just like you lied saying you were on club business. I should have known better since it was Burnzie calling to tell me and not one of the guys or Harlow. Don’t treat me with kid gloves, dammit,” I snarl, allowing the bitch in me out. 

“You need to calm down. It’s not good for the baby.” His eyes plead with me, and I try but my anger is there, bubbling hot. 

“Are you going to be okay?” I ask after taking a breath and crossing my arms over my chest.

“Perfect. They have to run some tests. I think it’s because it happened in a jail cell and they want me to be perfect when they release me. You know me; I wouldn’t be here unless they made me.”

I scoff. “Perfect.” His eyes burn into mine and as much as he pissed me off, relief comes slowly. I allow myself to breathe and begin to calm. 

“Burnzie’s on his way here. He got the judge to release me because of this. How, I don’t give a shit. So as soon as they check me out, I’m coming home.” His voice is soft and I can’t help but melt a little into it.

“Guess I’ll be taking care of you again,” I joke, giving a splash of attitude. I smile, remembering the last time I took care of him. It was how all of this started. I shake my head.

“Guess you will, baby. Sorry, all right?”

I move closer to the bed and reach out to him but don’t know where to touch, so I place my hands on the bed instead.

“Truth. I can’t handle anything but. You keep telling me we’re in this together. You need to remember that.”

“I know, baby. I know.”
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Two weeks have passed since the jail incident. My bruises have healed but my fury toward the man who did it has not. We found out his name is G Raider and he’s part of Bruno’s crew. Bruno used to run with us until he hooked up with the T-Darts. I don’t give a shit what beef G has with me, he’s a dead man. The only thing keeping him alive right now is he’s still in jail and I want to be the one to do it. Sure, I could have it done, but what fun is that? Let the fucker sweat it out.

Asshole won’t be out for a while though, some sort of domestic battery charges. Then his ass is mine. I gave strict instructions to Randell, our only ally on the police force, to contact me the moment he is released.

While the marks on my body have healed, my mind doesn’t forget that fucker coming at me. He would have killed me, no question about it. That was his intent. The fury in his eyes as he landed punch after punch told me so. I was lucky the fucker didn’t have a shank and only fought with his fists. Fists I can fucking take no problem. I didn’t practice fighting all those years and teach my sister for nothing. 

That fucking cop Lakin is the one who sent him in. Sure, I could kill him, but instead he will suffer. Since he was the one who instigated the raid on Ravage, Buzz had already looked up everything on him. Apparently, Lakin and Officer Macafee, also known as Rocky to the club, were friends. So, sending in one of our enemies was his payback since they can’t find shit out about Rocky’s death. Stupid motherfucker.

The time will come soon for him to get what he deserves. I’ve already talked to Pops and I have an idea. Not today though. Today is the day we are going to hear the heartbeat of our baby. Angel is now twelve weeks along and her stomach doesn’t like being pregnant. I swear, she smells something and she’s in the toilet, puking. I tried the whole rubbing her back and holding her hair thing like Ma suggested, but after the second time where she yelled so loud she could have shattered glass, I let her do her thing. 

She reads books and shit online that say puking is normal. My concern though is how much she is puking. She said we’d ask the doctor today about it. Thank fucking God. 

I do put a glass of water and some crackers on the side table, just in case she wants them, but for the most part, I leave her the fuck alone.

We lie in wait in the little white room and Angel is quiet. She told me that she’s afraid she won’t hear the beating of the heart and comforting her only turned her into a sobbing mess. Everything turns her into a sobbing mess. I was not meant for this shit. All this woman stuff is fucking crazy.

A knock on the door as it slowly opens alerts us to the doctor’s presence. “Ms. Alexander, Mr. Gavelson. Nice to see you again.” That same huge smile is plastered on the doctor’s lips. Wonder if her cheeks get sore.

“Hi, doctor,” Angel says, her legs draped with that same paper as before. She even added a rip in it so it would match before.

“How is everything going?” She plops down on her rolling chair and wheels up to the side of the bed. I sit in the same chair as before, legs crossed. 

“I puke a lot. And I mean a lot. Sometimes it freaks me out how much. I looked it up and it said it is normal, but this much has me nervous,” Angel tells the doctor with a steady voice.

The doctor smiles. “That’s all your hormones. Right now there are so many of them at work, your body is having a hard time keeping up. I can give you some medicine that will help with that.”

“Thank God.” Angel sighs and I feel the same damn way.

“Drink lots of water, though, so you don’t get dehydrated. What else?”

“When will I start to show? I’m twelve weeks now and my stomach is still pretty flat. I read in some books I got at the store that I should start showing soon.” 

“Let’s take a look.” The doctor stands and moves toward Angel. “Lie back, please.” She moves her hands over Angel’s stomach, looking up at the ceiling as she does, as if she’s thinking. “You do have a small distention, but it is very small. Each person develops differently; typically speaking, you should start to show in the next couple of weeks.” Angel nods as the doctor continues to examine her.

They already checked her piss and took her blood, so hopefully there is only one more thing to do. The part I can’t wait to hear.

The doctor reaches into her pocket, pulling out some small machine with a wand on the end of it. “Now, let’s hear the baby’s heart.” Angel sucks in a breath. “Try to relax for me.” I get up and move over to the table, standing next to it. I grip Angel’s hand, making small circles with my thumb over the top, trying to help her relax. 

The doctor grabs a tube from a nearby cart and holds it over Angel’s stomach. Before I can ask what the hell she’s doing, she squirts this clear jelly, almost like lube, all over Angel’s belly. 

She looks up and must see a questioning expression on my face. “It helps the microphone move around. This is called a Doppler and it is going to help us hear your baby.” She smiles and places the wand on Angel, moving it around. Loud static comes from the machine and the doctor twists the knobs on it to adjust it. She continues to move it around Angel’s stomach and my heart begins to beat fast. Please find it.

Angel’s hand squeezes mine tight and I look down into her worried eyes. I lay a kiss on her forehead. “It’ll be okay,” I whisper, just at the moment a thumping noise sounds in the room. It is loud, strong, and one of the best fucking sounds I’ve ever heard. “Is that the baby?” I ask to whoever will answer since I’m shocked into complete and utter astonishment.

“That is your baby. He or she is very strong and I like what I am hearing.” I look down at Angel and tears are streaming from her eyes. I move my hand, wiping each one away, making room for new ones. The beautiful sound fills the room and it nearly knocks me to my knees.

I’m going to be a father. 

Oh, fuck! It hits me in a rush the responsibility that I have now, and I love every second of it.

The doctor continues to listen. “The baby has about 137 beats per minute. I’m sure you’re going to ask if it’s a boy or a girl, but I can’t answer that, not until the ultrasound you will have next time you’re here.” Casey almost squeals in excitement and the smile on her face is beautiful. “There’s an old wives’ tale that if the heartbeat is between 110 to 130 it’s a boy. If it’s between 140 and 160 it’s a girl. You are in the middle, so we have no idea.” She winks. 

“But, the baby sounds healthy. Right?” Angel’s voice breaks as she asks.

“Yes. The baby sounds perfect. We’ll run the test on your blood and urine we took earlier and let you know the results tonight, but from this perspective everything looks great,” the doctor says and the noise continues to echo through the room. 

“This is about the time I lost Mia. Is the baby going to be okay?” I know the words were difficult for Angel. This past week she hasn’t been herself. When she finally talked about it, I held her while she cried and tried to wipe her fears away. She hasn’t slept much this past week either and it shows in her eyes.

“Most miscarriages happen before thirteen weeks and you’re almost there. There is still a risk up to twenty, but it is substantially lower. However, there is a risk with any pregnancy but with the way that everything sounds right now, I have every reason to believe you are on the road to a perfectly normal pregnancy.” Air swooshes out of my lungs that I didn’t realize I was holding. Dr. Hernandez’s words are comforting.

“Can I record it?” Angel’s question catches me a bit off guard. People do that?

“Absolutely. You have your phone?” 

Angel nods. “GT, grab my bag.” I hand it to her as she rummages through it, pulling out the device. She pushes a button and records the beautiful sound coming through the room. I will never get tired of hearing that sound.
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I heard the baby and it’s beautiful, so beautiful I had to record it and I’m sure I’ll listen to it over and over and over again. It’s the sound that I was so scared I wouldn’t hear and when I did, warmth like no other flowed through my body. 

I hop out of the car and head toward the door. Taking two steps in, I’m gripped around my waist and pulled back by strong hands. 

“Where do you think you’re going, Angel?” he rasps in my ear, sending shivers down my spine. I rest my head on his shoulder as his hands move from my hips to my breasts, kneading them. God I love when he does that. “We have some celebrating to do.” He nips my ear with his teeth and my body ignites. We walk slowly.

His lips and teeth cascade down my neck leaving small bites in their path, the burn in my belly grows to combustion just from his touch. He walks and my legs follow as he continues his assault on my goose bumped flesh. Behind me, the door slams shut, giving me a small jolt. 

He walks over to the couch and stops, his heat leaving my back, my body shivering from the cold. The clank of a belt and the rustle of clothes beside me have my eyes turning to this beautiful specimen of a man. His pecs and abs are so well defined, his arms strong. His dick stands at attention and I lick my lips. 

“You want my cock, baby?” he asks, pulling me flush with him. “Too fucking bad. Not now. Strip.” He sits on the couch in front of me, watching my movements with hooded eyes. His hand reaches out to his cock and he slowly strokes it up and down.

I quickly toss my clothes, noticing a bead of pre-cum escapes the top of his shaft. “Come here.” I walk up to GT and he leans forward on the couch and stops me. His lips gently kiss my stomach, making my heart swell. “Love you,” he whispers, “now I’m fucking your mommy, so be good.” His eyes travel to mine and a smirk crosses his lips. 

I cock my hip. “Really, GT?”

He leans back on the couch. “I am what I am. Get up here and ride me. My cock aches.”

“Aww. You poor baby.” I straddle his thighs and give him a fake pout. “Let me see if I can help.” A soft smack comes to my right ass cheek and I fake a yelp.

I slowly lower onto him, taking him in inch-by-inch. His groans spur me on. I love having this effect on him. Once seated, GT lets me have control. I use my knees to help me move up and down and place my hands on his shoulders to stabilize myself. I grind down on him and his eyes roll back in his head. I smile. I add some hip rolls and squeeze my muscles, pulling him further into me, and he groans, loud. His head falls back against the couch. I lean over and kiss him. Soft and sweet. My orgasm builds and I find my hips moving more on their own accord, not punishing, but powerful. 

“You there, babe?” His grunts fill my thoughts. 

“Yes.” I throw my head back, the rush of the orgasm causing my limbs to stiffen and shake. 

GT stills and then “Angel” is groaned from his lips as his dick releases inside my body. I bend down and kiss him unmercifully. God, I love him.
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The party that night at the club was much bigger than I anticipated. I played the baby’s heartbeat to anyone who would listen and danced my ass off. I was so tired that I ended up passing out in GT’s room at the clubhouse. I hadn’t been there for so long, but it was like coming home. The previous anxiety I had was washed away. I love my family. 

 

[image: ]

 

I can’t believe how fast the past sixteen weeks have gone by. I officially have a baby bump! About two weeks ago, I woke up to GT nuzzling my stomach, which led to some truly wonderful orgasms, but when I got up from bed and looked in the mirror, I burst out into happy tears. When he rushed to my side, I turned sideways and showed him. He dropped to his knees on the spot, kissing my stomach profusely. It is a moment that will be seared into my mind forever. Pure Bliss.

Working in the office at the garage has been great, but since everyone knows I’m pregnant, they tend to treat me like I’m breakable. I do my best to let it roll off my shoulders, but sometimes it wears on me a bit too much. Plus, I miss working on cars. Harlow has been, well, Harlow. Overbearing and take charge, ordering me to rest and take it easy, even coming to the garage office and yelling at me to put my feet up. Sheesh. I love her, but I do not need a drill sergeant. 

I have been doing yoga every day and it does help with the stress. It’s still here and some days are worse than others, but it has been better for the most part, I think. 

Today, I am supposed to take the day off from the garage office to rest, according to GT, but as I pace the house, I need to get out of here. I know he’s just looking out for me and doesn’t want me to overdo it, but come on, I file papers. And there is tons to get done. I hop in my Chevy and head to work. GT is working today, but I’m not sure where. He doesn’t tell me about the business of the club and I’m fine with that, as long as it doesn’t concern me. I stay out of it.

Pulling up to the garage, I park my car in its normal spot and Tug comes up to the car. “Hey. How ya doing?” I ask, smiling and getting out of the car. My normal jeans have gotten a bit tight and I had to get some of those stretchy ones that look like shit so my confidence has waned a bit. 

“I’m good. How’s the little one?” He always asks about the baby; it’s like he’s taken over the big brother/uncle role to the max, but I love it. 

“The baby is good. Growing.” I swear I felt a flutter in my stomach this morning, but chalked it up to indigestion. Keeping food down and not having my stomach roll has been a full time job in and of itself. I rub my stomach happily. “How are things with Blaze?” 

“Really fucking good.” He smiles his handsome smile. I’m so damn happy those two got together. “Thought you had the day off today?” Damn men are always keeping tabs on me. 

“Was, needed to get out of the house.” He seems a bit off, but I don’t think much of it. Lately, all the guys dote on me in some way, shape, or form, which is so not like them.

“All right. I’ll see ya in a bit.” His eyes dart over to the club doors, but I don’t see whatever he’s looking at. I look at the bikes, seeing GT’s there.

“Is GT here?”

“Yeah, he’s in a meeting.”

I shrug, there’s nothing new about that. “All right, I’m gonna get to work.” 

“I’ll see ya in a bit.” I move over to the garage and after hellos and explanations of why I’m there, I get to work. The stack of papers on Ma’s desk will keep me busy most of the afternoon. 

Needing some fresh air, I step out of the office and walk over to the side of the building. There’s a nice bench there where Ma and I sit to chat sometimes. The clubhouse door slams loudly, and I glance that direction. 

A beautiful brunette wearing shorts barely covering her finely- shaped ass and a top that leaves little to the imagination of her perky tits, steps out of the clubhouse. GT’s on her heels. He wraps his arms around her and kisses the top of her head; the smile on the woman’s face is huge. 

Tug sprints up to them, blocking my view, and the woman steps back as GT looks over Tug’s shoulder, eyes wide. My heart falls to the floor and suddenly the breakfast I had this morning wants to make a reappearance. I turn, rushing to the bathroom, locking the door, just in time to puke my guts out in the toilet. The porcelain is cold under my hands, thank goodness my hair is up in a bun or it would be covered in puke. 

I heave over and over again, this time nothing coming up but bile that burns my throat. My eyes water, but it’s not just from retching. I should have known something was up, should have read Tug better.

Banging on the door, GT yells, “Open the fucking door, Casey!” 

He uses my real name so I know he’s pissed. I shake my head as if he can see me. Looking down at the mostly male-used toilet, I flush it and quickly stand, then wash my hands profusely.

“Open it now!” He bangs hard, the door cracking a bit under the pressure. 

“Hang on.” I splash water on my face and inside my mouth, spitting several times. I check myself in the mirror and the haunted look in my eyes even freaks me out. I splash more water, grabbing paper towels and wiping my face. Thoughts of the whore that cleaned GT’s room flash through my head and the heartache that happened with Mia invades me. My hands begin to shake and I choke back tears. 

I will not jump to conclusions. I will let him explain before flying off the handle, but I need some space right now. I need to get away. 

Throwing the paper towels in the trash, the pounding continues as I open the door. GT’s face is etched with anger and the vein in his neck is pulsating. He begins to talk, but I hold up my hand. 

“I know there is an explanation for it but I need a break. I’m going home and getting in the bathtub to calm down. When your day is over, come home and talk to me.” His eyes bore daggers into mine and my gut aches.

“What the hell are you doing here?” he growls as if this is my fault. 

What the hell? I wasn’t the one kissing some woman outside the clubhouse when you thought I wouldn’t be around. 

“Working. You?” I clip and move to walk out of the door, which he blocks, making me stop. Damn man.

“You are supposed to be home resting,” he accuses, his arms crossing over his chest in an attempt to intimidate me. He should know by now that shit does not work. 

“I wanted to come to work. I can do that, ya know? Just cause I’m knocked up doesn’t mean I can’t do all the normal things, remember what the doc said?” I huff. “Please move. I want to go home.”

“It’s not what you think, Angel. Don’t fucking go home and start having all that shit run through your head. I’m not fucking that woman.” I say nothing, just stand there waiting for him to move. “Are you listening to me?” he forges on, gripping my shoulders and pulling me against him. “I. Did. Not. Fuck. Her. I swear it. I haven’t been with anyone but you.”

I look into his eyes and inside the anger, which I don’t understand, is the truth. “I know,” I whisper. “I just want to go home and sleep. I feel really tired all of the sudden.” 

“Your ass had better be home when I get there. Don’t you fucking think of taking off on me.” Pain is evident in his eyes and I know he’s remembering before. I wouldn’t do that to him. Not now, not ever again. I’ll let him explain. 

“I’ll be there.” He bends down, kissing me on the lips, and part of me wants to cry. Didn’t he just kiss that other woman on the head with those same lips? He releases me, but I don’t look up at him. I sidestep him and gather my things, heading to my car. I don’t look back; I don’t look anyone in the eye. I keep my head down as I move. I just want to go home.

In the car on the drive home, I allow the tears to rain down my face. Even if he didn’t sleep with her, something is going on there that he is trying to hide. My gut tells me to trust him, but my battered heart aches.

Parking the car, I rush into the house and strip out of my clothes, deciding on a shower instead of a bath. I crawl into bed after putting on comfy jammies and allow my tears to fall, finally drifting off to sleep.
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I awake with a start, jolting out of bed. Sitting up, I take in my surroundings and relax. For some reason, my mind wanted me to be at the cemetery. Damn dreams. I shake my head and move to the bathroom, walking quickly so I don’t piss my pants. I swear I’m peeing every five minutes lately.

I listen to sounds in the house as I move, but don’t hear anything. GT must not be home yet. Good. I’m still not ready to hear his explanation. If the roles were reversed, he would have stormed up and kicked the guy’s ass. Maybe that’s what I should have done. Who am I kidding? Being pregnant, I would never risk my baby for some piece of shit club momma. 

I pull down my pants and gasp, my insides freeze and time stands completely still. Blood. Bright-red thick blood coats my underwear. My hands shake along with my legs; tears cascade down my face. No. No.

This cannot be happening again. I pull my pants and underwear off, throwing them onto the floor and hearing them hit the tile. 

I grab toilet paper and quickly clean myself up. The blood disappears from my skin, but when I wipe, it’s still there. I rush to my phone, fumbling through the door of the bathroom. I grab my purse from the chair by the bed and search through it quickly. My hands shake but I brush it off. I need to help my baby; fear is not standing in my way. 

I dial the doctor’s number and within five minutes I am speaking with her on the phone.

“Casey, the nurse said you have some bleeding?” 

My heart races and my hands are so damn slippery it’s hard to hold the phone, but I grip it hard, not wanting to lose this connection. “Yes. I woke up from a nap and blood was everywhere.” 

“When you put toilet tissue on your vagina is there more blood?”

I do it again quickly to see if it’s stopped. Damn. “Ye-yes,” I get out but my voice is losing its strength. I will be strong. My baby needs me. 

“Is anyone home with you?” The doctor’s concern comes though the phone, upping my anxiety to catastrophic levels. 

“No.” My hand shakes and I grip the phone tight, trying not to drop it.

“I do not want you driving. Call someone and meet me at the hospital. If you can’t find someone or they can’t get to you in ten minutes, you call an ambulance and meet me there.”

“Th-th-the hospital?” I thought maybe her office, but the hospital is bringing back thoughts of Mia and that day. My knees buckle, but I catch myself on the bed and sit. 

“It’s just a precaution. If there is something wrong, I will be able to help you best there. Now, call and meet me there. I’ll be waiting for you.” 

“Okay,” I whisper and hang up then quickly call GT. It goes straight to voicemail. Shit. I dial Harlow and nothing. I dial Ma and she answers on the first ring.

“Hello?” Her voice is bright and warm and I want to seek comfort in it.

“Ma. Please come and pick me up. I’m bleeding and can’t get ahold of GT. The doctor doesn’t want me driving and wants me at the hospital.” I choke back my sobs and swipe my hand across my nose, leaving a trail of snot that I wipe on the bed.

“I’m on my way. Be outside waiting for me. I’m about two miles away at the gas station.” 

I nod then, realizing she can’t see me, I answer, “Okay.”

“I’ll find GT, I promise you that.” The sound of Ma’s car revving gives me little peace, but I am thankful in the same breath. I slip on some cotton underwear and sweatpants, grabbing my phone, and purse and head to the door. I lock it and sit on the steps that lead to our entryway. 

Fear grips me and twists my heart into a knot. I suddenly become painfully aware that if I lose this baby too, I may not make it. There is only so much strength a woman can have. 

Stay strong, little one. I’m going to get help. I promise. 

Those minutes feel like hours as they slowly tick by. I sit and cry, holding my stomach. I love this baby so much. I rock back and forth, wiping my face profusely with the back of my hand. Ma’s black SUV barrels down my road and I rise, waiting for her to stop. She throws the truck into park and rushes out of the car.

“It’s okay, sweetheart. Everything’s going to be okay,” Ma reassures me over and over as she helps me in the car. I’m in pain, but I enjoy her comfort. 

“We have to go.” The urgency in my voice is clear as she shuts my door and runs to the other side of truck, getting in and starting it.

I clip my belt just as she takes off. I reach forward, steadying myself on the dash and look over at her. She’s biting her cheek and her eyes are in deep concentration. When we get on the main drag, she turns on her Bluetooth and the speakers crackle to life.

“Call Pops.” The machine does her bidding just like everyone else. Ma is one tough cookie all the way around.

“Hey, sweetie. Saw you called and was getting ready to call you back,” Pops coos through the speakers. At any other time, my heart would melt at the sentiment, not right now. I need to get help for my baby.

“Find GT. Angel’s bleeding and I’m taking her to the hospital.” Her words are frantic and rush out of her mouth like a waterfall.

“Shit,” he mutters. “Is she okay?”

She looks over at me and I try to give a small smile. “Don’t know yet. We’ll know more when we get there.”

“I’ll get him there in ten minutes. Love ya.” He hangs up without another word from Ma.

“I swear these men are so damn hard to find when ya need ‘em.” Her hands grip the steering wheel so tight her knuckles turn white. Her concentration on the road while having a conversation is admirable. 

“GT probably didn’t answer because he’s mad. We had a little… issue.” I think back to his lips on that woman, my stomach cringes. Not time for that shit now.

“You’ll have a lot of those. What did he do?” This is really not the time to be discussing this. I could be losing my baby, but I answer, not wanting to be disrespectful.

“He kissed a woman on top of her head and hugged her tight outside the clubhouse door. I wasn’t supposed to be at work, but I was bored and wanted something to do. I saw him, he got pissed. I went home.”

“And that’s why you’re bleeding?” she huffs. “That boy.” She shakes her head and pulls into the emergency area. I open the door quickly and rush to the door. The rumbling of bikes in the distance catches my attention. I hope that’s him. I walk into the ER and immediately see Dr. Hernandez waiting for me.

“Come.” She says no more, just ushers me into a wheelchair and pushes me down the long white corridor and into a room with lots of machines. Three nurses wait for us, helping me up out of the chair. They quickly help me out of my clothes and hand me a robe. Dr. Hernandez and Ma stay right by my side as I climb into the bed. 

The doors burst open and GT barrels in, panic evident on his face. “What’s wrong?” He ignores the doctor, nurses, and comes at me, but before I can speak, Ma stops him and begins talking to him in a low, calm voice. The small bit of relief having him here grips me. Together. We are in this together.

“The blood was bright red, correct?” the doctor asks, pulling my attention away from GT and Ma.

“Yes.” My voice comes out raspy like I haven’t had anything to drink for quite some time. 

“Let’s get the ultrasound over here first.” The nurse brings the machine over, setting it next to my head. She pulls my gown up and a nurse throws a blanket over my exposed flesh. Doctor Hernandez squirts the gel and puts the microphone back onto my stomach. Seconds later, I hear it. The thump that I heard back at her office echoes throughout the room. My eyes shoot over to GT’s and he freezes at the sound, running over to the other side of the bed next to me. He pulls my hand into his and clutches it as if I’d disappear at any moment. My heart fills.

Ma gasps, but I don’t turn her way. 

“Look.” Dr. Hernandez points to the screen on the machine and my world stops. I didn’t think I could have any more tears, but I do and they pour down my face. A grainy black and white picture appears on the screen. It is the exact profile of a human face, from the curve of the eye, the tip of the nose, and even a small indentation for a mouth. I can’t really see the features or anything, but it’s all there. 

“Holy shit!” GT booms, making the nurses beside the machine jump.

The doctor moves her hand to the screen. “See here.” She points at a little flicker. It’s like a light flashing. “That’s your baby’s heart beating.” I squeeze GT’s hand, bringing it to my lips, and kissing it. 

“I have no fucking words.” GT’s voice is shaky and a slight squeeze on my foot has me looking down that way. Ma is standing there, her eyes leaking just like mine. I give a short smile and turn back to the monitor. 

“See how the baby is positioned.” She gestures to the screen, showing us an entire side profile, including stomach and little bitty legs. “There’s no way to tell the sex of baby. But look at that.” The little baby on the screen lifts its tiny little arm and it looks as if it’s waving to us. Sobs rack my body as the doctor pushes some more buttons. Dr. Hernandez smiles and turns to me with a deadly serious look. “This is all really good, Casey, but we have to find out why you bled. I’m going to do an exam, get your blood drawn, and we are going to get the tests going. We’re gonna hook you up to a bunch of monitors to get reads on the baby. It’s going to be overwhelming for a little while, but it’s what needs to be done.”

“Okay,” I say, not taking my eyes off the screen. Dr. Hernandez moves the wand away from my stomach and my heart aches, not seeing my baby. 

She turns to GT. “Here.” She hands him three small rectangles of pictures and his eyes light up like she just gave him the world. “You hold on to these while we get her tests going. You have to wait out in the waiting room for just a little bit and I’ll come back and get you.”

“Is the baby okay?” GT asks, not budging toward the door, his eyes glued to the doctor while he clutches the pictures. 

“Everything on the monitor and the ultrasound looks good, but there was a reason she was bleeding and I need to figure it out.” 

I look up at GT. “I’ll be okay. Let them do this so we can find out what’s going on.” My eyes connect with his and pain is swirling inside of them.

“I’m so sorry, Angel.” He shakes his head. “I didn’t—”

“Not now. Go with Ma. The sooner we do this, the faster we can go home,” I try reassuring him, even though I want him by my side during this whole process, but right now is not the time to discuss any of this and if the doctor says he has to go, then he has to go. Me being scared out of my ever-loving mind isn’t reason enough to disobey.

“I’ll be right outside those doors. I’m not leaving.” My heart breaks for the pain and guilt I see written all over his face. I want to wash it away for him.

I give him a tight smile. “I know, baby.” He leans down and places his hand on my cheek, pressing his lips to mine. My breath is taken away for a moment. He pulls back. “Take care of her.” He directs the words to the doctor. 

“I sure will.” Dr. Hernandez begins moving throughout the room in a rush with the nurses on her heels. 

I turn back to GT. “Go. Let’s get this over with. Everything will be fine.” I try to believe the words coming out of my mouth, but part of me is fighting to not yell you’re full of shit! to myself.

“I’ll be right outside that door,” he repeats himself. I can see in his eyes he’s worried as shit and the fact he has no control over it is eating away at him. 

“Okay. Ma?” I look at her expectantly. She nods, reading my thoughts.

“I’ve got him.” She squeezes my foot again. “We will see you very soon.” Ma practically has to push GT out of the room, but he does go. I watch the scene around me and the worry deepens. Logically, I saw the baby moving inside of me; subconsciously, all I can think is that didn’t make a difference last time.
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I pace these fucking white floors back and forth… back and forth as I stare down at the tile with little specks of gold inside of them. My arm is sore from gripping my neck and hair for so long, but I welcome the pain. Pain is what I deserve. Thirty minutes has felt like days. Practically the whole fucking club is here in the waiting room and we’ve gotten more than our fair share of looks, but one glance at me has them bolting away quick. I haven’t talked to anyone and they’ve all given me my space. Wise decision. 

“Son, you need to calm down. You’re not going to help her like this.” Pops’s boots enter my path of vision, causing me to halt. I look up from the floor into the same eyes that reflect me in the mirror daily, only his are filled with concern, but also strength.

“I don’t know what else to do, Pops.” I have no fucking clue if something’s wrong with the baby, I just don’t know. Angel won’t make it. She was a fucking mess after Mia and still is for that matter. I’ll fucking lose her, I just know it. The worst fucking part is, it’s my fault.

Ma walks up, wrapping her arms around Pops who places his arm around her shoulder, kissing her on top of her hair. “Want to tell me why you were kissing some woman?” She quirks her brow in condemnation and I deserve that shit.

“Ma, it was Bobbie’s ol’ lady from Chesterfield.”

“Why was she here, GT?” If it were any other woman, I’d tell them to mind their own fucking business, but Ma and Angel are different. Fuck, I’m getting soft.

“I’m having Bobbie make something for the baby. It was supposed to be a surprise for Angel, but now, I’ll have to tell her.” I shake my head. “She wasn’t supposed to be there or I wouldn’t have had the woman come.” 

“I know you mean well, but…” Ma stops at her words and I know what she’s going to say.

“I fucked up, all right. I’ve already told Angel that.” I pause and take a deep breath. “You think that’s why she started bleeding?” I knew the answer to the question, but I am a glutton for fucking punishment. 

“I believe it had something to do with it,” Ma answers honestly and my head falls. I’m to fucking blame. Dammit. “She loves you, GT. She’s got so much shit rolling around in that head of hers right now, add in all the pregnancy hormones and I’m surprised she’s walking. She’s such a strong woman, GT, and she may not see it, but she is. It takes so much strength to do what she is doing right now. Protecting your baby.”

“I know. I just fucked up. I’ll make it right.”

“The family of Ms. Alexander,” a high-pitched voice comes from behind. I turn instantly, seeing a short-haired blonde woman looking down at a clipboard. She glances up and her eyes widen as she takes in the leather surrounding her.

“Here.” At my gruff voice, her eyes swing to mine. She gives a soft smile, but the apprehension in her eyes is clear. She walks ever so slowly to us like she’s forcing one foot in front of the other. We are a bit intimidating, but she needs to hurry the fuck up. 

Ma places her hand on my shoulder and squeezes reassuringly. “Dr. Hernandez has results and asked me to come and get you. If you could please follow me back.” She turns and walks with me on her heels. I don’t turn to the group behind me, I just move quickly.

My insides twist and turn as nerves rattle my body. I never knew I could be so damn scared for something in my life. The baby inside of Angel, I’m terrified for it. I’ll take all of that fear on, though. Every bit of it away from Angel. If it weighs me down, so fucking be it. We walk through the same doors and Angel’s head pops up, a small smile gracing her lips. 

Even in a shitty ass hospital gown and her hair a tousled mess, she’s still the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen in my damn life. No one compares to her. That’s why she’s mine.

I walk directly to the edge of the bed and grab on to Angel’s hand, picking it up and laying soft kisses on the top. Out of the corner of my eye, the nurses and doctor are standing near, but give us this brief moment. “Are you okay?”

“Yeah. Everything went fine.” Her eyes are tired and worried, but thank God the tears have stopped for the moment.

“All right.” Dr. Hernandez sits on the round rolling chair and moves up next to Angel’s side. Her arm is holding a stack of papers. “I’m going to get down to business.” Her eyes shoot back and forth between the two of us and I nod as I suck in a breath, waiting for the news that could change both of our lives forever. “Everything came back wonderfully.” The doctor smiles reassuringly. “I was worried about a tear causing the bleeding, but that is not the case. Every single thing has come back normal.”

I let out the deep breath I was holding and look down at my girl. A lone tear escapes from her eye, falling to the white sheet of the bed. I lean down, kissing her softly on the temple.

“Then what caused it?” Angel asks, her voice shaky.

“Have you been doing yoga like I asked?” She raises her brow expectantly.

“Yes. I have. I don’t know if it works, but I have been doing it.” Angel’s words are quick.

“What about stress? Have you been terribly worried about losing this baby?” My heart falls to the floor, but I say nothing.

“Of course I’m worried about losing the baby, but I try to keep busy and not let it consume me.” 

“Anything happen yesterday or today to make your stress level rise?” Her eyes focus on me like she can read my fucking mind or something.

“Doc, I fucked up. It wasn’t what Angel thought it looked like. I swear it.” Not that any of this shit is her business or makes any sense to her, but she’s the one to keep my baby safe and at the moment, that’s all that fucking matters.

“I suggest you un-fuck up.” I quirk my eye at her language, not something I expected from a doctor, not that it bothers me, just unexpected. “Casey is to remain stress-free if you want to have a happy, healthy baby. Right now, everything is great. You need to help her keep it that way.” The doctor turns her eyes to Casey. “You are doing fantastic with this pregnancy. I know it is hard not to worry about losing the baby, but you need to try to focus on something else. Have you thought about a baby room yet?”

“No. I was too afraid to.” I squeeze Angel’s hand at her words, knowing how hard they are for her. “I didn’t want to get my hopes up.”

“Well, you need to. You are about four-and-a-half months pregnant now, which means you are halfway to having a baby and if by some reason this baby comes early, you will want to be prepared.”

Angel’s eyes light up to the point of actually sparkling, something I haven’t seen in a really long time and I fucking love it. “We’re having a baby.” She smiles and it envelops the whole damn room. 

“Yeah, baby. We sure are.” I kiss her mouth and pour every drop of love I have into the kiss. A cough in the room is the only reason I pull away. I look at the doctor who is smiling ear-to-ear. 

“Okay, you two, we are going to monitor her for a while here then you can go home, but you need to work on ways to deal with the stress. Find a focus, understand?” 

“Yes, ma’am. I’ll make sure she stays as stress-free as I can, even if I have to chain her to the bed.” I smirk.

“Now, Mr. Gavelson. I’m not sure that’s the best way.” She laughs. “But if that calms her, by all means.”

“Yeah! That would not calm me!” Angel laughs, smacking my arm. 

I feign hurt. “See what I deal with?” It’s nice that we actually feel like laughing. The baby is great and now I need to make sure Angel is the same.
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When GT told me the woman’s name was Stage, I about fell over. Stage is an ol’ lady who worked the pole at X, but got caught with drugs and was fired. Drama. He says the reason he was with her was something for the baby, but he doesn’t want to ruin the surprise. He even told me that he’d tell me what it is to make me feel better, but he really wanted to wait. So, I let him wait. The last time ended up in such a mess. So, I’m trusting him but it hasn’t been easy.

GT’s been doing a lot of club work lately, more than normal. I don’t ask because it would be a waste of breath and really, I don’t want to know. The less I know, I think the better. Harlow, Ma, Blaze, and Bella have all come to visit me during the days and nights he’s gone. I’ve told him that I’m fine, but he doesn’t listen. He has the me-right-you-wrong thing down pat, and I just don’t fight him. Truth is, I worry about him more than myself a lot of the time, but I try my damnedest to relax. It’s not easy.

Classes ended and I passed all of them, so I didn’t have school to occupy my time and I spent lots of it in the office. 

At our last sonogram about two weeks ago, Dr. Hernandez said that everything still looked on target and normal, so I’ve been forcing myself to relax about losing this baby. It hasn’t been easy at all. Sometimes, the stress wins, but I’ve been curbing it as much as possible. But I’m happy and excited and can’t wait to meet this little one inside of me.

It’s been about six weeks since I got out of the hospital and GT brought me home and has un-fucked up as best he can. He’s a guy, though, so it’s very hard for him. 

Today, Ma and Harlow are picking me up and for the first time, we are going shopping for the baby’s room. We still don’t know the sex of the baby, because he or she won’t cooperate during the sonograms. I think it’s gotta be a boy since it’s stubborn as shit like its daddy. GT is chomping at the bit to know if it’s a boy or a girl. Me, I’m not sure I want to know. I kind of like the idea of a surprise.

I finish pulling my pants up, the ones with elastic around the top that look like absolute shit but are comfortable as hell. My stomach isn’t huge, but the doctor said with my size that it’s okay even at 23 weeks, but to be prepared to balloon out soon. I still feel huge, I can’t imagine what ballooning out will entail. I toss on a t-shirt and head out to the kitchen. 

“Hey, bitch!” I jump at Harlow’s words, clutching my chest. Shit.

“You scared the shit out me.” I move to the fridge, grabbing a bottle of water, and taking it down in a few huge gulps.

“Figured you were getting ready.” She climbs up to the kitchen island, perches there and smiles.

“What?”

“You excited to go shopping?” I know Harlow isn’t. She’s not that type of woman, but she does it for me and that is why I love her so.

“Actually, I am. We have nothing and it’s time.” A honking outside catches our ears.

Harlow hops off the stool. “That’s Ma, let’s go find ya some stuff.” She moves to the door and stops, turning to look at me. She grabs my cheek and my eyes widen in surprise. “I’m proud of you, little mommy.” She kisses me on my nose and my heart grows even more for this woman. She turns quickly and heads out the door before I can say anything. I follow with a huge smile on my face.
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“What about this?” Harlow holds up an adorable little pink dress with zebra print on it. Lace and ruffles line the bottom and the matching booties are the cutest thing I have ever seen.

“We don’t know if it’s a girl.” But I really like this dress.

“We can get it and if it’s not, bring it back.” We sure could.

“If you want. We need to get diapers, bottles, pacifiers—all that kind of stuff. We are starting out with a blank slate here.” The more I think about it the more I realize how seriously unprepared we are at the house. My anxiety starts to stir. I take some deep breaths and feel it ease just a bit.

Ma pats me on the arm and rubs it up and down reassuringly. “I know you’re new to this, that’s why I’m here. I’m here every step, any questions you have. I’m here.” Tears well in my eyes, freaking hormones. Damn, I love this woman.

“Thanks, Ma.”

“You can ask me anything and I’ll answer as honest as I can. I don’t care if it’s because you’re concerned about the color of the baby’s poop.” I startle at her words.

“Wouldn’t it be normal color?” I’m quite puzzled by this. I haven’t been around babies, well, ever. Baby poop is different colors? I mean what does that even mean? This conversation is stirring me back up. Shit.

“Normal is a lot of things. When the baby gets here, I’ll help you through it all.” Relief consumes me and I let out a deep breath. Ma will be here. 

“What else do I need to know?” I feel very inept about taking care of this little bundle. No matter how many books I read or times I look things up on the internet, I’m not sure I’ll ever be ready. 

Ma full out laughs. “Oh, babe. Everything. I see the panic in your eyes. It will all be okay. I promise you. It’s scary, but so very worth it.”

I nod slowly, feeling like my brain hasn’t fully caught up. I shake my head. “So, what do I need?”

Ma and Harlow give each other a look, then Ma speaks. “Lots, but let’s look at the bedding. I loved picking it out for my kids.”

Crimson splatters my face. “We don’t have a bed yet.” GT and I really haven’t talked about that yet. I know the doctor told me to focus on the baby’s room. I just hadn’t gotten around to it yet.

“Well, let’s start there! Cribs and bedding!” Ma exclaims and Harlow groans a bit, but follows us along. I know she’s happy; she’s just not a shopper. I love her.

After three hours on my feet and several bags of baby stuff, we climb in the truck. We still have no bed or bedding because I couldn’t pick one out, but I still have time. My body aches from the top of my head to the tips of my toes. Ma turns the car on and begins to drive. My eyes flutter to sleep.

“Wake up, hoochie.” Harlow’s voice pulls me from sleep as she pokes me in the hip.

“Stop that,” I groan, moving my head to the side and looking out the window to my house. “I’m going to bed.” I creak out of the car and do just that.
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I had this idea for Lakin, but Pops said that since Burnzie already started paperwork suing the department, we need to wait until that’s over. Fucking sucks. The ride home from the club is freeing just like it always is. The best part nowadays is going home to Angel waiting for me. 

I pull into the drive and stroll up to the house. Everything is eerily quiet, but I don’t yell for Angel. I slowly walk to the bedroom and see my Angel wrapped in the blankets, her blonde hair sprawled out in a veil around her head. I kick off my clothes and climb in next to her, wrapping her in my warmth. Every day with this woman is the best day of my life. I don’t know what I did to become a lucky son of a bitch, but I’m fucking thankful as shit for it.

Angel stirs in my arms, snuggling closer to me, my dick sitting in the cleft of her ass and growing hard from her heat. She wiggles her ass and I groan. Fucking her is my own slice of heaven. My hand moves to her stomach and rests there. I still can’t believe my little baby is growing inside my woman’s body. Fuck yeah. The way her body has changed, her fuller tits, her hips a bit wider, it all turns me the fuck on. Even the baby bump in front, all it does is remind me that she is mine. 

“Hey, baby,” she whispers, still groggy from sleep.

“Hey, beautiful.” I rub my dick up and down the crack of her ass.

“Keep that up,” she moans. These last few weeks, she’s been a fucking machine. Not that she’s ever really turned me down in the first place, but lately, if I’m home, my dick is inside of her. Can’t complain.

A thump on my hand makes me jump. “What the fuck was that?”

“Don’t move your hand.” Angel grips my hand, holding it in place on her stomach, pushing my hand deeper into her skin. The thump comes back, hitting my hand hard.

My eyes widen. “Is that the baby?”

Angel turns to me, smiling, “Yeah, that’s our baby.”

“Holy fucking shit!” I yell, not moving my hand for anything. The thump happens again. “I can’t believe I can feel it.” I’m in awe, total utter awe. My baby just kicked me. Wow.

“He or she is really in there,” she says a little awestruck herself. 

“Yeah, babe.” I kiss her hard and then fuck her, just like I planned on earlier, only this time we had something to truly celebrate.
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Twenty-six weeks and my body has decided to expand like crazy. My hands, feet, and ankles are huge. When I called the doctor, she said it is all normal, but I feel like a damn water balloon about to burst. My stomach is protruding and the baby kicks all the time. You know what? I love every damn part. Yep, the fact I can’t sleep. Love it. The fact I look like a pin cushion, love it. Why? My baby is healthy and inside of me cooking where it’s supposed to be. Some women may complain and I can totally see why they would, but I refuse. 

I will take every bit of this and relish the thought that my baby will come out, good, healthy, and alive.

Today is another doctor visit, and there is something that GT and I really need to discuss. He’s due here any minute to pick me up and I’m afraid he’ll fight me on this. I’ve thought long and hard and hope he will agree. Knowing him though, it will take some persuasion.

The roar of his bike as he pulls into the drive has me grabbing my things quickly. I open the door and step outside into the warm Georgia sun.

“Hey, Angel. You ready?” he asks, taking off his lid and killing the engine.

“Yep.” 

Riding to the doctor, the car is silent. I blow out a breath and ask, “Do you want to know the sex of the baby?”

“Fuck yeah, don’t you?” He turns his head, staring at me like I’m crazy, and hell maybe I am.

“I think we should wait till it’s born.” My stomach falls and I wait for it.

“Are you shitting me? Each time the doc took pictures of you, you wanted to know. What changed?” 

“Nothing really. I just thought it would be nice to be surprised.” This baby is an awesome gift and I really want to wait. 

“Since when do you like surprises?” True, I’ve never been a huge fan of them, but this is different. It’s not a birthday party or something frivolous. It’s a human life.

“I know, but does it really matter if it’s a boy or a girl? We won’t love it any differently. We won’t take care of it differently. So, why know?” That is the God’s honest truth. I do not care if it is a boy or a girl. I will be happy and blessed to have either. 

“So we know. Then we can pick out a name and all that shit.” I know I am wearing GT’s control thin. Let’s try something else.

“How about this. If the sonogram today shows us, we find out. If it doesn’t, we don’t.” I laugh at how stupid this is because chances are it will show us this time. Each shot we’ve seen of the baby has not shown between the baby’s legs. It is time.

“Fine, but if we can’t see it you owe me a blowjob,” he says without pause. 

My eyes widen and I break out into hysterical laughter. “How the hell does that work?” 

He shrugs. “Sounds like a fucking awesome plan for me.”

That night, I was on my knees giving him the best fucking blowjob he’s ever had. 
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“Where are we going?” It’s one thirty on a Saturday. I woke up with swollen everything and I look like something horror movies are made about. Harlow barreled through the door an hour ago saying we had to be somewhere, but didn’t tell me where, just to get my shit together and let’s go. I tried making myself look presentable, but damn. My cheeks have puffiness to them that no amount of makeup can cure. So, I am what I am. 

“You’ll see in a minute,” Harlow says vaguely. 

“Really, why so cryptic? Just tell me,” I snap. Lately my moods have been a bit on edge even when I try to control them. Oops.

“Sit back and relax.” She ignores my attitude. I scoff, easy for her to say, she knows where the hell we’re going.

I rest my head against the headrest and realize something. “Why are you driving Ma’s car?” 

“Took you fucking long enough to figure that out.” She chuckles. “Couldn’t pick your ass up on my bike, now could I?” Whatever.

I close my eyes and breathe in deep. When the truck comes to a stop, I open my eyes and groan. “What are we doing here?” The clubhouse is in front of me, cars lined up everywhere. “I am not up for a party, Harlow. Just take me home.” I’m all for parties, but today, I just want to put my feet up and sleep. 

Tug jogs over to the truck and opens the door. “Hey, beautiful.” His smug smile is genuine, but I want to smack him. 

“Tug, I look like the marshmallow man from Ghostbusters. Thanks, but beautiful is not on the list.”

“Shut it. Let’s go.” He pulls my arm and I turn to see Harlow motioning for me to follow him, so I do. 

“Is GT here?” I ask as Tug pulls.

“Yeah, inside,” I groan, the midday sun pours down on me and I squint my eyes in an effort not to trip on anything. 

The clubhouse door opens and I’m briefly blinded by the darkness, but the boisterous sound coming from the room catches me off guard. 

“Surprise!” is screamed from the heavens and I blink rapidly, trying to get my focus.

I gasp as men and women line the walls, some in chairs, some with children on their laps. A big banner that reads ‘Happy Baby Shower’ is spread across the wall and tears roll down my face. GT walks up to me at that moment and I bury my head in his chest, letting his shirt soak up all my wetness.

“You did this?” I mumble in his now-wet shirt.

“Nah, babe. I knew but Ma, Princess, and Blaze set it up. You know I’m not capable of this kind of shit.” He rubs my back, soothing me as I calm down and look up at him. 

“I love you,” I whisper.

“Love you too, Angel.” He swoops down, catching my mouth, and I feed into the kiss.

“All right you two. Knock that shit off. And you.” Harlow points to her brother. “Get out and take the guys with you.”

“Watch how you talk or I’ll have Cruz bend you over his knee.” She scoffs, but shuts up and I laugh. 

As the guys walk up, each one congratulates both GT and me. Becs wraps me in a bear hug, lifting me maybe an inch off the floor, until GT growls at him to stop. Pops kisses my head and Tug gives me a soft hug. Cooper runs up and gives me a slobbery kiss then follows Cruz out. GT is the last man to leave.

“Have fun, I’ll be back in a bit.” He bends down, giving me another panty-dropping kiss, but pulls away and heads out the door.

“All right, let’s do this!” Harlow yells and many whoops and hollers come from the room. Slowly each one of the ol’ ladies comes by, wrapping me up in a hug. The door swings open and my eyes dart to it. Bella waltzes in like she owns the place. I rush to her wrapping an arm around her. I don’t get to see her much since she stays at school. 

“I’m so glad you’re here.”

“Wouldn’t miss it.” Bella answers. I hear Harlow call my name and drag Bella over to Harlow and Blaze with me. The party is complete with a cake and games that make me roll my eyes, but are fun in their own way. When Harlow says I have to open gifts, my eyes bug out of my head. There is a huge mountain of them and opening them all takes over an hour. I honestly don’t think I’ll need anything else for this baby. We have enough diapers to last us a year, or so I think. How do I really know? 

“Here, open this.” Ma hands me a large wrapped box. Her excitement mimics mine at the moment. I tear into the paper and the outside of the rickety old box has the name GT written across the top in large letters. I open it, carefully pulling the corners of the box back.

My heart leaps in my throat and tears swim in my eyes. “Those are all GT’s old toys. I kept them up in the attic all these years and now my grandbaby gets to play with them.” Tears of happiness fall from my cheeks.

“Thanks, Ma.” I pull out old toys, trucks, motorcycles, blocks and various other toys that are used but in excellent shape. Ma pulls out a matted-down, light-brown rabbit with brown floppy ears.

“This is Speedy. He went everywhere with GT. That boy would cry and throw a damn tantrum if we forgot him anywhere.” She turns it this way and that, looking it over as if she’s remembering all those times vividly.

A sharp pain sears through my heart. I have nothing of my childhood except for an old blanket that I would never part with. Bam was a great dad, but he wasn’t very sentimental in keeping things of my past. Even when we cleaned out his house, he had very little. I shake it off, committing myself to making new memories, with my new family.

I smile up at Ma, wiping the tears from my cheeks. “This is the best present ever Ma. Thank you.” I stand up and hug her tight, loving this woman more than words.

After calming down, more gifts come my way. 

Blaze got the baby diapers in like every freaking size. I have no clue where the hell I’m going to store them all. 

Harlow’s gift has me smiling ear to ear. Every child needs a motorized Harley. Right? Even one that the baby can’t use until it’s at least three years old.

I sit back and watch everyone talk and mingle. This is my family. I love every single one of them. I don’t know how I would have gotten through all of this if not for their love and support. 

“You got one more, Angel.” GT’s voice comes from the door, snapping my attention to him. I smile and get up from the chair. My feet falter at the sight of Stage, the woman from the other day, following behind him with a large smile on her face. Both Ma and Princess get behind me and I’m grateful for their support. 

“Angel, this is Stage,” GT introduces.

It takes all my willpower to keep myself in check, but I do and acknowledge her. “Hi.” She holds out her hand and I shake it reluctantly. The moment I touch her skin, my gut churns. 

I look over my shoulder and see Harlow and Blaze scowling. I smile. 

“It’s nice to meet you,” Stage says and I’d love to say same here, but it’s really not and I don’t feel like lying. I nod instead and turn to GT. I can feel the woman’s eyes boring on me. 

“I told you before I had a surprise for the baby.” I nod, staying mute. “Well, here it is.” Just then, an older man with a long beard and tattoos up and down his arms comes walking through the door. I really pay him no mind, but what he has in his hands takes my breath away.

A cradle made of a light-brown wood with small slats and a huge bottom on it. He sets it down in front of me and pushes it, swinging it back and forth on some sort of mechanism inside. I gasp and tears roll down my face. “You had this made?” I ask GT.

“Bobbie here is a woodworker, best damn one I know. Had him build it.” I turn to Bobbie, my eyes wide and tears still leaking from them. The man smiles, but it’s difficult to see with all the hair lining his face. His hair is pulled back tight in a ponytail and he’s wearing a cut from a different chapter of Ravage. 

“Thank you. It’s beautiful,” I say between the tears.

He holds out his hand and I take it, feeling the rough calluses of his work. “Angel, it’s a pleasure to meet ya. GT’s a good boy. I’m glad you finally knocked some sense into him.”

GT laughs. “Watch it, ol’ man. I’ll take your ass to the ring.” 

Bobbie scoffs. “Shit, I’m too old for that shit anymore.”

I smile at their camaraderie, but my eyes dance to Stage. She has her eye on Harlow and it makes me chuckle. Harlow’s already kicked her ass once. I’m sure she’d be more than happy to do it again.

“Oh, GT, it turned out beautiful. Hang on,” Ma says then rushes off.

I turn to GT. “Thanks, baby. I love it.” I stand on my tiptoes and he meets my lips for a soft kiss.

Ma comes back with a large bag with tissue paper streaming out of the top.

“Ma, you already got us something.” I shake my head and take the paper out. My eyes widen and tears fall again. Dammit. Inside is black fabric with motorcycles in red all over it. Pulling out the fabric, it is a perfect fit for the cradle. “Did you make this?” I ask her, pulling each piece out including a puffy pillow surround for the cradle and a top blanket.

“I sure did. Only the best for my grandbaby.” Ma smiles from ear-to-ear. I set the things down and rush into her arms, hugging her with all my might. She is the mother I never had and I love her with everything inside of me. 

“I love you, Ma.”

“I love you too, sweetheart.” She releases me and I jump into GT’s arms. 
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“Come on, we’re going to be late!” Angel yells from the living room. I’ll admit it, I’m procrastinating. I don’t want to fucking go and do this shit, but I love my baby and my woman. So, I suck it the fuck up and do it. Sighing, I walk down the stairs to meet her, and she glares back at me. “Seriously, GT we’ve only been once, we can’t be late.”

“Well, let’s go.” The entire ride to our class all I hear is ‘breathe, he he he’ sounds. Ugh. It took me two nights to be able to fall asleep without hearing that shit in my dreams. Damn doctor insisted that we start taking these classes to prepare us for the birth. All we fucking do is breathe. I don’t need a damn class to teach me that shit. 

Ma says I need to do this shit with her and truth be told, I’d fucking do anything for Angel, so here I am about to get my breathing on again.

Walking into class, eyes flare up to us. I have my normal jeans, t-shirt, rag, and boots on like I always do. Last week they all stared, but I didn’t give a shit then and I still don’t give a shit this week. 

Angel finds a spot and sits down on the floor; her excitement about this is the only thing keeping me going. Her belly is now definitely showing. Being thirty-one weeks pregnant, several things on her are bigger, including those fucking tits of hers. I can’t get enough of that shit. They’re so fucking big I can get lost in them for days and never come up for air and her pussy, holy shit. Her pussy is on fire all the damn time. We’ve had to get a bit creative with her baby bump, but I’m up for that shit. 

Then she has days where she just wants to lie in bed all day and sleep. On those days, it’s like the baby sucked every bit of life out of my Angel. The thing that gets me the most is she’s always smiling about it. Like having the fattest fucking feet in the world is the best thing ever. That’s another reason I love her so damn much. Every time she feels the baby moving inside of her she lights up like a damn Christmas tree, all those worries she held inside evaporating. 

I hike my jeans up and sit on the floor next to Angel, her smile flawless. The door opens and a woman with long, wavy red hair steps over the threshold. Her green eyes scan the room and glitter at each person she meets. Every piece of clothing on her is made from patterns out of the seventies, but I’d guess her age to be in her thirties. Everything around her screams calm and serenity. 

She doesn’t bother me. Dr. Hernandez picked her out, saying something about New Age, whatever in the hell all that bullshit meant. All I know is Angel wants me here, so I’m here. 

“Welcome! I’m so glad you came today.” Her eyes sweep the room as she speaks. Angel moves to my side, sitting close. “Today, after we do our stretches and exercises, I have a little experiment for the dads here. So, let’s get busy.”

Angel and I follow the woman’s instructions as we breathe, and breathe, and breathe some more. She shows us different ways for Angel to sit more comfortably and ways to relieve back pain. 

“All right, now for the dad exercise.” I sit back on my ass, knee bent with my arm resting on it, listening. “For this exercise, dads,” I love being called that shit, “you need get on your hands and knees. We are going to practice breathing.” 

This is already a clusterfuck waiting to happen. I glance over at Angel, her eyes questioning me. I look around the room at all the other dads, all getting into the doggie-style position, then back at my girl. “I’m not doing this shit Casey. I love you, I’m here for ya and this baby, but I sure as shit ain’t sitting here doggie style and breathing. I can breathe just fine right here.”

Casey’s laugh echoes the room and she covers her mouth as all eyes fly to her. “Sorry,” she whispers turning back to me. “I don’t expect you to do this, GT. I love you, but I don’t care to see my man looking like that.” She shifts her head over to one of the dads. He’s on his hands and knees while he breathes in and out; his wife is next to him coaching him.

“Baby, I’ll be there with you every step of the way, but some shit. I just can’t. This is one of them.”

Casey regains control of her laughter. “I know some of this stuff isn’t for us. I love you for coming with me.”

“I’d do just about anything for you, Angel. We’re in this together.”
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“Come eat!” Angel calls from the kitchen. After we got back from her class, she worked in the baby’s room, saying it had to get picked up. True, everything is everywhere and you can barely walk through the space, but we have time. The baby’s not due for another nine weeks. 

“Thanks, Angel.” I kiss her lips before sitting down at the table. In front of me are mashed potatoes, meatloaf, and corn, and I eat quickly.

“I want to talk about what you want to name the baby.” My fork stops midway to my mouth. It hasn’t been something that has plagued me over the past few months, I just figured when we saw the baby, we would know. 

“Okay. What do you want to name the baby?”

She smiles and it blasts me with sunshine. “I was thinking for a boy Deacon Alexander or Garret Alexander. Or a girl… Emma Lynn or Riley Lynn.” I ponder her names for a moment. They’re not bad, but I’m a little hung up on her boys’ names.

“Deacon and Garret?” I question as I shovel the food into my mouth.

“We’d call him either Deke or Garr.” Those I can live with. I nod.

“Lynn and Alexander after you?” 

She grins. “Yeah. My middle and last name since the baby will have your last name.”

Damn right the baby will. It’s a fucking Gavelson. The baby will wear that shit with pride. “I can live with those.” I pause. “You need my last name, Angel.”

Her eyes tear up. “Soon, let’s have the baby first. What do you hope it is? A boy or a girl?” She sets her fork down, giving me her undivided attention. 

“Angel, I really don’t give a shit. As long as it’s healthy, that’s all I give a damn about.” I have felt that way from day one. Either way, I plan on knocking Angel up again and again, so whichever comes out first doesn’t matter.

“Wait!” Her head pops up as she stands and leaves the table abruptly, excitement dripping off of her, but before I can ask her where she’s going, she speaks. “I have something.” Angel heads out of the room and comes right back with something in her hands. She holds them up.

“I got these the other day.” She holds up two tiny little hats, one red and one black, a huge smile on her face, excitement radiating from it. “This”—she holds one up—“will go on the baby’s head if it’s a girl. And this one”—she grabs the other hat, holding it up—“is for if it’s a boy.”

“Okay, what happened to that pink and blue shit Ma was trying to shove down our throats a while back?” I ask curiously.

“Ravage colors. This baby is a Ravage baby.” She smiles wide and my insides flip at how awesome my woman is and how fucking dead-on she is, too. I bring my lips down on hers and show her exactly how happy she has made me.
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Eat, sleep, and try to move. That’s about my existence at the moment. The past six weeks, I’ve eaten more than I think I’ve eaten in my life. My weight has increased substantially and I have to pee every five minutes. I told GT the other night to just put a damn catheter in me so I didn’t have to get up to pee. When I stand, I can’t see my feet because my stomach is so huge. It even hurts to breathe sometimes. The doctor says that there just isn’t a lot of room in there for the baby to grow so it’s pushing on all my body parts, including my bladder. I’m not complaining. I’m speaking the truth, and each day the excitement grows and grows inside of me. 

The last appointment we had, the doctor could tell what the sex of the baby was, but I screeched I didn’t want to know. GT being the stubborn man he is, fought me, but somehow I won. Maybe it was the promise of another blowjob in his near future. Whatever. We don’t know and I’m actually happy about that. 

I may sweat a lot, eat like a cow, piss like a horse, and not be able to see my feet, but I’ve never been happier in my life. Every time this baby flips and flops in my stomach, I want to burst in tears. That little reassurance that he or she is okay is all I need to keep doing everything the doctor says. I’ve followed every direction, even drinking tons of water, which leads to me sitting on the toilet most of the day, but I do it with a big fat smile.

A knock on the door pulls me out of my thoughts. “Hang on.” I try to get up, but it’s no use, thank goodness I don’t have to as Harlow breezes in through the door.

“Hey, Mom. How ya feeling?” She rushes into the room, throwing her bag onto the nearby table as I stay rooted on the couch. Her eyes are different today almost down and that’s not like her.

“Good. Where’s Coop and what’s wrong?” I pat the seat next to me and she sits, curling her legs underneath her body. I remember the days when I could do that. Sigh.

“Ma. And nothing. I’m good. How’s my niece or nephew doing?” She reaches over, patting my stomach. The first time she felt the baby was hilarious. She jumped eyes wide and declared I had an alien growing inside of me and promised to love the little alien all the same.

“The baby is moving a lot today, flipping and turning. It’s like it can’t get comfortable.” 

“It’s probably ready to break out of jail, but I don’t see why. Shit, babies have it made in there. It’s warm, they’re fed, sleep when they want and get loved to pieces.” I smile. She is so right. I don’t know why a baby would want to come out, but this one will.

“Doctor said there isn’t a lot of room and even though I’ve gained a lot of weight, my frame is still small so it makes it a bit harder. Thirty-seven weeks is a big baby.” I sigh. We have another visit later today. We started going every two weeks now and each time, I love hearing the baby’s heartbeat. It’s music to my ears. 

The sudden urge to pee hits me. “I’ve gotta go.” I move to get up, grabbing onto the edge of the couch for support. A sharp pain slams into my side and I grasp it quickly, grinding my teeth from the surge throughout my body.

“Are you okay?” Harlow rushes to my side.

“Just a pain, I’m fine.” The pain somewhat subsides and I stand up fully. My stomach clenches and fluid trickles down my body. “Shit.” I move to the bathroom with Harlow on my heels.

“Casey, what the fuck is going on? You’re scaring the shit out of me.” Scaring her, shit, I’m scared. That was too much fluid to be piss. 

I reach the bathroom and pull down my pants, feeling even more fluid trickling down my thigh. “Either I just pissed myself, or my water broke. I’m banking on my water breaking.” Another cramp comes rough in my stomach and I sit on the toilet, more liquid falling from my body. “Get my phone. I need to call the doctor and you call GT.” 

It’s early, like three weeks early, but I learned in my class this could happen. Also, Dr. Hernandez said with not knowing my own mother’s conditions during my birth, I needed to be prepared for just about anything. I breathe in and out, trying not to have the freak out that I so desperately need at the moment. Harlow rushes into the room and hands me my phone, she’s already dialing hers. I dial quickly.

“Dr. Hernandez’s office,” a perky female voice answers.

“This is Casey Alexander. I’m thirty-seven weeks pregnant and I’m pretty sure my water just broke,” I rush out.

“Was the liquid clear or yellow?” I look at my leg, seeing nothing. 

“I don’t know. It ran down my leg. I don’t see anything but I think I still have to pee,” I say in frustration.

“Try peeing for me.” The nurse on the other end must have lost her damn mind.

“Seriously?”

“Yes.”

I sigh and try to pee. After long minutes, fluid comes out. “Went.”

“Are you having pains that feel like cramps?”

“Yes,” I say, gritting my teeth as a pain washes through me.

“All right, Ms. Alexander. I will page the doctor. You need to get to the hospital. You’re having a baby.” 

Blood drains from my face, I can feel the stark whiteness. This is real. I’m having this baby. Oh, shit! I hang up and look at Harlow, still on the phone. “I’m having the baby.”

“Get him now! I don’t give a shit what he’s in the middle of, Cruz. Casey’s having the baby!” she yells, pacing a hole in my tile floor. I pull off my pants and underwear and grab a towel from the rack, wiping my legs down. I leave the bathroom and throw on some underwear and pants. As I move, more liquid comes out wetting the pants I just put on. Shit. I change again and this time run in and put a pad on to catch the liquid.

Harlow comes barreling in on fire. “Cruz is getting him. What do we need to do?”

“Grab that black bag and get me to the hospital,” I say as calm as possible and thankful that my Lamaze teacher told me to pack. 

The entire trip to the hospital, my stomach cramps on and off. Some pains are dull and resigned. Others are strong and rough, but I use my techniques I learned to breathe each time. I can’t believe it’s actually happening. While inside joy and excitement fill me, I’m also nervous and afraid that GT won’t be there in time. 

My phone rings and I look at the display. GT. 

“Hey, babe.” 

“What’s wrong?” He’s out of breath and huffing into the phone like he just ran a marathon. 

“It’s time for the baby. You need to get to the hospital.”

“You’re like three weeks early.” The surprise in his voice is not lost to me.

“I know. My water broke and the doctor’s office told me to get to the hospital.” 

He breathes out like he’s finally catching his breath. “I’ll be there as soon as I can.”

“Love you.”

“Love you. Gotta roll.” He disconnects the call just as we pull up to the emergency room. They direct us up to labor and delivery. Everything is a flurry of action. I’m stripped down and changed into a gown, and then hooked up to monitors with lots of wires. Blood is drawn and I’m poked all over. Shots are injected into my arm and I have no idea what’s going on. Harlow’s been a trooper, mostly giving those who come in the room shit for touching me, but I know it’s out of nervousness. 

Dr. Hernandez enters a while later, rolling in a big machine just like the one from her office for the ultrasounds. “I hear you want to have this baby.” She smiles cheerfully.

“Is it too early?”

“Thirty-seven weeks is right on the border of pre-term, but that’s why you were given some shots when you first got here. They were to help the baby’s lungs and heart be as strong as possible when he or she comes out. But the fact that your water broke on its own says to me that your baby is ready. But let’s get you checked out here.”

She brings the machine over, squirting her liquid on my stomach. “How far is she dilated?” Doctor Hernandez asks the nurse who’s been testing me.

“She’s five, but progressing quickly.” A contraction hits at that moment. I close my eyes and breathe as my body squeezes and pulsates. The pain is intense and I grip the sheets, feeling it. Harlow’s hand rests on top of mine and I gain comfort from it. 

“That is very fast. All right. Let’s see what we have here.” She pulls the baby up on the screen. Its little head and the curves of its eyes are there looking at me. My heart flutters and I can’t wait to hold my baby. It’s really coming. Another contraction hits, my body clenching through it.

“Bring me the color ultra,” the doctor orders and the nurse runs off.

“What’s wrong?” 

She pats my leg. “I just need to see something. I want you to stay as calm as possible. Breathe through the contractions. Can you do that for me?” Her demeanor is scaring the shit out of me. Something’s wrong and she’s not telling me.

The nurse brings in another monitor and all I wish is for GT to be here with me, helping me. Dr. Hernandez looks at the screen and puts the wand down. 

“Casey. I need to closely monitor the baby, and prepare you for a C-section to get the baby out. The umbilical cord is wrapped around the baby’s neck and since your water broke, there’s no longer fluid inside, so we need to get the baby out.” Panic like no other consumes me and I start to shake, tears stream down my face.

“You need to stay calm, Casey. I do C-sections all the time and this is no different. Right now, the baby is perfect and I want to keep it that way.” I nod, but the tears don’t stop.

“Where is she?” is growled in the hallway and part of me can breathe again. Harlow rushes from my side and out the door, quickly bringing GT into the room. He sees my tears and his eyes widen.

“What’s wrong?” I can’t speak so the doctor does.

“I have to do a C-section. The cord is around the baby’s neck. We are prepping the OR right now.” The room is a flurry of people moving around. 

“Fuck.” GT grabs my hand and his eyes stare into mine. Concern, worry, and love all wrapped into the great package that is GT look down on me. “It’ll be all right, Angel. Breathe for me, okay. I’m right here and I’ll be by your side.”

A contraction hits like no other. I squeeze his hand hard, feeling his fingers scrunch together. “Damn, babe.” He chokes out and Harlow laughs. “You’re fucking strong.”

I ignore him as I breathe through the pain only to have it come back in a flash. Dr. Hernandez is by my side. “Are you contracting again?” I shake my head yes and this time a moan comes from my throat. The pain is getting more intense. 

“I need to check you.” She moves down, pulling up my gown and grabbing a pair of gloves before sticking her fingers inside of me. “All right. I’m not sure how you are dilating so fast but you are about a six now.” She turns to the nurse. “Have the OR on standby, this baby is coming.”

Another contraction hits and all I feel is pain shooting through my stomach and the urge to push. “I need to push.”

“No, you don’t. Just breathe through it,” the doctor says, but I vaguely hear her through the pain. Every time I take a breather, another one comes and then another. It’s too much.
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She’s in so much pain and there isn’t a fucking thing I can do about it. It’s killing me to see her like this. If I could take the pain, I would in an instant. Shit. I rub my hand over my face. Princess is headed to the waiting room and I’m sure half the club’s here.

Doctors and nurses rush around the room, some prepping Angel, others checking monitors. The doctor decided to go with a natural birth instead of the C-section because she’s progressing so fucking fast. I had to leave the room briefly so Angel could get an epidural, but the doctor doesn’t think it took. Angel’s grunts and groans are eating me alive as her pain keeps coming and going so damn fast.

“Looks like you are dilated to ten, Casey. The next contraction you have, you push.” The doctor announces from in-between Angel’s legs.

Casey looks up at me, fear and excitement in her eyes. “You ready?” she asks. Her concern for me warms my heart, but really the concern is the other way around. 

“Are you baby?” She nods and moves her arm only to get frustrated from all the wires attached to her hand.

“Let’s have our baby.” I smile and try to reassure her, or myself. Who knows at this point?

“It’s happening.” Casey grunts, her eyes scrunching into slits.

“GT, I want you over here to hold her knee up to her head while she bears down and pushes.” Suddenly the doctor’s words make me freeze. This is really fucking happening. I’m going to be a father. The room starts to get a bit fuzzy, but I shake my head and do exactly what the doctor says. 

“Push!” That order seems like heaven to Casey’s ears as she pushes with all her strength.

“Come on, baby. You got this,” I encourage, but don’t know if I’m helping or not. Her grunts and strains become louder and louder as she falls back to the bed, breathing heavy.

“That was really good, Casey. You’re fully dilated so all you have to do now is push this baby out.” The doctor looks around to the nurse. “Rates okay?”

“Yes, Doctor, everything is in normal range.”

“It’s happening again.” Casey’s body lifts slightly up from the already elevated mattress and she begins pushing again, only to fall back seconds later.

This repeats over and over again for what feels like forever. “Casey, we have to get the baby out now. You’re doing great, but on this one, I want you to give me everything.”

“I’m tired,” Casey moans, sweat drips from her head and her eyes roll into the back of her head. 

“Casey!” I grab her face and make her look at me, her eyes flutter open. “You are so fucking strong, baby. You can do this. Come on, bring our baby into the world.” Her eyes are pained and exhaustion is all over her face, her body. 

“It’s coming.” She can hardly speak, but she bears down, somehow mustering some kind of inhuman strength from inside of her. I’m in awe of it. She’s a fucking dream.

“All right. Keep going, Casey. I see the baby’s head, just a little bit more,” Casey screams at the top of her lungs and I cringe, wanting to take that away from her. 

Casey falls back into a heap as the baby comes out of her body in a huge whoosh. The room is silent. In those damn movies that Casey’s teacher made us watch, the baby cried. Why is isn’t it crying? I look at the doctor who is unwrapping the umbilical cord quickly and using some plastic thing to pull stuff out of the baby’s mouth. The baby immediately begins screaming at the top of its lungs. 

Relief washes over me as they lay the baby on Casey’s chest. Her eyes fill with tears and they spill over as she wraps her arms around the baby. It’s covered in some seriously nasty goo and blood, but that doesn’t stop my Angel from kissing its head over and over again.

“GT,” the doctor calls, breaking me away from the amazement that is my girl and baby. Excitement, nervousness, and fear race through my veins. This shit is real. I’m a fucking dad. God, I hope I don’t fuck this up. 

“Yeah.”

“You want to cut the cord?” I stare down at the cord; it’s long and looks like something out of a horror movie. Two clamps are on the cord and the doctor hands me scissors. 

“Yeah.” Guess I’m doing this shit. With unsteady hands, I open the scissors and cut through the cord. That was different. I hand them back to the doctor and go back to my family.

“Is it a boy or a girl?”

Casey’s sobs make her words hard to hear. “I don’t know, but it’s beautiful.”

“You are absolutely right.” I lift the baby’s leg and smile as Casey looks down with me, her sobs becoming uncontrollable. “Better get the red hat.” 

Holy shit, I have a son. 

“We need to check the baby and get him all cleaned up.” Casey’s eyes widen and she clutches the baby. “Ma’am, it’s only right over there.” The nurse points to a small bed across the room. “We won’t go any further.” Casey reluctantly lets go of the baby, turning to me.

“I love you.”

“I love you too, Angel.”

Moments later, they bring our little boy back wrapped so tight in a blanket with little footprints on it. His eyes are open wide as the nurse hands him to Casey. Tears stream down her face as she holds him against her chest. “He’s beautiful.”

“Yeah he is, baby.” I sit next to her on the bed with my arm behind her pillow, just looking at my gorgeous family. I lean down and kiss Angel on the head, tears fall from my eyes and I don’t bother stopping them. Besides Angel becoming mine, this is the happiest fucking day of my life.
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I walk slowly out to the baby nursery and look at the fragile being in my hands. He is so damn small; I’m scared I’ll fucking break him with my big ol’ hands. I’ve never been so nervous to carry something in my life, but our family is waiting and Angel is too tired for visitors. The nurse said the only way is to show our family through the glass of the nursery, so that’s what I’m doing.

Faint gasps are heard as I approach. I look up into the eyes of all those I love: Pops, Ma, Princess, Cruz, Tug, Blaze, and all of my brothers and their ol’ ladies. I’m pretty sure every brother and sister is there lining the hallway.

I carefully hold up the baby so that he’s resting on my chest, red hat in place, but they can see his face. I step up to the little microphone they have so I can be heard on the other side of the glass. 

“I’d like to introduce you to Deacon Alexander Gavelson. Our son. He is six-pounds-three-ounces and absolutely perfect.” Pride consumes me and I’ve never been happier.
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If you liked this book, please check out the entire Ravage MC Series and other books by Ryan.

 

Ravage MC SERIES

 

Ravage Me (Ravage MC#1)

 

After spending the last two years stuck behind bars for a crime she didn’t commit, Harlow ‘Princess’ Gavelson’s time inside has finally come to an end, and she’s ready for revenge. Unfortunately, being the daughter to the Vice President of the Ravage Motorcycle Club cuts into her plans, as orders must be followed. Trying to settle back into this life is proving difficult when the tables are turned and the woman who framed her is out for blood. Lucky for Princess, growing up in a MC has taught her how to hold her own.

After spending years in hell overseas, Donavon ‘Cruz’ came home to lose the very thing he went into hell for, sending him to the darkest moments of his life. Joining Ravage two years ago was his safe haven, and he protects his family at all costs. 

When a dark-haired bombshell struts into the club’s shop, he’s caught off guard but immediately knows she’s the one he’d do anything for. Tough as nails, and taking no crap from anyone, he’s captivated by a woman who could handle this life. Trying to meet the needs of the MC business and follow his heart proves to be difficult when the two collide, and lives are at stake. 

Can these two find a way to be together, or will the needs of Ravage cost them everything, including their lives?
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Seduce Me (Ravage MC#2)

 

Casey Alexander grew up part of the Ravage Motorcycle family since the day she was abandoned by her mother and thrown into her father’s lap. Always seeing herself as an outsider, she spent her whole life trying to fit in, but never really succeeding. When she loses her beloved father, the utter aloneness engulfs her, leaving her searching for solace in the one man she’s always craved. Confessing her love for him only results in devastation when he pushes her away. Convinced she needs a fresh start, she leaves everything behind in order to mend her broken heart and begin building a future without him. 

Gage Thomas (GT) Gavelson fell in love with his Angel when he was just a pint sized kid. Both beautiful and smart, he always felt she deserved so much better than him. Growing up beside her in the club only continued to test his will power, until one night, he gave into temptation. Realizing he couldn’t allow himself to hold her back from the life she deserved, he pushed her away, allowing her to believe she would never be enough for him. Letting her go had been the hardest thing he’d ever done. Even though he’d thought it’d been the right thing to do, not a day goes by that misery doesn’t consume him for it.

When a tragic shootout occurs, everything changes as once again their lives are intermingled. When you find your way back to the one person you are meant to be with, forgiveness should be easy. But sometimes, we hurt each other too much to ever be able to forgive.

Is their love strong enough to heal their pain?
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Consume Me (Ravage MC#3)

 

Prospect Andrew “Tug” Tugger wants two things.

One, to become a member of the Ravage Motorcycle Club, and two, Blaze, the sexy brunette whose eyes set him on fire.

Only one of those things is under his control, and he is done waiting.

It’s time to take what he wants.

Blaze has been running from her tragic past for over four years. She is finally feeling settled, after stripping her way through school and building a life in Sumner, her first safe haven. She keeps everyone at arm’s length, afraid to let anyone discover the secrets she holds within.

Tug sets out to make Blaze his, but will someone get burned in the process?

Will Blaze run again when her new world is threatened?

Or will she allow Tug to consume her?
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Satisfy Me—A Ravage MC Valentine Collection (Ravage MC#3.5)

 

Valentine’s Day is hot. 

Bikers make it hotter. 

*Cruz & Princess 

What happens when your son has to remind you that it’s Valentine’s Day? 

What does a man do for a woman that’s not into the roses and chocolate bull they put on television? 

Cruz may have forgotten, but he still has a few surprises up his tattooed sleeve. 

Princess has some tricks of her own, ones that will guarantee, Cruz enjoys one hot, rough and wet ride. 

*Tug & Blaze 

Fire, passion and peacock feathers? 

Tug knows what he wants and exactly how to get it. 

Tug and Blaze’s flame might be brand new, but it’s true and red hot. 

*GT & Casey 

Despite a bumpy road, GT and Casey have pulled through. 

Their connection, memories, and past have brought them to this point in their lives. 

GT comes off hard, but underneath he loves his Angel to the core. 

He may not celebrate Valentine’s, but this one will be a day that’ll change him forever.
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Rattle Me (Ravage MC#3.75)

 

After a devastating loss, hope breathes again.

Test after test, the lives of GT and Casey are about to take a huge turn. 

Emotions and pain cut deep, and fear burns inside daily. 

Can Casey relax enough to avoid undo stress? 

Can GT handle having zero control?

“This is definitely going to be one hell of a wild ride.”

 

RYAN’S OTHER BOOKS

 

Safe

 

Moving to Williamsfield, Georgia is not what she wants… it’s what she needs. An escape—from him. 

After being brutally abused for years, Sadie seeks sanctuary and safety. But can she ever be safe when evil has his eyes on her from afar. 

Landon doesn’t want a relationship. He’s been burned too badly to want anything more from a woman than the physical, but one look at Sadie and he’s rethinking everything. 

Can trust be formed when it’s been so beaten down? Can love conquer fears? What happens when evil doesn’t give up? Can Sadie ever really be safe? 

**Please note. This book contains the very difficult subject of physical abuse and has a nonconsensual sexual scene. It also has a very strong woman who learns to heal from these acts and finds the kind of love we all dream of having.
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Wanting You

 

Savannah ‘Vann’ Kelly knows the pain that love can bring, whether from family or a love lost. Being ripped from her home and forced to leave behind her boyfriend, has caused an ache she’s unsure will ever heal. 

Five years later, Vann is back. While her day job is kept secret from most, the threat it poses throws her entire world off balance, putting her and those closest to her in danger. 

Deke Sullivan’s life has been in a tailspin ever since his brother’s death. Everyone in his life has either betrayed or left him, making him who he is today. But behind his tough persona is still the man that craves the woman who left him all those years ago. One look into those blue-gray eyes sends his heart into overdrive, anger pulsating through him. 

Can Deke move past the hurt? Will what became of Vann’s life after she left cause greater tragedy? Can first love prevail? 

**Please note. This book is for mature audiences only. It contains very sexually explicit material, including a non-consensual sexual scene.**

 

 

FIND ME HERE

 

Website — www.authorryanmichele.net

Amazon Author Page — http://bit.ly/RyanMichele-AmzAuthorPage

Facebook — https://www.facebook.com/AuthorRyanMichele

Twitter — @Ryan_Michele

Pinterest — http://www.pinterest.com/authorryanmiche/

Goodreads — www.goodreads.com/RyanMichele

Instagram — author_ryan_michele

Google+ — google.com/+RyanMichele

Tsu — https://www.tsu.co/RyanMichele

 

Join My Ravage MC Hotties Group on Facebook

 

Ravage Hotties — https://www.facebook.com/groups/RavageMCHotties/
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