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 Blurb 
 
    Remington ‘Psycho’ Jackson 
 
    I messed up in the worst way possible; I treated the woman that owned my heart like a common slut. Now she’s gone, and I have no clue how to win her back. For now, I spend my time staying occupied the best way I can. 
 
    One night changes everything, and Hadliegh comes back into my life. It’s time to step up my game and make sure that she takes me back. 
 
    Hadliegh Jensen 
 
    My past is horrendous and there’s one person that helped me get past it; Psycho. Yet, with a few words, he completely destroyed me. So, I took off, determined to do this on my own.  
 
    One call changes everything, and I make my way back to Shadowville. He’s doing his best to make sure that I let him back in, but I’m not sure I can take that chance again. 
 
    Even if I decide to let him back in my life, outside forces might make that damn near impossible— and now we’re both in the fight of our lives and this time, it’s not just us on the line. 
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    I would like to dedicate this book to Courtney. I can’t thank you enough for everything that you’ve helped me with and how you’ve been there. It’s an honor to have you on the cover of Hadliegh’s Desire. I can’t wait to see where this crazy journey takes us! 
 
    ~Erin 
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 Prologue 
 
    Hadliegh 
 
    I GREW UP on the wrong side of the tracks, so to speak. My mom and I lived in a small trailer park where the trailers were all run down, and no one seemed to care that their house was falling apart. It was nothing for cars to be up on blocks in various stages of repair or doors that led inside to hang from rusted out hinges. Windows were cracked or had holes busted right through them. 
 
    No one around us cared about where they lived. It’s not like anyone here had the money to make repairs or move out of the dilapidated trailer park. The owner only cared about getting his rent on time. He spent it as fast as it came in. 
 
    From the time I was about seven-years-old, I have been taking care of myself. My mom was an addict, and the only thing she cared about was finding her next fix. There was no dad in the picture, so I didn’t have any adult to turn to when I had a question about something. I just had to figure it out on my own and hope that I didn’t make too big of a mess. So, if I wanted to be on time for school, have clean clothes or a clean house, and food in my belly when I was home, I had to worry about it myself. 
 
    When I was ten-years-old, I got myself groceries and made runs for my mom. I’d save every spare penny I found and hid it in my room so no one else in the house would find it. After a week of saving up money, I’d go to the store and buy a stash of food I could keep hidden in my room so no one could find it and take it from me. The only money I ever got from my mom was when she sent me to meet her dealer to pick up her drugs and then bring them back to her. I always figured the only reason she kept me around was to do what she didn’t want to do herself. 
 
    There was a constant revolving door at our house. Some of them were her so-called friends that used her shit and then left. The rest were men she’d pimp herself out to so she could get more money to go buy more drugs— or send me out to buy more drugs. She even had me going out and finding ways to buy her cigarettes, and I’d get an ass-whoopin’ if I didn’t manage to make it happen. 
 
    By the time I was sixteen, the men that came to fuck with my mom were turning to me. I was the pure one, the one that wasn’t an easy target. I’d avoid the house when I knew she was going to be having friends over. That way, I didn’t have to try to fight anyone off or stop anyone from coming into my room when my mom passed out. 
 
    My alternative was hanging out on the streets and trying to keep myself safe from all the gangs that lived in our area of town. I learned to wear baggy clothes and hoodies so I could hide and not draw any attention. My head was kept down as I walked around, and I was constantly staying alert to where I was walking and who was around. 
 
    The day I turned eighteen, I got a job in a biker bar. No single club claimed the bar, and anyone could come in and drink as long as they didn’t cause problems. The owner didn’t care that I was only eighteen as long as I kept my head down and went into the kitchen when anyone from the state came in for an inspection. 
 
    As far as anyone knew, my job was doing dishes and staying out of the bar until I was of legal age to be there. When I explained my need to keep my money safe and away from home, my boss, Chris, made sure over half of my paycheck and tips went in the safe in an envelope marked with my name on it. I could access the money at any time, and the number never decreased when I counted it. If anything, Chris added money to it so I could move into my own place sooner rather than later. He was the best boss I could imagine having with the way he treated all of us in the bar and not wanting anything in return. 
 
    The day I turned twenty-one, Chris and the staff threw me a party. He gave me money and told me he knew of an apartment within walking distance to the bar. That was when everything started to change in my life. 
 
    My mom threw an absolute fit because her slave wasn’t going to be around anymore. It’s not like she wanted me there anyway. She spent most of her time accusing me of trying to fuck the men she was bringing over or stealing from her whenever she was coherent enough to realize that I was bringing food or something in the house. I was actually happy for the first time in my life, even though I was completely alone. 
 
    My apartment may not have been much to most, but it was everything to me. I had a small second-hand couch in my living room with a stained and dented coffee table. The kitchen had hardly anything in it, but it was enough to make a few meals and keep any extra food from going bad.  
 
    In the bedroom, there was a laundry basket for my clothes and a mattress on the floor. There were no little knick-knacks or pictures hanging on the wall. I didn’t have a phone or any other way to get a hold of me. Chris was always yelling at me about that because he could never check on me. 
 
    That led me to being taken one night from the bar. 
 
    Multiple clubs were partying and living it up like it was their last night on earth. One of the men decided he wanted me to party with him in the backroom. I refused. I might have been twenty-one years old, but I was still a virgin— and fucking proud that I wasn’t a slut that fucked around like my mom.  
 
    I was the complete and total opposite of her. So, Chris told me to close down my register and tips before leaving. He didn’t want me there when the bar actually closed down after I told him what happened with the biker. 
 
    I was walking away from the bar when I was grabbed from behind. I knew it was a man based on the size of the body behind me. He smelled like body odor, and I almost threw up when he placed his hand over my mouth.  
 
    I kicked, tried to bite him even though I didn’t want his hand in my mouth, and tried to get away from him. Before I knew it, I was being hit over the head with something and knocked out. When I woke up, I was naked and tied to a bed.  
 
    The only thing I could do was lift my head to look down my body. There was blood on my upper thighs, and my body was so sore. I knew immediately I’d been raped while I was knocked out. 
 
    Tears rolled down my face as I thought of everything that was possibly done to me when I had no clue. How many people raped me? Did they have anything that I needed to be worried about? Then I realized that this was more than likely where I was going to die.  
 
    These men would never let me go, and no one would know I was missing other than Chris. There was only so much he could do to find me, and that wasn’t a lot besides going to the cops. I only lasted a few weeks on my own. Then the men, who had their fun with me and were tired of me fighting them, moved me into a dark and dingy room all by myself.  
 
    The floor was cement and cold as fuck. There was a cell around half of the room that they locked me in. In one corner sat a bucket for me to use as a bathroom, and that was it. Nothing to help me stay warm or shield my naked body from their lingering gazes. 
 
    I was told I’d be used until they finally found someone that wanted to buy me. In the meantime, they would have fun breaking me and making sure I was never going to be a mouthy, stuck-up bitch again. No, they wanted me to break down and cry for them; show them my pain and let them laugh in my face because I couldn’t fight them off.  
 
    I prayed for death from starvation and dehydration until they dumped another girl in the cell with me. Meeting Callie gave me a new sense of strength and want to live. I knew I had to protect her as much as I could because she wasn’t as strong as me. She wouldn’t be able to live through the torture I suffered on a regular basis. 
 
    Taking off after being rescued is what led me to the bar I used to work at and Chris— again. To say he was shocked when I first walked in was the understatement of the year. He came from behind the bar and gave me the biggest hug before taking me to his office to talk to me and find out what happened all that time ago.  
 
    I filled him in on the details of being kidnapped and then rescued by the men of Satan’s Anarchy. Chris knew I was leaving the more horrid details of my story out, and he didn’t pressure me to tell him more. The conversation I had with him that first day will always make me laugh. 
 
    [image: ] 
 
    “So, why are you back in my neck of the woods?” he asks, leaning back in his chair. 
 
    “Well, turns out I’m pregnant, and that baby’s dad doesn’t want to be a dad. So, I came back here. I’m hoping I can have a job,” I tell him, sitting up and looking him in the eyes, so he knows how serious I am. 
 
    “Wow! Didn’t expect that one,” he replies, looking at my still flat stomach. “You sure that’s what you want?” 
 
    “I don’t have another choice, Chris. I loved working for you before, and I know that here I’ll be protected,” I say honestly. 
 
    “I’ll always have your back. I just don’t want any trouble coming from them,” Chris says, knowing that if the men want to come in and cause problems, they will. “Which one is the baby daddy?” 
 
    “Psycho,” I tell him, waiting to see what he’s going to say to that. 
 
    “Aw hell,” he says, lowering his head for a minute. “You just had to pick him, didn’t you, Had? I know him well. Just like I know what he’s capable of. He’s busted the place up more than once.” 
 
    I chuckle to myself. I’ve seen him pissed off a time or two myself. He’d never raise a hand to me in anger, but I’ve seen him fight. The man is seriously off his hinges when he gets hit. In a way, it’s sexy as fuck to watch him go all crazy on someone when he thinks he’s in the right and knows one of his friends or family members is being threatened. Clearly, his road name fits him. 
 
    “Well, do I have a job or not, boss-man?” I ask, pulling my attention back to the forefront and not the memories I have. 
 
    “You got the job. Just don’t let him fuck my bar up again,” he answers. 
 
    “He doesn’t even know I’m here. The only one that does won’t tell him. She’s pissed at him for what he said to me,” I tell him, standing up so I can go find something to eat and try to find an apartment or something. “When am I starting?” 
 
    “Tonight. Where you going until then?” he asks, standing up so he can lead me back out of the office. 
 
    “First thing on my to-do list is to find a place to live. Second is getting something to eat,” I say, walking out to the bar and waving to the new bartender. 
 
    “Got an apartment upstairs if you want it. It’s nothing fancy, but it’s a roof and clean rooms,” Chris says, pulling a key ring out of his pocket and dangling it in front of my face. 
 
    “Really? How much?” I ask, not getting my hopes up in case I don’t think I can afford it. 
 
    Chris gives me a ridiculous number before sending me upstairs to look at it. I practically skip up the stairs in my haste to look at the apartment. As I open the door, I walk into a small and clean space. It’s very small, but there are two bedrooms in it along with a kitchen, living room, and a bathroom. This will be perfect for now. Then I can start saving up to buy a place when I’m ready. Because at this point, I’m not sure if I’ll stay here or move back to Shadowville. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter One 
 
    Hadliegh 
 
    IT’S BEEN SIX months since I left Shadowville. Six months since I left my job, my friends, and the man that stole my heart no matter how much I tried to protect myself. For the first time in my life, I had a family that had my back, and I loved it.  
 
    When I got out of the hellhole I was in for several months, I spent several more months in the clubhouse of Satan’s Anarchy. Psycho was the only one I’d allow in the room I stayed in. Most of the time, I didn’t want to see Callie because I couldn’t get out of my head long enough to be there for her. What I didn’t realize is that Callie had already started getting help, and she was a lot stronger than I gave her credit for. 
 
    Over the time I spent holed up in the room, Psycho was there no matter what I needed. He would hold me at night when I was having nightmares, bring me drinks and food because I refused to leave the room, and would talk to me about anything and everything. Psycho went above and beyond to help me through the first few months after we were rescued. And at first, that might be why I felt such a connection to him in the beginning.  
 
    Then, I finally talked him into having sex with me. 
 
    He didn’t want to because of the fact I was repeatedly raped for months on end. In the end, I told him it wasn’t the rape I was having a hard time with. It was the mental shit I couldn’t seem to get past. For so long, I was strong enough to withstand living with my mom and raising myself. The men that took me came so close to breaking me that I can’t believe I let them have that power over me. It’s the only time a man will ever have that much power over me. Even Psycho will never have that. 
 
    Once we started fucking, I wouldn’t be with anyone else. Psycho only came to me when he wanted to fuck, and we agreed early on it wouldn’t be anything more than a friends-with-benefits type of deal.  
 
    That lasted until I moved out of the clubhouse and in with Callie and Bear. They have a huge house, and Callie wanted me to stay with them. Psycho got pissed off that I wouldn’t be at the clubhouse anymore. But, he understood my need to be away from so many men. I trust them with my life, but there are just certain times that I need to be away from them. So, his solution was to stay with me at their house a few nights a week. 
 
    We never talked about family or the way that we grew up. Hell, we never talked about anything more serious than how our day was. Most of our time was spent fucking or watching movies. So, when I found out I was pregnant, I was scared shitless. Not to be a mom; I know I’ll be a good mom. I have all the experience of what not to do as far as raising a baby.  
 
    No, what scared me was knowing my time with Psycho was coming to an end. He’s never seemed like he was too fond of kids. I mean he’s always been good with Callie and Bear’s kids, but they’re not his. It’s different when the child is your own. 
 
    The last time I saw him, Psycho absolutely broke me with the way he talked to me. I’ve seen him go off and yell at people before, but he’s never turned that shit on me. I know he tried to get me to stop, but he said his peace, and now I have to base my decisions on the baby and how everything is going to change, and everything I’m going to have to do now.  
 
    This new life we created is going to be dependent on me, and every decision I make is going to affect what happens from now on. I wish Psycho would be with me and we’d raise our child together, but I’m not going to force this on him if it’s not what he wants. 
 
    [image: ] 
 
    Tonight, the bar is busy as hell. There are multiple clubs in here once again, and they’re all looking to party. Thankfully, they’re not giving me too much trouble since I look like I’m about ready to pop and only have three months left of this pregnancy.  
 
    There’s a guy that stays close to the bar, and I keep looking at him to judge what he’s doing here. The only thing I know at this point is he’s not with the assholes that took me before. They were all taken care of— Psycho assured me of that. 
 
    “Need another beer?” I ask the strange man, walking down to the end of the bar. 
 
    “Nope. All good. Thanks, though,” he answers, turning his attention to the rest of the barroom. 
 
    “Can I ask you a question?” 
 
    “You can ask me anything you want to. Doesn’t mean I’ll answer it,” he replies, turning back to me as Chris comes out of his office. 
 
    “Fair enough. Any particular reason you’ve been sitting here, nursing the same beer for almost two hours now?” I question him as Chris steps behind the bar to check on me. 
 
    “Nope. Waiting on some friends is all,” he tells me, looking back at the door when it opens. 
 
    I leave the man behind and go back to serving the rest of the customers as Chris and Donna help me out. Like I said, it’s crazy tonight, and I’m already tired as fuck. Honestly, I’m ready to climb the stairs to my apartment and crash for the night, but I have about three more hours before I can do that. 
 
    “Need a break?” Chris asks, setting his hand on my lower back. 
 
    “No. I want to keep working. If I stop, then I’m going to crash, and I can’t afford to let that happen,” I tell him, flashing him an appreciative smile of thanks. 
 
    “What are you gonna do when you have to take time off? The baby isn’t going to stay inside you forever,” Chris responds. 
 
    “I haven’t figured it out yet. Chris, I don’t know what to do. Here, I’m all alone. Yeah, I have you and Donna at work, but other than that, it’s just me. Back home, I have Callie, Bear, and the rest of the guys from the club. Not that I’m saying any of them would help me, but they’re still there,” I say, knowing that I’m whining. 
 
    “Have you thought about moving back there? I mean, the baby’s dad is there too,” he says, knowing I haven’t told him a single thing about the baby since he found out I was pregnant. 
 
    “He wants nothing to do with the baby, and I’m going to keep it that way. I told you that in the beginning, so please don’t push this. If Psycho wanted to find me, he would’ve done that by now.” 
 
    “You really have no clue who’s sitting at the bar right now, do you?” Chris asks, stopping me from moving to serve another customer. 
 
    “No. Why?” 
 
    “The guy you were talking to over there is Psycho’s cousin. He’s in here almost daily and today is the first time he’s shown himself to you. Psycho has known where you are since you walked in here again. And he’s had that man on you just as long,” Chris says, shocking me into silence. “Tell me again he doesn’t care.” 
 
    I let that knowledge sink in while I work the rest of my shift. Not once do I go back down to the end of the bar to serve Psycho’s cousin. Donna takes care of that end while I take care of the rest of the customers.  
 
    They flirt and talk to me like we’ve known one another forever. It’s the same in here every night whether we’re packed to capacity or have a few random men and women in here. Tonight isn’t going to be any different just because I now know that there’s someone here looking after me. 
 
    Finally, it’s time to close up and get the last of the customers out the door. I notice that the man, who I still don’t know his name, that was sitting at the end of the bar leaves with his phone to his ear.  
 
    No matter how much I wish he weren’t talking to Psycho, I know he probably is. My heart rate accelerates with the knowledge, and I wish that I could see him one more time. He owns my heart; a heart I swore I’d never give to anyone, and encased in the thickest layer of ice. Psycho somehow managed to break through that and ensure I was his completely. No one will ever compare to him in any way. 
 
    Chris comes out of his office to help us close up. I’ve noticed that he does this more and more while I’m working. He wants to get me out of here as soon as possible every night.  
 
    I guess it’s a good thing since I’m ready to fall asleep where I stand behind the bar as I close out my drawer and split the tips between Donna and myself. Instead of the hour or so it would normally take to close, we have it done in half the time tonight. My aching feet are going to thank me. My plan is to go up and take a hot shower before falling into bed for the night. 
 
    Tomorrow, I have the day off and plan on spending the day in bed. I’m going to read on my phone and ignore the heartache that seems to get stronger daily. I wish things were different, but it’s not, and there’s nothing I can do about it.  
 
    Even Callie knows not to bring him up anymore. She tried to tell me about him when I first left, but I quickly put a stop to that shit. I wasn’t mean about it because it’s Callie and I just can’t be mean to her. Bear even tried to talk to me about him, but I wouldn’t let him get very far in his talk either. I know they mean well, but I just can’t hear about him right now. 
 
    Donna and Chris walk me upstairs to make sure I get home okay. When I turn to tell them goodnight, I see a lone man hidden in the shadows, and I hope to fuck it’s Psycho’s cousin. Chris, ever observant, sees where my gaze is and slightly nods his head to let me know I was thinking the right thing.  
 
    I almost want to go over there and chew him a new ass for keeping an eye on me. If anyone’s watching over me, it should be Psycho himself and not someone that he called to do it for him. Fuck that shit! 
 
    “I’m going to bed. See you guys in a few days,” I say, opening my door and turning the light on so I can see as I get ready to close the door and move around the place. 
 
    I don’t wait for Chris or Donna to answer me. Instead, I shut the door in their faces and make sure it’s locked before I hear their feet going back downstairs. Getting a quick drink of water, I take it into the bathroom and turn the faucet on to begin filling the tub.  
 
    It’s on the hot side of warm because I don’t want to fall asleep in the tub. It’s been a long day and I’m ready for bed. But I know if I don’t relax for a few minutes, I’ll never be able to sleep yet. Not having just gotten out of work. 
 
    Undressing, I slip down into the water with the only light coming from the bathroom. On my way here, I made sure to turn all the lights off so I can go right to my bedroom and go to bed afterward.  
 
    At this point, I don’t know how I’m supposed to keep this going until the baby is born. Then, I know I’ll have to take time off of work, but until then, I want to work as much as possible. The way I’m feeling right now might make that difficult, though. What the hell am I supposed to do? So many things to think about and figure out; just not tonight. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Two 
 
    Psycho 
 
    MY DAYS ALL seem to bleed into one another. It’s the same thing all over— from the time my eyes open until I finally collapse into bed in the early morning hours. I go to work at the construction company, so I don’t have to think about the one person that has captured my heart and soul— Hadliegh.  
 
    When I’m done working, I go to a gym that’s not in Shadowville to train or go to an underground fight somewhere. No one from the club knows I fight. It’s bad enough that I walk in the door of the clubhouse, grab a bottle from the bar, and disappear to my room. I barely talk to anyone or eat. I can’t when I know the shit that I spewed at Hadliegh and how she left. 
 
    Yes, I’ve never thought about having any kids before. I didn’t want them after the way that I grew up. My mom, Corrinth, is amazing, don’t get me wrong, but Renegade, Phoebe, and I never once had a male role model in our lives.  
 
    That led me to believe I wouldn’t know how to be a father to a child. It may be irrational to some, but to me, it makes perfect sense. Now, for the last six months, all I’ve thought about is becoming a dad. At this point, I don’t even fucking know what we’re having. 
 
    The only reason I know anything about Hadliegh and how she’s doing is because my cousin, Hunter, said he’d hang out where she is and keep an eye on her. He’s told me she’s working for Chris at a biker bar that’s neutral territory. I know she’s tired as hell and running herself ragged while she takes care of everything on her own.  
 
    She’s always been so fucking independent, and I know that she’s going to do everything in her power to raise this baby alone. I don’t go to her myself because I have no clue how to fix the damage I’ve done by running my mouth and treating her no better than a common whore trying to trap me. 
 
    Tonight is another fight, and I’ve had to make another excuse as to why I won’t be around the club after I get out of work. It’s more tiring than anything else because I don’t want the club to know the danger I put myself in.  
 
    I didn’t go the MMA or boxing route. No, I decided to go with bare-knuckle fighting. There are no rules, and any one of the guys I fight can kill me with any weapon they choose to bring into the ring. The same goes for me, but I have never brought anything to the ring with me. I want to feel my hands pounding against the flesh of my opponent, and know I’ve beaten them without having to use any sort of weapon to accomplish that. 
 
    “Psycho, need to talk to you,” Renegade says, showing up at the construction site. 
 
    “What’s up?” I ask, knowing he was giving me time and that time is now up. 
 
    “You need to get your shit together. I need you on a run tomorrow, and I know you got shit goin’ on that you aren’t tellin’ anyone. Are we supposed to trust you when you constantly disappear after work? Or are drowin’ in a bottle when you choose to grace us with your fuckin’ presence?” he asks, letting his anger out. 
 
    “I’m not fuckin’ tellin’ you a damn thing. Or anyone else in the fuckin’ club. It’s no one’s damn business but mine. You need me to go on a run, I’ll go. I’m at work every single fuckin’ day, and my life is just that; mine,” I tell him, ready to throw down with him if he doesn’t back the fuck off. 
 
    “I know you’re there when we need you. But, you’re not livin’ your fuckin’ life. You’re on hold until you know that Hadliegh will be comin’ back to you. If you didn’t have your head up your ass, she’d fuckin’ be here by your side right now,” he tells me, like I don’t know that shit. Like I don’t think of that every single day starting from the moment my eyes pop open. 
 
    “Whatever I’m doin’ is my own business. I have never once betrayed the club and I never fuckin’ will. I’ll be at the run tomorrow. For now, can I get back to fuckin’ work?” I ask, knowing this company is run by both of us. I don’t need to be here, but I need something to occupy my mind and my hands these days. 
 
    “Yeah. But I’m not stoppin’ until I know what the hell is goin’ on with you,” Renegade tells me, turning on his heel and walking away from me. 
 
    I hate that I’m keeping secrets from the club; from my brother by blood and my best friends. Hell, I can’t even tell you the last time I really hung out with Bear and Smokey. Callie’s been in contact with Hadliegh, and I know she refuses to talk about me at all. Even Bear tried, and she wouldn’t let him say a damn word.  
 
    I had to hear that when Bear was telling Smokey. The only thing that did was ensure that I drove myself harder to work and fight. To forget the time I spent with her. I won’t even touch the bitches in the club because I know she’ll be back and I won’t have a fucking bitch act like there’s something going on with them. 
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    I’ve been at the gym for an hour now. My fight is the last one on the card tonight, and I’m amped up. I’m more than ready to get in the ring and beat my opponent’s ass. Renegade’s visit today fueled my rage, and I’ve been letting it simmer all day long. I even sent the men I was working with away while I demolished the walls in the house alone. It did absolutely nothing to help me get the rage out. Nothing does. It’s why I have to grab a bottle and drink myself to sleep every damn night. 
 
    “Two fighters never showed. You’re going on next,” Clay says, walking in the locker room I’m in. Clay always gives me a room to myself. 
 
    I nod in response and try to block all other thoughts from my mind— pushing the fight with Renegade to the back of my mind so I can think about it later on. Hadliegh is never far from my mind, but I push her away too. And most of all, I push thoughts of the baby to the back of my mind.  
 
    The only way I win is to block everything out and let my rage take over. My body begins to vibrate with the emotions flowing through me. I can’t stand still as I wait for Clay to come back and get me. What I don’t anticipate is the door opening and Bear walking through it. 
 
    “So, this is where you disappear to on a weekly basis? This is why you come to the clubhouse bruised and beaten,” he says, taking a seat on the bench behind me. “Why couldn’t you just tell us?” 
 
    “Not your business. Don’t even know why you’re here now,” I say, continuing to move about the room in anticipation. 
 
    “I’m here because you’re my best friend. You’re my brother, and whatever punishment you’re puttin’ yourself through is bullshit. If you fuckin’ want Hadliegh back, then go and get her. You’re the one that pushed her away, and you’re the only one that can bring her back,” he tells me, knowing that it’s part of the reason I’m like this right now— the way I’ve been for six months. 
 
    “She doesn’t want me, and I don’t blame her. The way I talked to her and the shit I said . . .” I begin reliving the day like I have for so long. “Bear, I treated her like a common whore tryin’ to fuckin’ trap me into bein’ with her. I’ve been with her because I wanted to be with her. She’s easy to be around, gives me back as good as I give her, and knows the ins and outs of the club better than I thought she would. She was willin’ to give me a friends-with-benefits arrangement because it’s what I wanted. And she’s fiercely independent. I’ve never met anyone like Hadliegh in my life. And I never will again.” 
 
    “Figure your shit out and get her home then. It’s up to you, Remi,” he says, standing up and heading for the door. “I’m stayin’ for your fight. You need to tell the guys about this. They’ll be proud of you and won’t make you stop.” 
 
    I watch one of my oldest friends walk out the door and think about his words. Can I really bring Hadliegh back to me; back to her family? Is that what she needs right now? So many questions run through my head instead of staying in the box I need them to be in right now. Tonight and tomorrow is no room for me to have my head wrapped up in Hadliegh and the possibility of her coming home to me. 
 
    The guy I’m fighting tonight is a lightweight. He’s new to the underground fights and has no clue what he’s doing in the ring. From what I hear, he’s known for bringing in multiple weapons to defeat his opponents. And he’s only been in four fights. I hate fucking fighting these new guys. They think their shit doesn’t stink and that they’ll be the ones to win every single fight. He’s got another thing coming tonight. Let him bring on whatever he needs to try to defeat me, and I’ll teach him he’s a damn fool. 
 
    Clay brings us to the center of the ring, and we bump fists. Archie, the fighter, has a cocky smirk on his face and he knows he’s in for the fight of his life. He’s heard of me before now. Even though he has a cocky smirk, his eyes are the window to his soul. They show he’s afraid of being in the ring with me. That he knows I’m about to pound him into the mat before he knows what’s hit him. 
 
    The bell sounds, and I decide to play games with him while blocking everything else out. I let him get a few hits in before I begin to pound him. Hitting him with a left and then a right, I watch as he stumbles backward.  
 
    Archie shakes his head, and I can see he’s going to get serious about our fight now. Putting his hands up, I watch as he tries to figure out what my next move is going to be. That’s not going to happen. Faking a jab, I kick my leg out and take out his right leg; his dominant leg. Archie goes down like a ton of bricks and a scream erupts from him. I launch at him and pound him with lefts and rights. The only thing he can do is try to protect his head. That just leaves his body open for an attack. 
 
    I’m finally pulled off of him by Clay. The crowd is going crazy as everything around me comes back into focus. I look around as my hand is raised to see Bear front and center. He’s standing there with his arms crossed over his massive chest. I can’t tell if he’s proud of me or if he’s disgusted right now. That’s not my concern, though. No, what’s my concern is getting dressed and back to the clubhouse so I can drink myself into oblivion. The morning will come early and I need to be up and ready to ride. We’re meeting up with Phantom Bastards for an exchange before moving on to do a protection run for the Scavengers. It’s going to be a busy and long day. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Three 
 
    Psycho 
 
    I PULL BACK into the clubhouse after the last run to the Phantom Bastards. We’ve all been staying vigilant with a new threat against us from Snake’s Revenge. Today there was nothing out of the ordinary though. We made the exchange, talked for a few minutes, and went on our way. Snake’s Revenge has made a few moves against the Phantom Bastards, but nothing really against us yet. In my mind, that tells me it’s more personal with Slim and his club. 
 
    They haven’t met us when we’re doing any of the exchanges or tried to ambush us. But, we also have a new system in place, and I think it’s working pretty good. No one knows the location of the drop until an hour or so before we leave.  
 
    Slim and Renegade go back and forth choosing the location. Since no one knows where we’re going to be now, there’s been less trouble, and I’m thinking one of the clubs has a mole in it. I haven’t voiced my opinion about this to anyone just yet.  
 
    For now, I’m going to watch what happens around me when I’m in the clubhouse, and see if I can find someone with us asking questions they don’t need to know the answer to or hanging around the office. 
 
    As I walk into the clubhouse, Nails comes running up to me and jumps into my arms. I have no choice but to catch her or let her fall on her ass. That’s not something I can do because I’ll never let a woman get hurt on my watch. That’s why hurting Hadliegh the way I did guts me. Nails tries to plant a kiss on me as I turn my head and pry her off of me. 
 
    “What the fuck are you doin’?” I ask, making sure I step away from her. 
 
    “I’ve missed you. I know that you need a release, Psycho, let me be there for you and help you relax,” she says, pouting her lips in a move I’m sure she thinks is sexy. I find it repulsive and childish. 
 
    “Nothin’ to miss. Never touched you, Nails, and I don’t know why you think I’m goin’ to change that now,” I say, walking toward the bar. 
 
    “It’s time for new beginnings, and I’m the one that can make you feel good. Psycho, give me a chance and I’ll show you,” she says, following me like a clinger. 
 
    “My new beginnin’ will never include you. Do you really think I’m that dumb and don’t know what game you’re tryin’ to play right now?” I ask, grabbing my beer before sitting down. “You’re all about tryin’ to become an ol’ lady. Here’s a hint for you; stop spreadin’ your legs for every guy in here, and you might find someone willin’ to put up with your skank ass. But I guarantee you it won’t be a member of this club. We all know you by now, and most of the guys here have had a taste. Don’t see them runnin’ back for seconds.” 
 
    “Fuck off, Psycho,” Nails says, walking away from me finally. 
 
    “That was harsh,” Bear says, sitting down next to me and nodding his head to let the Prospect know he wants a drink. 
 
    “If I’m not harsh and honest with these bitches, they’ll just keep tryin’. Maybe now I have a few weeks before she tries this shit again,” I say with a shrug of my shoulders. 
 
    “So glad I don’t have to worry about that shit,” he mutters, taking a long pull of his beer. 
 
    “How are Knox and Jazz doin’?” I ask, wanting the attention off of me. 
 
    “Growin’ like weeds already. I can’t believe they’re almost seven months old already. Man, there’s nothin’ like goin’ home and seein’ their smiles light up the room,” he says, causing the pain in my chest to increase at the thought I might not ever have that with my child. 
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    It’s been a few weeks since my last fight. As Bear suggested, I let the guys in the club know what I’ve been doing. They were supportive and told me they’d be at my next fight in a show of support and strength. So, I’ve been training instead of putting in so many hours at the different construction sites. Clay has let on that the man I’m fighting tonight is also in a club, and that it’s drawing a huge crowd in. 
 
    Renegade has been going to the gym with me on a regular basis to watch me too. I won’t allow anyone else to go with me. It’s one thing to support me at a fight, but it’s another thing entirely to go to training sessions.  
 
    Bear and Smokey want to come, I know they do, but they aren’t what I need right now. Renegade might not be, but he knows why I’m fighting. They all do, but he’s my brother and President. So, I let him come watch and hope he doesn’t think I’m giving this up if he demands me to. It’s my life and my choice. 
 
    “Are you ready for tonight?” Renegade asks as I step out of the ring after sparring with Clay for the last two hours. 
 
    “Yep,” I answer shortly. 
 
    “You nervous?” he asks, following me into the locker room. 
 
    “Nope,” I answer, not trying to be difficult, but not wanting to talk either. 
 
    “Are you ever goin’ to be the old Psycho? The man that liked to have fun and wanted to be around his brothers?” my brother asks, stopping me in my pursuit to get dressed and leave for a few hours before the fight. 
 
    “Look, I fucked up. Big time. I told Hadliegh I didn’t ever want to have kids. Fuck, I basically told her that she was pregnant by someone else and tryin’ to pawn it off as mine. Renegade, I never wanted kids. This isn’t fuckin’ news to anyone that knows me. Now, she’s gone with my baby, and I wish I could get her the fuck back,” I answer, dipping my head so I don’t have to see the pity and shame in his eyes. “Now that it’s a reality, I want to be a dad and prove that history isn’t going to repeat itself.” 
 
    “Okay. That’s a big fuck-up. It’s not insurmountable, though. What are you thinkin’ about your girl now?” he asks. 
 
    “That I want her and my baby home. Hunter is on her, and I don’t like what I’m hearin’. But, she’s not gonna give me another chance now. I pushed her away the one way I knew would mean it’s over for good,” I tell him, looking up at my big brother. 
 
    “No, it’s not. You need to really think about what you want, and then make her believe it,” he says, shrugging his shoulders as if it’s a simple reality. 
 
    “Whatever. I’m out of here. Need some time alone before the fight tonight.” 
 
    Picking up my bag, I head from the room without bothering to change clothes. The only thing I do is throw my tee shirt and cut on so I’m not riding naked from the waist up.  
 
    Straddling my bike, I peel out of the parking lot and just ride. There’s no destination in mind as I take off for the day. I only want the sun, wind, and peacefulness that usually finds me when I ride. It may not be smart right now with the shit we have going on, but it’s what I need right now. I need to get away and turn my mind off of everything and everyone invading it and vying for space. 
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    I’ve been in the locker room, alone, for almost an hour now. The only one that I’ve allowed in is Clay. No one else needs to be in here, trying to fill my head with shit I can’t change when all I need to do is concentrate on the fight that’s about to take place. Especially since I found out the man I’m facing is one of the men that we’ve been trying to find from Harry’s old crew.  
 
    His name is Vulture, and I guess he’s looking for payback of some sort. Yeah, we took out everyone in his crew, but his national President knew we were doing it. Hell, he gave us his fucking blessing when he found out we’d done it because of what they were up to. We’ve been hearing now that he’s joining up with Snake’s Revenge to fulfill his revenge on our club. 
 
    I know this fight is gonna be more than any other fight I’ve ever been in. Vulture is a mean fuck, and I know it’s only a matter of time before weapons are brought in by him. I’m not changing my game, though. I’ll fight him like I’ve always done and we’ll see who’s laughing when it’s all over.  
 
    Finally, we’re in the ring, going pretty hard at one another. I’ve already got a cut above my eye and a busted lip. Vulture looks worse than I do. He’s got cuts on his face, and I know I busted a rib or two. As I go in to land another kick to take him down and beat the shit out of him on the mat, I feel a searing pain in my side.  
 
    Looking down, I see a blade sticking out of my side and Vulture twisting the handle before pushing it in even further. Pain, like I’ve never felt in my life, rips through my body as the blood begins to slide down my side.. I drop to the mat as Vulture swoops in and pounds me with hit after hit.  
 
    With the knife still lodged in my side, I don’t do a lot to fight back because I can’t right now. I’m fading out, and I know that it’s just a matter of seconds before I black out into the blissful and painless blackness. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Four 
 
    Hadliegh 
 
    I’M WALKING OUT of the storeroom with a box of whiskey when I hear my phone going off. Since we’re not open yet, I set the box down and pull my phone out of my back pocket to see Callie’s face filling my screen. A smile forms as I answer it. 
 
    “Hey, bitch,” I say as my normal greeting to my best friend. 
 
    “Hadliegh,” Callie says, her voice catching and instantly putting me on alert. 
 
    “What’s wrong? Where’s Bear and the kids?” I ask, all sorts of scenarios running through my mind. 
 
    “It’s not them. It’s Psycho,” she says as my eyes well with tears, and I have an irrational fear running through my body. 
 
    “What do you mean? Where is he?” I ask frantically as the tears finally spill over and start cascading down my face. 
 
    “He was fighting in an underground fight, and he got stabbed. He’s in surgery now, and we don’t know what’s gonna happen. Hadliegh, you need to come home. Psycho is gonna need you more now than ever,” Callie says, her voice turning pleading as she tells me to come home. 
 
    “I’m on my way,” I say, hanging up the phone as Hunter and Chris come up to me. 
 
    I quickly fill them in on what’s going on and rush upstairs to pack a bag to go home. Somewhere along the way, Shadowville became my home, and I left it because I didn’t want to stay around Psycho. In reality, I should’ve stayed and been with my friends and family while being pregnant. I can’t change that now. 
 
    Once I have my bag packed, I rush down to my car as fast as my pregnant ass will go without falling down the stairs. Hunter is waiting by my car on his bike, and I know he’s going to follow me home. It’s going to take me three days to get there. But maybe I can get there faster if I push myself and don’t take as many breaks as I did on the way here. The only time I need to stop is for gas and a nap or two on the way back. I can grab something to eat when I stop for gas. 
 
    My mind is racing through all this nonsense so I don’t have to face the reality of losing Psycho. That was never a part of the plan and not an idea I ever entertained. Yes, I know the men in Satan’s Anarchy live dangerous lives and anything can happen. Especially when they’re on their bike. What I never thought was that he’d start fighting, whatever that means, and get stabbed because of it. 
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    The last two days have been horrible. Callie called me when Psycho got out of surgery and told me he had a collapsed lung among other cuts and bruises because of the fight. He’s got a broken nose that will heal with time, and he is causing a scene already.  
 
    According to my friend, he’s ready to leave and letting everyone know it. His doctors are telling him he’s going to be in there a week at least, but he’s not having it. Psycho has yanked the I.V and shit off of him more times than they can count at this point. What hurts the most is that he has no clue I’m on my way back. Callie and the guys decided he didn’t need to know that shit yet. They’ll tell him when I show up at the hospital. 
 
    Today seems to be that day as I walk through the doors of the entrance and make my way up to the room Callie told me he was in. Hunter has never once left my side, and I know he’s been in constant contact with Renegade to let him know where we are and where we stop. Renegade wanted to send a few guys out to meet us, but I refused when Hunter told me.  
 
    I don’t want to draw attention to being back in town and that’s sure to do it. Plus, I don’t want to be around a lot of people right now. I just want to see what’s going on with Psycho and then go from there. If Callie gets her way, I’ll be moving back with her and Bear and at this point, I think that’s one of the better ideas. 
 
    “Hadliegh, you’re here!” Callie says, standing up from her chair in the waiting room. “Renegade and Bear are in with him right now. Go on in and see him.” 
 
    “I don’t want to disturb them,” I tell her, knowing that I’m just stalling for time. 
 
    “Nonsense. He wants to see you,” she says, pushing me toward the door and away from her. 
 
    I walk to the door, followed by Hunter. I’m not sure what his deal is right now unless he wants to say hi to his cousin. Pushing the door open, I see the three men in a private hospital room. Psycho looks like shit. His face is all bruised and swollen. There’s tape over his nose, and a huge split in his lip. My gasp alerts them to my presence, and I slap my hand over my mouth as tears fill my eyes. 
 
    “I think it’s time that we went and got somethin’ to eat?” Renegade says, walking by me and setting his hand on my shoulder for a minute. 
 
    “You guys don’t have to leave on my account. I got the call and came to see how he is. Psycho, I’m sorry this happened to you, but I’m not needed here. It was nice seeing you all. Bear, I’m sure I’ll see you later on,” I say, trying to make a quick getaway. 
 
    “Stay, Hadliegh,” Psycho says, looking at me and never once taking his eyes off of me. 
 
    “No reason to stay. You made yourself more than clear a few months ago,” I say, turning only to see that the door has been blocked by Bear and Renegade. 
 
    “There’s reason to stay. Please,” he says, his voice getting horse as he tries to move and pain floods his body. 
 
    I’m honestly torn right now. I don’t want to get into another fight with this man, but at the same time, I want to hear what he says. I’ve never heard him sound so unsure of himself or have the need to beg anyone for anything.  
 
    Psycho is a man that takes what he wants and doesn’t worry about anything other than that. It’s one of the things that first attracted me to him. I saw how he just went for anything he wanted. It didn’t matter if it was me, something in the club, or the way he wanted a run to go. 
 
    The men leave the room and for a few minutes, it’s nothing but silence. There’s so much I want to say to Psycho, but I don’t want to talk to him about the baby or anything regarding the pregnancy. Right now, with just over two months left, that’s all that’s on my mind. I can’t even concentrate on much else.  
 
    For the last almost seven months, my mind has only been consumed with working, making sure my responsibilities are taken care of, and the baby. Now that I know we’re having a boy; my mind is on everything I need to do to get ready for the baby. 
 
    “How have you been?” he finally asks, turning his head to look at me. 
 
    “Okay. I’d ask you the same, but I can see that you’ve obviously been better,” I respond, sitting down so I’m off my feet even though I’ve been sitting in the car for almost three days now. 
 
    “How are things with the baby?” he asks, looking at my stomach and not taking his eyes off it. 
 
    “We’re not talking about the baby. You made yourself totally clear, and I’m trying to respect that. So, we can talk about anything other than the baby,” I say, letting my inner bitch come out. 
 
    “Had, I know I said some shit and treated you like shit. I’ve had time to think and know that I fucked-up more than I ever have in my life. I want to spend some time with you and know what you’ve been goin’ through. I want to know about the baby,” he says, finally taking his eyes off my stomach and looking me in the face. 
 
    His chocolate brown eyes bore into me and hold me captive. I can see that he’s sincere in wanting to know about the baby and make up for the shit he said, but I’m not there yet. In all honesty, I’m really hurt by the things he said, and I don’t know when I’m going to get past it.  
 
    There was no reason for him to treat me the way he did and say what he said, no matter how he felt about having kids of his own. That’s the part that pisses me off because I’m better than one of their babes, and I damn sure am not anyone’s fucking whore. Yeah, there are people out there that fuck around and play games with men and being pregnant; I’m not one of them. I have no reason to lie to anyone about anything. 
 
    “Psycho, it’s going to take time for me to get there. I get that you’re sorry and all that, but I’m still pissed and hurt about it. I’ve never once given you any indication that I wanted more than you were willing to give and yet you still treated me like one of the club’s babes. I’m happy that you’re going to be okay, but I think it’s time for me to go,” I say, standing up and making my way toward the door. 
 
    “You’ll see, Hadliegh. I’m goin’ to prove to you that I’ll be there for you and that baby,” he responds as I open the door and let it shut behind me. 
 
    Making my way out to the waiting room, I take a seat next to Callie. She grabs my hand and holds it while the rest of the guys look at me. I know they have questions about why I left and why it affected Psycho the way it did. That’s not my problem though. He made his bed and he’s going to have to lie in it or figure out a way that he can prove to me that he’s going to be in his son’s life. 
 
    “So, that’s why you took off?” Grave asks, never hiding behind what’s right in front of him and saying what he wants to. 
 
    “Yep,” I answer shortly. 
 
    “You destroyed him,” he accuses, standing in front of me with his arms folded in front of his chest. 
 
    “If you don’t know the whole fucking story, then don’t say I destroyed him. You have no clue what happened, Grave, and I’ll be damned if a single one of you blame me for this shit,” I say, prepared to leave where I’m not wanted. 
 
    “Don’t. Grave, I get that you’re tryin’ to protect your brother, but she’s right. None of us know what happened between them. I know what I’ve been told, and I’d say Psycho played a pretty big part in what went down and why she left,” Renegade says, sticking up for me as he sits down next to me. “Now, if you’re movin’ back, I want you to know that I’ll be a part of my niece or nephew’s life from now on. If you need anythin’, you call me and I’ll be there.” 
 
    “I appreciate that, Renegade. But, I don’t know what I’m doing yet. For now, I know he’s okay, and I need some sleep. Callie, I’ll call you tomorrow,” I say, making my way out of the waiting room. 
 
    “Where are you going?” Callie asks, rushing up to me and holding onto my arm. 
 
    “To the hotel,” I say, not understanding why she’s upset. 
 
    “You’re staying with us. You know we have the room, and I want you close in case you go into labor or something,” she replies, putting her hands on her hips so I know she’s serious. 
 
    “I still have over a month and a half before I have to worry about that,” I say, a flimsy excuse if I ever heard one. 
 
    “You don’t know that. Please, just go to the house and get some rest. The kids are with Corrinth for a while so no one’s there to disturb you,” she says as Bear comes up behind her and wraps her in his arms. 
 
    I nod my head as he pulls out his keys and hands me the house key. Taking it from his hand, I leave the hospital and make my way to the store so I can get a snack before I go take a nap. As soon as I walk into the store, I see Rusty and a few of the other girls walking around with a few carts. They must be shopping for the clubhouse right now while everyone else is at work or at the hospital with Psycho. 
 
    “Oh, you’re back,” Nails says as she almost runs me over with her cart. 
 
    “Yep,” I answer, moving to go around her. We’ve never seen eye-to-eye. 
 
    “Well, he doesn’t want you. You know that right?” she asks, putting an edge to her voice that makes me turn and look at her again. “We’ll play mommy and daddy to your baby when he has it, and I’ll make sure they know all about you.” 
 
    “First, that’s not what he just told me as he tried to get me to stay with him at the hospital so we could talk. And secondly, I have no doubt that Psycho will see our child when he wants to. I can also guarantee that you will never be around my child no matter what delusional world you’re living in right now,” I tell her, knowing that she wouldn’t be here with the rest of the babes if she had anything going on with Psycho. “Just like I know you’d be at the hospital if you were with him and not here shopping with the rest of the babes.” 
 
    “You can think whatever you have to. Psycho is mine, and I’ll do whatever I have to so you don’t get your clutches back in him again. You should really just go back to whatever hellhole you came from and leave it at that,” Nails says, walking away from me like she’s won some epic battle. 
 
    Shaking my head, I go about my business so I can get to Callie’s house. Thankfully, I don’t have any more run-ins with any of the babes because Nails is enough to make me want to flip my shit and pound her.  
 
    Being pregnant is the only thing that’s saving her, and the fact we’re in a public place. No, when Nails gets hers, it will be in private, and I’ll make sure she knows not to fuck with me ever again. I’m so tired of them thinking they have claim on the men of the club, and that they’re better than anyone else around. I may not be Psycho’s ol’ lady or anything like that, but I know for certain I’m higher up on the food chain. Even if I simply remain a friend of the club. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Five 
 
    Hadliegh 
 
    THE LAST MONTH has been long and tiring. I gave in and decided to stay in Shadowville. When I went back to get my things and talk to Chris, he already knew when I left that I wouldn’t be coming back. No matter how much I argued with him about it having nothing to do with Psycho, he didn’t believe me.  
 
    But, I know that no matter what happens, if I ever have a need to leave again, I know that Chris will take me back and give me a job. Too bad I couldn’t be attracted to someone like him. 
 
    My first night back was spent in bed with Psycho, and I’ve replayed that night in my head a thousand times in the last thirty days. He found me at a weak point and I gave in to what we both want.  
 
    That night, we’re lying in bed watching a movie when he starts rubbing his hand up and down my leg. I’m immediately soaked. Since I have a dress on, he knows the effect he’s having on me and capitalizes on the fact I want him almost to the point of distraction. 
 
    Sliding down the bed, Psycho lifts my short dress and bares my panty covered pussy to him. He looks up at me as he begins to slide my panties off to see if I’m going to object. There is no way in hell I’m going to when I’ve wanted him and haven’t been with anyone else since I left. 
 
    “You gonna let me in?” he asks, his voice husky and filled with lust. 
 
    I nod my head in response because my voice has left me. I’m filled with anticipation of his mouth being on me again. “Need the words, baby,” he says, his face so close to me I can feel his breath on my pussy and thighs. 
 
    “Yes,” I answer simply. 
 
    Psycho doesn’t miss his chance. He licks me from the bottom of my opening to my clit several times before moving his body to a more comfortable position. I’m already panting as he adds a finger to the mix, never letting up on my clit. He sucks my clit and bites down on it before repeating the process all over again.  
 
    He’s sliding two fingers in and out of me as I lift my head and look down at him. Our eyes meet and I’m lost. One more bite on my clit and my orgasm is ripping through my body. My back arches off the bed as I call out his name. 
 
    Before I’m back down from my release, he pushes his hard cock into me. He pauses only to rip his shirt over his head and pull my dress up and over mine. My arms are still tangled in it as he slides his hand under my back and releases the clasp of my bra before sliding it down my arms. I lock my legs around his upper thighs because with my belly in the way, it’s hard to maneuver the way I used to. 
 
    “Move, Remington,” I say, my voice pleading with him to finally give me what I’ve been waiting for. 
 
    He slowly slides out before sliding back in my warm body. It’s not hard and fast like I usually like with him. No, he’s teasing me and trying to make this last as long as possible. That’s not going to work for me, though. I lift my hips and begin to meet him thrust for thrust. Moving just a little faster each time as I grind my body into his. Psycho finally gets the hint and begins to move faster within me, grinding his pelvis on my clit every time he slides back in. 
 
    “So. Close,” I murmur as the familiar coiling and tightening in me begins to build at a rapid pace. 
 
    Psycho reaches a hand between us and plays with my clit while I bring my arms up and begin to tweak and pull my nipples. He’s always loved me touching myself, and I know it’s the one way to make him lose control. It’s not long before I feel him losing the control that he likes to have as he pistons in and out of me faster than I remember him doing before. 
 
    “Get. There. Baby,” he grinds out between thrusts. 
 
    That’s all I need to explode around him. I arch my back and moan out his name before he joins me. “Hadliegh!” he growls out as he slows his pace but doesn’t stop sliding in and out of me. 
 
    After a few minutes, he slumps to my side so he’s not resting his weight on my stomach and pulls me into his arms. This is what I’ve been missing, but I’m not necessarily ready to give into him and forgive him just yet. 
 
    “That can’t happen again,” I say, once my breathing has returned to normal. 
 
    “Why the fuck not?” he asks, getting up and reaching for his jeans. 
 
    “I’m not over what you said to me. The fact that you compared me to one of your babes,” I answer, sliding my dress back over my head before I pull the covers up over me. 
 
    “So, what was this then?” he asks, standing up with his jeans hanging on his hips. 
 
    “I had a need, and I know that you won’t hurt me or give me anything. I’m not ready for more,” I tell him, watching as he pulls his tee shirt over his head and pulls his baseball hat back on. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Hadliegh. I don’t know how many fuckin’ times I have to say it, or what I have to do to prove to you that I’m truly sorry for what I said and how I acted,” he tells me, grabbing his cut before leaving the room. 
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    I’ve been staying at Callie and Bear’s house since coming back. I love spending time with my friend and her little family. Knox and Jazz are so cute, and I can’t believe how big they’re getting these days. While Callie and Bear go to work, I’ve been watching them so they don’t have to go out first thing in the morning and then come back home later. It’s easier for everyone. Plus, it gives me the chance to get better with babies before when my own son is born. 
 
    Psycho comes to see me every single day. His road to recovery has been bumpy, to say the least. When he got out of the hospital, he was adamant I’d be going back to the clubhouse with him. Yeah, that didn’t happen, and it won’t happen.  
 
    He’s got Nails there to look after him and was even more pissed off when I told him that. They all know that something happened between Nails and me, but I’m not saying a damn word about it to anyone. Now, I have to deal with him when he comes to Bear and Callie’s home. Since it’s not mine, I don’t have the right to refuse him access to the house. But, I can ignore him, and that’s what I do. 
 
    Hearing a knock on the door, I make my way there knowing that Psycho is here. It’s the same time he always seems to show up since he’s still on restrictions after getting stabbed. Looking through the peephole in the door, I sigh and open it to see Psycho leaning against the door frame looking sexy as hell.  
 
    He’s wearing a black tee shirt that stretches over his muscled chest and arms. His tattoos peek out from the sleeves of his shirt and wind down his arms. Worn blue jeans stretch over his ass and legs, down to his motorcycle boots adorning his feet. Psycho has a baseball hat on backward, covering his dark hair that’s usually spiked. He’s wearing a sexy smirk on his face and a light to his eyes that I haven’t seen there in a long time. 
 
    “Like what you see?” he asks, standing up straight before heading in past me. Psycho makes sure his body brushes against mine. 
 
    “Got a big head?” I ask, moving back into the living room and checking on the babies sleeping in their cots. 
 
    “Nope. Just know when my woman likes what she sees,” he answers, plopping down on the couch and looking at me. 
 
    “Not your woman,” I say, sitting down as far away from him as I can. 
 
    “Not gonna argue, Had. It’s gonna happen and we both know it,” he responds, cocking his eye brow at me while picking up the remote. “You still not gonna tell me about the baby? Come on, you’re gonna be givin’ birth in like a matter of two or three weeks, and I still get nothin’?” 
 
    “Why, Psycho? You said what you said, and we all know you don’t want kids. Nothing has changed, and I’m still gonna have this baby,” I answer, knowing it’s a conversation we’ve had multiple times. 
 
    “It’s changed because I’ve had a ton of time to think on everythin’ and I know that what I said and how I reacted was fucked-up. You deserve nothin’ but the best. I’ll never be the best for you, but I’m a selfish fuck and you were made for me. You have to know that I want this, Hadliegh. You’re the best thing that’s ever happened to me, you bring me back from the brink when I’m ready to destroy everythin’ in my path. Now, you’re givin’ me a baby and I’m on the outside lookin’ in. That’s not what I want. I want us to be together and work this shit out,” he tells me, sitting up straight and moving in closer to me. 
 
    Just before he gets close enough to pull me into his arms and kiss me, one of the twins wakes up. I’m grateful for the reprieve because if Psycho kisses me, I’m a goner. His kisses pull me under and put me in some kind of spell. If he kisses me, I’ll agree to just about anything; that’s how good his kisses are. 
 
    Walking over, I see it’s Knox that’s up. He’s crying a little bit, and I know he’s going to need a diaper and bottle before Jazz wakes up. As soon as he sees Psycho, he stops crying and breaks out a huge smile.  
 
    There’s a special bond between these two, and it’s awesome to witness. I pass Knox over to Psycho and he changes his diaper while I go in the kitchen to make his bottle. The entire walk into the kitchen, I listen to Psycho talking to Knox. He’s not like most people that talk baby talk to the twins. No, he has grown up conversations with them.  
 
    With Knox it’s all about bikes, and what they’re going to do as he gets older. When he’s talking to Jazz, it’s about how she’s never dating until she’s in her fifties and how he’s going to beat any boy’s ass that comes around her. Well, that’s when Callie isn’t around anyway. 
 
    As I go to reach up and get a new can of formula down, an awful pain shoots through my stomach. I immediately stand down and hang on to the counter so I don’t fall on my ass. I groan out as the pain seems to last forever.  
 
    My stomach is tight, and I know this is more than Braxton hicks’ contractions. A mild panic begins to overtake me, and I know I should let Psycho know what’s going on, but I’m not ready. I don’t have my own place, nothing for the baby, and emotionally, I don’t know that I’m ready either. As the pain subsides and I go to grab down the can of formula, I feel something wet between my legs as another contraction hits. This time, I can’t hide the loud groan that leaves me. 
 
    “Hadliegh, what’s wrong?” Psycho asks, walking into the kitchen with Knox still in his arms. 
 
    “Um, well, my water just broke,” I say, looking down at the floor and the puddle that is now beneath me. 
 
    “Fuck! Okay. Well, let me help you upstairs to change and I’ll call my mom. We’ll get you to the hospital before you know it. Are you okay? Is there anythin’ I need to do?” he asks, helping me step around the fluid on the floor and upstairs to my room. 
 
    “No. I just need to get to the hospital. I’m not ready for this,” I tell him, letting him see the panic flare for a second before I tamp it down. 
 
    “You got this, Hadliegh. Get changed while I call mom and make the bottles for the twins,” he says, leaving me in the room I’ve been staying in. 
 
    From there on, the activity around me is rushed and chaotic. Corrinth shows up to get Knox and Jazz while Psycho helps me downstairs and out the door. The whole time, Corrinth is trying to make sure I’m okay and that I understand that everything will be fine. Apparently, she can tell I’m nervous and upset over today’s turn of events. Psycho, on the other hand, is calm and makes sure I know he’s with me the entire time. 
 
    The entire pregnancy, I figured I’d be alone when I had my son. Now, I want Psycho there. I want my son’s father there to watch him make his way into the world and know that we’ll be just fine. Part of me thinks he’s just coming around because he wants to make sure the baby is fine and that I’m doing what I have to in order to ensure that he has everything he needs and wants as he grows up and gets older. I guess we’ll find out what his end game is sooner rather than later. 
 
    “Hadliegh, you’re doin’ great,” Psycho says, looking at me once he gets me into the SUV that’s parked in Callie’s driveway. It must be Corrinth’s because it wasn’t here a while ago. 
 
    “Just get me to the hospital, Psycho. And call Callie,” I tell him as another contraction begins to take hold of my body. 
 
    He nods and closes my door before running around to the other side and getting in. As soon as his door is shut, he starts the engine and takes off. I hear him on the phone, but I’m too busy concentrating on the breathing shit to worry about who he’s talking to and what’s going on around me. I’ve never felt so much pain in my life and this is just the contractions I feel right now. They better be giving me something for the pain when it comes time to push this baby out because I won’t make it otherwise. 
 
    “We’re almost there, baby,” Psycho says as he continues to drive like a maniac. The phrase ‘drive it like you stole it’ comes to mind. 
 
    I hang on as he takes a corner faster than he should have, and I know he’s trying to do as I asked and get me to the hospital in record time so I don’t have this baby on the side of the road. He’s in control though, and I know I don’t have to worry about him causing an accident in his haste to get us to the hospital. 
 
    When we pull in, he parks right in front of the doors and leaves the engine running after telling me he’ll go in and get some help before I try to walk in on my own. His eyes are wild, and I can see his nervousness and fear shining bright every time he looks at me. I bet this is the last thing he expected to have happen when he showed up at Callie and Bear’s house today. 
 
    Nurses come rushing out and help me into the wheelchair before wheeling me in the hospital and up to the maternity ward. I’m given a gown to change into while Psycho stays by my side. He told me that he doesn’t want to leave me alone and he’s not going anywhere. And, it’s not like he hasn’t seen me naked before. I wouldn’t be pregnant if that were the case. He just hasn’t seen me since I’ve been pregnant and all the changes that my body has gone through in the last eight and a half months. 
 
    “Are you gonna turn around or watch me get changed?” I ask him, not sure I want his eyes on me when I’m naked. 
 
    “I’m watchin’. I want to see where our baby is restin’, and what’s happened to you as he or she has grown and matured,” he answers, sitting on the chair right next to me. 
 
    I roll my eyes at his answer and get undressed. Psycho holds the gown out for me to put on and I let him do the ties in the back before climbing up in the bed. As soon as I’m as comfortable as I’m going to get, I feel another contraction hit and close my eyes tight against the pain. I feel a warm, rough hand on my back rubbing when I roll to my side and I almost moan out at the relief it brings. 
 
    It’s not long before the nurse makes her way back in my room and hooks me to all sorts of monitors. She points out the one that’s charting my contractions and tells Psycho he can use it to show when the contraction is almost over if that’s what I want him to do. After checking to see how dilated I am, she leaves the room and I watch as the door is flung open and a harried-looking Callie runs to my bedside. 
 
    “What’s going on? How are you? Do you need anything?” she asks a series of rapid-fire questions and I laugh at her. You’d think she was the one in labor with her huffing and puffing going on from running to me. 
 
    “Obviously you know what’s going on; I’m having a baby. I’m tired and in pain. You didn’t tell me that these contractions hurt like a motherfucker, bitch. And no, I don’t need anything right now,” I answer her, trying to laugh and calm her down while she tries to catch her breath. 
 
    “I know you’re having a damn baby,” she says, getting riled up instead of excited. “How dilated are you and all that shit?” 
 
    “Oh, the nurse just checked and I’m about six and a half centimeters,” I answer as another one hits. 
 
    Callie takes a chair and pulls it over once the contraction has passed. Psycho hasn’t let up from rubbing my back. That might have something to do with me yelling at him when he did stop for a minute before.  
 
    Bear has made the necessary calls and all the guys are here waiting for our son to be born. They’ve come in to say hi and check if we need anything before making their way out to the waiting room. Renegade is right outside the door according to the nurse that keeps coming in my room. I’m not sure if that has to do with me being in labor or Psycho though. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Six 
 
    Psycho 
 
    WE’VE BEEN HERE for a while now, and I feel horrible. Hadliegh is in so much pain right now and there’s nothing I can do to take it away from her. So, I’ve been rubbing her back for hours now, and I wouldn’t be anywhere else.  
 
    Callie is trying to keep her mind off the pain when a contraction hits, but it’s to the point that it’s not working anymore. I can see the flash in Hadliegh’s eyes, and I know she wants to say something to Callie and roll her eyes. She’s refraining from doing it though and I know if she weren’t in labor, she wouldn’t be feeling the way she is. 
 
    “Let’s see how we’re doing,” the doctor says, walking in the room and grabbing a pair of gloves as he makes his way over to the bed Hadliegh’s in. 
 
    I watch as the man pulls the blankets out of the way and looks between Hadliegh’s legs. The urge to beat him senseless and rip his eyes from his head is strong. But, I know he’s doing his job and that’s it. Callie smirks in my direction as I watch the man with an eagle eye to make sure that he doesn’t do anything other than check my girl. No matter what, Hadliegh is mine and I’m making moves to ensure that she knows it too. 
 
    Once the doctor is done examining her, he tells her it’s not going to be much longer before she can start pushing. I release the breath I’m holding because I know she’s exhausted right now, and I don’t want to see her in pain anymore. Callie grabs the cool washcloth and starts wiping down her face again as I start rubbing her back. 
 
    “I’m going to go do a few things and I’ll be right back. If there’s any change, ring for a nurse immediately,” he says, before leaving the room. 
 
    Callie and I just continue to support Hadliegh the best we can and let her yell at us, swear, and take her pain out on us. I can hear Renegade’s laughter from the hallway every single time she goes off on one of us. Yeah, I can’t fucking wait to see him in a room with his woman in labor. I’ll be laughing my ass off like there’s no tomorrow when it’s his turn. 
 
    “I need to fucking push,” Hadliegh says, grunting as another contraction hits. 
 
    “Let me ring the nurse,” Callie says calmly. She’s been through this herself and I’m sure she knows that Hadliegh either does have to start pushing or something else is going on. 
 
    A nurse opens the door and Hadliegh yells out at the same time. “She’s tellin’ us that she needs to push,” I tell her, as more grunting and yelling comes from my girl. 
 
    “I’ll get the doctor right away,” she answers, shutting the door on Renegade’s smiling face. 
 
    For the next few minutes, there’s a flurry of activity as nurses come in the room followed by the doctor. After checking Hadliegh, he tells her that she can begin to push. The time seems to fly by as Callie and I help her hold her legs back while the doctor tells her how good she’s doing. I’m so consumed with Hadliegh, that I’m startled by the loud wailing that suddenly fills the room just as Hadliegh falls back against the bed. 
 
    “It’s a boy!” the doctor announces to the room before laying the baby on Hadliegh’s chest. 
 
    I watch as she looks down at the baby and tears spill down her cheeks. She puts her hand on his small body as the doctor looks at me and asks if I want to cut the cord. What the fuck? 
 
    “You want me to do what?” I ask, shock filling me at the thought of cutting anything on the baby or Hadliegh. “Um . . .” 
 
    “It’s something that has to happen. If you want to do it, we’ll help you,” the doctor answers, a smile on his face at my reaction. 
 
    “Then I guess it’s up to Hadliegh,” I answer as I look at her and my son still resting on her chest. 
 
    “I’d like that,” she says, looking up at me with a smile on her face. 
 
    Nodding in response, I turn to find out what I have to do. The nurse shows me how to hold the scissors and where I need to make the cut. I look at everyone in the room before taking a deep breath and cutting through the cord that has kept my son and Hadliegh connected.  
 
    As soon as I’m done, I look at my entire world to make sure I didn’t hurt either one of them. Hadliegh is still looking down at our son while the nurse grabs a blanket and picks him up from her chest. 
 
    “Where’s she takin’ him?” I ask, letting my voice tell the room that I’m not happy right now. 
 
    “She’s going to clean him up, perform some tests, and then bring him back to you,” another nurse answers as they continue to take care of Hadliegh. 
 
    “Should I be over there with him?” I ask, not knowing what the protocol is here. 
 
    “Go with him. Make sure our boy is good,” Hadliegh says as she turns her face away from me. 
 
    I lean over her and place a kiss on her forehead. “You did so good. I’m so proud of you bringin’ our son into this world,” I tell her, before turning away and moving across the room. 
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    The nurses and doctors have done everything they need to do with the baby. After Hadliegh was taken care of, she closed her eyes and took a small nap until we could bring our son back over. She woke up as the nurse walked over with him in her arms and placed him back on her chest. He started crying and we were told that she should try to breastfeed him if that’s what she was going to do. 
 
    “I’ll go out and let everyone know he’s here and he’s absolutely perfect,” Callie tells us as she walks toward the door to give us a minute. 
 
    “Um, I guess I’ll go out too,” I say, knowing I don’t want to go anywhere, but unsure of what I’m supposed to do now. I’ve never been unsure of anything in my life. 
 
    “Stay,” Hadliegh says, looking up at me as she tries to open her gown. “Will you hold him while I get out of this thing?” 
 
    I smile at her and reach down to pick my son up. He’s still crying and moving his head around. A smile covers my face as I look down at him and take in every single detail about the little guy. It doesn’t take long for Hadliegh to get the gown undone and expose her chest. Placing the baby in her arms, I watch as she helps him find her nipple so that he can eat. It’s the most amazing thing I’ve ever witnessed. 
 
    “His name is Axle Remington Jackson,” she says, looking up at me before turning her attention back to him. 
 
    “You put my name as his middle name? Why?” I ask, wondering where her head was at. 
 
    “Because I don’t know what’s going on with us, if I’m staying here or going back, and I don’t know if you’re going to actually be a part of his life. This way, he always has a part of you with him, and I know he’ll be stronger for having your name as a part of his,” she answers. 
 
    “I’m goin’ to be there every fuckin’ day you let me be there. Don’t go back; not yet,” I tell her, knowing that I have a limited amount of time to convince her to stay here and be my ol’ lady. 
 
    “We’ll see,” she says, not committing to anything. 
 
    “Let me know when you’re ready and I’ll let the guys in,” I say, knowing that Callie is gonna wanna come back in too. 
 
    “I think he’s almost done. By the time you go get them, I should be all put back together. Just make sure you’re the one that comes in first,” she tells me, as I lean down and kiss them both on the head before making my way out to the waiting room. 
 
    Every single member of Satan’s Anarchy is filling the waiting room to beyond capacity along with Callie. As soon as Renegade sees me, he stands up and walks toward me. Renegade wraps me in a huge hug and asks if we can go see the baby now. 
 
    “Yeah. She’s tired as hell, so let’s keep it quick, yeah?” I say, knowing that Hadliegh won’t say anything about being tired, but she’s more than exhausted from giving birth to our son. 
 
    “Gonna tell us his name?” Bear asks, walking up beside me and throwing his arm around my shoulders. 
 
    “Nope. Hadliegh can tell you when you all get in the room,” I answer, pushing the door open just enough to stick my head back in. 
 
    Hadliegh is burping our son and her gown is back in place as she nods her head that everyone can come in to meet the little guy. I walk in the room as my brothers follow me, and I take up residence in the chair next to Hadliegh’s bed. Our son is sound asleep and I look over at him and just stare at him. He’s so fucking precious, and I know that I’m going to be there for every single moment of his life. 
 
    “Everyone, I’d like you to meet Axle Remington Jackson,” Hadliegh says once everyone is in the room. 
 
    Renegade looks at me before turning his attention to the woman in the bed holding the other half of my heart. Right now, two people hold my heart; Hadliegh and Axle. I love my family and everything, but these two people are the reason that I breathe, that I have a glimmer of light in my life, and that makes me want to be a better man. Not that I’m going to change all my ways, but I know I can be faithful to my woman, teach my son how to be a good man, and do whatever it takes to protect the ones that I love. 
 
    “He know you were doin’ that?” Renegade asks Hadliegh. 
 
    “Nope. No one did. I didn’t even tell Callie,” she answers as my brother looks down at his nephew and back to Hadliegh. 
 
    “Can I hold him?” he asks, not wanting to upset anyone. 
 
    “Of course. Where’s Corrinth?” she asks, suddenly looking around the room for my mom. 
 
    “She’ll be here in a little bit. I have to go get the kids from her and then she’ll be here,” Callie answers, standing next to Renegade so she can get a better look at the baby. “We’re gonna head out now so she can get over here and you can get some rest.” 
 
    “Okay,” she says as I stand up to walk them out. 
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    I’m sitting in the chair next to Hadliegh dozing when there’s a soft knock on the door. Looking over at the bed and bassinet I stand up and make my way there before they’re woken up by whoever’s here. My mom hasn’t been here yet, so I’m sure it’s her. 
 
    “Are they sleeping?” she asks, keeping her voice a whisper. 
 
    “Yeah. Come in though. I want you to see Axle,” I tell her, knowing she’s been waiting for this day. 
 
    We walk up to the bassinet and she peers over the side. Her hand goes to her mouth and tears form in her eyes. After looking up at me, she says that he looks just like me when I was a baby. Hadliegh begins to wake up and my mom goes to her side and kisses her on the temple. 
 
    “Thank you, Hadliegh. He’s absolutely beautiful and I know things will work out the way they’re supposed to. I’ll be back when you’re awake more,” she says, turning to hug me before walking out of the room. 
 
    I look at Hadliegh and see a tear slipping down her cheek. Going over to her, I use my thumb to brush it away and lean in to kiss the top of her head. Not where I want to kiss her, but I’ll take what I can get right now. I’m not going to piss her off and have her kick me out of the room. 
 
    “I’m sure he’ll be wakin’ up soon. Go back to sleep and I’ll be right here,” I tell her, sitting back down in the chair so that no one can get to them unless they pass me first. 
 
    “Always the protector,” she mumbles while her eyes slide closed and she drifts back off to sleep. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Seven 
 
    Psycho 
 
    THE LAST FEW days, my time has been spent between Callie’s house and work. I know I’m not pulling my weight at the construction company, but I don’t want to miss a minute with my son either. Today is the first day I’ve spent most of the day at work and not cut out early to go see Hadliegh. It feels weird to know I won’t be over there until just before dinner because we have church tonight and I have to be there. 
 
    Hadliegh is an amazing mom. She panicked the day we were to leave the hospital because she didn’t have anything for the baby. I went to the store with Callie and bought everything the baby would need. We brought the diaper bag, car seat, and small things she’d need directly to the hospital while everything else was delivered to the house. Bear and Renegade put it all together before we got there. 
 
    In the days she’s been at Callie and Bear’s, she’s rested as much as she can when the baby’s sleeping and then stays up with him while he’s awake. When Callie gets home, she helps with the twins and takes care of Axle when he wakes up again.  
 
    Hadliegh has never once excluded me from having anything to do with my son, and I’m grateful for the time I get to spend with both of them. But we need our own space and a place we can call our own without having Bear, Callie, and the kids there all the time. 
 
    So, I’m looking for a house for the three of us. I don’t know if Hadliegh will move into it because she’s still pissed as fuck about what I said and how I reacted. I don’t blame her, but she’s going to give the fuck in eventually. I’ll be ready for that day because if she waits too long, I’ll just move her ass in with me and that will be the end of the story. 
 
    As I’m getting ready to leave the construction site, I pull out my phone and see that no one has called me. I can’t say I’m surprised, but I thought Hadliegh would message me and let me know how things were going. Debating if I should call her or not, I decide to wait and find out what’s going on at church before calling her. I’m going there as soon as church is over with anyway so it’s not a big deal. Fuck! When the hell did I grow a pussy and worry about this shit? 
 
    The drive is short, and I take in my surroundings as I ride through the almost empty streets of Shadowville. About halfway to the clubhouse, I see a for sale sign in the front yard of a house I’ve always loved. It’s big and reminds me of an old farmhouse with the wraparound porch and the long driveway that isn’t paved. I pull over and take down the information so I can call as soon as I get to the clubhouse. My friend Jason is the realtor, and I know that he’ll take the call from me no matter what time it is. This house will be mine one way or another. 
 
    Finally pulling into the clubhouse, I see that everyone else is here. Hadliegh’s car is here too. I park my bike in its normal spot and rush inside to make sure that everything is okay with her and the baby. I no sooner step foot inside the door and Nails is on me like we’re in a committed relationship. She jumps up and wraps her arms and legs around me as I try to pry her off of me. 
 
    “Baby, I’ve missed you. Where have you been?” she asks, trying to pout but looking like a child instead of grown ass woman. 
 
    “Don’t fuckin’ call me baby. I don’t have to tell you a fuckin’ thing about what I do and where I go. I’m not your man and you’ve never had my cock. The fuck you actin’ like this for?” I ask, spying Hadliegh and Callie over her shoulder. They’re staring at me with their mouths hanging open. “One more time I gotta tell you, you’re the fuck outta here.” 
 
    I step around Nails and walk directly over to Hadliegh and Axle. She’s holding him to her chest and I can see he’s asleep. Leaning down, I place a soft kiss on his head before looking at her. If I could be six feet under from a look, that’s where I’d be right now. Hadliegh is pissed and I know that this is going to make shit harder for me. She’s not going to care that I’ve never fucked Nails or let her touch my cock. The only thing she’s going to care about is what she just witnessed. 
 
    “Not what you’re thinkin’,” I tell her, placing a kiss on her cheek and taking Axle out of her arms. 
 
    He startles but quickly settles back against my chest. “Don’t give a fuck what it looked like. This is why we’ll never work,” Hadliegh tells me, turning and heading toward the hallway with the rooms. 
 
    Hadliegh takes my keys from my outstretched hand and unlocks my door before opening it and handing my keys back to me. As we step foot inside the room, it’s trashed. My clothes are flung out of the dresser, ripped to shreds, the mattress is flipped off the bed, and the bassinet I had brought in for Axle is completely destroyed. 
 
    “Psycho, what happened in here?” Hadliegh asks, taking in the destruction surrounding us. 
 
    “I don’t know. Take Axle so that I can get Renegade,” I say, trying not to take my anger out on her because she had nothing to do with this shit. 
 
    I leave the room and go in search of my brother. Nails is standing at the end of the hall and that makes me believe she’s the one that trashed my room. She’s been acting crazy as hell for a while now when it comes to me, and I have no clue what the hell I did to deserve that shit. I’ve never once let her around me.  
 
    Maybe she has a jealous streak or some shit because I’m no monk and I haven’t always fucked in my room. Hadliegh is the only one I’ve never fucked in the open or let her suck my dick in front of anyone. Anything we do is all mine; her moans, the way she looks, and the way her body moves as I take her are for my eyes and ears only. She’s not a fucking slut. 
 
    “Renegade, need a word,” I say, keeping my eyes on Nails as she leans against the wall. I swear I see a flash of panic fill her eyes before quickly disappearing. 
 
    “What’s goin’ on?” he asks, sensing the rage filling me at this moment. 
 
    “Come see and you’ll know what’s wrong,” I answer, turning on my booted heel and walking back toward my room. 
 
    Renegade steps through the open door and his eyes widen in shock. He takes in all the mess before his eyes land on the bassinet that has more damage done to it than anything else in here. His gaze lands on Hadliegh who’s standing in the middle of the room with Axle in her arms because there’s nowhere to lay him down right now. 
 
    “What the fuck?” he asks like I should know who did this. 
 
    “You tell me. I haven’t been here since Hadliegh had Axle. I’ve been staying in the guest room at Callie and Bear’s every night so I can help with my son,” I tell him, even though he knows that’s where I’ve been. 
 
    “Anyone else have a key?” he asks. 
 
    “You and Hadliegh are the only ones I’ve given that too. No one else has access to this room. Or I didn’t think they did,” I say, letting my anger get the better of me as I turn out into the hallway and punch a hole through the drywall. 
 
    “We’ll figure this out. I’ll have Hawk pull up the camera feed and find out who was in here,” he tells me. 
 
    “Got an idea on that one,” I say, looking down the hall to see that Nails isn’t there anymore. “Nails has been actin’ fucked up for a while now. I guarantee she’s the one that did this shit. But we can’t do anything until we have proof of that.” 
 
    “I know. We’ll have Hawk get on it as soon as church is over. For now, Hadliegh, go in my room and get some rest. You can lay Axle down in my bed and lay down beside him. The bed is up against the wall so you have nothin’ to worry about. I’ll get Psycho back to you as soon as possible,” Renegade says, pulling out his keys. “As soon as I let you in, lock the door behind me.” 
 
    “Thank you, Renegade,” she says, looking at me to gauge my reaction. 
 
    “It’s the best for now. I’ll send one of the Prospects out to get another bassinet as soon as we’re done. Then we’re headin’ for the house so that you guys can get to bed,” I tell her, kissing her on the cheek and turning for the meeting room. 
 
    Once we are all inside with our phones and guns left out with the Prospects, Renegade slams the gavel on the table and gets down to business. “First of all, Psycho and I will be going to meet with Slim and Killer in the next few days to set up a plan of attack against these Snake’s Revenge fucks. I’ve heard that Vulture, the man that stabbed Psycho in the ring, is now workin’ with them and wants to join their club. Not sure it’s gonna happen, and I don’t really give a fuck. I want them all taken out and for everyone to know that they aren’t gonna fuck with Satan’s Anarchy or the Phantom Bastards.” 
 
    “We don’t even know where they’re at, how are we supposed to find them when they’re followin’ the same pattern Henry’s guys did? We’ve been out lookin’, called in more favors, and have tried findin’ out what this Vulture fuck is up to. None of us can find them,” Chains says, bringing up a good point. 
 
    “We’ll find them. They’ll fuck up the same way Henry and his guys did. As soon as they do, we’ll be on them the same way we were on Henry. We just need to figure out how to get them to fuck up,” Renegade says, leaning back in his chair. He looks relaxed right now, but I know he’s anything but. “Once we talk to Slim and Killer, we’ll bring the idea back to the table and see what everyone thinks. Now, we have one other piece of business to handle before we go into the rest of the business. Everyone knows that Psycho hasn’t been here. He’s either been workin’ or at Callie and Bear’s house. When he and Hadliegh went to go in his room today, it was destroyed. I want to know if anyone has been in there or seen anyone in there when he’s been gone?” 
 
    The room remains silent. Every head is turned toward me as I sit and my anger oozes out of me. “I want to know who the fuck was in there and did that shit. Axle’s bassinet was completely destroyed and that leads me to believe that whoever did this shit was pissed about my son bein’ born. That’s not somethin’ I’m gonna tolerate at all. When I find out who the fuck is responsible, they’ll be gettin’ an ass-whoopin’ by my hands and then whatever Renegade says will happen. My son and Hadliegh are not to be touched, and I know you all know that shit,” I say, looking at each and every single one of my brothers. 
 
    “Since no one wants to say anythin’, and I’m hopin’ that’s because you really don’t know anythin’, Hawk, I want you to pull up all the video footage for that hall and see who went in his room. As soon as we get a name, we’ll deal with the situation,” Renegade says, looking at me so I know he has my back a hundred percent in this matter. 
 
    For the rest of the meeting, I zone out. My thoughts volley between the house that I need to call Jason about, Hadliegh and Axle, and whoever trashed my room. Hadliegh is still cold and distant when it comes to me. I can’t really blame her, but I don’t think I should be punished forever for what I said either.  
 
    I’m at a loss of how to make it better and try to get back in her good graces. The only spot I want right now is back in her bed. I miss her and the way she wraps her body around me. Hadliegh gives as good as she gets and I want that back. 
 
    “Meetin’ adjourned!” Renegade says, breaking me out of my thoughts. 
 
    Getting up, I don’t wait for anyone to say anything else. My only goal right now is to get to Hadliegh and make sure she’s okay and no one has bothered her in Renegade’s room. I know Hawk will do his thing and within a few days, we’ll know who broke in and did the damage. Not only will they get an ass beating from me, they’ll be paying for all the damage too. I’m not fucking around when it comes to the safety of my family. If it does turn out to be Nails, then she’ll be doing the worst jobs we can think of before we send her packing. I’m not going to have a slut think she has rule over me and try to go out of her way to hurt Hadliegh. 
 
    I pull my phone out of my pocket and call Jason. He answers on the first ring. It’s usually what happens whenever I call him. 
 
    “What’s up, Psycho?” he asks. 
 
    “Saw a house off of Main street that I want. You know the one,” I inform him. 
 
    “I do. The one you’ve been waiting to come on the market for a few years now. I’ll pull the paperwork as soon as I get in the office tomorrow and call you as soon as I have it ready to go look at,” he says. 
 
    “Thanks, man. I want the deal done as soon as possible,” I answer, hanging up the phone and beginning to make my way to Hadliegh and Axle. 
 
    That’s when all hell breaks loose and I run down the hallway. Hadliegh is yelling and I don’t have to guess to know who she’s yelling at right now. Before I can make it to my brother’s room, I hear the rest of the guys following me. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Eight 
 
    Hadliegh 
 
    I’VE BEEN IN Renegade’s room, and Axle is sleeping soundly in the middle of his bed. My thoughts turn to Psycho and what I want to happen with him. I need him to be back in my arms and in my bed, but I don’t want him to think he can ever talk to me that way again. There’s a knock on the door, and not thinking, I walk over and pull it open to find Nails standing before me. There’s a smug look on her face and I can’t wait to hear what she has to say. 
 
    “I know you think Psycho wants you, but he doesn’t. He’s in my bed now and that’s where he’s gonna stay. I’ve told you this before and I’m gonna keep telling you that. I know he’ll tell you we’re nothing and that I’ve never touched him, but I have. And, like I said before, I’ll make sure that his son is taken care of by the bitches here because he’ll be too busy to be around the little fucker!” Nails says, getting in my face as she spews her shit. 
 
    I don’t think, I just act. Throwing out my fist, I punch her dead in the nose. Nails begins to screech and wail like she’s dying while bringing a hand up to cover her nose. “Don’t you ever talk about my son like that again. I hear his name in your mouth and I’ll beat the fuck outta you. Is that understood, you crazy fucking whore?” 
 
    “You’ll be banned for this,” she says as I hear boots pounding down the hallway toward us. 
 
    “What’s goin’ on?” Renegade questions, taking in the scene before him. 
 
    “This bitch punched me for no reason,” Nails whines, trying to play the victim. 
 
    I roll my eyes before turning to the men standing in front of me. “Let me tell you what really happened. See, this isn’t the first time this bitch has gotten in my face to tell me all about her and Psycho, and how they’re going to take care of my son. Apparently, he’s been sharing her bed and she’s going to get me out of the picture before handing Axle over to the ‘bitches’ here. Her words, not mine. I’m not going to let some used-up skank talk about my son and get away with it. I’ll gladly go home and not have to deal with this bitch,” I say, never once taking my eyes off of Renegade and Psycho. 
 
    “I have never shared a bed with you, I’ve never touched you, and you’ve never touched me. I don’t know what the fuck your obsession is with me, but I’m over it. Told you earlier to leave Hadliegh and Axle alone and you didn’t. Renegade, you better do somethin’ before I do somethin’ I regret and beat this bitch down,” Psycho says, walking over to me and wrapping his arm around me. 
 
    “Wait!” Hawk yells, running toward us from his room. “You wanted to know who fucked with your room? It was Nails. And she had help from Chris.” 
 
    “Are you fuckin’ kiddin’ me?” Psycho bellows out, causing Axle to wake up crying. 
 
    I remove myself from the hall to get him and cuddle him to my chest. Psycho is right next to me while Renegade has moved to make sure Nails doesn’t enter his room. The rest of the guys have formed a circle around the bitch as she begins to look around at them all. She’s not getting out of this one. 
 
    “I didn’t do a fucking thing!” she yells. 
 
    Hawk holds out his phone and I can faintly hear the video playing as Renegade, Grave, and Bear watch. As soon as it’s done, Renegade looks at the bitch in question and doesn’t say a word for a minute. “So, you went into a brother’s room, destroyed his things, got a Prospect to help you do that, and now you’re goin’ to lie about it?” he finally asks, holding up his hand when she goes to spew more bullshit at him. “You’re gone from here. Psycho, you want payment for all the damage so she’s goin’ to be cleanin’ up at Satan’s Den every night after close. The bathrooms and everythin’ will fuckin’ sparkle when you’re done with them. And, you won’t be allowed at any chapters or any of the clubs that we’re affiliated with.” 
 
    “You can’t fucking do that! I’m not going anywhere, and I’m sure as fuck not going to clean up a fucking bar to pay that asshole back for anything. That bitch trapped Psycho and now the rest of us have to pay for his mistakes? Fuck that shit!” she says, looking at everyone before turning to head back to her old room here. 
 
    I’ve had enough of this shit. I didn’t trap anyone, and Axle sure as fuck is not a mistake. I hand my son over to his dad before making my way through the group of men standing there. They might not put their hands on a woman, but I will.  
 
    Grabbing Nails’ arm, I turn her around to face me before I land another solid punch to her face. She falls to the floor and I go down with her. While she’s trying to scratch my eyes out and pull my hair, I’m landing punch after punch to her body and head. This bitch has pushed me way past my limits and has disrespected every member of this club. 
 
    Strong arms pull me off of Nails at some point. She goes to get in a cheap shot, but I kick out my leg and nail her in the stomach, forcing her back to the floor once again. This bitch is never gonna learn.  
 
    Looking over my shoulder, I see that Renegade is hanging onto me. I tell him that he can let me go now and make my way into the room and take Axle out of Psycho’s arms. Sitting on the bed, I listen to Nails as she continues to screech and cause a scene while the guys remove her from the clubhouse. Apparently, after the show she just put on, she’s not going to be allowed to get any of her things. 
 
    “Sorry about that but I’m not gonna have some bitch talk shit about our son,” I say, more to Renegade even though I’m looking at Psycho. 
 
    “Don’t worry. That bitch had it comin’. Are you okay?” Psycho asks, sitting down on the bed next to me and wrapping his arm around me before pulling me into his side. 
 
    “Yeah. I’m good. I’m ready to go back to Callie and Bear’s now,” I tell him, knowing that I just want to get out of here right now. 
 
    Psycho nods his head and grabs Axle’s diaper bag before leading me out through the common room and to the SUV. As we drive back to the house, once Axle is secure in his seat and we’re in, I wonder what the hell I got myself into. There’s no reason I should have to put up with skanks that want Psycho. We’re not together right now so he can do whatever the fuck he wants.  
 
    As soon as we get inside the house, Psycho helps me get Axle ready for bed before we climb into bed and put a movie on. I’m not sure what his game plan is right now, but I don’t get what I’m supposed to do now. 
 
    “I’m not gonna be dealing with that shit all the time. At this point, I don’t even know where we stand. The only thing I know is that I’m still so pissed at you. The way you talked to me that day, I’ve never been talked to like that before in my life. Not even when I was being held by those cocksuckers. How am I supposed to move on when you basically compared me to Nails and the rest of the babes?” I ask, knowing that we have to talk about this shit. 
 
    “I know that, Hadliegh. There’s no reason I should’ve said what I did that day. I was caught off guard and shocked by the conversation. In the end, I pushed you away and missed you bein’ pregnant with our son. Up until having a kid became a reality, I never wanted them. Now that Axle’s here, I don’t want to miss a moment with him. I want to stay home and be with him every single second of every single day,” he tells me, keeping his eyes focused on me the entire time. “As far as the babes go, they all know that you’re untouchable because of Callie and now havin’ my son. We could do more if you were an ol’ lady, but we’re not there yet.” 
 
    “You’re gonna have to give me time. Maybe one day I’ll be able to move past this. It’s not today, though,” I respond, completely ignoring the ol’ lady comment. 
 
    “Tomorrow, will you come with me? I have a house to look at and I want you there with me,” he asks, shocking me with that news. 
 
    “Um, yeah, I can go with you. Why are you buying a house?” I ask, wondering if his reason is the same as where my mind just went. 
 
    “Because we need a home. Not us stayin’ at Callie and Bear’s all the damn time. I want to know that I’m comin’ home to you at the end of the day, and that Axle will be here waitin’ for me to show up. And I’ll show up home every fuckin’ night,” he answers. 
 
    “You know I’m not moving in with you right now, right?” 
 
    “I know. But it’s there when you’re ready. I’ll have a room already set up for Axle and everythin’. This way you already know the house and can be comfortable in it when you’re there,” he says. 
 
    I nod my head before walking into the bathroom to change into my pajama pants and tank top. When I walk back in the room, Psycho is already lying in bed with his shirt off and the sheet covering his waist. I know he’ll be naked under that sheet because he doesn’t wear anything to bed.  
 
    Knowing this shit is not gonna be easy with wanting him the way I do. But, I’m not going to change a single thing about him. Fuck my life! I can’t even have sex for another few weeks anyway. I guess it’s time to sleep before Axle wakes up and I’m dead tired tomorrow. 
 
    [image: ] 
 
    Waking up the next morning, I realize I told Psycho we’d go look at a house with him. It’s not that I don’t want to go, it’s more that I don’t want to know where he’s living so that my mind shows me what it’ll be like when he’s there with someone else. That’s imagery I don’t need to picture when I’m torn about what to do.  
 
    On one hand, he’s proving daily that he’s going to be here for Axle. And that he wants to be in my life. But, I still remember his words and I can’t help but feel like it’s going to tear us apart when things become real and we live together. Then there’s really no escape. I won’t take my shit to Callie’s house and pull them in the middle of it all. 
 
    “We gotta be there in less than twenty, babe,” Psycho says walking back in the room with Axle. 
 
    Our son is dressed and resting comfortably in his father’s arms. I’ll never get tired of seeing Psycho holding him. It’s sexier than I ever thought it’d be. I don’t have time to dwell on that though. Jumping out of bed, I grab some clothes and make my way into the bathroom so I can take a quick shower. 
 
    As soon as I’m ready to leave, we head out and I keep my attention on the scenery passing by. Not that it takes long to get to the house he’s looking at. It’s less than a ten-minute drive from Callie and Bear’s house to the one we’re pulling in front of.  
 
    On first glance of the house, I see it has a huge yard. There’s a fence that surrounds the property and stops about four feet from the road. Psycho gets out and opens the back door to grab Axle’s car seat as I’m stepping out and closing my door, and then he’s by my side. 
 
    “Ready?” he asks, looking like a little boy that just got told all of his dreams were about to come true. It’s infectious as he grabs my hand and leads me up the driveway. 
 
    I see a man leaning against his car in a relaxed pose until Psycho calls out to him. He smiles at us and takes in the scene, not bothering to hide the look of shock on his face. Once we’re close enough to him, Psycho sets the car seat down on the driveway and shakes the man’s hand before pulling him for a man hug. Yep, they definitely know one another. 
 
    “Jason, I’d like you to meet Hadliegh. Hadliegh, this is Jason. One of my friends and the realtor sellin’ this house,” he says, wrapping his arm around my shoulders. 
 
    “It’s nice to meet you, Hadliegh. And who’s the little guy?” Jason asks, holding out his hand for me to shake. 
 
    “This is our son Axle,” I say, looking down at him sleeping in his car seat. 
 
    “Congratulations,” he responds, before grabbing a stack of papers and leading us to the house. 
 
    He leads us through the house, pointing out all the updates and things that have been changed in the past few years. The inside is gorgeous and I can see that Psycho is in love with it. The more we walk through it, the more I love it. Fuck! This was not a good idea. 
 
    In the downstairs, there’s a huge family room, a big kitchen with a breakfast nook facing the backyard, a den, a bathroom, and a dining room. There’s a laundry room and a small room that could be a guest room or a playroom down there as well.  
 
    On the second floor, there are five bedrooms and a bathroom. All the bedrooms are decent size with closets. It’s not until we walk into the master bedroom that I really fall in love with the house. It’s big enough for a King size bed, there’s a walk-in closet off to the left of the doorway. On the opposite side of the room, there’s a third door that leads to the en suite.  
 
    The master bath is almost as big as the room I have at Callie’s. There’s a soaker tub in the corner, his and hers sinks with a mirror hanging the length of the counter. The shower is big enough for about five people to stand in comfortably and wash. It’s my dream bathroom, in all honesty. 
 
    Jason leads us back down to the first level of the house before showing us a door off the kitchen I didn’t notice the first time. It leads directly to the backyard. We step out onto a patio that’s set up with a grilling station and everything already. There’s a swing set farther out in the yard and an inground pool. That’s the only part that scares me about this beautiful place. If Psycho gets this house, he’s going to have to put a fence up for sure. 
 
    “What do you think, babe?” Psycho asks, turning toward me as he continues to take in the yard. 
 
    “I think it’s amazing! The only concern I have is that there’s no fence around the pool,” I tell him, letting him know that I’m thinking of Axle when he gets a few years older. 
 
    “Yeah. I was thinkin’ the same thing,” he says, walking back over to stand next to me. “Jason, I want the papers drawn up by the end of the day. I’ve got the money for it right now. As soon as you let me know that paperwork is done, I’ll bring the money over to you.” 
 
    “You’re sure you want it?” Jason asks, not wanting his friend to jump head first into buying a house. 
 
    “You know I’ve wanted this house forever. It’s more than I thought it was,” Psycho answers. 
 
    “Okay. I’ll draw it up and call you as soon as I’m done. Talk to you later on,” he says, walking us back out front before we all separate and make our way to our own vehicles. 
 
    “Psycho, you have to know that I can’t move in with you right now,” I tell him as he pulls away from his soon-to-be house. 
 
    “You’ll get there eventually. Like I said, you aren’t ready now, but you will be. In the meantime, you know that Axle needs to get used to bein’ here too,” he says, taking my hand and pulling it into his lap. 
 
    The rest of the trip back to Callie and Bear’s is made in silence. I’m not sure what he’s thinking about, but I know I’m thinking about what I truly want in life. I’ve always wanted someone to be by my side, someone to share my day with, and a man that understands I’m going to be a bitch some days while others I’m going to need someone to put his arms around me and just hold me until I’m ready to go about my day. I may be an independent woman, but there’s only so much I want to do on my own. Especially when it comes to raising Axle. 
 
    I know that Psycho’s life is dangerous. There’s no guarantee he’s going to come back from the runs that they go on. Just like there’s no guarantee that something isn’t going to happen when he’s riding his bike down the road or the guys are hanging out at the clubhouse.  
 
    At the same time, there’s nothing stopping something from happening to me when I’m driving down the road or walking across the street. I can be shot when I’m walking into a store because someone wants to bring trouble here. I guess it’s time to see what I’m willing to live with and who I truly see myself with. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Nine 
 
    Hadliegh 
 
    AFTER TALKING TO Renegade about available jobs in the area, we decided that going back to Anarchy Ink would be the best option for me. It will give me enough hours, but still allow me to take care of my son. I would only be working at the front desk to make sure all the paperwork is filled out by customers and that the shop is clean and stocked. The only other job I’d have is setting up stations for the guys when they get slammed; nothing that I didn’t do when I worked there before leaving. Hell, I’m surprised Ink would take me back after the way that I left him in a lurch. 
 
    I don’t want to depend on Callie and Bear to support Axle and me, and there is no way in hell I’ll let Psycho support us. If he wants to help with his son, fine but that is all he’ll be doing. I love working here and it’s not stressful but still can be a challenge at times.  
 
    When a customer comes in and needs help figuring out exactly what they want, it lets me get creative. Not that I do the tattoo but talking to them usually gives me ideas that I can pass on to the artist so he can draw something that blows them away. I’ve been doing some sketches at the front desk and at home when it’s slow, but no one will ever see them— it’s just a way to kill time. 
 
    Today, I had to go in a little late though. I had my doctor’s appointment to make sure everything was okay after giving birth. My doctor told me that everything looked good and that I was cleared to go back to work full time, and that I could resume normal activities; including sex.  
 
    Now, all I can think about is fucking Psycho again. It’s been so long since I’ve felt his touch or had him in me. That will have to wait though because he won’t be around tonight. 
 
    Psycho told me he was going to be meeting some guys from the Phantom Bastards for drinks tonight so he would stop by the shop when he was done. I tried to tell him he didn’t need to do that, but Psycho never listens when he is told not to come by.  
 
    I’m not sure if that makes me happy or sad. The bell rings over the door letting me know that a customer has come in. She is a very pretty woman, that looks like she takes no shit from anyone. Much like I was before the kidnapping and pregnancy. I still have my moments though. 
 
    “Hi, my name is Hadleigh,” I begin trying to not show how in awe of her attitude I am. “How are you tonight?” 
 
    “I’m Natasha,” she says with a smile that makes the room light up. “I have an appointment with Ink to get some ink therapy tonight.” 
 
    Laughing at her therapy comment, I ask her if she knows what she wants or if she wants to look at the book while I let Ink know she’s here. After handing her the paperwork she needs to fill out, I head to Ink’s station. 
 
    “Hey, Ink,” I say making him laugh at my attempt to sneak up on him. “Your last appointment is filling out her paperwork. Do you need me to help you set up anything?” 
 
    “Girl, you are goin’ to have to try harder than that to sneak up on me,” he says laughing his deep, sexy chuckle. “Did she give you an idea what she wanted, or did she take the book?”  
 
    “She took the book, but she looks like she has an idea but isn’t sure she should say it,” I let him know so that he will be sure to really question her so she gets exactly what she wants not just a stock tattoo. “She told me she was here for ink therapy, so she has either done this before, or she knows what she wants.” 
 
    I leave Ink setting up his area and head back to the front. Deciding to help out Ink a bit, I sit down on the couch next to her and begin to ask questions. “Did you find one or do you have an idea? Ink is an amazing artist and can draw anything you can dream.” 
 
    “Well,” she begins hesitantly, “I know what I’d like, but I don’t know if it’s possible. It may be too much for where I’d want to place it.” 
 
    “Okay, tell me more,” I say while rubbing my hands together like a devious car salesman. “We can make a plan, then get Ink to do the deed. He loves when clients have ideas that he can bring to life for them. Where do you want it?” 
 
    “I got this,” Ink tells us, walking up to where we are sitting. “Natasha, just come into my station and we can get this goin’.” 
 
    I stay up front and start going through my closing routine since Natasha’s tattoo will be the last one for today. Once Ink is done with Natasha, no matter how long it takes him, we’ll close and call it a day. I file her paperwork before getting out the aftercare instructions and gel. After finishing everything else, I head back to where they are doing her tattoo and sit down to keep them company. 
 
    “Natasha, tell me about yourself,” I begin hoping to get some more info about this no-nonsense girl. “I have not seen you around town, and it’s a small enough that we should have bumped into each other at least a dozen times if you have lived here longer than two weeks.” 
 
    “You’re right about that,” she laughs along with Ink and me. “I moved here about six days ago. It’s just another country song that I call life. You know, another cheating with the best friend and then keying his truck while bashing the headlights and maybe craving my name in the seats.” 
 
    “Who the fuck would cheat on someone as hot as you?” Inks mutters amid our giggling like schoolgirls. 
 
    “Men suck!” I state with authority, knowing that even if he hasn’t cheated on me Psycho is just as bad as a man who would cheat since he didn’t want us. “It’s like they are given a how to be an asshole handbook at birth or something.” 
 
    “I don’t know that all men suck,” Natasha giggles looking at Ink. “I mean, I would never say that anyone holding a needle at my skin sucks, or it may mess up my tattoo. In my life, men sure seem to go out of their way to fuck up a good thing. It’s like they have to make sure the good girls leave so that the skanks have room to ruin their lives. But that’s just my opinion.” 
 
    “Nope, I think it’s all men.” Saying it again ensures there is no misunderstanding that I am in the man-did-me-wrong camp. “Even if they don’t cheat, it’s not like they want to stay in a relationship and have a real family. You can’t ever give them a second chance because they will think it is okay to treat you like dirt again.” 
 
    “Honey, don’t know exactly what you are going through,” Natasha says in a calming voice that tells me she thinks I may be a serial killer in waiting. “But don’t think men can’t change. I’ve seen it many times that men jump to conclusions and speak before what they have seen or heard sinks all the way into their thick skulls. Ninety-nine percent of the time, they regret what they say and do. It falls on us women to let them make it up to us because we are the more brilliant of the sexes. We are the healers, while men are the fixers of what they have broken. I’m not saying letting someone physically hurt you more than once or to let them cheat, but when they blow up and say stupid shit. Maybe let them at least try to fix that.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Ten 
 
    Psycho 
 
    RENEGADE AND I are heading to The Hideaway bar to meet with Killer and Slim. We need to have a chat on how to rid the earth of the scum that is calling themselves Snake’s Revenge. I don’t have a plan, but I want them to pay for stabbing me, while a tiny part thanks them because it brought Hadliegh back to me.  
 
    Vulture may not be a full patch member or even a Prospect right now, but he’s running with the club, and I know he’s given them any and all information that he has on both clubs. I’m willing to bet he even gave up what he knows about the Scavengers just to get in their good graces, and try to take out all three clubs. The only reason they aren’t here with us tonight is because they haven’t been attacked like we have. 
 
    When I know we’re close to the bar, I let my mind wander for the first time. My thoughts go to Hadliegh; it’s always her and Axle on my mind. Hadliegh may not accept it yet, but she is mine and I’m not letting go. There’s not much I’m not willing to do to make sure she knows that I’m in this for the long haul. I want a family with her and my son. I want her to be my ol’ lady, my wife, and the mother to all of my children. Because now that Axle’s here, I want more than just him. As many as she’ll give me because I’m not going to go down that road with any other woman. 
 
    The Hideaway is about halfway between both clubs so it’s an easy place to meet without everyone knowing what’s going on. After we’re all sitting at a table in the back corner with our beers and shots, we get down to business. 
 
    “How are you healin’ up, Psycho?” Slim asks me. “And how is that boy of yours?” 
 
    “He’s growin’ like a weed,” I tell them with a huge smile on my face. That boy always makes me smile just thinkin of him. Ignoring the other question, I pull out my phone to show off my son to my friends. 
 
    “This Snake’s Revenge MC is a pain in all our asses and we need to deal with them sooner rather than later!” Killer says. It seems he doesn’t want to mess around and gets right to business. “I think I know how to do it.” 
 
    “Okay. Tell us,” Renegade says ready to be done with those bastards too. “Do you have a detailed plan or just an idea we need to add to?” 
 
    “I have a decent plan that you need to help find the kinks and work out,” Killer says looking to Slim before continuing. At Slims nod, “We need to let it leak out that both clubs will be meetin’ at a warehouse a few miles from here to swap out some guns. When those assholes show up, we take them out. At this point, I’m not sure that one or both clubs don’t have moles among the ranks.”  
 
    “Killer, that’s not bad,” I tell him with a grin, letting him know that his plan to wipe them out definitely meets with my approval. “The only thing I want us to be sure of, is that we can completely surround them without them noticin’ us. And we should only have a small group meetin’ so they think they’re in control until the rest of the guys swoop in and block all the exits. Both clubs should have plenty of assholes to take out in this situation. I also agree that there could be a mole. Especially in our club. Too many things we hold close has gotten out and made it easy to find us.” 
 
    We all talk about the specifics so we can take them back to each table for a vote. I know Satan’s Anarchy will approve this, and there is little doubt that the Phantom Bastards will approve it as well. After deciding to meet back here next week to set it up after we each have church, we finish our drinks and just shoot the shit.  
 
    I stand up and give Slim and Killer man-hugs, eager to be on my way back to Hadliegh and Axle. Looking over my shoulder to my brother, I see his knowing smirk and decide that when he finds his forever, I’ll be making sure he has to go through some kind of hell as well. 
 
    We jump on our bikes and head for Anarchy Ink. In no time, we are walking through the backdoor that only club members and employees can use. I pull us up short when I hear the conversation Hadliegh is having with someone who I’m guessing is a customer.  
 
    Hearing the pain in her voice as she says that men are assholes cuts me again. I wish that my mouth would learn to stay shut. My surprise must show on my face when I hear the other girl saying men are fixers and women are healers. Maybe this will be what Hadliegh needs to hear in order to give me a second chance. Renegade pushes past me to see who the voice belongs to. He stops at the opening to Ink’s station and stares at the woman. I decide that someone needs to make our presence known before we get in trouble.  
 
    “Hey, baby,” I say to a surprised Hadliegh. She’s trying to figure out just how much of the conversation we heard. “Who’s your new friend? You gonna introduce us or do we gotta do that ourselves?” 
 
    “Um, this is Natasha,” she stutters in the most adorable deer in headlights way. “She’s new to the area and decided she needed some ink therapy. Natasha, this is Psycho and his brother Renegade. They are the VP and President of Satan’s Anarchy MC. They look all badass but they’re really just big teddy bears.” 
 
    “Hey! Don’t kill my reputation before I even get to say a word,” Renegade growls playfully at her causing both women to laugh hysterically. “I am a badass who eats nails for breakfast.” This causes Ink to start laughing with the women. Hell, I think maybe a laugh or two come from me as well. 
 
    “You ready to head home to our son?” I ask her with a look of innocence on my face. Maybe if I pretend we’re supposed to both go to our son together, she’ll finally just give in and go with the flow, can’t hurt to try. 
 
    “Yeah. I was just waiting on Ink to finish up so we can close the shop,” she answers, not making a move to get out of her seat. 
 
    “Got it, Hadliegh. Go home and see your baby boy,” Ink tells her as he looks to be finishing up the tattoo. 
 
    “I’ll stay behind and help him finish whatever has to be done,” Renegade says, shocking everyone in the room. 
 
    I walk out to the front where I know Hadliegh keeps her bag and phone. She grabs it before walking out the back door with me and making her way to the SUV. She’s been using one from the club because her car is a piece of shit, and I’m surprised she made it all the way back here when I got stabbed.  
 
    Surprisingly, she didn’t put up a fight as soon as I mentioned the safety of Axle and wanting to know that when he’s with her, he’s safe and they won’t end up stranded somewhere because her car died. Not that I don’t care about her safety, I just know how to pick my battles now. Something I’m learning every day with her. 
 
    Following behind her, we make our way to the house. Callie tells us that Axle is already asleep and that she added a little bit of cereal to his bottle tonight. Knox and Jazz started a little cereal when they were his age because all they wanted to do was nurse.  
 
    After explaining that he ate and then in an hour and a half he was hungry again, she made the decision to try it. Hadliegh isn’t mad or upset that her friend made a decision about our son. She’s grateful that Callie did that. We’ll see how it works tonight and make the decision to continue with doing that or stopping it. 
 
    We walk upstairs and Hadliegh checks on Axle before making her way into the bathroom to get ready for bed. I get why she changes in her bathroom, but one day soon I’m going to see her naked again. She’ll be writhing under me as she’s taking my cock. I’ll take that shit now, even if she’s not ready to move in with me. 
 
    When she walks back out into the room, I notice that she’s wearing a small robe instead of her pajama pants and tank-top. Making my way into the bathroom, I take a quick shower to wash the road grime off of me before laying down in bed with her. I’m tempted to rub one out so I don’t go to bed with a hard-on. But, I want her to feel what she does to me. I want Hadliegh to see what she does and how hard I always am for her. Yeah, I could go fuck one of the babes at the clubhouse or find a random bitch from town, but, nothing compares to having my cock suffocated by Hadliegh’s warm, wet pussy. 
 
    As soon as I’m done taking care of business, I walk back out to the room with nothing more than a towel wrapped around me. Looking over to the bed, I see that Hadliegh is lying there wearing nothing more than a see-through nightie. She’s not wearing any panties and I can see that she’s already wet. 
 
    “What’s goin’ on?” I ask, confusion running rampant through me right now. 
 
    “I may not know if I’m ready to move in with you, but I know that I want you,” she tells me, never taking her eyes off of me. “Right now, we need to take this slow as far as us being together. That doesn’t mean that I don’t want you. It’s always been you, Psycho.” 
 
    “You know that when we’re alone, you call me Remington. You’re the only one that gets that from me. My mom doesn’t even call me Remington anymore,” I tell her, dropping my towel so she can see me in all my naked glory. 
 
    “It’s going to take me a little bit to get back there. You need to be patient right now,” she tells me as she leans toward me and takes my hard cock in her mouth. 
 
    There are no games or making sure that I’m ready for her to give me a blowjob. Hadliegh just sucks me down to the back of her throat before sliding her mouth back up my length. I throw my head back and close my eyes as she works her magic on me. She keeps sliding her mouth up and down, swirling her tongue when she can. Using one of her hands, she begins to roll my balls in her hand while speeding up her movements. Before long, I’m pulling out of her mouth. 
 
    “Not like this tonight, baby,” I tell her. “I need your pussy wrapped around me.” 
 
    She leans back and spreads her legs for me. Before I slide my cock home, I’m going to get a much-needed taste of her. I slide between her legs and look up as I swipe my tongue through her folds. I can see that she wants to throw her head back, but she doesn't. Hadliegh keeps her eyes on me the entire time. I slide a finger in her wet channel. Her hips arch up off the bed as I pay attention to her clit while sliding one finger in and out of her. I don’t waste time getting her ready and making sure that she’s wet enough to take me after so long. 
 
    Just before Hadliegh’s pussy clamps down on my fingers, I pull them out of her and take my mouth away from her clit. Hadliegh looks up at me; her gaze filled with lust and confusion. “I’m not cummin’ down your throat just like your first orgasm is gonna be around my cock,” I tell her, helping her move to the middle of the bed before climbing on the bed to join her. 
 
    “I’ll go as slow as I can because I know you just went to the doctor today,” I tell her, leaning down for a kiss that steals her breath. 
 
    While I’m still kissing her, I slowly slide my length inside her. I don’t stop until I’m fully seated in her body. Man, I missed this feeling; the feeling of coming home. I finally released her mouth and let her take a deep breath. At the same time, she wraps her legs around my hips and digs her feet into my ass. It changes the angle just enough that I let a deep groan out in response. My pace picks up, and I know this time is going to be quicker than I’d like but it’s been too long. As long as Hadliegh gets off first, I don’t care. 
 
    I reach a hand down between us and rub her clit as she meets me thrust for thrust. It doesn’t take long before her pussy begins to clamp down on me and I know it’s just a matter of time before she explodes around me. This leads me to quicken my hips even more so I can get her there. Her arms come up around my sides and her nails scrape down my back as she screams out my name. I kiss her so she doesn’t wake the baby up, swallowing her screams as I follow her over the edge of the cliff. 
 
    As we’re coming back down from one of the best orgasms of my life, I rub my hands up and down her back. Our bodies are slicked with sweat but I don’t see either one of us moving to do anything about it. The only time I leave the bed is to get a washcloth so I can clean her up before tossing is toward the hamper. 
 
    “Psycho, we didn’t use anything. I’m not on birth control because of the way I react to it. We need to use condoms, I told you this before,” she says, sliding over to her side of the bed before I get in next to her. 
 
    “I’m sorry. I forgot,” I tell her, knowing that I don’t want to use condoms with her. “I know we’re both clean so that’s not a concern. Not right now, but eventually, I want more kids with you. I missed out on so much and I want to experience that all with you the next time.” 
 
    “That’s not even something we need to talk about right now. We need to figure out where we’re heading before we even think about moving in together or having more babies. Psycho, we need to take this slow. I don’t care that we share a bed or whatever, but everything else is still up in the air,” she tells me, rolling over on her side to face me. 
 
    “I get what you’re sayin’ and I know the only reason you let me back in your body is because eventually, we’ll be back where we were. We’ll be better than we were before. I’m not shyin’ away from the fact that I want you to be my ol’ lady, my wife, and the mother of all my kids. I’ve told you this, and I’ll keep tellin’ you this every fuckin’ day of my life. I’m not goin’ anywhere,” I tell her, placing a kiss on her lips before pulling her closer to me. 
 
    We fall asleep with Hadliegh’s body draped over mine. Her head is nestled on my chest and her arm is wrapped around my body. I’ve never felt more content in my life. This is how I want to go to bed every night. I want to wake up with her in my arms and watch our son grow and learn more every day. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Eleven 
 
    Hadliegh 
 
    IT HAS BEEN an amazing few days since I decided to give Psycho another chance. We are taking things slow as we discussed, and it has been fun. Psycho has gone out of his way to show he really wants to be with his son and me.  
 
    Watching him be a dad may be one of the sexiest things that has ever been seen by anyone. He will spend hours laying on the floor next to Axle’s blanket having “man discussions”. These seem to cover anything from bikes, to babes, to how to treat me.  
 
    I have to admit, my heart melts a bit every time Psycho says, “your mom is the most amazing person in the world and you are a lucky boy to have her love.” Callie and I have spent many cups of coffee watching Bear and Psycho with all the kids. Who knew badass bikers were so sweet with their children?  
 
    I have been talking to Ink and Psycho about getting my own tattoo. I know I want to put my boy’s name with maybe a bear. Psycho made me promise I would not get it done until he can be there because he wants to get one at the same time.  
 
    That sounds sexy as hell— watching him get a tattoo, but I’m afraid the pain will cause me to cry or scream, and that will be bad enough to live down with only Ink seeing, but I guess my luck is still kinda working since Bear and Callie have not jumped in on wanting to watch.  
 
    We finally decide today is going to be tattoo day. My nerves are on edge, and Psycho is having fun teasing me and pushing my buttons. He is gonna have to give me several good orgasms to make this up to me, he just doesn’t know I’m keeping track and for every time he picks on me, he has to give me two orgasms, can’t wait to see what he thinks about that. 
 
    “Hey, babe,” Psycho calls up the stairs. “You about ready to go? We have our appointment with Ink in less than thirty minutes.” 
 
    “I’m coming,” I yell down, quickly changing my shirt for a Satan’s Anarchy tank top, that will allow Ink to tattoo my shoulder without taking anything off. I’m wearing a sports bra just to be safe, but if I can’t show my boobs that will make me more comfortable. “I just need to grab my purse and Axle’s diaper bag.” 
 
    “No need to get his bag,” Callie says from my doorway. “Bear is going to be home with me today, and we are keeping Axle so that you guys can do your thing and not rush or worry if he gets fussy.” 
 
    “Are you sure?” I begin to question, knowing Callie and Bear need family time as well. I’m trying not to take advantage of their help and hospitality. “You and Bear could do something with your little family today, ya know!” 
 
    “Girl, get gone!” she tells me, laughing her cute little giggle. “You know you are my family too. Bear and I are gonna get the kids fed, take them outside in their playpen for a bit, then stuff their tummies so we can cuddle on the couch while they sleep.” 
 
    “Cuddle my ass!” I say as I run down the stairs to hide behind Psycho after her fake gasp of outrage. “You are gonna practice making more little bears.” 
 
    Bear and Psycho join my laughter after they hear the last of what I just spit out at Callie. Deciding he needs to save my ass; he grabs my hand and pulls me out the door while yelling his goodbyes to the laughing couple.  
 
    After he helps me put on my lid, he straddles the sexy machine between his thighs and waits for me to climb up behind him. 
 
    “See somethin’ you like, babygirl?” Psycho asks me, his chocolate brown eyes dancing and a sinful smirk on his face. “If you wanna ride, you have to get on.” 
 
    “Oh my God!” I choke out with a laugh. “There is no way I’m gonna answer that. I will just gracefully get on the back of your bike and let us be on our way.” 
 
    “Chicken.” He chuckles under his breath, but his body shaking in laughter gives him away. “Hold on tight, Bright Eyes. Let’s get gone, yeah?” 
 
    The ride to the shop only takes a few minutes. That is not nearly long enough to let the feeling of freedom you get from being on a bike settle in. I wish we could just keep going for hours, but we have a schedule, and I don’t want to make Callie and Bear watch our son too long. We walk into the shop and Ink greets us immediately. 
 
    “Had, you can make sure that y’all fill out the paperwork before you leave,” Ink tells me while ushering us to his station. I’m not sure if he is just impatient or really hates to do the paperwork.  
 
    Before I can even blink, Psycho is in the chair and Ink has put the stencil of our son’s name on his chest. I didn’t even realize Psycho had his shirt and cut off let alone that Ink had a stencil ready. “While I do Psycho’s tattoo, we can talk about what you’ve decided to get done.” 
 
    “Well, this may sound too silly,” I begin to say when I’m suddenly cut off by Psycho. 
 
    “Get what you want, and fuck what anyone else thinks,” he says with authority in his voice. That timber in it does things to my body that makes me need new panties. “You don’t have to justify or explain why you get any tattoo if you don’t want to. They are yours and should be what means somethin’ to you.” 
 
    “Oh, okay,” I stammer trying to get my body under control before he figures out what he has done to me. “Well, I would like to have a badass biker bear riding a Harley, with Axle Remington Jackson under the bike.” 
 
    “That sounds just like you, Had,” Ink says with a nod and smile my way. “I may have already drawn the bear on a Harley to see what you would think. We just need to decide what kinda script you want to use for his name.” 
 
    “I want it to match Psycho’s,” I tell them without hesitation. The look on Psycho’s face tells me he likes that idea a lot and that I will be getting his thanks later. “How long till you’re ready for me?” 
 
    I head to the bathroom to get myself under control after Ink tells me that he will be ready for me in about forty-five minutes. After I splash some water on my face and look into the mirror to give myself a pep talk, the door opens and Psycho steps in behind me.  
 
    He quickly lifts me up and sets me on the sink, while at the same time pulling my leggings and panties down my legs. Before there is even time for me to stop him, he is licking at my clit. He licks me from top to bottom and back again before sucking my nub into his mouth. Psycho looks up to see me watching him, seconds before screaming my release. Psycho cleans every drop of my pleasure from my body and then stands up to kiss me.  
 
    “I know it our son’s name too, but you’re puttin’ my name on your body and that makes me lose control,” he whispers into my ear as I slowly return to earth after that fast, earth-shattering orgasm. “Thank you, Bright Eyes, for our son, for our tattoos, and for givin’ me a chance.” 
 
    Unable to form words that make any sense, he helps me off the sink and walks me to Ink who is kindly pretending not to know what just happened in the bathroom. I’m settled into the chair with my face down like I’m getting a massage instead of stabbed thousands of times. Ink places the stencil and we begin the torture session.  
 
    “Hey,” I squeak out in a surprised tone. “This doesn’t hurt like I expected. We may need to schedule me for some more therapy soon.” 
 
    Psycho and Ink burst out laughing at my response. I hear someone say that another addict has been made, but I’m not sure exactly what that means. It only takes Ink about an hour and a half to do my tattoo, and then Psycho and I are heading down the road.  
 
    I expected us to head to Callie and Bears house, but instead, we take off in the other direction. After riding for about twenty minutes, it hits me that we’re not ‘headed’ anywhere, we’re just riding.  
 
    The joy of the freedom hits me and I relax into Psycho and let out a giggle. There is no one wanting my attention, or anything that I need to do except just feel the air on my face and the freedom in my soul. Pulling off the road at a little spot that overlooks the city, Psycho pulls off my lid. 
 
    “Had, there is somethin’ I want to let you know,” Psycho tells me. I am so afraid this is going to be bad, that I’m starting to shake. “Hey, it’s okay. I just wanted to tell you about my upcomin’ fight. I wanted to ask if you wanted to be there or not. No pressure or anythin’.” 
 
    “You're going to fight again?” My disbelief is beyond measure. This man is crazy! He was stabbed the last time, and now he’s going back? I take a moment to calm myself before saying anything. “Have you lost your mind? Why would you go back? Not sure that someone hitting you is my idea of a good time, unless it’s me. Do you need to know tonight? I need to think about this. When is it? Can Callie come to?” 
 
    “Wow,” he snorts out to me. “That was a lot of questions without stoppin’ to take a breath either. I think that’s some kinda record. No, you don’t need to answer tonight. Yes, Callie and Bear and most of the club will be there. The fight is next week, and I’m ready. I have been sparrin’ daily, and everyone in the ring will be patted down before the fight starts and after each round to be safe. This may be my last fight since we have a son to raise, but this was already on the books, so not showin’ up isn’t an option.” 
 
    “I guess if everyone will be there, I will too,” I answer, not really liking the idea of going to such a violent event. How men can think watching someone beat the shit out of someone else is fun is beyond my comprehension. “You had better not get hurt or I’m kicking your ass too!” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Twelve 
 
    Psycho 
 
    IT’S THE NIGHT of the fight, and Hadliegh and Callie seem to be anxious for it to be over before it even starts. I hadn't really looked at this fight from her point of view. Not that I was worried about losing, but if I had to sit and watch someone try to beat the crap out of her, they would be dead.  
 
    She is being an ol’ lady without even realizing it. I ordered her property cut but haven’t mentioned it to her. She’ll be wearing it soon; she just needs to get to the point that she’s in our house and our bed, not Bear and Callie's. If she doesn’t make that decision soon, I’m going to just move her ass in there while she kicks and screams about it. I’m done living separately. 
 
    The fight goes for about four rounds before I’m able to knock his ass out. It could have probably been done in round two but we both make more money if the fight goes at least four rounds. There is a cut above my eye and it is bleeding as if it were an artery, not just a superficial cut.  
 
    As I leave the ring to go to the back, I see that Hadliegh and Callie have tears running down their face. This is like a knife to my heart. I turn to Renegade to ask why they’re crying, ready to kill whoever made them cry. 
 
    “Brother, you’re to blame,” he tells me before I can lose my mind. “They started after round one when you got tapped in the shoulder and never stopped. Bear tried to get them to leave. Callie probably would have, but Hadliegh refused, so she stayed too.” 
 
    “Why didn’t he drag them out?” I question with pain in my voice. “I didn’t want them to be unhappy and sad. Hell, if I had known, this fight would have been over in seconds but we wanted to make it a good show for everyone. Help me get fixed so I can see Had.” 
 
    We quickly make our way out of the back to the bikes where the brothers are celebrating the win while trying to comfort the girls. When I’m close to the group, Hadliegh breaks away and runs to me. When she reaches me, she hits me in the chest a few times. I stagger back in shock as she keeps coming after me. 
 
    “Babygirl, I never expected you to stay if it was too much,” I try to tell her between hits. “You should have left with Bear, I would’ve understood.” 
 
    “Leave?” she asks with a tone I can’t place. “How could I leave the father of my child to die at the hands of some asshole he wanted to fight? What did you expect me to tell our son as he gets older? This has to stop, there is no way you can do that and be a good dad. I cannot handle knowing you are going to willingly get in a ring and let someone hit you. Even if you win, you still got hurt. Please don’t do this to me again.” 
 
    I stand there staring at her while everything she says goes through my mind. I don’t want to keep fighting if it hurts her. I’ll let them know tomorrow that I’m out of the ring for good. At least I won if this is to be my next to last fight. Before I can tell her my decision, she says the one thing that will make my world perfect. 
 
    “If you will agree to not fight again, I’ll move to the house.” 
 
    “Deal!” I shout before she has a chance to take it back. “But, I have one more fight that I have already scheduled a few months from now. I don’t have the option to not do it, but you do not have to come, okay?” 
 
    “Okay,” she agrees, knowing I really don’t have the option to not follow through. She knows I will always do what I say, even if I decide it’s not what I want to do. “One more and that’s it.” 
 
    I grab her up and swing her around. Her giggles mix with the laughter of my brothers. “We can move in this weekend. Tomorrow, we’ll go pick out the furniture we want for our house. Thank you, babygirl, for makin’ my dreams come true.” 
 
    “You know that it’s what I’ve always wanted. Just know that if you ever talk to me the way that you did before, I’ll leave and you won’t ever get me back. I’m not a whore, and I won’t allow you to treat me less than what I deserve,” she says, assuring me she’s finally going to let go of her grudge. 
 
    “You have nothin’ to worry about, Hadliegh. I won’t ever talk to you like that again. You know that there are things I can’t tell you about club business, and you’ll have to deal with that. The only thing I want is you by my side and our family to be in one home. Not livin’ in separate houses,” I tell her, picking her up and spinning her around again before placing her on my bike and getting the hell away from here. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Thirteen 
 
    Psycho 
 
    TODAY, WE HAVE another run for the Scavengers MC. We’ve put our plan in place because we’re handing off to the Phantom Bastards. It should work because the Scavengers won’t be involved in this run.  
 
    Usually, we make sure at least one of the members is with us. But Renegade called Crazy and explained the situation. He agreed we need to get rid of this club before they do any more damage to either one of us, and he’s going to start looking into the club on his end to see what they can find out before they start going after his club.  
 
    I’m not sure why they haven’t at this point unless there’s some sort of personal vendetta against someone from our clubs. We just haven’t got all the information to put the pieces together at this point though. 
 
    So, Renegade, Bear, Grave, Chains, and I are riding out to meet up with Slim, Killer, Wood, Whino, and Des. Bishop and Bentley are driving the van down while we surround them to make sure nothing happens to the gun shipment we’re transporting.  
 
    We’ll meet at an abandoned building in the warehouse district between Benton Falls and Shadowville. It’s not one we’ve used before, but Slim and Renegade met up there and found all sorts of little hideaways the rest of the guys from our clubs can wait in until we show up. There’s only one way in and one way out when we’re at the old warehouse, which makes sneaking up on us a lot more difficult if people can’t come in from multiple ways. 
 
    The rest of the guys from our club have already left to make their way to the site so they can get in position before we show up. That way Snake’s Revenge has no clue what’s going on. As far as they’re concerned, it will just look like a normal drop off between us and the Phantom Bastards.  
 
    The only guys left behind in our club are Chris and the new Prospect, Trent. He’s really new and we didn’t want him involved in any club business considering we may have a mole in the club. He can stay behind with Chris to protect the girls and make sure they have everything they need if one of them call in. 
 
    I know Hadliegh’s working at Anarchy Ink today so if she needs anything, Ink will help her out. He knows we’re on a run. While we could use him here, we want everything to look normal and like every other day. So, Trin has gone to Callie and Bear’s house to watch the kids while Callie goes to work. Axle is there already because Hadliegh hasn’t moved in just yet. We want to wait until the nursery is done before she and Axle start staying there full time. 
 
    “You guys ready for this?” Renegade asks as we all make our way out to the bikes. 
 
    We all nod our heads while we straddle our bikes and turn the engine over. They rumble to life and it’s a sound I’ll never hate hearing. It’s one thing to feel the wind whipping around us, and the freedom that washes over me while we ride out, but to hear multiple bikes start at once and know we’re possibly heading into battle is another feeling entirely. Even if it’s just a ride a bunch of us are going on, the noise and vibrations encompass your entire body and make you feel more at one with your ride. At least, it does to me. 
 
    Renegade pulls out with me at his side. Bear and Chains ride in the middle while Grave brings up the back. Bishop is following the bikes for now. Once we get on the highway, we’ll surround the van. Renegade and I will be in front of it while Chains and Grave ride behind them. Bear will alternate between the front and back depending on traffic and any indication that something’s not right.  
 
    Usually, we’d have a few more guys with us on a run, but with the plan in place, we’re short-handed today. It’s just a good thing our brothers are already in place so we know we have back-up when we get to the location. 
 
    It’s going to take us a few hours to get there, so I settle in and try to keep my focus while we make the journey. This is not a joy ride where I can think about my plans for opening up a gym, Axle, Hadliegh, or anything else that doesn’t pertain to today’s events.  
 
    I just hope we catch all these motherfuckers at one time, so this shit is over with. I’m tired of having to watch over my shoulder every time we go anywhere or do anything. And I don’t like wondering if Hadliegh and the rest of the girls are okay and not in any danger because of this other club. We have no clue what their end game is or what they’re going to do to get there. 
 
    Finally, we pull onto the dirt road that leads to the warehouse. I can’t see a single sign of any of our guys here as I look around. The only thing I know for sure is the van holding all of them was parked in the warehouse and they got here early enough that they could hide under the cover of darkness. They’ve been here for a while. 
 
    As we round the small bend in the road, we see Slim’s crew here and waiting already. We park next to their bikes and shut them down while Bishop backs the van over to Slim’s. This way, they can just unload ours and slide the crates right into the back of the other van. It’s easier and saves time when we’re in a rush. Today, we’re sticking to our normal routine even though we’re going to hang out for a few minutes to see if the Snake’s crew have the balls to show up. 
 
    “You guys have anythin’ on your end?” Renegade asks Slim as he pulls out his smokes and lights one up. 
 
    “Nothin’. I’m wonderin’ if they were alerted by that possible problem we talked about at the meet. I’m not sure who it’d be at this point, but it’s looking like a real possibility on either one of our ends,” Slim says as the five of us stand around and shoot the shit. “Got any ideas on your end?” 
 
    “Nothin’. I thought we got all our shit sorted when we took Tats out for originally helpin’ the Scavengers that went rogue. Now, I have no clue who it could be,” my brother answers as I can see the wheels turning in his mind. “Unless it’s one of the babes. How about you guys?” 
 
    “Nope. We’ve been lookin’ at every member. Hawk has been checkin’ accounts and all that shit since we first had the thought. No one has been paid off and if they have, they’re hidin’ it real good,” Slim answers as Killer grunts from next to him. 
 
    I can tell he’s impatient and wants to find out exactly what’s going on and where these twatwaffles are finding out their information on our clubs. Hawk will have to go into detail like that when we all get home. I’m not sure if he’s already been doing that, but we’ll have to find out. 
 
    “I’m really wonderin’ if Nails had somethin’ to do with that. Think about the way she’s been actin’ the last few months she was in the club. I was her main target, we all know this, but I’m wonderin’ if she found one of the other guys to give her information she shouldn’t have had. In return, she could’ve promised them anythin’,” I say, looking at Renegade to see what his reaction to this idea is. 
 
    “It’s not a bad idea. She was definitely fuckin’ off her rocker the last few months. Much like a woman that was doin’ everythin’ in her power to land a brother higher up in the ranks to find out more information might act. Good thinkin’, Psycho,” he says, stomping his cigarette out on the ground before looking around again. 
 
    “How long are we gonna wait here?” Slim asks, sitting down on his bike sideways. 
 
    “I don’t think we really need to wait anymore. It’s obvious they’d be here by now if they were gonna show up,” Renegade responds. “They must have gotten wind of our fuckin’ plan. Now, I guess we’re back at the beginnin’, and we’ll have to figure out another way to get them. Slim, if you guys think of somethin’, let me know and we’ll call a vote. If you want to meet, we can.” 
 
    Slim nods his head in response as he pulls the signal to let all the guys know we’re ready to head out and that our men can come out of hiding now. It’s going to be safer and easier if we all go back home together. That way no one is left behind. Once we get back, we’ll go over everything and bring to the table that there’s a mole among us and we need to figure out who it is. 
 
    [image: ] 
 
    The ride back to the clubhouse seems to go by quicker than the ride to the warehouse. Maybe because there were too many unknowns when we were heading there. We were all amped up to fight with the bitches from Snake’s Revenge and instead got nothing. Now, we’re all trying to figure out what the hell’s going on and how we’re gonna stop them from continuing fucking with our club and our friend’s club. The guys from the Phantom Bastards are more than just an ally to us; they’re family and friends of our club. 
 
    As we pull back in the clubhouse, Trent is laying on the ground behind the gate that’s closed and we all come to a stop. Renegade pushes the button he has on his bike to open the gates. As soon as we get to Trent’s side, I can see he’s been badly beaten and needs more than our doc to patch him up. 
 
    “Call an ambulance!” Renegade hollers out to no one in particular. “He’s got a pulse but it’s barely there. I don’t want to move him without knowing what his injuries are. Someone move the bikes while the rest of you hide the vans and make sure that nothing is going on inside the clubhouse. I don’t want anyone alone. Make sure you’re in at least pairs.” 
 
    Everyone scatters to do as Renegade told them to. Bear and I are the only ones to stay behind. Bear only does because he’s on the phone getting an ambulance here for the newest member of our club. I don’t give a fuck if he’s only a Prospect, Trent is still a member. I toss my keys to Smokey and let him take my bike up to the clubhouse while Grave takes Renegade’s for him. 
 
    It’s not long before we hear the sirens alerting us that the ambulance and more than likely the cops are almost here. The guys that made the search of our trashed clubhouse know that they had to hide anything that could get anyone locked up. We don’t usually deal with the cops, but there’s nothing we can do for Trent here. He needs to go to the hospital. 
 
    “Back up so we can help him please,” one of the EMTs says as soon as they pile out of the ambulance that’s blocking our driveway. 
 
    A cop car pulls up next to them and blocks off the road so no one can get close before the ambulance leaves. The last thing we need is an accident because someone isn’t paying attention. Two cops get out of the cruiser and make their way over to the three of us standing there. We know them; it’s Detectives Pike and Miller. The three of us grew up with these guys. 
 
    “John, Remington, Damon,” Pike says, nodding to each one of us. “What happened here?” 
 
    “We don’t know. The guys and I went on a ride and when we got back, the gates were closed and this is how we found Trent. He’s new and just started Prospecting a week or two ago. The clubhouse is trashed too,” Renegade answers, ignoring the fact that Pike called us by our legal names. 
 
    “Was he conscious when you found him?” Miller asks, taking out a notepad and jotting down notes. 
 
    “No. How you see him is how we found him,” I answer. 
 
    “Mind if we take a look around and talk to the rest of the guys?” Pike asks, moving out of the way of the paramedics. 
 
    “Have at it,” Renegade answers as Bear grabs his bike and follows the ambulance as it leaves. 
 
    I follow Renegade inside and pull out my phone to make sure that Hadliegh is okay. Sending her a message, I wait for her response. 
 
    Hadliegh: I’m good. We’re slow at the shop and Axle just went down for a nap. 
 
    Me: Okay. I’ll see you soon. 
 
    For the next few hours, we’re locked up at the clubhouse with Pike and Miller. That’s how trashed it is. The Detectives talk to everyone here and go through each and every room. As predicted, they find nothing that will lead us to whoever did this shit to Trent and our home.  
 
    The rest of us have a pretty fucking good idea who’s behind this shit, but we can’t prove it just yet. We’re not letting them know that Hawk has cameras all over the place and that once they’re gone, we’ll be able to see what happened while we were on the run. 
 
    Finally, Pike and Miller leave the clubhouse; letting us know they’ll go see Trent and get what happened from him. Bear hasn’t checked in yet, and I know Renegade will be calling him first thing as soon as we’re sure that the cops have left and there aren’t any surprises left behind in the form of bugs. 
 
    “Hawk, do your thing and make sure we’re secure,” Renegade yells as soon as he walks back through the main door of the clubhouse. 
 
    As soon as Hawk lets us know there’s nothing, we all head into the meeting room. Hawk sets his laptop up and pulls the security feeds from this afternoon. He fast forwards until we see someone drive through the gates in a souped-up little sports car. Hawk clicks a few buttons and zeros in on the driver— it’s Nails.  
 
    She talks to Trent for a minute with him shaking his head no before ten bikes roll up and surround the car. Nails gets out and jumps on the back of one of the bikes while at least four of the men beat the shit out of Trent. He doesn’t even have time to pull his gun. 
 
    Hawk switches cameras and we watch Nails and the rest of the guys break through the main entrance to the club and just go on a rampage. They pull bottle after bottle of alcohol off the shelves before trashing every bar stool, the couches, our pool tables, and dart board.  
 
    Then they begin to make their way down the hallways. A few make their way through our rooms with Nails going in to destroy what was left of my room while the rest of the men spread out and trash everything they come into contact with them. Looks like my suspicion about the bitch was right after all. 
 
    “This is the last motherfuckin’ straw!” Renegade bellows out, making the room shake with the anger pouring out of him. “I want those fuckers found now, and I want them put to fuckin’ ground! Everyone is to be at the clubhouse in an hour. We may not have a damn thing here, but I don’t want any of the girls out alone when this shit is happenin’. Not a single one of you ride alone. In pairs or larger groups from now on.” 
 
    We all nod our heads in agreement as I pull out my phone to text Hadliegh. 
 
    Me: I’m coming to get you. Make sure you’re ready. Ink knows you’re leaving. 
 
    Hadliegh: Okay. 
 
    Her reply is instantaneous, I’m sure Ink has already filled her in a little bit about what’s going on. I grab my keys to one of the SUVs and make my way out the door. Renegade is leaning against the side of it so I know he’s riding out with me. We’ll go get Hadliegh from work before grabbing the kids and Trin from Callie’s house. That’s the easiest way to do this.  
 
    Chris is already with Trin so we know we already have eyes on her and the kids. Now we just have to get everyone to the clubhouse and figure out what we’re all sleeping on and where the three little ones are gonna sleep. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Fourteen 
 
    Hadliegh 
 
    I DON’T KNOW what the hell is going on. Ink and I were sitting in his office talking about someone trashing the clubhouse when Psycho sent a message to me and told me he was coming to get me. Looking up at Ink, I could tell that he already knew what was going on. So, I made sure I had my purse and phone and that the computer and everything else was shut off before I went back into the office to sit with Ink. 
 
    Before too long, Psycho and Renegade are making their way into the office and telling me that we have to leave now to go get the kids. We don’t hesitate or remain in the tattoo parlor for long. I make sure I keep pace with the two men surrounding me so we can get Axle, Knox, and Jazz before heading for the clubhouse. As soon as I’m in the back seat of the SUV, Renegade takes off. He drives faster than normal on the way to Callie’s. 
 
    “Is Callie getting picked up early too?” I ask, needing to know some of what’s going on. 
 
    “Yeah. Grave and Chains are goin’ to get her now,” Psycho answers, turning his head to look at me. 
 
    I nod my head and then turn to look out the window. The scenery passes by in a blur until we pull into the driveway. Chris and Trin come walking out the door as if they were standing there waiting for us. Renegade and Psycho hurry up to help them get in the SUV and make sure the kids are buckled in before they climb back in and drive us to the clubhouse. Chris follows us on his bike. 
 
    Pulling in through the gates, I note there’s no Prospect on guard duty. Renegade opens them with a button on the dash. As soon as we pull inside, he makes sure they’re closed while Chris rides up before us so that he can get to work doing whatever is needed to help get the clubhouse back in order. 
 
    Honestly, I’m not sure how bad the clubhouse is. I’m imagining there are some tables and chairs overturned and maybe some graffiti on the wall. What we walked into is not what I was expecting at all. It genuinely looks like a hurricane came through here and left the outer shell of the building while it’s inside has been tossed about and thrown all over the place.  
 
    The common room doesn’t have a single piece of furniture left untouched. There’s not a single bottle of alcohol left standing on the shelves and there is glass all over the place. The TVs are smashed and as I look down the hallway, I can see that the remnants of the doors lay in the hallway in heaps. 
 
    “Do I even want to know how bad the rest of the clubhouse is?” I ask Psycho as he stands at my side and wraps an arm around me. 
 
    “It’s the same as this room. The only room in the entire building that wasn’t touched is our meeting room. Those doors are a lot thicker and harder to kick in. Trust me, they tried to get in there, but lost that battle,” he tells me. 
 
    “You know who did this?” I ask, knowing I have no right to this answer. 
 
    “Yes. I’m not sayin’ anythin’ more on the matter. Right now, we need to concentrate on cleanin’ up and makin’ sure we get somethin’ for Axle, Knox, and Jazz to sleep in. Chris, Bentley, and Bishop are goin’ shoppin’ to get them some playpens and food in here. Why don’t you go rest while we clean up this mess?” he tells me, making sure I’m comfortable here. 
 
    “No. I’m gonna help get this place in order so you can all get some rest too. Trin can stay with the babies while the rest of us work. Where the fuck are the babes?” I ask him, knowing they’ll be helping clean up this mess or they’ll be out on their asses. 
 
    “They should be on their way back now. They all went out the back door and over to Phantom when the craziness started,” Renegade says, walking over to us and taking Axle out of my arms. 
 
    “I’m telling you now, Renegade, if they don’t help out, I’m going to throw them out on their asses. If you don’t want me to do that, then I suggest you talk to them,” I tell both men. “I know this is your club, but their job is to be there for you and help clean the clubhouse. I’d say this is a big enough mess that we can all work together.” 
 
    “I completely agree with you,” Renegade answers, making a face at Axle before handing him back to me. “A few dumpsters are bein’ delivered in the next few minutes. Hawk, will you go let them in the compound?” 
 
    “On it, Pres,” he answers as I walk toward Trin. “For now, Trinity you can take the kids into the meetin’ room. It’s the only place that is safe for them right now.” 
 
    Trinity nods her head and takes all the kids into the meeting room with the help of Chains and Hawk. Whenever those two are in the same area, they’re always together. At first, I thought they had something going on between them. That was until I saw them with one of the babes sandwiched between them.  
 
    They’re just two men looking to share a woman. They want someone that will love them both equally, and they do everything together. If that’s what works for them and what they truly want out of their life, who is anyone to criticize them or tell them that they’re wrong.  
 
    Most of these men joined the club because they wanted the freedom to be who they were and live their lives the way they wanted to. It’s something I’ve always dreamed of. Something I’ve found within the walls of the Satan’s Anarchy clubhouse. A place that someone came in to destroy and try to beat these men down. 
 
    Callie comes in shortly after the dumpsters arrive. After going in to check on her kids, she begins to look for Bear. Renegade tells her that he’ll be here shortly; he’s still at the hospital with Trent. He just got taken into surgery to repair the damage to his hand and arm.  
 
    At this point, the guys don’t know much more than that. Once she knows where her man is, she begins to help me clean up the broken tables, chairs, bar stools, and glass from the floor. The men are already working on getting the heavy pieces of furniture and debris outside into the dumpsters so we’ll have an easier time working. 
 
    One of the guys brings out a speaker from his room since the stereo system was also damaged beyond repair. He hooks his phone up to it and begins to play music while we all work together. The babes come in, and Renegade tells them all to line up and listen to me. They grumble and I know that more than one of them is going to give me an attitude. 
 
    “You’re job here is to spread your legs for the men and keep the clubhouse clean. Well, after the events of today, we need your help more than ever. We’re going to separate the club into different sections and then break everyone up into the groups. The men will do their own thing and make sure all the heavy lifting is taken care of while the rest of us take care of everything else. If you don’t want to help or I find you fucking with the men more than doing any work then I’ll make sure you’re out on your ass and banned from the clubhouse. Is that understood by all of you?” I ask, looking at each one of them in turn. “You all know that Legs and Nails have recently been removed from the property and not a single man in here will talk to them or touch them ever again. Is that really what you want to happen to you?” 
 
    The babes all look at one another before agreeing to what I’ve just told them. I might not be an ol’ lady yet, but Renegade liked my idea and Callie agreed that I could talk to them instead of her.  
 
    I separate them into four different groups. Callie is with Foxy and Kitty while I take Rusty and Silk with me. The other two groups consist of new babes that have come in over the last few weeks. With Legs and now Nails gone, the guys decided that they wanted ‘fresh pussy’. 
 
    Callie and her team take the hallway with the guys’ rooms in it. They go room by room and take out everything that’s broken while cleaning up the rest. Most of the beds are busted to hell, and they get the guys to come in and remove them from the room so that they can get the rooms ready for the new furniture to come into the clubhouse.  
 
    I take the girls with me and we make our way into the kitchen. The men have already removed the table and chairs, leaving nothing more than the countertops and refrigerator. We’re going to have to replace the fridge and go buy all new food before the kitchen will be in working order again. 
 
    It takes us hours and hours to get the place clean enough to bring in the new stuff and get rid of the rest of the busted things. One dumpster is filled with nothing but garbage bags we’ve used to put the smaller things in while there are two full dumpsters of the rest of the furniture. We’re not anywhere near done yet, but it will be good enough for tonight. 
 
    Chris, Bentley, and Bishop ran out to get playpens for the kids and a bunch of air mattresses. They also brought back pizzas for everyone and a few cases of beer, soda, and water. Renegade and Psycho pulled out a bunch of coolers that were filled with ice so we could at least have something cold to drink. Bear came back at the same time as they did so Callie could calm down a little. 
 
    We spend the rest of the night sitting around the floor of the common room in the clubhouse. Phones are kept hooked up to the speaker so we have some sort of entertainment. Callie, Bear, Psycho, and myself have spent some of our time in the meeting room with the kids. That was until the guys came in to move the table so we could set the playpens up and two different air mattresses.  
 
    We’ve all pulled together as many blankets and things to cover up with from the destruction. The four of us will be sleeping in the meeting room with the kids. Callie and I don’t want to sleep away from them. I’m exhausted, but this is how the next few weeks are going to be. Whenever we’re not at work, at appointments, or things of that nature, we’ll be at the clubhouse putting it back together and making sure it’s stronger and bigger than before. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Fifteen 
 
    Hadliegh 
 
    THE LAST FEW days have been very tiring. We’re still working on the clubhouse and putting it all back together. Right now, we’re at a standstill until the rest of the furniture gets delivered in the next few days or so.  
 
    We have a fridge, and Callie and I went shopping to bring food in for the entire clubhouse. I’m glad the guys had to pay that bill considering we had to replace everything. It took seven shopping carts, and the Prospects had to make several trips inside with all the groceries.  
 
    Silk and Foxy were the only babes that helped put things away. Trin is busy taking care of the babies while everyone else disappeared. Rusty is the only one that has a pass for today because she had an appointment. As soon as she gets back, I’m sure she’ll be right back here helping us. Apparently, they think what I said doesn’t apply to them anymore. 
 
    “Renegade, where the fuck is everyone?” I ask when he comes into the kitchen to see if we need help. 
 
    “I don’t know,” he answers, shrugging his shoulders like he’s preoccupied with something. 
 
    “Mind if I round them up and let them know about the talk I gave them the other day?” I ask. 
 
    “You do what you gotta do. I told you that then,” he tells me. 
 
    “I know, but this is your club, and I’m not going to fuck with anything you have going on,” I say. 
 
    “They’re supposed to be helpin’ until the clubhouse is back to what it was. It’s not even close to that and they’re not helpin’ out when they’re supposed to be. One more fuck-up and they’re out on their asses. Tell them I said that,” he answers, turning and walking out of the kitchen. 
 
    I follow him and round up the rest of the girls, leading them into the kitchen. Once they’re all in the kitchen, I line them up. Well, everyone except for Silk and Foxy. They’ve been the ones helping, so they won’t be included in this conversation. The rest of the girls look at me with contempt filling their eyes. Fuck them! 
 
    “You were told the other day that your job here was to help get this place back in order if you wanted to remain a babe. Why is it that Silk and Foxy are the only ones in here helping today?” I ask, making sure I look at all of them. 
 
    “We don’t have to listen to you. You’re not even an ol’ lady,” one of the new girls says, rolling her eyes. 
 
    “I may not be an ol’ lady, but this comes to Renegade. He said all hands-on-deck and you guys are more interested in spreading your legs and trying to find an ol’ man. That’s not what you’re supposed to be doing right now. So, if you’re not going to help us in this kitchen right now and anything else that we tell you to do, then you can pack your bags and hit the road now,” I tell them, letting them know this order is coming from the President of the club. 
 
    “Fuck you! I’m sure you went running right to him,” another one of the new girls says, following the other girls lead. “I’m not doing a fucking thing you want me to do.” 
 
    “I’m sorry you feel that way,” I say sweetly as I walk over to the two that wanted to run their mouths. 
 
    Gripping their arms, I lead them from the kitchen and take them to the front door. Bishop and Bentley follow me out as I see Psycho riding in and parking his bike. Once the girls are out the door, I let them go and stand there glaring at them for a minute, really wanting to lay into them some more. But, they won’t be a problem around here any longer. 
 
    “Since you don’t want to help and aren’t going to listen to what I say, it looks like you’re no longer welcome here,” I say, letting my tone convey how serious I am right now. 
 
    “You have no fucking right, bitch! We don’t have to listen to a fucking thing you say and you can’t kick us out of here!” the one says to me. 
 
    “Wait one fuckin’ minute!” Psycho yells over to us as he quickens his pace to stop by my side. “Anythin’ my woman told you is a direct order from Renegade, who is in control of the club and everyone in it. So, you can do as Hadliegh’s telling you right now. If that’s her saying you’re out of the club, then you’re out of the club. Hope you had fun while you were here. You’re obviously not cut out to be a babe if you don’t know your place and can’t listen to the women that have been involved in this club longer than you.” 
 
    “Must be nice when you’re riding his cock and have his fucking brat!” the second girl spouts off at the mouth. 
 
    “Don’t you ever talk about my fucking kid! Get the fuck off the property! Now!” I yell out, knowing I’m about two seconds away from kicking this girl’s ass. 
 
    “Bishop, get these bitches the fuck out of here. I don’t want to hear their fuckin’ mouths runnin’ any longer,” Psycho says, pulling me back into his chest and turning me to walk back inside. 
 
    These bitches aren’t going to talk to me like that, and they sure as fuck don’t need to have my son’s name in their mouth. I’m comfortable in my role within the club and when Psycho and I are ready, we’ll decide whether we want to take the step and make things official within the eyes of the club. 
 
    I leave Psycho in the common room and make my way back into the kitchen. We work until everything is spotless, the fridge is filled, and the cupboards are fully stocked once again. The Prospects have put away all the new cooking utensils, pots, pans, plates, bowls, and cups. The kitchen is the first room that’s completely done in the clubhouse, and I know Callie is going to have the babes help her make dinner tonight. 
 
    I’m exhausted and ready to go to bed. Unfortunately, I have to go to work today. So, I tell Psycho I’m going to Callie’s so I can shower and get ready to leave. After telling me he’ll meet me at the house in a few minutes, he kisses me senseless and smacks me on the ass as I turn my back to him. 
 
    As soon as I get to Callie’s, I run in and grab my clothes before jumping in the shower. She’s at work, so I have the house to myself. I want to be dressed before Psycho gets here, otherwise, I know I’ll be late for work and that’s not gonna happen right now.  
 
    Rushing through my routine, I’m fully dressed when I hear the door shut downstairs. I don’t call out because the only one I’m expecting to show up is Psycho. He knows where I am. 
 
    Listening to see where he’s at, I hear the unmistakable sound of multiple boots stomping across the floors. It sounds like whoever is here is exploring the house instead of coming upstairs like Psycho would normally do. What the fuck is going on? Who is in Callie’s house right now? 
 
    I grab my phone and go to call Psycho as I hear a few men making their way upstairs. Walking in the bathroom, I close the door as silently as possible so that I can get some help here. Before the phone rings, I hear someone enter the bedroom I’ve been using. 
 
    “It looks like she’s gonna be movin’. There’s boxes all over the place and no toys out,” one of the men say. 
 
    “Fuckin’ find her. We need to get the fuck outta here before anyone shows up. No one will interrupt us gettin’ this babe back to the compound. If we fuck this up, you heard Nomad; we’re out and there’s no comin’ back,” another voice sounds off. 
 
    I’m scrambling in the bathroom, trying to find somewhere to hide. Psycho isn’t picking up his damn phone and I want to scream in frustration. They must have called church so none of the guys have their phones on them.  
 
    I try Callie, hoping she’ll run and get one of the guys. This is one of the only times she’d be able to go in the room and interrupt church if that’s what’s going on right now. She doesn’t answer either though. What the fuck is going on? They were just all at the clubhouse and now no one is fucking answering their phone. 
 
    “Got the scrambler hooked up. She won’t be able to get a hold of anyone and no one will get her either,” a third voice says as I hear more footsteps pounding around downstairs. 
 
    Looking around the bathroom once again, I can’t find anywhere to escape or hide. The only window in the room is two stories off the ground and it’s so small I won’t be able to fit out of it anyway. Hiding in the tub is cliché, and I’m not gonna be that bitch. The only cupboard space in the room is under the sink and is barely big enough to hide a baby let alone a grown ass adult. Fuck my life! 
 
    Before I can do anything else, the bathroom door splinters open. I’m stuck standing in the middle of the room with nowhere to hide. Two men appear before me, and I know they can see me visibly shaking with the fear that’s running rampant through me. Lecherous smiles cover their faces as they look at me like I’m some sort of prize in a cracker jack box. 
 
    “Well, hello. We’ve been lookin’ for you,” the first man says as he pushes his way into the small bathroom. He’s older than me by several years if the balding hair and the beer belly is anything to go by. The man smells like shit— and I can smell it from the few feet away that he’s standing from me now. It’s almost enough to make me gag in response to the odor emanating off of him, the look on his face, and the fact that his eyes are completely blank; like he’s totally dead inside. 
 
    “I got nothing to do with anything you have going on,” I say, my voice trembling as I speak the words. 
 
    “You may not think so, but you do. You’re comin’ with us, and I know that someone is real interested in seein’ you,” the second man says. He’s younger than the first one but no less disgusting. I can’t even begin to describe the filth that is coming off of this man because it’s different than the other guy. 
 
    The two men grab me and pull me kicking and screaming from the bathroom. I’m trying to fight with everything I have in me, anything to stall and hopefully allow Psycho the time he needs to get here. Before we get out of the room, they pick me up with one man at my feet and the other one at my head. His grip is under my arms, but he manages to cop a feel as he is picking me up. If I weren’t afraid of catching something, I’d bite down on his arm, but I don’t know that there’d be any coming back from that. So, I struggle and try to thrash around as much as possible. 
 
    A third man comes at me and smacks me across the face. It causes me to stop thrashing around and look at his cold, dead eyes. “I know your man doesn’t hit women, same with the rest of the pussies in the club. I have no problem beatin’ the shit out of you to get you where we’re goin’. Now, start cooperatin’ or we’re just gonna take you out,” he says, his voice causing chills to run through me. 
 
    I comply only because no one else will ever beat on me and hurt me the way the Scavengers did. The one time I met Crazy, he apologized profusely for the way Harry treated me and the things that those men did to me. This man seems worse than all of them put together, and I’m not about to push him. Especially when I can already feel my eye starting to swell up with the force of his hit and the knowledge that there’s nowhere for me to go if I did manage to get away. Not with seven men surrounding me. 
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    We didn’t travel very far when they finally loaded me up in the van they had. It was maybe two hours at most, and I don’t know what direction we traveled in. As soon as they had me loaded up, they put a blindfold over my eyes and a gag in my mouth. My hands were tied with zip ties if the sound was any indication. The only part of my body that hasn’t been tied up is my feet. If I thought there was a chance of breaking free, I’d start kicking out and try to get out of the van, but these guys are driving recklessly based on the way I’m bouncing around the back. 
 
    Finally, we pull into somewhere and the van comes to an abrupt stop. I fly forward and hit my head on the hard, metal floor making an instant headache start pounding away at me. Fuck! I’m roughly dragged from the van; my knees hitting the rough pavement before they’re dragged across the jagged rocks and whatever else is on the ground below me. I refuse to wince or cry out in pain as the skin on my leg is torn open. They’ll not have the satisfaction of hearing my pain. 
 
    The only thing that goes through my mind as I’m dragged into the unknown is Axle and Psycho. Those two are my life, and I don’t know what the future holds for me right now. I do know that Psycho will take care of our son and make sure he grows into a decent and kind man. One that will cherish his woman and treat his kids the way they deserve to be treated; with love, patience, and understanding.  
 
    These thoughts won’t help me right now. I’ll save them for when I’m alone and willing to show my emotions. Not when I’m in the hands of dumb motherfuckers that are going to have their asses handed to them by Psycho and the rest of the club. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Sixteen 
 
    Psycho 
 
    I MAKE MY way to Callie’s so I can meet Hadliegh before she goes to work. There were a few things I had to talk to Renegade and Grave about before I could leave again. Knowing that she had to be there soon, I let her go thinking Chris is going to be following her. But, as soon as I’m done with my brothers, I see Chris sitting at one of the new tables with a beer in his hand. 
 
    “The fuck you doin’ here? You are supposed to be with Hadliegh,” I say through gritted teeth as I watch him stand up and slowly make his way out the door. 
 
    “What’s goin’ on?” Renegade asks me, watching Chris walk slowly through the door like he doesn’t have a care in the world. 
 
    “He was supposed to be with Hadliegh. I don’t know what the hell is goin’ on right now, but I’m not likin’ what I’m seein’. Think we found our mole,” I answer, running out to my bike to see Chris still in the parking lot. He’s not even near his fucking bike. “I’m tellin’ you now, motherfucker, if somethin’ is wrong with my girl, I’ll kill you! Get the fuck inside, you dumb twatwaffle!” 
 
    I jump on my bike and peel out of the parking lot. My mind is racing and I have a million different scenarios running rampant right now. No matter how many times I tell myself that Hadliegh’s fine and that she’s just getting ready for work, my gut is telling me something completely different. 
 
    As I pull into the driveway, the front door is standing ajar and I know she’s gone. The SUV is in the parking lot, but that doesn’t mean shit right now. Running inside after barely making sure that my kickstand is down, I holler out for my girl. There’s no answer as I race upstairs and see the bedroom has been messed with.  
 
    I can definitely see there’s been a struggle with the boxes toppled over and the way the bathroom door is kicked in. I even find Hadliegh’s phone lying on the floor near the bedroom door. 
 
    Pulling out my phone, I call my brother. “She’s not here!” I yell into the phone. “Someone came in and took her from Callie and Bear’s house. I want that motherfucker locked the fuck up right now!” 
 
    “He’s already in one of the cells. Get the fuck back here so we can find out what’s goin’ on. I’ll call Ink and give him a heads up,” Renegade tells me as I run back through the house so I can get back to the clubhouse. 
 
    As soon as I walk in, I make my way down to the basement. Chris is sitting in one of the cells with Renegade, Grave, Hawk, and Chains standing outside the door. I push my way past them all and turn the key and open the door. Chris doesn’t move a single muscle as I come at him and slam my fists repeatedly in his ribs. The only reason I’m not hitting his face is because I need him to fucking talk. 
 
    “Where the fuck is she? Who has my woman?” I ask, letting my rage boil over. 
 
    “Snake’s Revenge has her. You really have no clue what’s goin’ on right now,” he says, a smug look coming over his face. “You have no clue who she really is; not that she does either. But she should be findin’ out right about now.” 
 
    “What the fuck you talkin’ ‘bout?” Grave asks, stepping in behind me. 
 
    “Hadliegh is the Pres’s daughter. Just like I’m his son. See, my dad, Wrecker, met her mom when she was out lookin’ for a fix. He took her and fucked her until he was tired of supplyin’ her for free. Once he booted her out, he kept an eye on her and discovered she was pregnant. When Hadliegh was born, he knew he didn’t want her because she was a girl and couldn’t take over the club when it was time. That’s when he got my mom knocked up, and I was born nine months later.  
 
    “Because of all the drugs and shit, I was a bit delayed and I never grew the way I should have. That’s why it was easy to make you guys think I was younger than twenty-five. I’ve been givin’ my dad any information I could on you bitches for months. That’s my ticket into my patch with the Snakes. You motherfuckers were just too dumb to realize that you had a mole sooner,” he says, a smirk on his face that tells us he still thinks he’s walking out of here alive. 
 
    “You stupid pussy!” I yell out, lunging at him as he sits on the cot still. A look of fear and panic passes through his eyes and is gone in a blink. 
 
    I begin to rain hell down on Chris. The men with me don’t stop me and don’t pull me off even after I see he’s gone limp and is unconscious. Fuck that! I pull my knife out of my pocket and slit his neck. I’m covered in his blood, but I don’t give a fuck. Snake’s Revenge has my girl and I’m going to get her back. 
 
    Renegade leads me upstairs as I begin to barely get myself back under control. He shoves me in his room and tells me to jump in the shower while he gets Hawk to find out everything he can about getting a hold of Wrecker. It’s going to take a sit down in order to get my girl back, and I’m going to be there one way or another. I will be the one to take Hadliegh, my bright eyes, out of there and bring her home to Axle. 
 
    As soon as I’m washed up, I quickly get dressed in the clothes that Renegade brought me. He’s got Chris’s phone in his hand and tells me that Hawk cracked the password on it. That’s our best option to get ahold of the man that has Hadliegh and has been fucking with us for so long now. It seems like as soon as we exterminate one club, another five takes their place and thinks they stand a chance against us. 
 
    We walk into the meeting room and everyone takes their seats. As soon as Renegade bangs the gavel on the table, he pulls out Chris’s phone and calls Wrecker. The dumb fuck put his number under his name in the contact list. How fucking stupid can someone be? 
 
    “What are you contactin’ me for?” Wrecker asks as a way of answering his phone. “Told you never to fuckin’ call me, I’ll call you.” 
 
    “Well, I guess it’s a good thing this isn’t Chris then. If that’s even his real fuckin’ name. You got somethin’ that belongs to Psycho, and we want her back,” Renegade says, keeping the phone on speaker so we can all hear. 
 
    “Renegade, it’s about time you figured shit out. Not that you have the first clue what we want. Meet me at the old warehouse out on route nineteen,” he says. “Where’s my useless son?” 
 
    “Dead,” I answer, knowing I’m probably digging a hole for Hadliegh by admitting that, but I want him to know he’s dead at my hands. 
 
    “Better you than me. His mom would kill me if I had to do the job I’ve wanted to do since he was born. That stupid fucker never did have a chance at my club and I’m not sad at all,” Wrecker says, letting the room know he truly doesn’t care about anyone other than himself. “Be there in twenty minutes before I lose patience with my daughter.” 
 
    Wrecker hangs up and we spend the next minute in stunned silence. It sounds as if Hadliegh hasn’t been touched up to this point. We won’t know until we see her though. So, I jump up to go grab my guns and anything else that I’ll need to get my girl back. I won’t rest until I see her and have her back in my arms; where she belongs. This motherfucker isn’t going to put her through the same shit the Scavengers put her through. She’s strong as fuck, but she doesn’t deserve to be in this position. 
 
    We’re all loaded up and heading out in five minutes. Knowing we’re on a deadline, everyone jumps on their bike and we all pull out of the lot. There’s no formation to our riding, it’s my brother and me leading the pack as we make our way out to the old warehouse that Wrecker told us to meet him at.  
 
    With the amount of time, or lack thereof, that’s passed, I know in my gut this is where they took Hadliegh. There’s not enough time for them to get her, move her or leave a few guys with her, and get anywhere else. He really is dumb and thinks he’s fucking untouchable. He’s got another thing coming. 
 
    Once our bikes are parked, facing the exit, we all walk to the warehouse door in a group. There’s no Prospect or any other guy outside. It’s not uncommon if you’re not in the middle of a war, but these men are. We have Hawk up on a ridge and he’s already radioed in that there isn’t even a guard on top of the warehouse. These men really have no clue what is coming for them. Especially with my woman in there. 
 
    I pull open the door and see the main room of the warehouse is trashed and litter adorns every available surface. The smell radiating from the place is enough to make me pull down my bandana and cover my nose and mouth. There are about five men in the room, lounging around and talking to one another like it’s any other day. Not like they have another club coming into their clubhouse, if that’s what you call it, and knowing that they have my woman. It’s disgusting to witness honestly. 
 
    “Where’s Wrecker?” Renegade asks, coming up to stand next to me while the rest of the guys surround us and have our back. 
 
    “Right here,” an old man stands up, sets his joint down on the table and makes his way over to us. 
 
    “Where’s Hadliegh?” I ask, gritting my teeth and forming fists at my side so I don’t take this motherfucker out right now. 
 
    “Bring her out,” he says, taking his eyes off us and turning his back toward our group of men. He truly feels that he’s untouchable. 
 
    As soon as I lay eyes on my girl, I release the breath I’m holding. Other than some bruising on her face, nothing else seems to be wrong with her. Her clothes are still intact and her hair is up in the ponytail I’m sure she put it in before all hell broke loose. There’s duct tape on her mouth and I can see that her hands are behind her back.  
 
    Tentatively, she makes her way around the sick fucks in the warehouse and heads straight for my arms. On her way over to me, I catalog every single one of her injuries. There’s blood on her legs, I can see where it’s dripped down her legs and has dried in place. If I’m not mistaken, there’s gravel and other debris sticking out of the scrapes and cuts that were bad enough to slice through her jeans. Once she’s wrapped around me the best she can with her hands tied, I lean back from her and pull the tape off her mouth carefully. 
 
    “Are you okay?” I ask as Renegade steps behind her to cut her hands free. 
 
    “I’m okay now. They didn’t hurt me more than slapping me around a little bit when they first took me,” she answers, looking up into my eyes so I can tell that she is telling the truth. 
 
    “Which one slapped you around?” I ask as she turns around to face the men in the room. 
 
    “That one,” she says, pointing to another middle-aged man, sitting down and enjoying a drink. 
 
    I nod my head and pass her off to Bear. He takes her outside to wait for us while the rest of the men move in closer to us. They’re ready to hold me back if it comes down to it. Right now, my gaze is laser-focused on the man that dared to put his hands on my woman while Renegade turns his attention back to Wrecker. 
 
    “I’m guessin’ that takin’ Hadliegh, your daughter, was a power play to get us here. We’re here, now what the fuck do you want?” he asks, the rage and tension clearly coming out through his voice. 
 
    “Well, see, we’ve been able to hit your club and the Phantom Bastards, and you had no clue about our attacks. That tells me that we can get to you whenever we want to, and neither one of your pussy ass clubs can do a thing about it. So, this is what’s gonna happen, we’re gonna take over your town and Benton Falls. Anythin’ we want to run through there is gonna go, and you’re not gonna stand in our way,” Wrecker says, a smug look on his face as he thinks he has the upper hand on us. 
 
    “See, here’s the thing about that. You don’t have an inside man anymore. Your son is dead and rottin’ on the side of the road by now. He’s got a real shallow grave where you’ll never find him and soon, the animals will be diggin’ him up damagin’ further evidence. It’s not like there’s a bullet that they can test or anythin’, so you don’t have anythin’ to give cops if that’s what you choose to do.  
 
    “I know Vulture is workin’ with you, and we’ll find him soon enough. So, that takes out that connection to the clubs you want so bad to destroy. After your little stunt with Hadliegh, she’ll never want a fuckin’ thing to do with you. That takes out that lead too. So, now we have the upper hand because we have more clubs backin’ us than you can ever fuckin’ hope to have,” Renegade says as he moves closer to Wrecker.  
 
    “It seems like the only thing you care about is gettin’ high because I don’t even see any bitches around here. You’re gonna tuck your fuckin’ tails between your used-up legs and disappear. Or, we’re gonna kill every single fuckin’ one of you.” 
 
    Wrecker laughs like Renegade just spewed a bunch of shit instead of the truth. I walk past them all and yoke up the man that slapped Hadliegh around. “Because you wanted to take my woman, and you think you have the upper hand on us, I’m gonna take this one with me. It’s the cost of doin’ business and makin’ us come all the fuckin’ way out here when you had no reason to take Hadliegh in the first place.” 
 
    Dragging the guy behind me, I make sure his legs get as much damage if not more than Hadliegh has. He grunts and whimpers as gravel, glass, and whatever else is on the ground digs into his shins. Bentley throws open the side door of the van as I shove him inside and watch as he lands on his face. 
 
    “They blindfolded me, put the tape over my mouth, and tied my hands behind my back,” Hadliegh says, letting us know what they did to her. 
 
    “Looks like we better find somethin’ to tie him up and blindfold him then,” I answer, keeping her as close to me as I can right now. 
 
    Bentley pulls out one of his bandanas and ties it around his eyes. Next, he pulls a bag of zip ties out of the drawer under the front seat and makes sure it’s tight enough to dig into his skin. Finally, I rip off a strip of duct tape and slap it over his mouth before slamming the doors closed on him. 
 
    “Want you at my back,” I tell Hadliegh. 
 
    “I wanna go home,” she tells me, letting me know how sore she is. 
 
    “I’ll take you there. Bentley and Bishop will sit with you while I take care of this fucker. Doc is gonna have to come look at you too,” I tell her, helping her on my bike before I climb on in front of her. 
 
    We make the trip home where Renegade, Bear, and Grave stop at my new house with us. They wait with me while I get her inside, and call Doc to come check Hadliegh out. She’s gone upstairs to put on a pair of my sweats and take her now ruined jeans off. I watch her come back down and settle in on the couch. 
 
    “Where’s Axle?” she asks, wanting to see our boy. 
 
    “At the clubhouse with Foxy and Trin. You want him home?” I ask, knowing we need to get going so I can take out the trash. 
 
    “Yeah. Have Trin bring him and stay with me. I know the guys will be here, but I want him here too,” Hadliegh says, knowing Callie is at work and won’t be out for a few hours still. 
 
    “Got it, babe,” I tell her, kissing her head as Bear calls Trin and lets her know what’s going on now.  
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    Doc came and checked my girl out while we were still at the house. He gave her something to help relax her so he could pull all the shit from her legs and that’s when I left. My hope is that I can take care of the scumbag, and then get home before she wakes up. Trin is just sitting at the house with Axle so that he’s home when she wakes up too. 
 
    The guys and I walk down to the cells in the basement where we find the stupid fucker sitting on the edge of the cot. His face lights up with a smile when he sees us. Yeah, this fucker thinks we’re gonna let him go; the same way that Chris did.  
 
    I nod to my brother and he turns on the radio because Callie and the kids are upstairs. Purpose for Pain by Scott Stapp begins to play from the speakers I set up in here. I always like to have music playing when I’m playing with the latest victim. 
 
    We already know that they want to take over our territory along with the Phantom Bastards. There’s no point in questioning this asshole. Renegade called Slim, and he agreed that we know enough to not bother questioning him. Yeah, we could find out more details about their plan, but I guarantee he won’t give up anything on his club.  
 
    I know I never would, so I land a few solid punches before letting him have a break. I don’t want him to know what’s coming next as I pick up the pliers and make my way back over to him. Knives are my thing, but I want to make sure I have a little fun before I start picking them up. 
 
    Starting at his toes, I make sure to pull all the nails from his body. Then I use the pliers to break his toes and leave him so he can’t stand after I drive them through the bottom of each foot. Standing up, I push on his shins and make sure the gravel and glass slice in even deeper into his flesh.  
 
    Grave and Chains pull out his arms and hold them tight while I give them the same treatment that I just did to his feet. The only difference is that I slam a hammer down on the backs of his hands to make sure he won’t have the use of them. There are tears streaming down his face, a puddle of piss on the floor, and snot covering his face.  
 
    This asshole is nothing once I pull out my knife and stick it in his thigh. The high pierced scream he lets loose is one that all the guys hold their ears for. I’ve never heard a guy scream that loud; it’s like I chopped his nuts off or some shit. Knowing he’s a guy that likes to piss his pants, I’m not going anywhere near that shit. 
 
    Sweat is pouring down my face, and I know I’m in dire need of a shower. It feels like I’ve been down here for hours going at this man. So, I slide out one of my knives and begin to peel his flesh from his body. I’m tired, but I’m nowhere near done with him after hurting Hadliegh.  
 
    Once I’ve worked on his stomach, back, and arms, I lay that knife down and grab the same one I killed Chris with. Slicing his neck from one side to the other, I never once take my eyes from him. He’s going to know without a doubt who just ended his life and sent him to hell. 
 
    I lie the knife back down and make my way out of the room. The Prospects will clean the room and tools, take care of the body, and make sure nothing can be tied to one of us. The entire room will be cleaned down until we’re ready to use it again. So, I make my way to my room and take a shower. When I’m done, I leave my bloody clothes out so that Bishop can add them to the fire further burning anymore evidence of my part in killing that bastard. 
 
    “Headin’ out?” Renegade asks, turning from his stool at the bar. 
 
    “Yeah. I wanna be home before Hadliegh wakes up,” I answer him. 
 
    “See ya later, brother. Watch your back and call me if you need to,” he tells me, turning back to drown his troubles away. Well, not really because Renegade barely gets drunk since he never knows when something else is gonna pop off around here. 
 
    My night will consist of hanging out at the house with Axle and Hadliegh. We’ll order something for dinner and just chill with no visitors or anything like that. I want to hold her in my arms and know she’s safe and sound within the walls of the house. Our house. Tomorrow’s a new day, and we’ll go from there. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Seventeen 
 
    Psycho 
 
    I DON’T WANT to leave Hadliegh, but I have to get to the clubhouse. Renegade is getting ready to call Slim, and he wants a full table. Hadliegh is still sleeping off the meds that doc gave her because he wanted her to be able to relax after being kidnapped once again. So, I spent the night with her wrapped up in my arms unless I was up with Axle. He’s probably confused why I’m up with him and not his mom, but I’d rather let her rest while she can. 
 
    “Hadliegh, I need to get ready to leave,” I tell her, kissing her lips gently as she still snoozes. 
 
    “Okay,” she mumbles, opening her eyes and focusing on me. 
 
    “I’ll be back as soon as I can,” I tell her, knowing we could be gone all night with prepping to take Snake’s Revenge out. 
 
    “I’ll be here. Is anyone gonna be here with me?” she asks, becoming more alert. 
 
    “Yeah. Trin is comin’ over to hang out, and Bentley will be outside. Keep everythin’ locked up and call me if you need anythin’,” I tell her, giving her one more kiss before heading out the door to my bike. 
 
    Bentley is already outside, and I make sure that he knows the doors need to remain locked until I get home. As I’m riding out the driveway, Trin is pulling in. I give her a wave and make the short drive to the clubhouse. Bear joins me as I pass his house and we pull in together. Bishop closes the gate behind us and takes off on his own. I guess he’s going to the garage to watch over Callie. 
 
    “You good?” I ask Bear as he watches Bishop leave. 
 
    “Yeah. Just hate havin’ my family separated like they are. Knox and Jazz are inside because Trent isn’t ready to come back just yet. He’s got a little more time before he gets released,” Bear answers. 
 
    “Who’s here with them?” 
 
    “Rusty,” he answers as we walk inside. 
 
    “Why don’t we send her over to my house with Trin and Hadliegh? I’m sure she’d like the company today,” I ask him, knowing he’s not comfortable with his kids being with one person and one person only. He’d rather have more girls on them and a Prospect. 
 
    “I’ll send her over,” he says, walking to find her before we all head into the meeting room. 
 
    “Church. Now!” Renegade finally yells out and we all file into the room and take our seats. 
 
    As soon as he bangs the gavel, we go over all the regular business. He wants to get that out of the way so that we don’t have to worry about all that shit for the rest of the meeting. 
 
    “Before we call Slim, Hawk, I want you to let us know what you’ve found out,” Renegade says, giving him the floor. 
 
    “I installed cameras so we could figure out when they’re comin’ and goin’. Not to mention what they’re up to that they’re tryin’ to hide so bad from the rest of us,” he says, pulling up the feeds on his laptop that’s connected to one of the screens on the wall. “For the most part, they don’t leave. They stay there and everyone comes to them. I’ve seen a few cargo vans going in and out the last few days, but I don’t have a clue what’s in them.” 
 
    “Okay. So, we don’t know if there are any innocents in there or if it was just guns or drugs. We’ll need to be cautious goin’ in. I don’t want any casualties other than the men we’re after. If there are girls in there, we’ll make sure we get them out. Our girls will be locked in the clubhouse, and we’ll have Bishop and Bentley drive vans out there in case we need them. Plus, we can use them to transport weapons, ammo, and anythin’ else we think we’ll need to finish the job,” Renegade says, pulling his phone out so he can call Slim while we’re all in here. 
 
    Before he can make the call, his phone goes off. “What’s up, Crazy?” he asks, putting the phone on speaker. 
 
    “Just had an interestin’ call. Wrecker from Snake’s Revenge just called me. Wanted me to buy a load of girls’ off him. He gave me a good deal and wants to do the exchange in the next day or two. I told you I wouldn’t do that shit in your territory, and I’m not gonna. I just want to get your idea of what to do here,” Crazy says. 
 
    “You mind if I bring Slim from the Phantom Bastards on this call? I was just gettin’ ready to call him when you called in,” Renegade asks, figuring we can all help one another rid the world of the vermin. 
 
    “Not at all,” Crazy answers. 
 
    Renegade puts him on hold while placing the call to Slim. He answers on the first ring and tells us to merge the calls so that we can get this shit figured out. Hopefully, the three of our clubs can figure out a way to end Wrecker and his crew. 
 
    “Now, Slim, Crazy has been contacted by Wrecker about pickin’ up some girls from his club. While we have an agreement in place that no girls go through our territory, I think we can make this work to our advantage. Wrecker isn’t goin’ to think anythin’ is out of place if Crazy shows up with a van or two. We can be in the vans when they pull up and then have ours waiting out by the road. One van can have our guys while the other van has Slim’s club. That’s if you’re all on board with that idea,” Renegade says, putting his thoughts out there for us and the other two clubs. 
 
    “I like it. What about the rest of the guys in the clubs?” Crazy asks. 
 
    “We can have them pull over about a mile down before you’re set to meet them. They’ll have the time to walk down there while Crazy and his guys are pullin’ up. A certain number of bikes won’t be a problem, they’ll expect that shit,” Slim says. 
 
    “Sounds like a plan. Is everyone in agreement?” Renegade asks, waiting for the other two men to agree or disagree. 
 
    Slim and Crazy both agree. Renegade stays on the phone long enough to finalize the details before agreeing to bring it before their tables. As soon as Renegade hangs up, we take a vote and agree to the plan that was set forward by the three clubs. We’ll wait for word from the Phantom Bastards and the Scavengers. In the meantime, we’ll prepare as if everyone has agreed. 
 
    Renegade tells Grave and I to check the weapons and ammo. They all need to be cleaned and checked so we are ready for the hell we’re getting ready to reign down on them. We take each weapon to disassemble and clean them before putting them back together and getting enough ammo for each brother to take care of business.  
 
    We then put the bigger guns into the rifle cases with extra ammo for those as well. It looks like we are building our own militia, but when we are done, no one will be able to mess with us or our women again. 
 
    We spend hours going about our different tasks. Once we’re all done, we meet in the common room. I seek out Hadliegh and Axle to see if they’re here yet. While we’ve been busy, the babes have made sure that the extra rooms are clean, there is enough food for however long they’re here, and that there are enough blankets for the men that will need to camp out on the floor in the common room. Soon, this place will be packed with the guys from the Phantom Bastards. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Eighteen 
 
    Hadliegh 
 
    WHEN PSYCHO LEAVES to go to the clubhouse, I decide getting a little more sleep is needed. My body is aching from all the activities of yesterday and from Doc’s cleaning up and fixing my wounds as well as whatever he gave me to help with the pain and to relax.  
 
    After a few hours, I wake up and go looking for my son. I find Trin and Rusty in the living room with Axle as well as Callie’s kids. Sitting down, I reach for my boy to get some much-needed cuddles. The girls and I try to decide what to do for dinner. The least I can do is to feed them since they have spent so much time making sure the kids are okay, and that I’m not alone. The prospects are outside and they are making sure I’m safe, but having the girls here makes me feel better. 
 
    A few hours later, Bear pulls up with Hawk and Chains. He lets me know Psycho, Renegade, and Grave will be arriving in a bit along with Slim and some of his top guys, while most of them will head to the clubhouse. It is decided we will just order a bunch of pizza to be delivered here for us and some to the clubhouse as well. 
 
    “I guess we should order like twelve pizzas for each location,” I hear Renegade tell Trin who seems to be making a list of types of pizzas to get. “Make sure we have several with all the meats on them.” 
 
    “Can we get a Hawaiian Pizza too?” I ask Renegade since he is the one buying them. “I have wanted one for so long, but never think to order one until it’s too late.”  
 
    “What the hell is a Hawaiian Pizza?” Hawk questions before anyone else can. 
 
    “Oh, it’s so good!” I exclaim excitedly. “It’s a pizza with the regular red sauce and it has ham and bacon and lots of cheese. The best part of it though is the pineapple that covers it. It’s heaven in your mouth!” 
 
    “What the fuck?” Bear says with total disgust. “Who is stupid enough to put pineapple on a pizza? That shit can go on upside down cake, but not pizza. Makes me want to hurl.” 
 
    “I don’t think you know what the hell you’re talking about, Bear. Pineapple on pizza is one of the best things I’ve ever tasted before,” I tell him, placing my hands on my hips. 
 
    “As long as I don’t have to eat the shit, I don’t care what you eat. I’m just sayin’ that it’s not right. Pineapple doesn’t belong on pizza at all,” Bear says, trying to hide his smile as he takes in my sass. 
 
    “Bear, have you even tried it before?” I ask him through my giggles. “It’s a rule that you must at least try any pizza brought into this house. Just ask Psycho if you don’t believe me.” 
 
    “Bullshit!” he chuckles out as the rest of us crack up in laughter. “You think that I won’t find a way to pay you back? I’ll find somethin’ gross, and make you try it if you think you can force that pineapple shit my way.” 
 
    “Why in the hell are you threatenin’ my ol’ lady, Bear?” Psycho growls as he struts to my side and kisses me. He leaves me in a such a fog, I don’t even see Slim, Killer, and Grave come into the living room with him. 
 
    “She’s tryin’ to make some shitty house rule that says we have to try some crazy pizza she wants that has fuckin’ pineapple on it,” he says trying to keep a straight face so he looks fierce but fails miserably “We can get her that shit, but I ain’t eatin’ it!” 
 
    “Babe,” Psycho grins in my direction, letting me know he’s finding this hilarious. “You can make that rule as long as it doesn’t apply to me. Pineapple belongs on that upside cake thing you make, not pizza.” 
 
    The room explodes with laughter as everyone else realizes this is exactly what Bear had said. Renegade steps up and say he will get me my pizza as long as he can have a piece, making the rest of the brothers look like idiots. The men all get beers while I make up some fruity drinks for the girls, including Callie who is now here thanks to one of the guys from the garage. 
 
    At one point, the men go down to the finished basement so Psycho can show them what he plans to do with it down there. After talking, we decided that he could have his man cave down there as long as the women weren’t gonna be banned from stepping foot over the threshold. There are times we like playing pool and things like that too. 
 
    Before the men that are staying at the clubhouse leave, they all sit down and have a talk with us girls that are at the house. Basically, when they all leave tomorrow morning, we’re gonna have to be at the clubhouse on lockdown. They don’t want to have to worry about us being out and about while they’re walking into danger. That’s why all the businesses are closing down for the night and no one is going to be walking around. 
 
    Psycho and I go to bed once everyone has left or found spots to sleep at our house. We spend some time talking and laughing quietly. I know he’s not trying to worry me about what’s going to happen in a few hours. But, he’s worried he’s not gonna come back. Without him saying the words, I can feel it in his body. He’s wrapping himself around me and making sure he’s spent as much time as possible with Axle and me before anything else.  
 
    Psycho walked around with Axle in his arms for hours tonight just to have constant contact with him. Whenever we were in the same vicinity, he was touching me. Don’t get me wrong, he’s always touching me but tonight was different. There’s almost a desperation about it. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Nineteen 
 
    Psycho 
 
    I BARELY GOT any sleep last night. Even keeping my body wrapped around Hadliegh’s, I couldn’t get close enough to her. The same with Axle when he was awake. Last night, I made sure I gave him his bath and put him to bed. There’s no way to explain it other than feeling like yesterday might be the last chance I get to hold them or spend time with them.  
 
    It’s not a gut feeling, just a feeling that I’ve taken my woman and son for granted, that I assumed they’d always be there for me. Never once have I taken into consideration I might not be there for them. It’s a sobering thought and one that I need to push to the back of my mind for now. 
 
    We all meet at the clubhouse and go over the final details of the plan. The guys that are gonna be surrounding the warehouse Wrecker uses ride out first while the rest of us wait. The ten of us that need to meet Crazy will leave in a few minutes since we have to meet him a few miles away from the road to get to Wrecker and the Snake’s Revenge. 
 
    Crazy called Renegade last night to let him know what Wrecker told him. He’s to pull the vans in around the back of the warehouse while his guys on bikes remain in front. Once they’re inside, they’ll open the doors so the vans can go in and the doors can be shut behind them. That way everything is done in the safety of their ‘clubhouse’. It works to our advantage because they won’t be able to get out once we’re inside and the doors are shut. If anyone does manage to escape, our guys on the outside will take care of them. 
 
    Renegade and Slim gave us strict orders that no one is to leave alive. Wrecker is the only one we want alive, and he’ll be tortured there if we think he has any information to give us that we don’t already know. Otherwise, we’ll kill them all and then torch the warehouse. There’s no point in keeping any of them alive when I’m sure they’ll just keep coming after us for revenge or some shit. 
 
    Crazy also agreed he’d help us get the girls to safety so they can all find their way back home. If any of them don’t want to go home and are of age, we’ll figure that out when we meet after everything else is taken care of. I’m sure one or two of them won’t want to go back to live their ‘normal’ life after being held by who knows how many different men or clubs before finding their way to the Snakes. Those girls will be given a chance to stay with one of the clubs for help and to eventually become an ol’ lady or club girl. 
 
    “Everyone ready to ride?” Renegade finally asks as we all make sure we have our own weapons and enough ammo until more can reach us. 
 
    We all nod our heads and make our way out to our bikes. I’m glad Hadliegh, Callie, and the kids aren’t here to say goodbye this morning. None of the guys are in a jovial mood, and I don’t want the girls to have to pretend this is a normal run for us when we all know there’s a good chance some of us will be injured or worse before the smoke clears.  
 
    Renegade and Slim lead our group out to meet Crazy at the end of town. There’s a store there that Crazy has talked to about leaving our bikes there in the back of the store until we’re ready to come back and pick them up. The manager of the store is his cousin, and she didn’t have a problem with it. 
 
    The entire way to the meeting point, I try to keep my head in the game and not think about what will happen to Hadliegh and Axle if I don’t make it back. I know Renegade and the club will take care of them, but I want to be there; I want to spend the rest of my life with Hadliegh and Axle, and any other kids we have to grow up and have kids of their own. Hadliegh being alone and raising our son is not something I want her to have to go through. 
 
    Finally pulling up to the store, Crazy directs us where to park our bikes. Once we know they’re all secure and that they’re in an area with cameras from the store that will catch if anything happens, we load up in the vans. I’m sitting with Renegade, Bear, Grave, Wood, Boy Scout, and Killer. The rest of the guys are loaded up in the other van. We’re eerily quiet as we all try to get our minds in the game and focus on what the hell we’re about to walk into and how we’re going to make sure we’re all going to come out whole. 
 
    “We’re five minutes out,” Mangle, one of Crazy’s guys, says from the front seat. 
 
    I pull out my guns and check them again. It’s not like I don’t know they’re both loaded and ready to go. This is nothing new for me, though. When I know I’m going on a run or anything like that, I always check my guns multiple times. I’d rather know I’m prepared for anything that might arise when I’m on the road. No one will ever catch me unprepared or unaware if I can help it. 
 
    Looking at the men sitting around me, we all nod our heads at one another to let each other know we’re ready for what’s about to happen in the next little bit. The road becomes bumpy, and I know that we’re on the dirt road leading up to the warehouse. Mangle slows down and I’m guessing he’s pulling around the back of the building so he can wait for us to be let in the back of the place. 
 
    The plan is that we’ll wait until Mangle and Ogre jump out and go to open the back doors to load up any of the women. Once they open the doors, a man from each van will hand them a gun and we’ll all jump out. Between Crazy’s men and us, we’ll be able to surround the assholes and get any weapons they may grab. We’ll have the jump on them no matter what if everything goes according to plan. I’m not counting on that happening though; these things rarely go to plan perfectly. 
 
    “Where are the girls?” we hear Crazy ask once we’ve been moved into the warehouse. 
 
    “They’re comin’. My guys went down to get them,” Wrecker says. “Sit and take a load off while they get them.” 
 
    “I’d rather stand,” Crazy answers, his voice getting closer as he must be walking toward the vans. 
 
    It’s another five minutes before Mangle remains sitting in the front seat and watches as his men make their way toward the back of the van. We didn’t want the girls anywhere near this shitstorm, but we’ll have to make sure we do everything in our power not to hit one of them on accident. At this point, we don’t have another choice. As soon as Mangle has the doors open, we hand him a gun and get ready to jump out. Renegade leads us around the opposite side of the van so we can try to get the girls loaded in before anything else happens. 
 
    “What the fuck is this?” a man suddenly yells as he pushes the girl he’s holding on the floor and turns his attention to us. 
 
    “Get the fuck over here!” I yell, walking with my gun out and pointing at his head. I grab him and toss him to Grave before grabbing the other man at our van. 
 
    Slim and the guys with him grab the men loading girls into that van while the rest of the guys make their presence known to Wrecker and whoever else is with him. Once I make sure the two asshats are secured and won’t be going anywhere we don’t lead them, I join the rest of the guys that have surrounded Wrecker and the rest of his crew. There are drugs of every kind littering the tables. It looks like they were more concerned with partying than being prepared for something to happen. 
 
    “Wrecker, I’d say it was good to see you again, but we all know that’s a lie,” Renegade says, standing next to Slim in front of everyone. 
 
    “How did you manage to get Crazy to help you pussies out?” he asks, not bothering to try to go for a weapon or anything. 
 
    “If you had done your homework, you’d know that we’ve been workin’ with Crazy for months. We run for him and make sure his shit is protected. He’s also agreed not to run women. So, when he called to let me know of your plan, we came up with a plan to take you out,” he answers, not caring about what information he gives away because no one will be walking out of here alive. 
 
    Suddenly, gunfire outside erupts and we know some of the guys tried to escape. I shake my head at the blatant disrespect and fact no one is going to have anyone else’s back. They’re only out for themselves in Snake’s Revenge, and that’s the fastest way for a club to destroy itself from the inside out. What a bunch of pussies! 
 
    “Now, you have no way out as you can see we already have men outside. What’s your plan now to take us all out?” Slim asks, stepping forward slightly so Wrecker and the guys look at him. 
 
    “Don’t need one. When we’re gone, our associates will come lookin’ for us. They’ll come after you, and they’re a lot scarier than we are,” Wrecker says, a sadistic smile on his face. 
 
    “Not worried about anyone you think you have helpin’ you. Once we tell them you’re usin’ all their product instead of sellin’ it, they’ll be glad the trash is already gone. Don’t you boys agree?” Renegade asks us as we all begin to nod our heads in response. 
 
    Out of the corner of my eye, I see a man trying to get behind us. I raise my gun and fire without hesitation. From there, all hell breaks loose and I have no clue what all happens. There are screams of pain and agony as gunfire erupts loud enough while bouncing off the walls in the warehouse to feel like cannons are going off instead of guns. The last thing I remember is taking out a guy that is trying to get the jump on my brother. I shoot him before going down and being enveloped in darkness. 
 
    [image: ] 
 
    I slowly open my eyes to see I’m back in the van. My head is pounding, and I quickly look around to see who’s with me. Bear, Smokey, Renegade, and Grave are sitting around me as we ride. 
 
    “You’re up,” Renegade says looking at me. 
 
    “What the fuck happened?” I ask, sitting up with the help of Bear and Smokey. 
 
    “You got the guy that was tryin’ to sneak-attack me but didn’t protect yourself. Another man got the jump on you before Killer could take him out. You’re lucky it was just a knock to the head,” my brother tells me, pulling me in for a hug. 
 
    “Are we all whole?” I ask, needing to know what happened after I got knocked out. “What about Wrecker and his crew?” 
 
    “They’re dead. Once we made sure they were all killed, we piled them up inside and lit that bitch on fire. Ryder and Snake got hit while a few of Slim’s men got hit. We’re all alive and ready to party now that these bitches are gone and we don’t have to worry right now,” Renegade tells me. 
 
    “Did you find out who’s workin’ with them?” I ask, looking around at the men. 
 
    “Yep. One of Crazy’s contacts. He’s gonna make a call on our behalf and let them know what was really goin’ on. I don’t see any blowback from it this time,” he answers, sitting back against the wall of the van. “We’ll have the girls go get some shit when we get home for a cookout.” 
 
    I nod my head and lay back against the side of the van. With my head throbbing the way it is, I’m ready to take a nap and wake up when the pain is gone. My vision is a little blurry on the right side and I’m sure that’s the side I was hit on as I reach up to feel the massive lump on my head. It’s going to be tender for a few days until the lump begins to go down. I’m going to have to ice it and pop some meds as soon as we get back to the clubhouse. 
 
    Mangle drops us off at the store and waits until we’re on our bikes before he heads out. He’s going to take the girls to their clubhouse before they figure out what to do with them. Some of those girls didn’t look to be over sixteen, and that pisses me the fuck off. Sick fucks want to buy them and make them do what they want, essentially turning them into slaves. No one deserves to live that way. Hopefully, they find their way home and know they can’t ever speak about what happened today. 
 
    When we ride back into town, we ride by Ink’s shop. The windows are all busted up and I know the inside is going to match. I pull off the road and shut my bike off as the guys all see where I’m at and pull over too. As we walk in the shop, I find Ink in the middle of the shop looking around at the destruction. 
 
    “What the fuck happened?” Renegade asks, walking further inside as glass crunches under his feet. 
 
    “Don’t know. I came by here this mornin’ and this is what I found. That’s why I showed up late and why I rode back alone. If it’s not somethin’ the Snake’s did, then I don’t know what the fuck is goin’ on. We don’t have any more beef with anyone else,” he answers, throwing the laptop that’s busted in half down on the floor. 
 
    “We’ll get it fixed, and I’ll have Hawk pull the security feed to see what he can find. He can hack into the street cameras if he has to,” Renegade answers, looking around the shop once more. “For now, let’s get back to the clubhouse and formulate a plan about cleanin’ this place up and gettin’ you back up and runnin’.” 
 
    Ink nods his head and follows us outside. This wasn’t what I expected to come back to after the shit that happened this morning. We didn’t ride out this way this morning so we wouldn’t have seen what was going on. Otherwise, we’d have all stopped.  
 
    “Next time, tell us this shit before we ride by and see it ourselves,” Grave says to him, knowing he would’ve done this shit alone if we didn’t ride by. 
 
    “I will. I was just tryin’ to get my head in the game and not get too far behind the rest of the guys on our way to the warehouse,” Ink says, walking out with us without locking the busted door. It’s not like his equipment is in working condition or any of his supplies will be useable right now anyway. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Twenty 
 
    Hadliegh 
 
    THE GUYS ARE back. We were all waiting at the clubhouse for them when they pulled back in. Ryder and Snake were whisked away to a room in the back but not before we saw the blood dripping down their arms and from Snake’s leg. Fuck! My eyes frantically search for Psycho. He’s one of the last men in, and I run to him after handing Axle over to Trin. Jumping up in his arms, I wrap myself around him and kiss him like we’ve been apart for a while instead of a few hours. 
 
    “I’m okay, Bright Eyes,” he tells me as I look over him. “Got a bump on the head but that’s it.” 
 
    “Go sit down and I’ll get you an ice pack,” I say, ushering him toward his son and the couch. 
 
    Once I’m back with the ice pack, Renegade and Callie come over to us. “Gonna need you two and Rusty to go get some shit. We’re gonna do a cookout before Slim and his crew head out. You up for that?” 
 
    “Yeah. Let me run and grab my purse and Axle’s bag before we go,” I answer. 
 
    Walking down the hallway after grabbing everything I need from our room; I see Rusty and Callie waiting for me by the door. I walk over to grab Axle and kiss Psycho goodbye before walking out the door. We make our way to the local big box store that will have everything we need after loading up in the SUV.  
 
    Once we’re in the store, we decide to each grab a cart and fill it up with everything we’ll need to have a kick-ass cookout for the guys. I make my way to the meat section while Rusty and Callie go find what they need to make desserts, salads, and have something to drink other than alcohol. I’m sure we’ll end up having a drink or two, but we want to have the option not to drink. One of us needs to be there for the kids, so we’ll need water, soda, and tea too.  
 
    Callie makes her way back to me with a cart loaded down with everything we need to make different salads— pasta, potato, and macaroni to name a few before she helps me finish loading up enough meat to feed a small army. Which is what we’re doing with feeding two different clubs. 
 
    “Well, look at what decided to leave the safety of the men,” a nasally voice says, walking over to Callie and me. “And look at the little fucker in the cart. Talk about trapping a man.” 
 
    “Who the fuck do you think you are?” I ask, turning around to glare at the bitch behind me. 
 
    “You don’t remember?” she asks as I hear Callie gasp. 
 
    “Ah, I see the little bitch does,” she says, turning her attention to Callie. 
 
    “What do you want, Legs? Oh wait, you can’t be called that anymore because you’re not a babe,” Callie says. 
 
    “Yeah, and I have you to thank for that,” she sneers as Rusty comes up to us. “Oh, look, the fake as fuck bitch that thinks she’s better than everyone.” 
 
    “Bitch, get the fuck outta here. You don’t have a leg to stand on. And you’re a jealous bitch because she’s still a babe and you got booted. Callie, is this the slut you were telling me about that can’t take no for an answer?” I ask, knowing that she is. 
 
    “Yep. She wanted Bear and couldn’t understand why he didn’t want a skank that spreads open for anyone at any given time,” Callie answers, a smile breaking out on her face. “How’d that work out for you?” 
 
    “Just fine,” she answers like she’s better than we are. 
 
    “That’s why you’re not a babe, you’re not an ol’ lady, and you don’t have a pot to piss in. That’s why the make-up caked on your face looks like it’s from last night and you haven’t removed it yet. What are you doing now?” I ask, knowing she’s getting riled up more than I thought she would in a public place. 
 
    “At least I didn’t have to trap a man to make him my ol’ man. Oh wait, from what I hear, you’re not an ol’ lady. Just a bitch that thinks she’s wanted around the club. The only ol’ lady here is Callie, and she had to trick her man into that shit,” the bitch snarls out. “I bet that little bastard isn’t even a members kid and you just pawned him off on one of them. This will never be over until I get revenge on each and every one of you sluts.” 
 
    “Listen here, you fucking skank, you don’t ever talk about my son. He knows who his dad is and I wouldn’t resort to stooping to your level. That’s the only way you’ll ever get a man,” I say, getting in her face and knowing I’ll throw down right here if she wants to talk shit about my son again. “As far as this being over with, it ended the day you got kicked out of the clubhouse. Come on, girls, we don’t have time to talk to trash that has nothing better to do than steal shit so she has the energy to spread her legs again. Or are you coming in for your supplies to make your drugs?” 
 
    The bitch stands there, spitting and sputtering as Callie, Rusty, and I walk toward the front of the store so we can check out and get back to the clubhouse.  
 
    We don’t have a lot of time to prepare the food. Once we have everything loaded into the SUV, I watch as the bitch walks out and makes her way to an old, run-down car. She’s acting like she’s hot shit when in all reality, she’s a used-up whore that got tossed to the side when she went after Callie. I want to follow her and hand her ass to her, but she’s not worth it. So, I put the incident out of my mind and pay attention to the girls in front while I sit next to Axle. 
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    We got the babes to help us prepare all the food while the guys started the grills and got the meat going. The entire time in the kitchen, we talked, laughed, and made sure to include all the babes. There hasn’t been another incident of them not helping out or listening to us.  
 
    Once they saw that we were serious about kicking anyone out that didn’t pull their own weight, they all buckled down and made sure that they do as much as they can around the clubhouse. A few even go to Allure and the bar to clean after hours so the guys don’t have to worry about doing it or hiring someone else to come in and do that for them. 
 
    We’re all sitting around out back while the kids are inside for the night. The babes have come out and are flirting with the brothers. A few of them have no shirts on and barely anything covering the lower half of their bodies. I’m not jealous, but I know if one more bitch comes up to Psycho while I’m sitting right next to him, they’ll be out on the ground for the night instead of fucking one of the single men. 
 
    “You’re awfully quiet, Bright Eyes,” Psycho says, leaning into me as he nips my ear. 
 
    “Just watching and talking,” I answer. 
 
    “What are you watchin’?” he asks, trying to follow my line of vision. 
 
    “Nothing in particular. Just trying to see which babe has balls enough to come flirt with you while I’m right here,” I say while he begins to chuckle. 
 
    “You got me, and no one else stands a chance,” Psycho says, pulling me onto his lap and wrapping his arms around me. 
 
    “Tell them that,” I say, letting the conversation with the bitch from earlier come back to haunt me. 
 
    “What else is goin’ on?” he asks, almost as if he can read my mind. 
 
    I huff out a sigh and give him the replay of the events from the store. His body tenses up and I know he’s pissed. So, I turn to him and pull his face to mine. After telling him it’s okay and nothing else is gonna happen with her, I kiss him. Psycho stands up with me in his arms and walks us back in the yard farther. I don’t question anything as I continue to kiss him and grind my hips into his. 
 
    Feeling something hard at my back, I open my eyes and see that we’re surrounded by the dark and I’m pinned between a tree and Psycho’s hard body. He kisses down my neck while sliding me down his body until my feet touch the ground. Grabbing the hem of my tee-shirt, he pulls it over my head and shoves my shorts down around my ankles. I step out of one side and pull his shirt over his head while he holds his cut. There’s nowhere to put it, so he slides it back on before undoing his jeans and letting them fall to the ground. 
 
    I drop to my knees and open my mouth to take almost his entire length inside. Looking up, I see his head thrown back and his mouth open as his breathing begins to pick up while I slide him in and out of my mouth at a fast pace. One of Psycho’s hands reaches for my head before he threads his fingers through the strands of my hair in a tight grip. I let him take over and set the pace he wants. At the same time, I drop a hand from his muscular thighs and begin to massage his balls in my hand. A groan leaves his mouth just before I’m pulled off of his hard, pulsing cock. 
 
    “Turn around and put your hands on the tree,” he tells me, his tone leaving no room for argument. 
 
    Doing what he tells me, I turn around and arch my body so that my ass is sticking out. My hands dig into the bark on the tree as I wait in anticipation of my man sliding his cock in me. I feel him drag the head through my slick folds to make sure I’m wet before bumping against my clit. He does this a few times before I finally feel him thrust his hips and slide in me to the hilt. For a second neither one of us move. Psycho begins to slide out, and his body shaking and I know he’s holding back. 
 
    “Fuck me! Don’t hold back from me,” I tell him, turning my head to look at him. 
 
    Psycho doesn’t hesitate to do as I tell him. He begins to thrust his hips in and out at a punishing pace. One of his hands reaches around me to play with my clit while the fingers on his other hand dig into my hip. I’m sure I’ll have bruises when I wake up tomorrow but that’s okay with me. I concentrate on everything I’m feeling as his cock pounds my pussy and his fingers manipulate my clit resulting in my core tightening. I’m so fucking close to reaching my release that I need something to push me over the edge. 
 
    Pushing back, I meet Psycho move for move as he slams into me from behind. I reach an arm behind me and touch him anywhere that I can. My orgasm builds in me and I’m so ready to explode around him. 
 
    “Let. Go,” he grunts out, knowing I’m close. His words are like a detonator for me. 
 
    My entire body tightens up further and I tremble as my release overtakes me. Psycho grunts behind me and pumps in and out a few more times before he’s flying over the edge with me. He yells my name out as my legs threaten to give way and I fall to the ground. The only thing holding me up is Psycho’s arm wrapped around my stomach. Our breathing is out of control as we try to calm ourselves down. 
 
    Psycho turns me away from the tree and pulls me into his arms. He rubs his hands up and down my back as he buries his head in the crook of my neck. It’s where he always puts his head after we get done fucking. His breath fans across my neck as he takes huge gulps of air. Our moment is ruined when I hear clapping coming from the side of us. Turning my head, I see Smokey standing there with a huge smile on his face. 
 
    “That was hot as fuck!” he says, reaching down to adjust his cock in his jeans. 
 
    “The fuck, Smokey?” Psycho roars out, pushing my naked body behind his. 
 
    “Was gonna take a piss while I was walkin’. Came across you two at the end. Didn’t mean to watch, but that was hot as fuck like I said. Sorry, man,” he says, turning to head back to the party. 
 
    “You okay?” Psycho asks, turning around while reaching down to pull his jeans up. 
 
    I can’t help it, I burst out laughing. Smokey is the last person I thought would be out walking through the woods at night when the babes are out and there’s a party going on. Honestly, if anyone were gonna catch us, I’d rather it be him than anyone else. He’s one of Psycho’s best friends and I know that he won’t say a word about it to anyone. Ever. 
 
    “I’m good. I guess that was a first for me. You know he didn’t mean any harm,” I say as I pull my shirt over my head before pulling my shorts back up. 
 
    “I know. Just a shock,” Psycho answers. 
 
    “He okay?” I ask, knowing that him separating himself isn’t normal. 
 
    “I don’t know. I’ll have to talk to him,” he says, pulling me into his side once we’re both dressed as we make the walk back to the party. 
 
    For the rest of the night, I keep an eye on Smokey. He’s laughing and drinking with everyone else. A smile lights up his face every time he looks in our direction with our shared secret. I want to know what’s going with him, but he’s Psycho’s friend so I’m going to leave it up to him. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Twenty-One 
 
    Psycho 
 
    IT’S BEEN A few days since the cookout after we took out Snake’s Revenge. I’ve been trying to catch Smokey alone so we can talk about whatever is going on with him, but it hasn’t been easy. He’s always busy, or I’m at work or spending time with Hadliegh and Axle.  
 
    So, I called him this morning before I left the house and asked to meet me for a drink after work today. We meet up at a bar out of town when we don’t want to be around everyone at the clubhouse called the Rusty Tavern. When Rusty first came to us, we asked her if there was any connection between her and the owners of the bar, but she said no. Must just be a coincidence. 
 
    “Smokey, glad you could meet me,” I say, walking up to him in a booth toward the back of the place. 
 
    The bar isn’t really packed right now since it’s too early for happy hour. So, it’s just a few locals that spend their day here nursing a few drinks until the younger kids come in for the night. I order a beer and slide in opposite of my friend. There’s a look on his face that tells me he thinks he knows what I brought him here for. 
 
    “Listen, Psycho, I’m really sorry about the other night. I didn’t mean to watch you fuckin’ Hadliegh,” he starts out saying, a nervousness to him that I’ve never seen before. 
 
    “That why you think I called you here?” I ask, wanting to know what’s going on with him even more now. 
 
    “Well, yeah. I know how you are with her, and I invaded on somethin’ I had no right watchin’,” he answers, casting his eyes downward as he takes a drink from his beer. 
 
    “Not why I called. I want to know what’s up with you,” I say as the bartender sets my beer down in front of me and turns to walk away. 
 
    “What do ya mean?” he asks, now thoroughly confused about my call. 
 
    “You’ve been different for a few months now. I want to know what’s goin’ on,” I tell him again. “It all started when Bear got his head out of his ass and went after Callie. Now that Hadliegh’s back, it’s even worse. It’s not like you to wander off from a party on your own or leave the babes hangin’.” 
 
    For a few minutes, I don’t think he’s going to answer me. Finally, he huffs out a breath and begins to talk. “It’s not anythin’ bad. I’m not doin’ drugs or anythin’ like that. Seein’ you with Hadliegh, and Bear with Callie, is gettin’ to me. You both have what I want. You got a good woman at your side, one to go home to every fuckin’ night. And you both got kids now. I want my own family, a woman I can lean on when I need to get away from shit at the clubhouse. Someone I can love and protect. The babes are good for a release every now and then, but I’m tired of fuckin’ with them. Especially since they’re all tryin’ to trap a brother,” he says, shocking the shit out of me. 
 
    “Why haven’t you said anythin’?” I ask him, not expecting that answer from him at all. 
 
    “Because I’m not a pussy. I’m good, Psycho. Just need to get my head around the fact that I haven’t found that person to be with yet,” he replies, finishing his drink and relaxing back against the booth. 
 
    For a while, we just sit and shoot the shit. I’m going to have to talk to Bear about spending time with our friend. I’m sure he feels like the odd man out now, and that’s not what we want. We can hang out with him and still have our families. So, I ask him to help me finish the man cave at the house. I saw how excited he got when I showed it to him, and it gives us time to hang out. Smokey agrees and we make plans to meet after work tomorrow to get started on the huge project I have planned for the house. 
 
    [image: ] 
 
    I have been trying to find the perfect way to ask Hadliegh to marry me. I’m not going to do it one of those sappy ways they are always showing on social media. I want to do something she will love and yet, it has to be something badass as well. I’ve decided what I want to do is to show her she is everything to me and more.  
 
    She will have a day of pampering and love. Callie is my go-to person to help me accomplish this, and I know she’ll go with her. They’ll be getting their nails done, and then a massage. Hadliegh has said she wants a second tattoo so that will be on the list for the day as well. They’ll have to go to Ink’s house because the shop still isn’t back up and running. After she has her day of pampering, I’ll take her to dinner and then back to the clubhouse for a party that will be for her, but she won’t have any idea. In the middle of the party is when I plan to ask her so our family will be there for it as well. She’ll have those who love her the most to witness what I pray will be her saying yes. 
 
    “Bright Eyes, I need to talk to you for a minute,” I tell her taking my boy from her arms and giving him a cuddle. “You need to get dressed. Callie will be here in a minute to take you out to have a girls day. I’ll pick you up later from Ink’s so we can get dinner before goin’ to the clubhouse, okay?” 
 
    “Why?” she asks me with confusion on her face. “What did I do to get a girls day? Not that I’m complaining, but I had planned to make some lasagna for the party tonight.” 
 
    “Not today,” I tell her with a smile that shows I’m playing with her. “That shit is only for me anyway. The brothers do not need to have you spoil them with my girl’s cookin’. They can find their own ol’ lady for that.” 
 
    “Whatever you say, babe.” She laughs as she goes to get dressed to go out with Callie. “How long do I have to get ready?” 
 
    “She should be here anytime,” I tell her as someone knocks at the door. “Bright Eyes, she’s here.” 
 
    I head to the door and see that not only is Callie here, but Bear and Trinity are here as well. Trin is going to watch the kids with Rusty, who should be here soon, while Bear and I go and pick out the ring. I’ve narrowed it down to three, and think I know which one to get, but I want a second opinion.  
 
    Then we are gonna go get a trim so that I look like someone she wants to marry. I have to go pick up some pink tulips for her as well. Everyone always does roses, but she told me one time that she thinks roses are overdone, and she loves pink tulips. I want her to see that I do listen to her.  
 
    After the girls leave, Bear and I make sure we haven’t forgotten to get anything special for today and then leave Trin with the kids. We head to the local jeweler who is expecting us to come in for the ring. Thank goodness it’s on the other side of town, so Hadliegh doesn’t see me going in. I want to surprise her tonight; I don’t think she has any clue. Arriving, I see that Renegade is here waiting on us. I guess he wants to make sure I don’t mess this up as well. 
 
    “Hey, Brother,” I say walking up and giving him a man-hug. “Makin’ sure I don’t screw the pooch?”  
 
    “No, I know you got this,” he tells me with a smile on his face. He seems like he needs to say something but isn’t sure how to do it which is strange because he is never at loss for words. “When we were kids, our grandparents put a bit of money in a fund for us. I didn’t really think about it till now, cause it’s for us to use to buy our women their rings and dresses if we were to ever get married. Now that you’re gonna ask Hadliegh to marry you, I went to get your half from the account so that you can be sure to get the ring that you really want her to have. I’m so proud of you, Remington.” 
 
    “Wow, I’m stunned,” I tell him. I know when he uses my birth name it’s something he is really feeling. “Not that the money will make a difference in the ring I was gonna get her, but I am gonna love tellin’ her she can have whatever dress she wants. You’re comin’ in to see the ring, right?” 
 
    “Fuck yeah.” He smirks at us. “Someone with taste needs to be there.” 
 
    We go inside, and I show my brothers the rings. I decide not to tell them which one I think is best as I want their opinion and the salesman knows my first choice anyway. After only a few minutes, they both tell me that they think I should get the one I was leaning towards. It is a rose gold band with three sapphires and three diamonds on each side and a heart shaped diamond set up in the center. It’s only one and a half carats, but I think she’ll love it. I pay for the ring and head to get the rest of our list taken care of. My nerves are starting to get to me, but I am excited. I know this is the life I want, and Hadliegh’s the one I want to live it with. 
 
    It’s almost six, and Ink text me to say that Hadliegh is almost done with her tattoo. She decided to get the little flower and jar from that Disney movie about a beast. Guess with kids in my life now, I will be getting to know some of those movies really well. I pull up outside his house and take the flowers inside with me. I know she’ll wonder what’s up, but she’s gonna have to wait to find out. 
 
    “Hey, Bright Eyes,” I holler out as I enter Ink’s house. She has that look in her eyes that shows how happy she is. I give her the flowers while pulling her into my arms to give her a kiss that shows her all the promises of the night ahead. 
 
    “What are these for?” Her smiling eyes keep my attention so I miss the question at first. “Babe? What’s going on? First a spa day, then my tattoo, and now flowers? Did I forget something? I know it’s not my birthday.” 
 
    “No, you didn’t forget anythin’,” I answer letting her see deep in my soul how much I love her. “I just wanted to give you a nice day. You have given me a son, a wonderful home, and you. I want you to know I appreciate you and our life. You ready to go get some dinner?” 
 
    “Yes, Psycho, let’s get out of here,” she says. Her sigh lets me know that she feels what I’ve just told her. It also tells me she wants more than dinner, but that will be later tonight. 
 
    We get on my bike and head out towards the river where there is a restaurant that overlooks the water and has lots of wildlife that hangs out on the other side. The two of us have a cozy dinner and just relax in each other’s company. My heart is racing even though I’m trying to look at ease. I know when we get to the clubhouse, I’ll be laying my heart on the line for her. It may give my brothers something to tease me about later, but I don’t care as long as she says yes. 
 
    “Are you ready to go to the clubhouse, Psycho?” Hadliegh asks with laughter in her voice, breaking me out of my thoughts. “Callie has been texting me wanting to know when we’re going to be there. It’s like she didn’t spend all day with me.” 
 
    “Yeah, babe,” I tell her knowing that everyone is probably waiting for me to get this show on the road. “Let me pay the bill, and we can be on our way.” 
 
    The trip to the clubhouse seems to take forever but yet is only a few minutes and not really long enough to get my thoughts on track. We go into the clubhouse and everyone is waiting. I don’t think she catches the looks we get.  
 
    I head to the bar to get her a diet and Captain and beer for myself. The jukebox is playing and I decide that asking her to dance with me is a good start. Once on the floor, we sway to Tangled Up In You by Aaron Lewis, and I begin to talk to her. 
 
    “Hadliegh,” my voice is low and shaky as my nerves begin to try to take over. “The day we found each other is one I will never forget. I thought my life was exactly as it was supposed to be. My club and my family, then you showed up and I saw how boring and bland it was. You are the color in my world. I have made huge mistakes and hurt you in ways I wish were able to be taken back or turned on me instead.  
 
    “But know this, it will never happen again. You and Axle are my world. I don’t think that survival is possible without you. I want to give you everythin’ you dream of. I love you more than life itself,” I say, dropping down to one knee “Will you please make my world complete and marry me, and be my ol’ lady?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Twenty-Two 
 
    Hadliegh 
 
    I’M NOT SURE what is going on today with Psycho. He rushed me to get ready and out the door with Callie, not that I’m complaining about a spa day or anything. I just feel like there’s something else going on I’m not aware of.  
 
    We get to the car, and Callie tells me we’re getting not only our paws and claws done, but we’re also scheduled to get a massage. I groan just thinking of that, Lord knows I could use the relaxation. All this stress from being taken, to having a kid, and moving, and the fight we saw, yeah I need it. She then informs me that after all that, I have an appointment with Ink for some more therapy. This day is too good to be true.  
 
    “Feel like I’m missing a bigger picture,” I tell Callie in a soft whisper. “He said that nothing was going on, but it feels different today.” 
 
    “Girl, you are feeling loved and adored,” Callie replies in the same soft whisper. “You should probably get used to it, sister.” 
 
    “I think I’m gonna try!” I giggle back at her while thinking that this man is showing me he loves me and he is sorry for how we began. “What color should we get? I already know what my next tattoo is gonna be so that will be easy.” 
 
    “You know your crazy ass is gonna get pink!” Callie chokes on her laughter. “I’m not sure you even know there are any other colors out there.” 
 
    “Ha,” my witty comeback has us both laughing so hard we are in tears. “I found out yesterday there is a color called fuchsia, so there.” 
 
    “What the hell is fuchsia?” she asks with a confused look on her face. “Is that something you made up?” 
 
    “No, it’s really a color.” I giggle knowing she is going to die laughing when I explain it to her. “It’s actually purple with a pink tint to it.” 
 
    As I expected, she cracks up once again and before I know it, we are both crying again. Having a friend to laugh and have a spa day with is something that will never get old. We get to the salon where we are getting our nails done and our massages.  
 
    As we go inside, we’re greeted with smiles and offers of glasses of wine. The next few hours are spent getting pampered like queens. Deciding we need food; we stop and get a quick lunch before heading to Ink’s house.  
 
    Walking inside, Ink is waiting for us with a smile on his face. I see Bear is on the couch waiting on Callie to take her home since Psycho is going to pick me up here before we head to dinner. I say goodbye to both of them before following Ink back to the room that he uses for tattooing people he’s friends with here. 
 
    “You know what you want to get this time?” Ink asks me, knowing full well I have told everyone what I want my next tattoo to be. 
 
    “I do but can you do two of them?” I ask him, thinking I want to put something that Psycho will be surprised to see. “Still want the small beauty and the beast rose and glass holder, but also want to get a dreamcatcher on my shoulder with Psycho’s name in the web. He’s all my dreams come true and somehow I caught him,” I say, feeling stupid saying that out loud, but it’s how I feel and what I want on my body. Even the people closest to me think I’m crazy for putting his name on my body before he has made anything official. 
 
    “Babe, he’s gonna love it,” Ink tells me with a soft smile. “Don’t show him that tattoo until tonight when you’re alone, he’ll show you what he thinks then. Let’s get these done, shouldn’t take more than an hour or so for both of them, but I wanna do the shoulder first so that he doesn’t see it on accident.” 
 
    I lay on the table he has set up and let him get to work. I get a text from Psycho telling me he loves me and will see me soon for dinner. This may be the best day of my life, other than having my son. I’m surprised when Ink tells me it’s time to start the second tattoo. This one is getting done near my collarbone so I can just pull my top down some and it will keep my shoulder covered for when Psycho walks in. It’s about thirty minutes later when we hear the bell chime telling us someone is here. Psycho yells out that it’s only him and comes to the room we’re in. 
 
    “Hey, Bright Eyes,” Psycho says as he hands me the most beautiful pink tulips ever. I told him a while back they were my favorite and he remembered. This makes me even more concerned I’ve forgotten an anniversary or something. Rather than asking again, I take a deep breath of the fragrant flowers. “You almost done and ready for dinner? I thought we could go to a place outside town.” 
 
    “Yeah, babe, I should be done in a few minutes,” I reply looking at Ink for his confirmation, which he gives with the nod of his head. “I love the tulips. Thank you for this day and for the flowers. It’s been amazing, but I missed you while we were gone.” 
 
    “Had, I would give you the world if you would let me,” he tells me with a soft smile that makes my heart and panties melt. “I see you went with pink nails and your movie tattoo. I like that you know exactly what you want.” 
 
    Ink finishes the tattoo and we all head to the bathroom so I can get some gel to keep my tattoos nice. Psycho walks me out to his bike and straddles it while waiting for me to put on my lid and climb behind him.  
 
    Once again, I’m struck with how sexy my man is. He’s all badass and biker, but with me, he is soft and loving. We go to a diner that’s on the river and is so peaceful and romantic at the same time. I’m thinking of all the things I want to do to my man when he reminds me that we are going to the clubhouse after dinner. I look at my phone and see that there are seven texts from Callie asking when we’re going to get there. Laughing, I tell Psycho she’s blowing up my phone for us to get there. 
 
    When we walk into the clubhouse, we head to the bar to get drinks. I hear the brothers playing pool and talking while the jukebox plays. Psycho asks me to dance when Tangled Up In You by Aaron Lewis starts playing. As we sway to the song, he sings the words to me until the song is almost over with. Then, he lets me know what today has been all about, dropping down to one knee and asking me to marry him. 
 
    The tears that were threatening to spill over while he was talking are now rushing down my face. Instead of answering him with the words I know he’s dying to hear, I lean down and kiss my man. I give him a subtle kiss that’s meant to entice him as I pull away and make sure that he’s looking me in the eyes as I tell him yes. He slips the ring on my finger as Renegade walks over to us holding something behind his back. Once he’s right next to us, he hands the item to Psycho who asks me to turn around. Renegade proceeds to move back to the rest of our family while Psycho and I continue to have our moment. 
 
    I vaguely hear the cheers of the brothers and women in the room as my blood rushes to my head. I said yes! That is all I can process as he twirls me in his arms, kissing me as if I’m the air he needs to breathe— which I guess I kinda am to him. Renegade is the first one to reach us, and hugs us both to him, telling us how happy he is for us and welcoming me to not only the Satan’s Anarchy family but theirs as well. 
 
    Something slides up my arms while the heat from his body fills me. Looking down when his body heat goes away, I see I’m now wearing my ‘Property of’ rag. There’s no way to stop the tears from falling as our friends and family surround us to offer their congratulations. Renegade is the first one to wrap me in his arms as he welcomes me to the family. Callie is the next one to pull me away from my man. For the next hour or so, we’re pulled apart continuously as everyone wants our attention and to know when we’re getting married and where. 
 
    “Callie, I want to get married at your house. We love it there, and I think it would be perfect for us,” I tell her, rushing to get my words out so she can’t say no before I’ve finished. 
 
    “That would be awesome! I’m sure the guys can figure out everything else when we let them know the when,” she answers, pulling me for another hug. 
 
    Psycho finally comes up and pulls me away from everyone. I tell him that I asked Callie if we could get married there and he agrees that it will be perfect considering that’s the first spot away from the clubhouse that we spent any real time at together before he bought our home.  
 
    Before he can do anything else, I show him the tattoos I had done today. When I get to the dreamcatcher, he places soft kisses as close to it as he can get before showing me all night long how much he loves it. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Twenty-Three 
 
    Hadliegh 
 
    WE’VE BEEN BUSTING ass helping Ink get the shop back in order. Since it was completely destroyed and he had to order brand new of everything, he decided he was going to redo the entire shop. So, we painted the walls, made him an office instead of just a work station like the rest of the employees, and added a lounge for us out back.  
 
    He painted murals on the walls instead of hanging pictures back up and included a reception area that customers could sit and pick out a tattoo design if they didn’t already know what they wanted. There was a rack installed, much like one that holds posters in stores. Instead of posters, there are thousands of flash art displays for quick design ideas for walk-ins. They usually want something tribal and other easy stuff. 
 
    Today, we’re holding a grand re-opening for the public. They’ll be able to come in and have a look around at the new shop and make appointments for tattoos while they’re here. So, I’ve got the calendar out on the desk to write everything down on, and then I’ll put it in the computer when everyone leaves tonight. 
 
    I’ve never seen Ink so excited. He’s usually happy and smiling, but there’s a twinkle to his eyes I haven’t seen in a while. It’s nice to see as he walks out of his office and heads to the door to unlock it. There’s already a line of people waiting to come in along with guys from the club. We welcome them all in along with Stripe and Taz. Most of the customers are people that have been here before with a few new faces.  
 
    Natasha is among the crowd, and she makes a beeline for me. After wrapping me in a hug, I see her gaze wander over to Renegade who’s standing in the reception area. I wonder what’s going on there, and tell myself to stay out of it. She talks to me about another tattoo she wants Ink to do. I think it’s going to be awesome.  
 
    It’s not long before Renegade is making his way over to us. This is getting very interesting and I’m gonna have to keep my eyes on these two. After marking her down on the calendar, I tell her I’ll see her before she leaves, and move on to help greet more customers. 
 
    It’s not long before there’s a lull in the people walking in and out the door, talking to guys from the club as well as Stripe, Taz, and Ink about getting work done. I see a petite blond walking in the door. She looks scared as hell and keeps eyeing the men from the club as she walks toward the front desk. 
 
    “Hey hun, can I help you?” I ask, walking from around the desk. 
 
    “Um, yes. I’m looking for a job. I was wondering if you were hiring?” she asks, looking at me and startling me with the navy color of her eyes. They are so fucking beautiful and mesmerizing. 
 
    “Well, let me get Ink and I’ll have him talk to you,” I tell her, looking up to see that Ink is standing in the doorway of his office with Hawk and Chains. 
 
    The three men are looking at the woman standing in front of me and I motion with my head for Ink to come over. He puts a smile on his face and walks over toward us. “Hey, Hadliegh. What can I do for you?” he asks, looking at the woman. 
 
    “My name is Cassidy, and I was wondering if you were hiring?” she asks, trying to add a little extra confidence to her voice. 
 
    “Well, what kind of job are you lookin’ for?” he asks her. 
 
    “I’m good with computers. I can work a lot of different programs, and I like helping people,” she answers as I nod my head over the top of hers that he needs to hire this girl. 
 
    “Okay. So, you could work with Hadliegh at the front counter. You would have to make sure that everyone fills out paperwork and has the proper identification before sending them back to an artist, answering phones, helpin’ clean, and takin’ inventory. When you’re comfortable, you can help the confused customers decide what they like and don’t like,” Ink tells her. 
 
    “Thank you so much,” she answers. “When would I start?” 
 
    “You can start tomorrow if you want,” he tells her as she thanks him again and turns to leave the shop. 
 
    “What’s up, Hadliegh?” he asks, turning his full attention toward me. 
 
    “I don’t know. She needs help, but I don’t know what kind just yet. I’ll have to watch her. That girl is scared of her own shadow right now, though,” I answer him as Hawk, Chains, and Psycho walk up to us. 
 
    They try to find out information on the girl since Ink didn’t have her fill out an application or anything so that Hawk could do his normal background check on her. It’s something that everyone working for one of the club’s businesses have to go through so they can try to make sure that no one from a rival club is trying to gain access. It’s not foolproof and some people slip through the cracks, but this time Ink just took my gut feeling and went with it. I just hope we can help this girl before something bad happens to her. 
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    I’m sitting at the desk waiting for Cassidy to show up. I’ve got the computer ready to go and the calendar sitting in front of me so we can get the appointments that were booked from the re-opening.  
 
    Just as I go to talk to Ink about what he wants to do about her, she rushes in through the door. I can tell she’s in pain from the way she’s moving. As she goes to take off her light sweater, I gasp at the bruises covering her arms. Someone has put their hands on her. Repeatedly. 
 
    “Cass, what the fuck?” I say, keeping my voice low and calm so I don’t scare her off. 
 
    “It’s nothing,” she answers, pulling the sweater back up her arms as a gasp leaves her from the way she just moved. 
 
    “Don’t lie to me. Let me help you,” I tell her sitting her down in the chair while I squat down next to her. “The guys in the club will help keep you safe.” 
 
    Cassidy breaks down in tears and seems to fold in on herself. Ink rushes out of his office and I silently motion him to go back in his office. Him rushing around here, demanding answers is the last thing that she needs right now. I’ll get the information out of her and we’ll go from there. 
 
    “Please, tell me what’s going on?” I ask, setting my hand on her leg so that she knows I’m there for her. 
 
    “I met my man when I was in my sophomore year of college. He made me believe that he was a good guy and that he really liked me. Once we went out on a few dates, he began to change. Wanted all my time, didn’t like my friends, that kind of thing. It wasn’t long before I moved in with him since he had an apartment off campus and then I became totally dependent on him and isolated from my friends and family,” she says, taking a breath and wincing before continuing on with her story.  
 
    “Anyway, he made me drop out of school so I could be home all day while he went to work and was fucking around on me. Yesterday, I decided I wanted a job so that I could save money while telling him I wanted to help pay the bills because we’ve been struggling. When he got home last night and found out that I got a job in a tattoo parlor, he flipped his shit. What you see now is the result of that.” 
 
    “Is this a regular occurrence?” I ask her, needing to know what we’re getting into. 
 
    “Yes,” she whispers. “He’s made my family disown me with his lies, and I have no one to turn to. I’m so sorry to bring this here.” 
 
    “I’m glad you did. Let me go talk to Ink. Do you think you can manage to input these appointments on the computer?” I ask, standing up as her eyes widen in fear. “These men will help you. Ink is a member of an MC and they’ll protect you. I swear, Cassidy. Are you serious about wanting out?” 
 
    “I am. I can’t let him keep doing this to me,” she answers, some of the fear disappearing from her eyes. “I’ll get this on the computer for you.” 
 
    I nod my head and make my way to Ink. After explaining Cass’s situation to him, I watch as he pulls the phone out and places a call to Renegade. Even though I can’t hear much, I do hear men yelling in the background. That’s how loud they’re all being. Well, I should say it’s more than likely Hawk and Chains. I saw the way those two were looking at Cass yesterday when she came in; like they were stalking prey and she had no clue. 
 
    “A few guys will be here in a few minutes to take her to get her things. She’s not goin’ back, but she will have a job still,” he tells me after he gets off the phone. “She’ll be stayin’ at the clubhouse for now until we can figure out where to put her.” 
 
    “Thank you,” I tell him, walking out front to tell her what’s going to happen. 
 
    Cass gives me a gentle hug with the way her body’s hurting and thanks me repeatedly. We sit at the computer, and I go over the programs that we use here, which she’s familiar with because of whatever she was going for in college. I show her the backroom and where all of our inventory is. She won’t need to be too concerned with all that right now. I’m guessing the only thing she’s going to be focusing on is healing and getting away from the scumbag asshole that did this to her. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Twenty-Four 
 
    Psycho 
 
    RENEGADE, HAWK, CHAINS, Grave, and I are sitting at the clubhouse when Ink calls him. I’ve never seen Hawk and Chains flip out the way they are right now when Ink tells Renegade why he’s calling. They each take a chair and slam it against the floor until it’s nothing more than splinters. We all look at them as my brother hangs up the phone and turns his attention toward them. 
 
    “If you’re gonna help her, you two need to reign your shit in now. I won’t have her scared even more when she’s already been beaten,” Renegade tells them. 
 
    “Got it,” Hawk says, visibly trying to gather his composure while Chains sits back down, his breathing out of control still. 
 
    “Psycho, you’re goin’ too. I want all her shit loaded up and brought here. She’s gonna need time and space to heal while we figure out how to protect her,” he tells us. “You take the SUV and take as long as you need. If you need back-up, call me.” 
 
    The three of us head over to Anarchy Ink to get this girl. I don’t even know her fucking name yet. But, Ink called because my woman went to him with what she told her. She talked to me after we left the shop the day of the re-opening, and I knew it was only a matter of time before Hadliegh figured out what was going on. It’s worse than we thought it was from what Ink described to us. 
 
    “You two gonna be able to control yourselves?” I ask just before we pull up to the tattoo parlor. 
 
    “Yep,” Chains answers, his voice harsh and sounding like he’s gritting his teeth. 
 
    Hawk nods his head as I pull up out front and shut the SUV off before we make our way inside. Hadliegh is behind the counter with the timid girl. The girl’s eyes widen in fear and something else as we stop in front of them. Hadliegh walks around the counter to give me a kiss and wrap her body around mine for a second before turning her attention to the other girl. 
 
    “Cass, this is Psycho, Hawk, and Chains. They’re gonna help you get your things and then take you back to the clubhouse. I’m sure doc will check you over and decide what needs to be done. Remember, they won’t hurt you no matter what you hear or see them do to the douche-canoe that fucked you up,” Hadliegh tells her as I watch her grab her bag from the floor and a gasp escapes her mouth. 
 
    This girls ribs are fucked up for sure. I can tell by the way she’s carrying herself and how slow she’s moving. She moved faster yesterday when she came in here to ask about a job. I’ll make sure to message Doc when we’re on our way back with her so that he can meet us at the clubhouse. 
 
    Hawk and Chains step on either side of Cass and walk her out to the SUV. Chains helps her inside while Hawk climbs in the front seat. I know he wants to be in the back with her, but the two of them squeezing her in the back would probably be a little too much right now. So, he’ll have to settle for sitting up front and keeping an eye on her from here. 
 
    Cass gives us the directions to her house, which is only a few blocks from Anarchy Ink. When I pull up, I see a car in the driveway of the run-down house. I’m surprised anyone lives here with the way it looks like it’s leaning to the one side.  
 
    Chains, Hawk, and I give one another a look before we follow her inside. From the porch, we can hear moaning and the sounds of someone fucking. Chains kicks the door in, and Cass shrinks back against Hawk. I step inside to find a skinny ass man with his pencil dick flapping in the breeze while the bitch he was fucking screams and tries to cover herself. 
 
    “Get the fuck outta my house,” pencil dick yells, turning his attention to the door for the first time. 
 
    As soon as he sees the three of us surrounding Cass, an evil smirk covers his face to mask the fear I see in his eyes. Cass points us in the direction of the bedroom and I tell them to go help her while I wait out here for them to get done. Pencil dick thinks he’s going to follow them, but I put a stop to that real quick. 
 
    “Sit the fuck down!” I bellow out, watching as he jumps and almost pisses himself. “So, you like hittin’ on women and puttin’ them in so much pain they can barely move? You want me to do the same shit to you?” 
 
    “You don’t have the balls,” he says, trying to taunt me. 
 
    “I do. I’ve hurt men for less and they didn’t scare me. You sure as fuck don’t scare me,” I respond. “Put some fuckin’ pants on before I throw up at the sight of your nasty ass cock. Or what you call one anyway.” 
 
    “Cassidy, you’re gonna fucking pay for this,” he yells out before I walk over and knock him out with the butt of my gun. 
 
    The bitch he was fucking screams and takes off running. I catch her at the door and make sure that she knows that we weren’t here and she didn’t see anything. Once I’m sure she’ll remember that, I let her go out the door and run for her life. I laugh to myself as I watch her streak down the street and run to get some help for herself. I’m not sure what she’s running from other than a cock that couldn’t satisfy an ant. 
 
    It doesn’t take very long for the three of them to grab Cass’s belongings. They come out of the room with a small suitcase and two small boxes. Yet this entire house is completely filled with items. 
 
    “None of this stuff is yours?” I ask her as they walk out and toward the door. 
 
    “No. I don’t want anything other than what’s mine,” she tells me, looking down at the floor. 
 
    This fucker really did a number on her. I can tell she’s a woman that would usually have a feisty streak a mile wide. You can see it hidden in the depths of her eyes. Hawk and Chains are in for a hell of a ride with this one. 
 
    We make our way out to the SUV and load everything up. Cass waits inside the vehicle while the three of us have a quick smoke and decide how we’re gonna handle the twatwaffle inside.  
 
    Ultimately, we decide that he has no clue about us and will leave Cass alone. If that changes, we know where he lives and can come back and take care of the situation at that point in time. 
 
    Making our way back to the clubhouse, Chains messages doc to let him know that we’ll need him when we get back. Cass is deteriorating quick now that she can breathe and is realizing she doesn’t ever have to go back to the douche nozzle. She can barely sit up straight with the pain in her side and the bruises are so much darker than when we left the tattoo shop. 
 
    As soon as we pull into the clubhouse, I message Hadliegh and tell her to come check on her friend. There’s no way I’m going into detail with her about what’s going on. She’ll see for herself when she gets here. Our night is going to be long because I’m sure that Hadliegh will spend the night here with Cass so that she has someone here she trusts and is comfortable around. It doesn’t matter to me as long as Hadliegh is happy and she gets what she wants to a point. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Twenty-Five 
 
    Hadliegh 
 
    LAST NIGHT WAS hard for Cass. We spent the entire night in her room, and I know it’s time for me to explain some things to her about the men of the club. Yeah, they look scary and rough around the edges, but they wouldn’t harm a hair on her head.  
 
    It didn’t help that when Psycho got her here last night, Chains and Hawk lost their shit when doc got done examining her. They started yelling and we heard Renegade tell them to reign their shit in or leave until Cass was comfortable in her new home. I ended up staying in the room with Cass while Psycho slept in our room alone with Axle. 
 
    I’m awake and run into our room to take a shower and grab breakfast for Cass and me. There’s no way she’s ready to go out in the common room after the night she had. Between starting a new job, being sent home from work because she was beaten, and then moving all of her things out of her home with an abusive ex. When Doc came in to exam her, Cass freaked out and didn’t want me to leave her alone. So, I stayed and held her hand through the entire process. 
 
    Cass has a few bruised ribs and multiple cuts and bruises along her body. Her face is battered and bruised with a split lip. She’s got swelling all over the place and doc said she’s got some tearing in her vaginal area. I wanted to cry for the abuse she’s suffered through at the hands of Craig— that’s the asshole’s name. I’m sure Doc telling the guys about the vaginal tearing is what made the guys lose their shit. But, they’re going to have to learn to calm the fuck down before they lose Cass. 
 
    As soon as I make my way back in the room Cass has been given, I see that she’s awake and sitting up in bed. Well, as much as she can sit up right now. I’m sure she’s not comfortable, but doc gave her some mild pain meds to help her, and she’ll have to eat before she takes them. 
 
    “Morning, Cass,” I say, setting down the plates of food on the desk so that I can help her get comfortable before she eats. “Let me help you and then we’ll eat and talk.” 
 
    “Okay. I’m sorry if anyone out there is pissed about me being here,” she says, referring to last night. 
 
    “Honey, they’re not pissed that you’re here. Hawk and Chains lost it when the doc told them your injuries. They’re pissed for you,” I tell her, shuffling some pillows behind her and helping her move around before I hand the plate of eggs, toast, and bacon over to her. “Do you have any questions for me about the guys or the club? What’s going to happen now?” 
 
    “My main concern right now is making sure I still have a job,” she says, letting me know that she truly wants to work at Satan’s Anarchy. 
 
    “You have a job. I called Ink last night after you fell asleep and he said that he wants you to focus on healing before you worry about coming back in to work. The only thing he’s going to have you do while you’re healing is to fill out an application so Hawk can run his standard background check on you,” I tell her, sitting down in the chair from the desk. 
 
    “Thank you so much,” she answers, starting to dig into her breakfast. 
 
    “Okay, well here are some of the things you need to know about the club. Renegade is the President of the club. He’s the man in charge, and the one you go to if there’s a problem. I’ll tell you now that those guys out there look scary and intimidating as hell. But, they’ll lay down their lives to protect you. I know from first-hand experience. The club is like a big family— there’s fighting, arguing, craziness, and some things that you probably haven’t ever seen in the open before. But, at the end of the day, every single person has the backs of everyone else. Callie and I are the only ol’ ladies of the club right now. The other females here are called house bunnies or babes,” I tell her, putting my plate on the desk while I tell her the story of how I came to be at the club. 
 
    For a few minutes after telling her what I went through when I was kidnapped and then the recovery process I went through, we remained quiet. Cass looked down at her uneaten food for a minute before turning her tear-filled eyes toward me. There wasn’t a look of pity or disgust from her. No, what I saw was her want to overcome whatever Craig had put her through in the past and wanting to find the girl that she used to be. 
 
    “Every single guy out there will help you with whatever you need help with. Chains and Hawk might be up your ass too. It seems to me that you caught their attention,” I tell her, a smile on my face. 
 
    “I can’t make two men fight one another over me. They’re supposed to be a family and not fighting over me. I’m not special,” she tells me. 
 
    “Well, um, the thing about Hawk and Chains is that they share women. They’re never with one another or anything like that, but they do share the woman that they are fucking at the time,” I tell her, trying to be as gentle as possible about this. 
 
    “Like an MFM relationship? Basically, they fuck a woman between them and they never once touch,” she says, shocking the shit out of me.  
 
    “Yeah. Have you done that before?” I ask, curious about why she understands what I was telling her. 
 
    “No. But my cousin is with two men. She met them one night and they explained what they wanted from her. From there on out, they were inseparable. It’s actually a really good relationship between the three of them. The guys are amazing with her and make sure that they all spend time together. Neither one of them are jealous of one another and it’s something that I thought of before,” Cass admits, looking away from me at her admission. 
 
    “Well, okay then. When you wake up after taking your meds, we’ll go out in the common room for a while. How does that sound?” I ask her, putting the chair back so that I can relax on the couch. 
 
    “What did you mean when you said the other girls were babes?” she asks, as I help her lay back down on the bed. 
 
    “Well, see the men in the club don’t live their lives the same way that you and I do. They have their own rules and live their lives as free as possible. The babes are girls that live and work in the club. They are there to spread their legs for the guys and not much else. Well, they have to help keep the clubhouse clean, but usually, they’re just a release for the guys that are single in the club,” I tell her, watching her face for her true reaction. 
 
    “Oh. Well, as long as they’re not forced to be here, that’s their choice. I won’t be here long enough to worry about them anyway,” she says, turning her head toward the TV as I put a comedy on. 
 
    [image: ] 
 
    Cass just woke up and I’m helping her get ready to go in the common room. I put her hair up in a messy bun and make sure she’s got a tee on over the sports bra she’s been sleeping in. The shirt is huge on her because it’s Chains’. Hawk and Chains brought me in a few shirts for her to wear until her ribs healed. They figured it would be easier to slide into one of theirs than try to get one of her tighter ones on. Just before we leave, I make sure that the binding on her ribs is still the way doc put it. 
 
    As we make our way to the table that Callie is already sitting at, I see all the men and women in the room staring at Cass. She doesn’t realize she’s the center of attention right now and I’m thankful for that. We sit down, and a Prospect brings us over water to drink. The bottles are unopened. Renegade made that a rule after we were kidnapped. With me being so skittish around everyone, he wanted me to realize that the bottles of water I got weren’t tampered with. So, it’s just one more way to show that they care about the women in the club. 
 
    “Cass, how are you feeling?” Callie asks, trying to get to know her a little bit. 
 
    “I’m sore as fuck, but that’s nothing new. I can’t tell you all how much this means to me. You’ve given me help when you didn’t have to,” she answers, looking around at all the men surrounding us. “I don’t have anyone to turn to and you’ve taken in a virtual stranger. Thank you will never be appropriate to tell you what that means to me.” 
 
    “You don’t have anythin’ to thank us for,” Hawk says, sitting down next to Cass while Chains sits on the other side of her. “You were in a situation and decided you had enough. I’m glad we were there to help you.” 
 
    I watch as Cass blushes at the closeness of the men sitting next to her. She’ll be just fine once she gets used to the men that live in and come to the clubhouse on a regular basis. I’ll stay close for now to make sure she’s okay and to make sure the babes know that she’s off limits. Other than that, Cass won’t have a problem at all here. Unless it’s the attention from Hawk and Chains, but I think she likes it. They might have to wait for her to get over the douche nozzle that she was with, but then she’ll be just fine with their arrangement. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Twenty-Six 
 
    Psycho 
 
    THE LAST FEW days we’ve been at the clubhouse. I get why Hadliegh wants to be here for Cass, and it’s really not a hardship being there. After the first night, Cass told her that she’d be fine in the room alone so Hadliegh could come back to our room. We’ve all watched Hawk and Chains with the girl, and I know that it’s just a matter of time before they make their move on her. 
 
    Today, we’re all hanging out, getting ready to have a cookout when Bentley tells us that there’s someone at the front gates but he’s not letting them in. Renegade, Grave, Chains, and I make our way out to the gate and quickly pull our guns when we see that it’s members of Snake’s Revenge. What the fuck? I thought we got all those bitches. 
 
    “You got a lot of balls showin’ up here,” Renegade says, holding his gun steady on the man slightly in front of the rest of the men. 
 
    “Know that. Just like we know you’re the ones that took out our club. Want to thank you for that,” he says, stepping closer to the closed gate. “Also want you to know that you won’t have any problems from us. But, that’s not to say that no one will be comin’ after you. Vulture managed to escape and he’s furious. Plus, Wrecker had backin’ from someone. He’s goin’ to be pissed when he stops gettin’ his shipments.” 
 
    “Where’s Vulture?” I ask, wanting that motherfucker one-on-one. 
 
    “Don’t know. He got word out to us that he was layin’ low and he’d let us know when he was healed enough to make another move on you. He’s workin’ with the guy that’s been backin’ Wrecker the last few years,” he answers. “I’m Stone. This is Test, Archer, and Colossus. We got no beef with you; haven’t liked the way Wrecker was takin’ the club in a while now.” 
 
    “Guys, I’m not sure that we can trust you. Who’s the guy Vulture’s gettin’ help from now?” I ask, needing to know where we start looking for him. 
 
    “We never got a name. The only ones that knew were Vulture, Wrecker, and maybe Cam. The only one left is Vulture, and he’s not sayin’ a fuckin’ word to us. I’m guessin’ he knows that we were already puttin’ shit in motion to leave the club. For now, we’re leavin’ town and startin’ our own charter. No one will know us and we’ll be able to get a fresh start,” he tells us, never once taking his eyes off of us. 
 
    “If we let you leave here today, I don’t ever want to have a fuckin’ problem with you. You so much as send someone in our direction and we’ll wipe your new club off the map without blinkin’ an eye. Do you understand me?’ Renegade asks, letting them know that their fate is in our hands. 
 
    “Got ya. And I know that you’re lettin’ us off easy. If we hear anythin’ more from Vulture, you’ll be our first call,” he says, finally putting his hands down even though we all have our guns trained on them still. 
 
    “You’re gettin’ off real easy. Usually, I’d put a bullet in all of you and be done with it. We got things goin’ on, and I’m not goin’ to scare anyone in my care though. You’ve got your warnin’ and I strongly suggest you fuckin’ heed it,” Renegade says, watching the men for any signs of betrayal. “I’ll be waitin’ on your call about Vulture. I’m sure he’ll be contactin’ you soon.” 
 
    We stand in our spots until the men make their way back to their bikes and head out. “Bentley, you got cash on you?” Renegade asks the Prospect. 
 
    “Yes,” he answers, turning his attention toward my brother. 
 
    “Good. Get on your bike and follow them. I want to know where they end up and who they talk to along the way,” Renegade tells him. 
 
    Bentley runs to his bike and takes off after the group of men that just left. I call Bishop and tell him to get his ass out here and watch the gate. He’s here before we make our way back in. Renegade calls church, and I give Hadliegh and Axle a kiss before going in the meeting room. Once we’re all seated around the table, Renegade slams the gavel on the top of the table and calls the meeting to order. 
 
    “Okay, we just had a visit from a few Snakes. They’re leavin’ here today because Stone, the man in charge now, said he’s takin’ the remainin’ men out of town and will leave us alone. They’re not lookin’ for revenge when they were tryin’ to leave the club we just blew apart. Bentley is gonna follow them and report back what he finds out. Now, all we have to do is put feelers out for Vulture. Apparently, he made it out alive. And there’s a man that’s gonna be pissed when he doesn’t get his new shipment. Hawk, did you find anythin’ about them workin’ with someone?” 
 
    “No. I’ll start diggin’ again and see what I can find out. This man doesn’t know a name or anythin’ that would help us?” he asks. 
 
    “Nope. Vulture is the only other one that knows the name. Supposedly, they don’t know where he is either. That’s why Bentley’s followin’ them,” Renegade answers. “For now, I want men on the women, Cass is to stay here when she’s not at work, and we all need to remain vigilant. If there are any questions, come fuckin’ ask them. I don’t want anythin’ to happen to anyone in this club because one of you didn’t ask a question. Get with Grave and Chains to see who’s goin’ to be on rotation at the garage and the tattoo parlor.” 
 
    As we leave church, I’m glad we’re staying at the clubhouse right now. We won’t have to spread the guys thin with having the women and kids in multiple locations. The only time we’ll need an extra man or two is when the girls go in to work. But, Cass and Hadliegh are working together right now, so that works in our favor even more.  
 
    I might not necessarily agree with Renegade’s decision to let the other men go, but he’s the President of the club and it’s his call. At least he has Bentley following them so that we can figure out if they’re lying or not. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Twenty-Seven 
 
    Psycho 
 
    THE LAST FEW weeks have been crazy as hell. Between finding out that Vulture is still alive and that he’s got the backing from some unknown source is putting a damper on the club in a big way. We can’t find him, we don’t know if there are still assholes from Snake’s Revenge out there somewhere with him, and we can’t figure out who the fuck is helping them get away from us constantly. 
 
    Right now, I can’t let that shit get in my head and cloud my day. Today is the day I’m going to marry Hadliegh. She’s already gotten her ‘Property of’ rag, and now we make it official in the eyes of the law. It’s been a whirlwind experience to get everything ready for the day. Thankfully, Callie and the girls helped Bright Eyes out with a lot of it. Now, the guys and me are the ones putting the rest of it together. 
 
    Callie and the girls made sure all the delicate touches were done to make Hadliegh happy like the flowers and setting up the Shepherds hooks with mason jars filled with wildflowers or tea lights. They decorated the arbor we’ll stand in front of while Smokey marries us.  
 
    Yes, he got ordained just for our wedding. We’re setting up the chairs for the ceremony and the tables under the canopy for the reception. Trin, Rusty, Silk, and Foxy will make sure the last second details are finished before the wedding in a little bit. 
 
    With nothing more for me to do, I ride my bike to the clubhouse so I can shower and get ready. Renegade, Smokey, and Bear are standing at the bar talking when I walk in. They immediately get quiet and I’m not sure that’s a good thing. 
 
    “What’s up, guys?” I ask, taking the shot Smokey holds out for me. 
 
    “Nothin’. What are you doin’ here?” Bear answers, a weird look on his face. 
 
    “Tell someone that might actually believe it because it’s not me. What’s goin’ on? Is it somethin’ with Vulture?” I ask, looking back and forth between the men standing before me. 
 
    “You’ll find out later. It’s nothin’ bad, we promise,” Renegade answers, downing his shot and slamming his glass on the counter. “Let’s get ready so we can get you married. You know that I’m walkin’ your ol’ lady down the aisle?” 
 
    “I do. She mentioned it last night before Callie, Cass, and Trin dragged her away from me. I can’t believe they wouldn’t let me sleep in the fuckin’ house with her,” I mutter, walking toward my room while the guys laugh their asses off at me. “Can’t wait till it’s the rest of you fuckers!” 
 
    “I’m already married,” Bear says, sobering up before passing me in the hall. 
 
    “Yeah. But I hope that every kid you have is another fuckin’ girl,” I say, a smile lighting up my face. 
 
    “You asshole,” he says, grabbing at his chest as if I mortally wounded him. “I can’t believe you’d wish that on me.” 
 
    Renegade and Smokey are laughing hysterically behind us as we all make our way to our rooms. Smokey is marrying us, Renegade is walking Hadliegh down the aisle, while Bear is my best man. Grave and Chains are the only other two members of the wedding.  
 
    We tried to figure out how we could get Hawk up there too, but there wasn’t a way he could be up there with Cass and everything be even. So, he’s going to sit this one out. Axle and Jazz are the ring bearer and flower girl. Bentley will carry him down the aisle. 
 
    After I get out of the shower, I get dressed in the new blue jeans, my boots, a black long-sleeved shirt, and my cut. I brush my hair and make sure I have everything I’ll need for the day. The rings we picked out are in my pocket until I get there and hand them over to Trin. She’s helping the kids down the aisle so she’ll hold the rings on the way down and then hand them over. 
 
    Renegade, Bear, and Smokey are standing out in the common room waiting for me to get done. As soon as I walk up to them, the front door is flung open and there stands Phoebe. She’s our little sister and is supposed to be at college right now. We sent her away to college so no one would associate her with us and try to use her against Renegade or myself. 
 
    “The fuck you doin’ here?” Renegade asks, stalking toward her. 
 
    “I can’t do it, John. I’ve tried to fit in and pass all my classes and I can’t,” she says, wrapping her arms around him. “Please, let me come home. I’ll do what you say and stay where you tell me to. I just can’t be that far away from my family anymore.” 
 
    “Fuck!” he bellows out before pulling her in for a big hug. 
 
    I make my way over to my brother and sister. It’s weird to see her here when we sent her away to protect her. Mom didn’t like our decision, but she agreed to it if only to protect Phoebe. Wrapping my sister in my arms, I’m reminded of the day she left us.  
 
    Tears were in all of our eyes as Mom and Phoebe got in the car after we loaded everything of hers up and loaded it into one of the SUVs the club had. Phoebe hated us so much, but in her own way, she understood where we were coming from. She knew that we were trying to ensure that none of our rivals knew about her so they couldn’t get to her.  
 
    That’s why she was never really allowed around the clubhouse and why most of the club members don’t even realize we have a sister. The only one in the family that she talks to is mom and that’s only a few times a month. In a way, we did completely cut her off. But we wanted better for her and didn’t want her to have to constantly be looking over her shoulder. 
 
    When it comes to Phoebe, we want her to find the guy with the nine to five job. A boring guy that isn’t going out on runs or risking jail time on a regular basis, and she wouldn’t have to sit at home worrying if he’s going to come back to her. In reality, Renegade and I want her to find a man that’s the complete opposite of us and how we live our lives. 
 
    “Mom know your back?” I ask once I pull back from her. 
 
    “No. I stopped by the diner to find that it’s closed,” she answers, looking between Renegade and I to find out what’s going on. 
 
    “Little sis, there’s a lot you don’t know. Our brother here is gettin’ married today. That’s why the diner’s closed up. She’s helpin’ put the final touches on everythin’ and watchin’ Axle for Remington and Hadliegh,” Renegade answers for me. 
 
    “What the fuck? I didn’t even know you were involved with anyone, Psycho,” she answers, using my road name for the first time ever. “And who the hell is Axle?” 
 
    “Well, Axle would be your nephew. It’s not that we didn’t want to tell you, we’ve just been dealin’ with a lot. Hadliegh doesn’t even know about you if that’s any consolation,” I tell her, hoping she’ll know we truly didn’t want to keep this from her. 
 
    “What? I knew you guys wanted to protect me, but it’s like you’ve completely wiped me out of the fucking family. Is that what you’re doing?” she asks, tears forming in her eyes. 
 
    “It’s not like that at all. We know that the less we communicate with you, the less likely anyone will connect that you’re our baby sister. We wanted you with us, but I won’t take the chance that you’re hurt or worse,” Renegade answers. “Now, let’s head over to Bear and Callie’s house so that we can let mom know you’re home and then we’ll introduce you to Axle and Hadliegh.” 
 
    Phoebe nods her head and lets Renegade lead her from the clubhouse. She follows us the short distance to Bear’s house in her car. As soon as we get there, mom runs out to see us only to stop dead in her tracks when Phoebe gets out of her car. With Axle in her arms, she ushers us all inside in case anyone we don’t want watching is lurking around the area. Once we’re inside, Axle is thrust in my arms as my mom wraps her only daughter in one of the biggest hugs I’ve ever seen. Tears are shed and everyone leaves the four of us alone while we have a family reunion. 
 
    “What are you doin’ here?” mom finally asks, pulling back from her daughter to take a good look at her. 
 
    “I can’t be there anymore, Mom. I hate it and I don’t want to be away from my family anymore. Look at everything I’ve already missed out on,” she tells us all as she turns to face me and looks at her nephew for the first time. “He’s so adorable.” 
 
    Axle is dressed similar to me. He’s got a bib on over his shirt and little boots on his feet. Mom brushed the little bit of hair he has covering his head. I hold him out for Phoebe to take so she can hold her nephew.  
 
    Once again, tears fill her eyes as she takes him in her arms and snuggles him close to her body. She’s visibly shaking as her head remains buried against my son. Mom is taking pictures of the moment so she can capture it forever. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Twenty-Eight 
 
    Hadliegh 
 
    I’VE BEEN PAMPERED and made pretty all day long. Callie and the girls came over last night and took me from the house until they knew that Psycho left for the night. He went over to Bear’s house because Callie was staying with me. The guys were gonna have a boys night while the girls and I watched sappy movies and had a few drinks. I think I ate my weight in junk food last night too. 
 
    At the same time, I’ve been counting down the hours until I get to marry the love of my life. Yeah, we’ve had some bumps along the way, but I wouldn’t change it for anything in the world. Remington ‘Psycho’ Jackson has made me happier than I ever imagined I’d be in my life. He’s given me an amazing little boy that lights up my life and he’s given me himself. Psycho has accepted my independence, my sass, and my ability to hold a grudge. I made him wait for months upon months before I let him in enough to thaw my heart again. 
 
    “You ready to go?” Callie asks, walking in our room as she fiddles with my dress a little more. 
 
    “I’m more than ready to go,” I tell her, letting my excitement burst forward. 
 
    “Okay. The car’s here and we’re ready to go,” she says, laughing at my exuberance. 
 
    Callie and I make our way downstairs to see Foxy, Rusty, and Cass waiting for us. Unfortunately, Foxy won’t be in the wedding party. She didn’t want to stand up in front of everyone while Psycho and I get married. So, she’s been here helping us all get ready. I can’t thank her enough for the help she’s been. It’s been one less thing I’ve had to worry about with her anticipating every single need we had and making sure that we had it. 
 
    Axle spent last night with Corrinth, and I can’t wait to lay eyes on my son. I’ve never spent the night away from him, and I don’t really like it. If we’ve gone to the clubhouse, he’s been there with one of the girls until we go to bed. On the rare chance we go out, I’m always back home with him. The only time I was separated from him was when the Snake’s had me. That wasn’t my fault, or choice, though. Last night, I said that I would keep him with us, but Callie and Corrinth refused and so he went with grandma for the night. 
 
    The drive is short from our house to Callie’s. I stare out the window as the girls talk and laugh. I’m getting nervous and excited, and want to be alone for a minute. That’s not going to happen though when I’m surrounded by these girls and from the second we get out of the car and into Callie’s house, I’ll be surrounded by people. 
 
    As the car comes to a stop, the girls get out before Renegade leans in the car to help me out. He takes me in as I stand before him. My hair is half up with the rest falling in soft curls down my back. The dress I chose is simple. It’s got spaghetti straps and a sweetheart neckline that flows down to my feet. On the top of the dress, there’s black lace covering my chest down to the black ribbon around my waist. Callie did my make-up soft and barely noticeable except for my eyes which she did a little darker than normal. 
 
    “You look amazin’! Psycho is gonna flip his shit when he sees you,” Renegade says, pulling me in for a hug. “There’s someone here that you need to meet before we head out.” 
 
    “Okay. Who?” I ask, wondering who is here today that I haven’t met before. 
 
    “Our sister came home,” he says nonchalantly. 
 
    “You have a sister?” I ask, wondering why I’ve never heard of a sister before. 
 
    “Yeah. It’s a long story, one that Psycho will fill you in on. For now, let’s get inside before he sees you. Phoebe’s waitin’ to meet you,” he says, leading me inside the house. 
 
    I let Renegade lead me into the house. As soon as we get through the door, I see Corrinth and a young girl that looks more like Renegade than Psycho. She’s got long dirty blond hair with blue eyes. There are already tears in her eyes as she takes me in wearing my wedding dress. 
 
    “Phoebe, I’d like you to meet Hadliegh. Hadliegh, this is our sister Phoebe,” Renegade says, watching to see what we’re gonna do. 
 
    “It’s so nice to meet you,” Phoebe says, walking up and wrapping me in a big hug. 
 
    “It’s nice to meet you too,” I say, wrapping my arms around her. “You’re staying for the wedding?” 
 
    “If it’s okay with you, I’d love to be here for you and my brother,” she answers, pulling back a bit to see what I think. 
 
    “I’d love to have you here,” I tell her honestly. 
 
    Phoebe walks outside with Corrinth. Renegade stays inside with us while we wait for the music to announce us walking down the aisle. I’m getting impatient. Right now, I want to be standing next to my man, becoming his wife.  
 
    My nerves are settling the closer we get to the time for the ceremony to take place. But, I have just the thing to help me settle the rest of the nerves; I grab my rag off the back of the stool where Callie laid it for me. No one other than her knew that I’d be wearing this over my dress. Renegade smiles at me and nods his head in approval. 
 
    Finally, I see Callie, Cass, and Rusty heading to the back of the house to make their way out the back door. Renegade walks over next to me and I place my arm in his as the music changes to In Case You Didn’t Know by Brett Young. A lone tear slips from my eyes as I try to hold them back.  
 
    Psycho walked in the bedroom one night when I had this song playing. He walked up behind me and turned me to face him. We danced in our room to this song while he sang the words to me. I play it all the time now. 
 
    I look straight ahead once Renegade and I are through the backdoors of the house and see Psycho watching me with a smile on his face. A matching smile breaks out on mine as our family and friends stand as I make my way to him. At one point, I guess I must be rushing because Renegade chuckles before telling me to slow down a bit. A few guests chuckle at my obvious attempt to get to Psycho while saying screw it to wedding protocol. 
 
    I’m finally at his side while Renegade keeps my hand on his arm until Smokey asks who gives me away. “Satan’s Anarchy and I do,” he replies as another tear slips from my eyes. 
 
    I try to listen to the words that Smokey is saying, but I’m lost in Psycho’s eyes. We’re staring at one another and I can’t say that he’s hearing a single word being said right now either. I’m proven right when Bear nudges him from behind so that he can say his vows. 
 
    “Hadliegh, I knew from the second I saw you, you were gonna change my damn world. I love that you can be feisty, a smart ass, sweet, carin’, and the best mom I’ve ever seen. You’re the light to my dark and the air that I need to breathe. Hadliegh, I can’t wait to begin the rest of our lives together as one. Thank you for everythin’ you’ve given me already and for what’s to come,” Psycho says, a tear slipping free as Smokey tells me that it’s my turn. 
 
    “Psycho, you piss me off more than anything sometimes. But I love you more than you piss me off,” I begin to the laughter of the guests. “You have given me a beautiful son and the space that I need when I need it. I know that you’ll always come for me and make sure that Axle and I are protected beyond anything I’ve ever imagined. I can’t wait for the day that we add to our family and to see how much of an amazing dad you are to each one of our children. You’re the strength I lean on when I need it and the one that will always hold me up when I can’t stand on my own.” 
 
    I watch as a tear slips down Psycho’s cheek and let it go until it falls from his chin and lands on the ground between us. Smokey turns to him and asks him for the rings. Once he has them from Bear and hands them over to his friend, we carry on with the last bit of the ceremony. Finally, I hear the words that I’ve been waiting for since I walked through the doors. 
 
    “I now pronounce you man and wife. Psycho, you may kiss your bride,” Smokey says, folding his hands in front of him. 
 
    Psycho leans into me, placing his hands on either side of my face before kissing me. He plants a gentle kiss on my lips but that’s just not going to work for me. I trace his bottom lip with my tongue until he opens his mouth and deepens the kiss. I’m bent backward in a dip as he continues kissing me until I feel like there’s no breath left to breathe. We finally stand back up and break apart as I try to suck in some much-needed air. 
 
    “I love you, wife,” Psycho says so only I can hear him. 
 
    “I love you more, husband,” I respond to him. 
 
    We walk back down the aisle and make our way to the tent that’s been set up for the reception. It’s better than I imagined it would turn out. Hanging from the top of the tent are small white lights. There are tables and chairs set up toward the back of tent so that there was room for the cake, a small dance floor, and a table covered with presents. At the front of the tables is a long one for the wedding party. 
 
    Psycho leads me out of the tent so that our guests can enter before we get announced by the DJ that was hired for our day. While we’re waiting, the photographer takes pictures and then my husband and I get a minute to ourselves before going back in for the next few hours. He leads me away from the tent a little bit before stopping and looking at me. 
 
    “You look stunnin’,” he tells me, placing a kiss on my lips before pulling back. “I can’t wait to get you all alone and see what you’re wearin’ under that dress. By the way, thank you for wearin’ your rag today. I wasn’t expectin’ you to do that.” 
 
    “Of course, I would. Your cut and my rag are a part of our lives. There’s no way in hell either one of us was going to be standing up there, starting our married life together without them on,” I tell him, wrapping my arms around him as Renegade lets us know that it’s time to head in the tent. 
 
    Walking up behind Callie and Bear, we stop and wait for our turn. We’re all walking in the side of the tent so that it’s a straight line to the table. The groomsmen will be sitting on one side while the bride’s maids will be sitting on the opposite side. Yeah, we could have let the couples sit together, but since Hawk isn’t at the table, we decided to have them sit this way. He’s at the table closest to ours though. 
 
    “Now, I’d like to introduce Mr. and Mrs. Remington ‘Psycho’ Jackson for the first time,” the DJ says, making sure that my husband’s road name is included. I’m sure it’s a first for him, but he’s taken everything we’ve thrown at him in stride. 
 
    Psycho leads me into the tent to claps and hollering from our friends and family. We take our seats as Renegade stands up and calls for everyone to be silent. I look at Psycho to see what’s going on, but he just shrugs his shoulders at me in response. As I look at the rest of the members of the wedding party, I see smiles on their faces so they must know what’s going on right now. 
 
    “I’d like to be the first to congratulate my brother and sister-in-law. Hadliegh, welcome to the family, sweetheart. I’m so glad that you two found one another and have found a way to leave the past where it belongs and build a life together. Now, I know that neither one of you were plannin’ on takin’ time off for a honeymoon or anythin’ like that. So, we’ve all put money in for you to take a week away, with Axle. We want you to get away from everythin’ and spend a week together as a family,” Renegade says, raising his beer before sitting down. 
 
    I look at Psycho and I can’t stop the tears that spill over. Never did I think that our family would do this for us. Psycho stands up and makes his way over to Renegade and pulls him in for a hug. I can see him saying something to him that is just between the brothers. Turning to Callie, I see her tears as she smiles and I reach over to pull her into a hug. 
 
    “Thank you so much,” I tell her. 
 
    “You two deserve it,” she says. “It was honestly all Renegade’s idea. We just had to make sure that we kept it from you.” 
 
    I look over at my brother-in-law and smile at him. I’m not sure where we’re going right now and I don’t really care. We have been so busy with everything going on that it seems as if Psycho and I were missing each other and only falling into bed when we were too exhausted to do more than grab a few hours of sleep. Now, we get to spend a week alone with our son so that we can get back to where we were before everything that’s been going on. 
 
    “Can you keep an eye on, Cass?” I ask Callie so only she can hear. 
 
    “Absolutely. When she’s not working at Anarchy Ink, she’s going to start watching the kids for us. Bear wants to help her get back to the woman that she was for Hawk and Chains so we’re giving her every single opportunity to get out and away from the clubhouse. In a sense, it gives her a bit of freedom because she’ll be earning her own money and the knowledge that she’s got the entire club behind her,” Callie tells me, sitting back in her seat as my husband takes his seat next to me again. 
 
    “Bright Eyes, we don’t have long before we’ll have to leave. Apparently, they all packed bags for us already, but we do have to get to the airport,” Psycho tells me before planting a kiss on my cheek. 
 
    “Okay. Where are we going?” I ask, my curiosity getting the better of me. 
 
    “We’re goin’ to a small town in New York. I guess Renegade has already let everyone know what time we have to leave so they’ve moved the timetable of the reception up,” he answers me. 
 
    [image: ] 
 
    We’ve had our meal and now Psycho has just led me to the dance floor for our dance. Tangled Up In You begins to play. This is the song we danced to before he asked me to marry him, so he figured it would be our song from now on since we played our other one as I walked down the aisle. About halfway through the song, I nod to Callie and Bear so they can join us. Soon, more couples begin to fill the makeshift dance floor. Cass is the only one sitting at the table as Chains and Hawk talk about something off to the side of everyone. I’m not sure what the hell their problem is, but one of them should have her out here with them. 
 
    Finally, Hawk walks over to her and a smile lights up her face. Along with a slight blush. Chains walks over and leads Corrinth onto the dance floor right next to Hawk and Cass. They’re all laughing and talking as the four of them dance by one another. It’s not long before Hawk and Chains are switching partners. Cass looks so happy today, and I’m glad that we could give that to her. I’m happy that she trusted me enough the first real day we met to bring the club in to help her get away from an abusive fucker like her ex. 
 
    After the dance is over with, Psycho leads me over to the cake so that we can cut it before leaving. Corrinth makes sure that we each have our piece as she steps back out of the way. Psycho smiles bigger than I’ve ever seen him before smashing his slice of cake in my face. It’s only fair that I get him back. So, I start on his forehead and smear the cake over his entire face. Yeah, I may have gotten him a little worse than what he did considering I only have cake on my nose and chin. But, he deserves it. 
 
    Everyone surrounding us laughs at the two of us. Psycho grabs another small piece and makes sure that my face looks just as good as his does. We turn to face the crowd because I know there will be pictures of this being taken by our friends. Smiles light up our faces. Today is one of the best days of my life. The absolute best day was the day that Axle was born and Psycho was by my side as he came screaming into the world. 
 
    “The groom and bride have a plane to catch. So, before they take off, let’s have all the single ladies gather around to catch the bouquet,” the DJ announces. 
 
    I stand just on the far side of the bridal party’s table, after quickly cleaning cake off of me, and look behind me as the small group of women gather together in anticipation. Looking forward, I fling my arms backward and let the flowers fly. As soon as they leave my hands, I turn around to see Cass standing at the back of the pack. Before the flowers hit the ground, she opens her hands up as they land in them. I can’t believe she’s the one that caught them, but it makes me happy she did. 
 
    Psycho drags a chair to the middle of the dance floor and crooks his finger toward me. I make my way to him as the DJ calls for the single men to gather around while Psycho bends down before me. He dips his head under my dress so that he can get the garter off of my thigh and toss it to someone. 
 
    I squirm in my seat as he runs his tongue up my leg and one hand definitely goes farther than the garter. His fingers brush my wet panties as his tongue makes contact with the garment he needs to remove. I feel his teeth scrape against my bare thigh as he pulls the garter down my leg and he finally removes his fingers from my pussy. 
 
    Psycho grins at me and stands up. He faces the men as he flings the garter into the crowd of men. Chains ends up catching the garter. His eyes immediately turn to Cass and I see her give him a shy smile. The two meet us at the chair I’ve just vacated, and Cass sits down in front of Chains. He kneels down and slowly slides the garter up her leg as we all watch. I can tell they’re having a private moment amidst the crowd of wedding guests. The only thing that would make it better was if Hawk was up here with them.  
 
    So, I turn my head to him and give him a slight nod. He smiles before walking up behind Cass and setting a hand on her shoulder. I grab my phone off the table and quickly snap a few pictures for her. 
 
    “Alright you two, it’s time to go,” Corrinth says, walking over to us as she hands Psycho his son. “I love you both, and I hope you have a great time.” 
 
    Corrinth gives us all a kiss before our closest friends come up to send us away. Renegade will tell us his goodbye at the airport since he’s driving us there. Once I’m in the SUV, I look back at my friends and family to wave goodbye with a huge smile on my face.  
 
    This group of people is what makes our life the best it absolutely can be. I’m so grateful these men rescued us, and Callie wanted me to stay here with her. Not only do I have my own family now, but there are so many extended members I don’t know what to do most of the time. This is what life is meant to be, right here, at this moment.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Twenty-Nine 
 
    Hadliegh 
 
    WE’VE BEEN IN New York for a few hours and I’m already so much more relaxed than I was at home. Psycho and I have been spread so thin, and this is exactly what we needed. Axle was perfect on the plane and slept almost the entire flight. The only problem we had was when it was time to feed him. Psycho didn’t want me nursing him on the plane but we really had no other option. So, I grabbed a blanket and covered myself as he blocked the aisle and I got Axle settled. 
 
    Once we landed, Renegade had a car ready to pick us up and take us to the small house he rented for us. It’s on the shore of Seneca Lake and is absolutely stunning. The house sits back from the lake and has a wraparound porch on it. There are a few chairs and a swing already set up so we can sit out there and enjoy the weather.  
 
    Walking in the house, we walk into a foyer that leads directly to the living room. The floor plan past the living room is open. It has a kitchen, dining room, and a hallway off to the side of the dining room. In the foyer, there’s a staircase leading up to the second floor.  
 
    Psycho leads me up there and we see a master room along with one other small bedroom. There’s a playpen already set up, and I lay Axle down before Psycho leads me into the master bedroom. Directly in the middle of the room is a King size bed. There are two doors in the room and I choose the door that’s already open. Walking in, I see a huge soaker tub and a separate shower. The shower is regular size, but I’m drawn toward the tub. 
 
    “Why don’t you soak and relax while Axle’s sleepin’?” Psycho asks, while I still stare at the tub. 
 
    “Why don’t you join me,” I say, turning to face him and beginning to take my dress off. 
 
    We didn’t have time to get changed before we were whisked away from the reception. Sliding the straps down my arms, I slowly pull my arms from them as I keep my eyes trained on my husband. After untying the ribbon around my waist, I let the dress fall and pool at my feet. Psycho is on the move as he takes in the matching white lace bra and panty set I’ve been wearing all day. 
 
    “You are so beautiful, my wife,” he says, running his hand down my arm while wrapping his other one around my body and pulling me into him. 
 
    Psycho kisses me and unhooks my bra before pulling it down my arms. He doesn’t pull away from me until he’s ready to turn the water on in the tub and makes sure that it’s the right temperature before we get in. I’m left breathless as I remain rooted to my spot, just watching him. Once he’s sure that the water is not going to burn us, Psycho turns and begins to undress himself. My mouth waters in anticipation as I see every new inch of skin he bares to me. 
 
    “See somethin’ you like, wife?” he asks, a cocky smirk covering his face as he undoes his jeans and lets them fall to the floor. 
 
    His hard cock springs forward and I stick my tongue out to lick my bottom lip. Psycho pulls my panties down my legs and I step out of them before he grabs my hand and leads me to the tub. After we’re settled in the hot water, I reach behind me and grab onto his cock. A groan slips from his mouth as I stroke him up and down. He begins to kiss my upper back and shoulders as much as he can reach without moving me too much so I let go of him. It’s not long before he’s turning me around to face him. Without a word, he lifts me up and lines his cock up with my pussy. I slide down on him until I’m fully seated on his length. 
 
    Psycho only gives me a minute to adjust to him before he reaches down to my hips and begins to guide my movements up and down on him. Once he’s sure that I’m going to keep moving at his pace, he takes his attention off of where we meet and pulls a hard nipple into his mouth. I dig my hands into his hair as I continue to move up and down his hard length. Faintly, I hear the water from the tub splashing over the side of the tub, but I couldn’t really give a shit about it when I have my husband inside me. 
 
    While Psycho switches sides and pays my other tit, the same attention he just gave the first one, he reaches down between us and begins to rub circles on my clit. My pace falters for a second as I let the feelings take over. As soon as Psycho lets my boob pop free from his mouth, I place my hands on either side of his face and bring his mouth to mine. He immediately opens his mouth to give me entrance as our tongues duel and fight for control. I give it up to him and let him ravish my mouth while I begin to slide up and down his hard cock faster. My release is coiling in my body and I feel like I’m about to lose control when he pulls away from my mouth and begins to pepper kisses along my jaw and down to my neck. Once he’s at my neck, Psycho gently bites down to give me just enough pain that it throws me over the edge and my orgasm breaks loose. 
 
    “Remington!” I yell out as my body tightens and begins to spasm around him. 
 
    It doesn’t take long before Psycho is following me over the edge. He tangles his fingers into my hair and pulls my mouth to his as his body thrusts up into mine and he stills. I feel him pulsing in me and I’m thrown into another, smaller orgasm as he empties himself in my pussy. 
 
    “Fuck, Hadliegh! It just gets better and better every fuckin’ time,” he says, as he pulls my sated body into his and begins to rub his hands up and down my back. 
 
    I’m so relaxed that I could fall asleep right here in his arms. It doesn’t matter that we’re sitting in a tub of water, most of which is now on the floor. Before I can doze off, Psycho lifts me up to stand and helps me out of the tub before drying me off and leading to the bed. As soon as my head hits the pillow, I’m out. 
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    I wake up and stretch in the morning, and realize Axle never got me up in the middle of the night. Just as I go to scramble out of bed to check on him, the overwhelming urge to be sick hits me. I barely get to the bathroom in time before I’m emptying my stomach. It’s not like I have a lot in there to get rid of because I haven’t eaten anything since the reception the day before. Psycho finds me in the bathroom, leaning my head on the wall next to the toilet as I wait to make sure I’m not going to be sick anymore. 
 
    “Bright Eyes, what’s wrong?” he asks, walking over to me with Axle in his arms. 
 
    “I don’t know. I went to jump out of bed because I realized Axle didn’t wake me up last night, and I barely made it in here,” I tell him, pushing off the wall and floor so I can brush my teeth and get ready for the day. 
 
    “Are you feelin’ better now?” he asks, handing me a cool washcloth as I get finished brushing my teeth. 
 
    “A little bit,” I answer as a thought occurs to me. “Psycho, there might be a problem.” 
 
    “What?” he asks, confusion clouding his vision as he tries to think about what I mean. 
 
    “I mean that we’ve been fucking without using any protection. I’m not on birth control and I told you that,” I tell him, looking at him as I take a wiggling and squirming Axle from his arms. 
 
    “Okay. Well, we’ll find somewhere to get a test and you’ll take it. If you need to, we’ll find a doctor here to check you over and make sure you can fly back home when the week is up,” he answers like I just told him the sky is blue and not dropped a possible bombshell. 
 
    “How can you be so fucking calm right now?” I ask, my voice raising a little as I cuddle Axle to me. “Do you realize that we’ll have two babies under two. Hell, they’ll be just over a year apart.” 
 
    “Hadliegh, if your pregnant, I don’t care. I want to be there for this pregnancy and help you through everythin’. I didn’t get to with Axle, and I’m not goin’ to be mad or upset if you are right now. I want you to be the mother to my children and who cares if they’re that close in age. That gives our kids a chance to be more than siblings— it gives them the chance to be friends too,” he answers, pulling me to his body and wrapping his arms around Axle and me. 
 
    “Okay. Well, let me get dressed and something to eat before we head out for the day. Are we gonna go exploring some?” I ask, not giving into to the turmoil and trepidation of our possible situation bother me. 
 
    “Yeah. Axle and I’ll wait downstairs for you. How about some toast and a bottle of juice?” he asks, trying to find me something that won’t upset my stomach even more. 
 
    I nod my head and watch as the two leave the bedroom so I can get dressed on my own. As soon as I’m ready and I have everything we’ll need for Axle, I make my way downstairs to find them in the kitchen. Axle is sitting in a bouncy chair while Psycho is making my toast for me. He doesn’t put anything on it. I put just a little bit of butter on the toast and we head out for the day. Once we were dropped off last night, the driver let us know that his company would be bringing a car to use while we were here. All we had to do was drop it back off at the airport when we left. 
 
    We head out for the day and begin to explore the town that we’re staying in. All along the road we’re traveling on are wineries and distilleries of some sort. I know Psycho will want to check the distilleries out before we head home. I see a few cases of alcohol being shipped home if he can make it happen and likes what he tastes. The three of us spend the day acting goofy and just relaxing. Psycho found a store and went in to buy a pregnancy test for me. Well, he ended up buying five of them because he didn’t know which one I’d prefer. 
 
    For the rest of the day, we just walk or drive around and take in the town. There are so many stores to go in and look at, we end up making plans to come back throughout the week to make sure we hit all of them. Including the ice cream stand that I see. Yeah, I’m gonna want a sundae before we leave here. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Thirty 
 
    Psycho 
 
    WE’VE BEEN HERE a week now, and Hadliegh is definitely pregnant. I can tell she’s not thrilled by the news and her morning sickness is sometimes out of control. I’m happier than ever though. This time, we’re not gonna be in two different towns where I can’t experience the pregnancy with her. I want to watch her body change as she carries our new son or daughter. I want to be there when she has weird cravings and run out in the middle of the night to get whatever she wants. Yeah, we may be crazy having two kids a little over a year apart but that’s the way things go sometimes. 
 
    Today, we’re going to walk some gorge thing she saw and has been dying to walk. I told her today we would be able to walk it as long as it doesn’t rain. She even got up early as hell in case she gets sick and to get ready. By the time I walk downstairs to find her and Axle in the kitchen, Hadliegh’s practically vibrating with anticipation to go to this place. I smile before kissing her on the head and grabbing a cup of coffee. 
 
    “If you watch Axle, I’ll run up and make sure that everything is packed so we can load up the car with our bags. We’re gonna be cutting it close to get to the airport, but I want to do this so bad,” she says, letting her excitement for the day shine bright. 
 
    “Okay, Bright Eyes. But, I did that before I left the bedroom. Just do a walkthrough and make sure I didn’t forget anythin’,” I tell her, sitting down in her vacated chair and playing with Axle while we wait for her to do a walkthrough of the house. 
 
    Within an hour, we’re ready to head out and I leave the keys where Renegade told me to before we leave the house. I pull into the packed parking lot of the gorge and we get out, making sure I have the baby carrier strapped to me so Hadliegh isn’t trying to walk with him on her up the paths and stairs. It was the only way I was gonna walk this thing with her. 
 
    There’s waterfalls, trees surrounding us, and a ton of people. I’m not usually one to be around a lot of people I don’t know, but this is something my wife really wanted to do, so I’m going with it. My cut is in the car because I haven’t worn it the entire time we’ve been in town.  
 
    I don’t know what clubs are around, and I know there could be trouble if we were to identify our club affiliation without any warning or notice to whichever club is here. I’ve heard bikes as we’ve sat outside, but I haven’t been close enough to see who was going by the house. 
 
    I’m thinking that we’re about halfway up this place when we come to a waterfall that we have to walk under. Axle squeals in delight as the mist from the falling water hits him in the face. Hadliegh and I laugh at him when he tries to stick his hand out farther to reach it. I inch closer to the water so that it hits him a little more since it’s hotter than hell out here. He squeals again as the people around us laugh along with us. 
 
    Finally, we begin to make our way up the rest of the path until we hit a massive park. There are several areas for cooking out, a playground, and families enjoying their day all over the place. I see a bus off to the side on the road leading in and out of the park and direct Hadliegh over to it. There’s no way in hell I’m going to let her walk back down this thing when she’s pregnant, and the heat is going to be getting to her no matter how much water she drinks along the way. 
 
    “Thank you for today,” she tells me, snuggling into my side as we sit on the bus that will take us back to our car.  
 
    “Anythin’ for you, Bright Eyes,” I tell her, kissing her on the temple as the bus comes to a stop just past the parking lot we left the car in. “Now, let’s make our way back to the airport and find a diner on the way. I know you’re gonna be hungry by now and you’re gonna need to feed Axle too.” 
 
    She nods her head in response to me while we get off the bus and make our way to the car. We bought so much shit while we were here that we shipped that home two days ago. Yesterday, I kept her at the house so she couldn’t buy more for us to send home or try to fit in our luggage for the plane.  
 
    Hadliegh wasn’t happy, but I made sure to keep her occupied for most of our trip. Now, I’m ready to go home. I want to get back to work and make sure my wife gets to the doctor to make sure everything is okay with the baby. I miss our family, and I’m sure she does too. No matter how bad we needed this little vacation, we need to be home more. Especially with Phoebe showing up and telling us she doesn’t want to go back to school. Not to mention I have one more fight before I officially retire and open my gym. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Epilogue 
 
    Cassidy 
 
    I’LL NEVER BE able to thank Hadliegh and the club enough for getting me away from Craig. I haven’t heard from him since the day the guys came and picked me up from Ink. Honestly, I don’t know how to act since I’m not in constant pain and I have feelings for not one, but two guys. Hawk and Chains consume my thoughts, and I know I’m not ready to go there with either one of them; much less both of them. 
 
    Chains and Hawk have made it very clear they both want me as their ol’ lady, and that they’ll wait until I’m ready to take that step with them. We’ve had conversations about what that entails, being with both of them, and I know that I want them. They’re each good to me in their own way. Hawk is sweeter while Chains leaves me feeling safer. That’s not to say that either one of them wouldn’t lay down their lives for me because I know they would. 
 
    There are only two things that scare me right now. The fact that I know Craig is not done with me, and the way I feel around the two men from Satan’s Anarchy MC. Craig was never one to like to lose anything that he thought of as his. He married me when my world was falling apart and made me feel like the most important person in his life.  
 
    That all changed when I told him I was pregnant. He knew I wasn’t using any birth control, but he refused to wear a condom. I don’t know what the fuck he thought was gonna happen when we had sex with no protection. Anyway, that’s the day he started beating me and made sure I knew having a kid wasn’t in our future. No, a child would only take my attention away from him and that couldn’t happen. 
 
    Whenever Hawk and Chains are near me, I feel like a puddle of goo. If one of them touches me in any way, it’s like a fire is lit in my stomach and spreads throughout my entire body. Nothing like I felt with Craig or anyone I dated in school.  
 
    Each man is different in their own way, and they both look like Greek Gods. They both have tattoos over most of their bodies that I want to trace with my tongue. Hawk is tall and slender with dark hair that he wears in a faux-hawk. His chocolate brown eyes make me want to melt into him whenever he turns them on me.  
 
    Chains is taller than Hawk, and his body is filled with muscles from hard work and time spent in the gym. He’s got dark blond hair and startling blue eyes that make me feel like he can see directly into my soul. It’s an unnerving feeling, but one that I relish in when he looks at me like I’m the most important person on Earth to him. 
 
    I’m on my way out to my car that’s kept parked by the gate surrounding the clubhouse when I see a note plastered to my windshield. I immediately look around to see who put it there and don’t see anyone. As I grab it off my car, I carefully open it to see that it’s a note: 
 
    I’m watching you. You disgusting pig fucking around with gang bangers. I’ll have you back and I’ll retrain you the way that you know you need to be. I’m coming for you! 
 
    My insides quiver as I know that Craig found me. It’s not like we were hiding me that good. I mean, I cover the days that Hadliegh takes off at the tattoo shop, and I haven’t had to remain locked away from the world. My only stipulation is that I have to have Hawk or Chains with me when I leave the compound. I want to run right back inside right now, but I’m not going to let Craig make me hide away from my life or shy away like a scared little bitch. No, I’m going to go into work, and I’ll talk to the guys when I see them again. 
 
    Hawk 
 
    From the second Chains and I saw Cassidy for the first time, we knew she was the one that was made for us. It’s not about her looks; even though she’s the most stunning woman we’ve ever laid our eyes on. Cassidy is short, just a little over five foot with curves in all the right places. She’s not stick-thin but has meat on her bones the way that we like.  
 
    Her eyes are almost a navy blue that sucks us in and makes us get lost in her gaze. I’ve never seen anyone with such dark blue eyes as our Cass. They’re absolutely stunning. She’s strong and sometimes feisty but lets us see the more timid side when anyone mentions her ex, Craig. He did a real fucking number on her, and I can’t wait to meet him in a back alley somewhere. 
 
    I’m in the middle of helping Psycho tear apart the building he bought for his new gym when my phone goes off. Looking down, I see it’s Ink. So, I look at Psycho before walking away to see what’s going on when I know that Cass is working today. 
 
    “Hey Ink, what’s up?” I ask. 
 
    “Somethin’ wrong with your girl. She’s been a wreck since she walked through the door and won’t tell me what’s goin’ on. All I know is that every time the door opens, she looks up with a panicked look on her face,” Ink tells me, shuffling some papers on his desk. 
 
    “She won’t say anythin’?” I ask, walking closer to Psycho so he can hear the conversation. 
 
    “No. I was gonna call Hadliegh but I know she had a doctor’s appointment today. That’s why Cassidy is here instead of her,” he tells me. 
 
    “I’m stoppin’ at the clubhouse and then I’ll be over. Give me an hour. Keep an eye out,” I say, knowing what I’m gonna do now. 
 
    “What’s up?” Psycho asks, putting his tools down and letting me know he has my back. 
 
    I briefly explain what Ink said and what I need to do now. There’s no way in hell I’m leaving her at the clubhouse if Craig is brave enough to get to her car there. We’ll make sure no one knows where our house is, and keep her there for a little while. Chains and I want her living with us; her asshat of an ex just pushed up the timetable for us. 
 
    Chains meets me at the clubhouse and helps me gather Cass’s things before loading up one of the SUVs. As soon as we have it all unloaded at the house, we make our way over to Anarchy Ink to pick her up and find out what’s going on. Ink hasn’t told her that we’re picking her up early or that we’re even going to show up. He agreed he’d keep an eye on her and make sure that she is okay until we could show up. 
 
    Walking in the shop, we see Cass look up and I notice the fear in her eyes as her entire body trembles. It’s not the first time she’s trembled in our presence, but this time it’s not in a way that we want. Then, we watch as she completely relaxes and walks around the counter toward us. 
 
    “Let’s go. You can tell us what’s goin’ on when we get to the house,” Chains says as she wraps her arms around both of us and buries her head. 
 
    “Ink knows your leavin’, babygirl. We’ll figure this out and make sure that you’re protected,” I tell her, needing her to realize she’s not alone and we’ll do everything in our power to protect her. 
 
    We lead her out to the SUV and help her in the back seat before climbing in ourselves. As soon as Chains takes off, Cass begins to tell us about the letter she found on her car. Cass hands it over and when we read what Craig wrote, Chains almost drives off the side of the road he’s so pissed off right now. 
 
    “Don’t worry, babygirl. We got you, and we’ll make sure he never touches you. From now on you’re stayin’ at our house. It’s not in town but still close to the clubhouse. The only ones that know where we live are club members. Even the Prospects don’t know where we live,” Chains tells her. 
 
    “I— I can’t stay with you guys. What will people think?” she asks, her voice timid and scared. 
 
    “Who the fuck cares what anyone thinks. Cass, we told you what we want, that we’re gonna take it at your pace. The only ones that matter to us are the three of us and the members and ol’ ladies of the club. Not a single one of them gives a fuck what we do with our cocks or who we take as our ol’ lady,” I tell her, needing her to understand we don’t care what anyone thinks about us. 
 
    “O— okay,” she stammers, letting her gaze drift out the window so she can take in the scenery as we make our way to our house. 
 
    Chains 
 
    When Cassidy handed over the letter she found on her car, I was more than ready to turn the SUV around and go find her disgusting excuse of an ex. I grew up with an abusive dad and I’ll never let anyone else suffer at anyone’s hands. Yeah, we dish out punishments, and I’ve taken my fair share of lives, but they all deserved that shit. They weren’t innocent or a victim. These people were the ones harming innocent people and they deserved to die at our hands. 
 
    Instead, I’m going to help Cassidy feel like she has more control than what she does now. We have a gym set up in our basement that’s finished. I have mats down there where we can workout and I can help her learn some self-defense moves. I’d rather her be confident and know she can take her ex down if she has to. Not that we won’t protect her with everything we have, but there’s always a slim chance we won’t be there when she needs us. 
 
    As soon as we get to the house, I go up to my room so I can change into workout clothes while Hawk shows Cass around. Once I know the tours over, I tell her to change into comfortable clothes and meet me down in the gym. She nods her head in understanding as a smile covers Hawk’s face. He knows exactly what I have in mind, we’ve already talked about it. 
 
    I’m down in the gym when Hawk leads Cass down to me. She’s wearing tight shorts that barely cover her ass and a form-fitting tank top. It’s the kind that has a bra built in and I can see her nipples pebbled under the fabric. Fuck! This is gonna be a lot harder than I thought it’d be. 
 
    “Cass, I’m gonna teach you some self-defense moves,” I tell her as she steps on the mat in front of me. 
 
    “Okay, Chains. I’m ready,” she answers, waiting for me to tell her what to do. 
 
    I turn her around to face Hawk and act like I’m coming up behind her. Wrapping my arms around her body, the only thing she can do is kick me. Her arms are wrapped up under mine. Cass freezes as her mind takes her away and to another point in time. I guarantee that it has something to do with Craig. 
 
    “Come on, Cassidy! Do somethin’,” I tell her, sounding harsh enough to piss her off and lash out at me. 
 
    "Get off of me!” she screams out! 
 
    I feel her feet trying to land purchase anywhere she can on my body. Looking at Hawk, I smile because this is exactly what I wanted to happen. We want her to know she can beat anyone’s ass that tries to hurt her, instead of thinking she needs to take whatever is dished out her way. Fuck that! We can all see how strong she is, now it’s time for her to see it too. 
 
    For the next hour or so, we work on different tactics for her to use if anyone ever tries to hurt her or take her. She asks questions and follows my instructions perfectly. By the time that we’re done, she’s covered in sweat and I can see the excitement in her eyes. Cass likes that she’s learning these moves, and I can see that she wants to learn more and more. 
 
    “Every day we’ll be down here for an hour. We’ll go over everythin’ that I’ve taught you so far, and I’ll add a new move every single day,” I tell her, knowing that there are only so many moves I can teach her, but I’ll figure out new ones if I have to. I just want to feel her body against mine and watch her triumph when she gets a move right. 
 
    “Go get showered and dressed. Dinner will be here in a few minutes. We’ll meet you in the living room. You get to pick the movie,” Hawk tells her, watching her ass run up the stairs before he moves closer to me. 
 
    “Did you see her light up when she started getting the moves down? That was fuckin’ amazin’!” he tells me while handing me a towel so I can wipe down before going to take my own shower. 
 
    “I did. That’s why we’re gonna work every single fuckin’ day. Let’s get up there,” I tell him, ready to spend the rest of the night with Cassidy on the couch.  
 
    The End 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Hadliegh’s Desire Playlist 
 
    If I Told You The Truth – Randy Rogers 
 
    Oh, Tonight – Josh Abbott Band 
 
    I am The Fire – Halestorm 
 
    I Miss The Misery – Halestorm 
 
    Break In – Halestorm 
 
    You Call Me A Bitch Like It’s A Bad Thing – Halestorm 
 
    Crazy Girl – Eli Young Band 
 
    Hard To Love – Lee Brice 
 
    Boy – Lee Brice 
 
    Cold – Crossfade 
 
    Hemorrhage – Fuel 
 
    Demons – Imagine Dragons 
 
    Before He Cheats – Carrie Underwood 
 
    Purpose For Pain – Scott Stapp 
 
    In Case You Didn’t Know – Brett Young 
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