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 Blurb 
 
    Tony ‘Slim’ Busch 
 
    My days and nights are consumed with leading the Phantom Bastards MC. Other than warming my bed for a few hours, I don’t have a need for a woman by my side. Until Shy walks into our lives. She’s not your typical house bunny. Shy’s taken me by surprise and wormed her way under my skin. Still, I push her away. One day changes everything and I realize my mistakes. 
 
    Cheyanne ‘Shy’ Carter 
 
    I found my way into the Phantom Bastards clubhouse with a friend. She was always dragging me places with her. Instead of becoming a normal house bunny, I kept to the shadows and cleaned instead of everything else that was expected of a house bunny. Until I met the President of the club; Slim. There’s been a pull between us since the beginning but I’m the one being hurt. Maybe it’s time for some changes no one will see coming. 
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 Prologue 
 
    Slim 
 
    I’VE SPENT MY entire life in the Phantom Bastards MC. My dad was the President when my mom had me, so I grew up around the club. Between the members and their ol’ ladies, I had so many aunts and uncles I couldn’t get away with anything. 
 
    My mom wasn’t exactly thrilled with my being at the clubhouse at such a young age, but she didn’t stop my dad from taking me there. Especially once she got sick. 
 
    When I was three years old, my mom got hit by a drunk driver. She turned to pain pills and alcohol because she couldn’t handle the pain she was constantly in. My dad tried so hard to get her the help she desperately needed but she didn’t want to get help. So, she finally gave up. We came home one night to find her in bed. She took all her pills and killed herself. 
 
    From there on out, I was glued to my dad’s hip. He taught me about running the club and let me go out with the guys in the garage. Before I graduated from high school, I could tear bikes down and build them back up faster than anyone else around the clubhouse. 
 
    Even though I was the President’s son, I still had to go through the Prospecting period. I swear, I had it worse than anyone else Prospecting with me. I wouldn’t change that year of my life though. It taught me I was stronger than I realized, and I got the approval I desperately wanted through hard work and not because of my dad. 
 
    The only female presence in my life was the clubwhores. They took care of me when my dad wasn’t around. Hell, they taught me how to fuck a woman and make sure she got more out of the experience than I did. Don’t get me wrong, I get off, but I take my time to make sure whoever I’m fucking gets off first— and as many times as possible. 
 
    By the time I graduated from high school, I had figured I needed to start thinking about finding an ol’ lady and settling down. It’s not like I hadn’t been having sex and partying for years by that point. That’s when I met Kristen. She was a newer house bunny and I wanted a kid. So, I became exclusive with her. 
 
    Kristen was a bitch and only with me because of the patch on my back. She didn’t give a fuck about me or what I did when I wasn’t with her. Thankfully, once she got pregnant, she stayed away from me more than we were together. 
 
    I went to every single appointment with her and made sure we had a home. When my son Griffin was born, I was happier than I’d ever been in my life. That soon changed when I realized Kristen wasn’t doing anything for our son. She never held him and barely interacted with him. That was when I was around. I can’t imagine what it was like when I was on a run or other club business. 
 
    She admitted to me that she didn’t want a kid and only had Griffin to try to keep me. When I refused to make her my ol’ lady, she figured out I didn’t truly want to be with her. But I wanted my son. So, she left him with me and took off. 
 
    About a year before Kristen took off, I met Roxy at one of the rallies we went to. The first time I laid eyes on her, I was hooked. Roxy had long, dark blonde hair that went down to her ass. Her eyes were grey and reminded me of two different things— a storm just getting ready to roll through the area when she was upset or pissed off and the sun hitting metal when she was happy. She had curves in all the right places with a little extra. I loved her body and that she didn’t care about dieting or any bullshit like that. Roxy liked to eat and she didn’t care who knew. 
 
    We fucked around a few times at the rally because I didn’t give a shit about Kristen. Was I wrong for doing that? Yeah. But there was some sort of connection with her I hadn’t ever felt before and I needed to experience it while I could. 
 
    As the days dwindled down and it was getting closer to Kristen having the baby, I tried to talk Roxy into coming back with me, but she refused. She didn’t want to get caught up in the club life and was worried she’d be there alone with no family or friends. 
 
    By the time we were heading out, Roxy had become so distant and aloof I had no clue what was going on with her, but no amount of talking would get her to open up to me. The only thing she said she wanted to do was go back home and go to school. I let her do what she wanted even though everything in me screamed to take her home with me. 
 
    I found out months later that Kristen showed up at the rally and scared Roxy off. She saw the amount of time I was spending with Roxy and told her that she was my ol’ lady. Kristen made sure to let her know that we had a son at home and I was coming back to her no matter what I told her or did at the rally. 
 
    That was the turning point in my life. I never fucked a girl that wasn’t a house bunny. They knew the score and I knew I wouldn’t have my heart broken again. My heart left with Roxy and I had no interest in finding a girl to try to settle down with. Not after Roxy disappeared the way she did. 
 
    My life changed years down the road— after I became the President of the Phantom Bastards. I discovered that shortly after she left, Roxy found out she was pregnant with my daughter Maddie. Maddie is now married to Tank from the Wild Kings MC and they have four kids of their own. She and I have a relationship, but I missed out on years of her life. I missed out on the years that could’ve changed her life so that she wouldn’t know an ounce of the pain she feels now. 
 
    I also met Shy. From the first second I saw her, I knew she was different. Shy wasn’t like the rest of the house bunnies and I forgot to guard my heart against her. She was the quietest girl that ever walked through our clubhouse door and spent more time cleaning than lying on her back with her legs spread. 
 
    I’d sit in my office and just watch her on the cameras moving through the clubhouse. She’d clean until the place shined, cook for everyone, and only raise her voice when one of the other bitches got in her face. When she was cleaning, she’d sing and shake her ass. She drove me crazy as hell and I tried to keep it to myself. 
 
    The first time I took her to bed was the end of the line for me. I let all my brothers know that she was off-limits. From that day forward, I was the only man she was with and I sure as fuck didn’t let another bunny touch me. 
 
    But I’m hurting her. I keep her at arm’s length so she can’t fuck me over like Roxy did— and, I don’t want to put a target on her back with any rivals. Instead of telling her all this shit, I keep it inside and let her think I don’t want her as anything more than a quick fuck. 
 
    In reality, she’s the only one that’s ever stayed in my room after I was done fucking her. It was a few days and she quit going back to the room she had where the rest of the house bunnies stayed. I moved her shit into my room and that was the end of it. 
 
    Now, I’ve pushed her away to the point I don’t know what to do. Maybe it’s for the best though. If she’s not in the clubhouse, I don’t have to worry about seeing her every single day. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter One 
 
    Shy 
 
    I’VE BEEN BACK from my aunt’s house for a little bit now. So much shit has been going on with the club that I haven’t had time to worry about Slim and the games he’s playing with me. My time has been spent making sure that everything we’d need for lockdown is there and that extra rooms are made up for the girls who come in under the club’s protection. 
 
    I am the only other person that knew Wood, Jennifer, and Boy Scout were going to Vegas to get married. When she told me, I promised her I’d stay until she got back. Now that they’re here, I can finally move out and get away from the pain I feel, and from the house bunnies. They’ve begun to look at me with pity in their eyes. Well, when they’re not trying to rub it in my face that they have a chance with Slim now. 
 
    Today, I’ve had enough of the shit though. After three years of being exclusive with Slim, he’s finally pushed me away to the point I’m leaving the clubhouse. I’m not going back to my aunt’s house right now. Instead, I’m staying in Benton Falls. 
 
    I found a cute little house on the edge of town. No one from the club knows where it is because they don’t need to know. Once I’m out the doors with my shit, I lose everything. 
 
    Since I won’t be a house bunny anymore, I won’t have a job or protection when shit goes down with the club. I’ll be on my own for the first time in over three years. That’s how it has to be now though. Slim has broken my heart for the last time. 
 
    I walked into the kitchen and one of the house bunnies was all over him. He didn’t do a fucking thing to stop her. As I stood there in shock, Slim looked up at me and a smile covered his face. It’s the first time in a long time that I’ve seen him smile like that. So, I knew we were over, not that there had ever been anything between us other than fucking. 
 
    Alex and Zach helped me load my meager belongings into the car before I left. The only other people I saw were Jennifer and Kim. They knew what happened, but even they didn’t know where I was moving. I’m sure if Slim really wants to know, Fox will find me, but I don’t see that happening. 
 
    After taking one last look at what’s been my home the last three years, I finally get in my car and leave for the last time. My house is on the opposite side of town, so I head that way and don’t look back. Tears stream down my face as Waste My Time by Saint Asonia plays on the radio. 
 
    My mind drifts to everything I’ve given up to be with Slim. I want to have kids of my own someday. In fact, I want it all— the little house, the marriage, the love, and the knowledge that the man I’m with wants me for me. Not because I’m filling his time so he’s not alone. 
 
    For a while, I thought Slim was the man that I’d have that with. I’m twenty-five years old and a little younger than his daughter. That should’ve been the first clue that he was never going to take the next step with me. No, I had to go and fall in love with the man. 
 
    Shaking my head clear, I try to get excited about the new beginning of my life. I have to get to the house so I can meet the men from the furniture store. Living at the clubhouse allowed me to save any and all money I received from the club. Now, I could buy my little house and everything I need to make a home for myself. 
 
    I pull into the driveway just as the moving truck comes to a stop in front of me. Pulling around the side so they can unload and then get back out, I park in the grass and get out of the car so I can open the front door. 
 
    “Miss Carter?” one of the men asks as I walk back down the porch. 
 
    “That’s me. I’m sorry I’m late,” I say. 
 
    “You’re not late. We’re a little early,” he says, offering me a smile. 
 
    The two men get to work unloading the new bedroom set, living room furniture, and dining room table. I tell them where I want everything and go back out on the porch. This way, I’m out of the way and they can get their job done so I can relax. 
 
    Moving my furniture and packing up the few things I had at the clubhouse were the last things I had to do. Yesterday, I got all the groceries and other essentials I’d need and brought them here so no one would see them at the clubhouse. Even though some of the guys knew that I was moving out, I didn’t want to give them any indication that it would be as soon as today. 
 
    It takes the moving guys about an hour to unload everything and set it all up where I want it. When they come back outside, I sign the final paperwork, thank them, and make my way into my new home. The quiet immediately engulfs me as I look around. 
 
    As soon as I enter the door, I’m standing in my living room. Through a doorway on the left is my kitchen. It’s as big as my living room and I love it. The walls are painted a cream color and all the appliances I bought are stainless steel. There’s an island in the center of the kitchen with a few barstools on one side, leaving the side closest to the sink open. I don’t have a dining room in the house, but there’s a space at the backside of the kitchen where my table sits. I can sit here and look out over my backyard in the morning when I’m having my coffee. 
 
    On the right side of the living room is a staircase. I have two bedrooms and a bathroom upstairs. Even though there’s not a bathroom downstairs, I don’t mind. It’s not like anyone will be coming to visit me. 
 
    My room is painted dark grey and the sheets I have to put on my bed are red and black. I like my room to be a bit darker instead of light and cheerful. I’ve never been one that wants a house full of bright colors and a ton of shit all over the place. I like simple things and I don’t need a lot out of life. 
 
    As I finish unpacking the little bit of stuff I brought with me, my phone goes off. Jennifer is calling me and I can only guess she just found out I moved out of the clubhouse. They were all expecting it, but no one really thought I’d leave. 
 
    “Hello,” I say, sitting down on my bed. 
 
    “Where the hell are you?” she asks, not pulling any punches or beating around the bush. 
 
    “I left. You all knew it was coming. I had to, Jennifer,” I say. 
 
    “I know,” she says on a sigh. “Slim is flipping the fuck out right now.” 
 
    “There’s nothing I can do about that,” I say. 
 
    “Come to Phantom tonight. The girls will be there and I want to see you,” she says, putting her hand over the phone as someone else says something to her. 
 
    “We’ll see,” I tell her. 
 
    “Come around eight-thirty,” she says. 
 
    We talk for a few more minutes about random things. Once I hear Wood in the background, I know it’s time to get off the phone. So, I tell her I’ll think about going out tonight and hang up. 
 
    Wood is the one person I’d tell where I am. Out of all the guys there, I was the closest to him. But I don’t want anyone to know where I’m at. Otherwise, I would’ve said something before I walked out the door. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Two 
 
    Slim 
 
    I’M IN MY office going over never-ending paperwork when there’s a knock on my door. I yell out for them to come in and turn my attention back to the paperwork in front of me. 
 
    “Slim, she’s gone,” Alex says, not fully stepping through the doorway. 
 
    “What do you mean?” I ask, finally looking up at him. 
 
    “Shy, she’s gone. We just took her stuff out to her car,” he says. 
 
    “Where’d she go?” I ask, standing up and rounding my desk. 
 
    “I don’t know. She wouldn’t tell anyone where she was goin’,” he says, backing out of my way as I storm past him. 
 
    I walk down the hallway leading toward the house bunnies’ rooms. Flinging her door open, I see there isn’t a single trace of Shy left. Everything she had in the room to make it hers is gone. Walking into the room, I flip the mattress over and punch a hole in the wall before making my way out to the common room. Some motherfucker in here has to know where she went. 
 
    The common room is full when I walk in. All conversation immediately stops as I stand in the middle of the room and look at everyone. I’m trying to figure out who she would’ve told and come up empty-handed. 
 
    There’s no way Shy would’ve told the girls where she was going because she knows they’re the first ones I’d ask. She’s a smart woman, smarter than anyone else I’ve ever known in my life. Looking at my brothers, I notice Wood sitting at the end of the bar looking at his phone. That’s where my feet lead me. 
 
    “Where is she?” I ask, sitting down next to him. 
 
    “Who?” he asks, looking up at me and adjusting the hat that’s always on his head. 
 
    “Shy. Where the fuck did she go?” I ask, taking a shot of Jack Daniels and tossing it back. 
 
    “I don’t know. She hasn’t told me anythin’ since gettin’ back from her aunt’s house,” he says. 
 
    Slamming the shot glass down on the bar top, it smashes under my hand and the pain from broken glass slicing through my hand doesn’t even register. Next, I pick up the barstool I just vacated and slam it against the bar until all that’s left are splinters. 
 
    “I want her found,” I bellow out to the room as my brothers begin to race out the door to their bikes. 
 
    Shy has never done this shit before. Yeah, she left to go to her aunt’s house a few times over the last three years, but that’s it. She’s never actually left when she said she was going to. And I can’t call her aunt and find out if that’s where she went because she changed her number recently. No one here can find it. I’ve had Fox on it and even he can’t find anything. 
 
    I head back into my office and wait for the guys to come back with news of where she is. The only reason I’m not going out looking for her myself is that I’m the last person she’s going to want to see. I’ve hurt her beyond repair and pushed her away for the final time. She tried telling me and I didn’t listen to her. 
 
    By the time I’m sitting in my chair, anger has returned at the thought she could just disappear without telling anyone where she is. It’s not safe out there for anyone that’s been associated with the club. That’s the same reason I kept her at arm’s length and didn’t give her all of me when it’s the one thing I wanted to do. Fuck! 
 
    I scatter the paperwork in front of me and it goes all over the place. Right now, I couldn’t give two fucks about the mess I’m creating in my path. The only thing that matters is where Shy is and what she’s gonna do now. No matter what happens between us, she’s always going to be the most important person to me. She’s the only one that I’d ever put before the club and that scares the shit out of me. 
 
    [image: A close up of a logo  Description automatically generated] 
 
    After a few hours, no one has been able to find Shy. They all agree to go to Phantom tonight and hang out for a while. Knowing I don’t want to be in the clubhouse alone, I go with them. 
 
    As soon as we pull up, I can tell tonight is gonna be busy as fuck. That’s a good thing from an owner’s point of view. Wanting to drink and be alone means that I don’t want to be here. But my brothers are here and I’m going to stay for a drink before making my way back to the clubhouse. I’ll either do more paperwork, once I get the office cleaned up, or go to bed with a bottle. 
 
    When we walk in, the first person I see is Shy standing at the bar. She’s talking and laughing with Sam, Gwen, and Sally. I know that Kim will be upstairs in the VIP section and Jennifer will be wandering around here somewhere. 
 
    Tonight, she’s wearing one of the skimpiest dresses I have ever seen. It’s silver and shines as the lights from the dance floor bounce all around. Her long auburn hair is left down with curls flowing down her back, hiding the fact that there’s not a back on her dress. I can’t see her closely from here, but I bet she’s barely wearing any make-up, only showcasing her eyes. My cock instantly stands at attention and wants to go home. 
 
    The guys pull me up into the VIP section because they know if I’m left down here, I’m gonna go to Shy and demand answers— answers that I don’t have a right to ask for. I take a seat at the rail and look down at the girl that has haunted my dreams, fulfilled my fantasies, and makes me want to be a better man all at the same time. 
 
    Once we’re all seated and have a beer in hand, I look down and watch the small group of girls dancing in the center of the dance floor. Shy is swinging her hips and dancing provocatively as I watch. There’s a group of men standing off to the side, watching the girls. Killer, Stryker, and Sam are watching the men as intently as I am. If they make one move toward them, they’ll strike first and ask questions later. 
 
    It takes about ten minutes before a guy approaches the group of girls. He makes his rounds and each one turns him down flat— until he gets to Shy. A smile lights up her face as she begins to dance with him. It’s a smile that used to be reserved just for me. Now, she’s giving it away because I can’t get my head out of my ass when it comes to her. 
 
    Shy and the man dance for two songs before I lose my shit and make my way down to her. I stand close and watch as she grinds on him and dances like no one else is around her. I’ve seen her dance like that when she’s been up in the middle of the night cleaning the clubhouse and I hate the fact that she’s dancing like that now in front of everyone here. 
 
    My anger gets the best of me and I can’t stop myself from moving toward the pair. I stand in front of them while Shy has her eyes closed. She hasn’t opened them or stopped dancing. The douche canoe behind her has stopped moving and looks like he’s ready to piss his fucking pants. That’s funny as hell to me as I move around her and take his place, shoving him out of the way none too gently. 
 
    I move to the music even though I hate dancing. Shy in front of me is what I want, so if I have to move, I will. She continues to gyrate and grind her hips on me until the song is over. Without turning around or acknowledging me, she opens her mouth and what she says makes me freeze in my tracks. 
 
    “You can’t have it both fucking ways, Slim. Either you want me or you don’t. You’ve proven you don’t, so don’t act like we’re together and you need to piss on me to mark your territory now that I’m gone,” she says. 
 
    “Where the fuck did you go?” I ask, my anger coming back even stronger. 
 
    “Not your business anymore,” she says, finally turning around to face me. 
 
    “The fuck it’s not!” 
 
    “You know it’s not. I’m not in your bed, not in your clubhouse, or riding your cock anymore. You could’ve had it all and instead you chose to push me away. Why? Because you’re afraid I’m gonna let another bitch push me away? Or is it more? That you just want what you can’t have anymore?” she asks, turning on her heel and walking away before I can respond. 
 
    I stand in the middle of the dance floor and watch her head over to the bar. She says something to the girls before leaving the club. After she’s gone, I walk out the door of the club and make my way to the clubhouse. 
 
    I don’t want company. What I want are a bottle of Jack and my room. Shy has never talked to me like that before, but she’s fucking right. I’m so scared of losing her, one way or another, that I pushed her away. Now, I’m going to act like she’s still mine when she isn’t? 
 
    Fuck that. Shy will come back to me. She may have a place right now, but she’s gonna miss being at the clubhouse. When she comes back, I’m taking what’s mine— her. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Three 
 
    Shy 
 
    AFTER SEEING SLIM at Phantom the other night, I’ve stayed at my house. It hurt so much to see him and know I’ll never be in his arms again. We’ll run into one another from time to time, I know that, but I’m not ready to get up close and personal just yet. And for him to chase off some guy I’m dancing with? That’s messed up. 
 
    Jennifer and Kim have been trying to get me to meet them for lunch or dinner, but I’ve turned them down every time. They have been keeping me up to date on the guys at the club and what’s been going on with Hound and Ghost in jail. I’m thankful everything seems to be turning around for them all, but I’m not part of it anymore. 
 
    Mercy by Brett Young has been playing on repeat since seeing Slim at the club. No matter what that man does, he is sexy as fuck. All I have to do is close my eyes and I picture him perfectly in my mind. He’s reaching close to fifty and doesn’t even come close to looking his age. 
 
    Slim’s got dark hair and a beard he keeps trimmed close. His eyes are the color of dark steel and it feels like he can penetrate someone straight to their soul when he’s looking at them. Both arms are covered in tattoos along with one on his chest. His back is covered with the club colors. Slim is covered in muscle and he works to keep it that way. When I first slept with him, I was shocked to find out he’s got a Jacob’s ladder piercing too. 
 
    Today, I’m going to see Playboy. Allure is close to re-opening and I need a job. Slim won’t be there so I’m going to find out if Playboy will hire me. I don’t know if I stand a chance with the way I walked out of the clubhouse, but I’m going to try. 
 
    I park in the back of the building so no one passing will see my car parked here. I’m not ashamed to be here, I just don’t want Slim to know. 
 
    As I walk around to the front of the building, I see the row of bikes parked by the door. Slim’s isn’t among the sea of beautiful and powerful machines. It seems every other man from the club is here though. 
 
    Slim has a black-on-black bike. The Phantom Bastards colors are painted faintly on the gas tank in a way that you really have to look for it to notice. I’ve been on his bike more than once and I fell in love with riding. It’s so freeing and peaceful with nothing but the wind whipping past you and the roar of the engine surrounding you. 
 
    Walking in the door, I take a minute to look at the new strip club. The walls are painted dark purple with small lights attached strategically around the room. There are booths along the wall and tables filling the remaining area of the main floor. In the front by the stage is the biggest table I’ve ever seen outside of the clubhouse. That’s where all the guys are parked as a girl struts her stuff onstage. 
 
    Along the left wall is the bar. It’s completely black with dark purple behind it. There’s a large mirror that covers most of the length of the bar with the club’s logo etched into the glass. Bottles of alcohol already line the shelves. 
 
    At the end of the bar sits the hallway that leads back to the dressing room and Playboy’s office. I’m still looking around at everything when Playboy walks in from the hallway. He’s heading for the table everyone is sitting at, but at the last second, he notices me standing just inside the door and changes direction to come toward me. 
 
    “Shy, it’s good to see you,” he says, pulling me in for a hug. 
 
    “Hey, Playboy. This place looks great,” I say. 
 
    “What can I do for ya?” he asks, getting right down to business. 
 
    “I need a job. I was hoping you’d give me a chance to waitress or tend bar,” I say, holding my breath while I wait for his answer. 
 
    “I have no problem hirin’ you. Not sure that my dad is gonna like it,” he says, rubbing a hand down the back of his neck. 
 
    “I don’t care what he says. Yes, Allure is a club business, but you run it. Please, Playboy, I need this,” I plead with him. 
 
    “Okay, Shy. You can be a waitress and that’s it. No dancin’. We open Friday night, be here at four. I’ll make sure your uniform is here and you’re ready to go. The only thing you need to bring with you is a pair of black stilettos,” he says. 
 
    “Thank you,” I say, giving him a hug before waving to the guys who have been watching our interaction from afar. 
 
    “By the way, Shy, you know I’ll have your address now that you’re gonna be workin’ here. You have to fill out the paperwork. Be here a little early on Friday to fill it out,” he says, watching me leave the club. 
 
    Heading back to my car, a smile covers my face. Not only do I have a job, I’ll get to see the guys again. I miss them more than I thought I would. Every guy in that club is like a brother to me and I miss the interactions of a big, boisterous family. 
 
    Knowing I have a job now, I decide to head to the mall and splurge a little bit on myself. I barely buy anything I want, usually only shopping out of necessity. But I have a guilty pleasure in sexy underwear and nighties that I haven’t indulged in a while. 
 
    Walking into my favorite store, I take my time and look at everything before deciding on a few new bra and panty sets. It feels like someone is watching, but I don’t let it bother me. I continue with my shopping and end up spending more than I wanted to at my two favorite stores. 
 
    I walk out of the mall with five bags and almost start running to my car as the feeling of being watched intensifies. Maybe I'm paranoid right now. There hasn’t been anything going on with the club for a little bit, not since those men came in and killed a house bunny. 
 
    That thought makes me move even faster to get in my car, lock the doors, and make my way home. I take backroads and all sorts of turns to ensure I’m not being followed. No one needs to know where I live and I’ll be damned if someone going after the club targets me when I’m not with them anymore. 
 
    Once I’m back home, I run inside and make sure every window and door is locked. My paranoia level is higher than it’s ever been. I knew my life would be different leaving the clubhouse, but this is the first time that I’ve ever felt like someone was watching me like that. I’m used to being followed around by Prospects whenever Slim deemed it necessary but today felt different. It felt like something bad was about to happen. 
 
    My instincts are telling me to call one of the guys for help. It’s not an option, but it would be nice. I can’t call the girls because they’d know that something is off and pester me until I told them where I live now. My house would end up crawling with guys and I don’t want that either. So, I suck it up and try to take my mind off things. 
 
    I turn on my music and blare it through my tiny house. Cold by Crossfade is the first song that plays and it reminds me of Slim. He wanted me when it was convenient for him and now that I’ve had time to think about it, I realize that’s about all it was. 
 
    It doesn’t take me long to clean a house that was already clean. The rest of the night drags on and on. Finally, not being able to stand the boredom any longer, I take a shower and head to bed. Dreams of Slim invade my sleep. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Four 
 
    Slim 
 
    TANK CAME DOWN to see me today. I’m don’t know what’s on his mind, but I’m sure I’ll find out soon. He’s heading out on a run with us because it’s supposed to be a short one. 
 
    We’re running a small load of guns from Crazy to Renegade’s crew. Crazy had another seller he wanted to try out, so we’re picking them up and running them there. Playboy, Wood, Killer, and Zach are coming with us. Boy Scout is staying home with Jennifer being so close to giving birth now. Wood is only going because we’re supposed to be back in a few hours and not days this time. 
 
    “Let’s roll,” I say, walking from my office to the common room. 
 
    I don’t stop to talk to anyone. The guys that are meant to be going will follow me. Hell, they’ve been waiting on me while I was in my office. I’d like to say that I had a good reason for making them wait, but I was trying to get Shy out of my head. She’s there every second of every day. 
 
    My thoughts are on what she’s doing, if she’s been seeing anyone, and when she’s coming back. It hasn’t been that long since she left, but I thought she’d be back by now. Instead, I’m just getting angry that she’s not here. 
 
    We ride out and get to the drop location that’s roughly a half-hour from the clubhouse. It’s in another town, and that’s what matters to me. Playboy and Tank join me for a smoke while we wait for Zach and Killer to load up the guns in the van. Normally Killer wouldn’t be doing this shit, but we want to make sure there are no surprises in the crates, so he’s opening them all and sifting through them one by one before loading them up. 
 
    Playboy and Tank look at one another before turning their attention toward me. I knew this talk was coming and it makes sense why Tank’s here now. One of the guys must have called him to let him know what a foul mood I’ve been in. This is not what I want to do today. 
 
    “Out with it,” I say. 
 
    “What happened, Dad?” Playboy asks. “Why did Shy suddenly leave?” 
 
    “I fucked up. She came into the kitchen one day to find a house bunny all over me. I didn’t pull her off me. No, I smiled at Shy when she stopped in the doorway. She left right after that,” I say. 
 
    “What happened at Phantom then? I saw you go down to her and chase the guy away. You’re not one to dance, but you did with her,” Playboy asks. 
 
    “I didn’t want him fuckin’ touchin’ her. No one touches her,” I vehemently say. 
 
    “That’s the problem,” Tank says. 
 
    “What do you mean?” I ask. 
 
    “You want her, but you push her away. Now that she’s gone, you don’t want her to try to move on or live her life without you in it. Are you willin’ to give her all of you, Slim?” Tank says. 
 
    “I can’t do that,” I answer. 
 
    “Why?” Playboy asks. 
 
    I quickly fill the guys in about Roxy and finding out that Kristen chased her off. On top of that, we have a new threat with Snake’s Revenge and whoever they’re working for. I’m not going to be the one to put a target on Shy’s back. Tank and Playboy take a few minutes to digest that before they begin again. 
 
    “That’s fucked up, Dad,” Playboy says. 
 
    “You need to make a decision. Either bring Shy back and let her the fuck in or fuckin’ let her go for good,” Tank says. “I have a feelin’ that there’s more goin’ on in your head than just that shit though.” 
 
    “You want to know that even though I feel the way I do about her, she’s still a year younger than my fuckin’ daughter?” I ask, the rage boiling back up the more we talk about her. “How the fuck do you think that makes me feel?” 
 
    “It shouldn’t matter,” Playboy says. “Sis and I are about two years apart. We’ve talked about Shy and you. We both agree that if you’re happy, then who the fuck cares? Age ain’t nothin’ but a number anyway.” 
 
    I stare at my son in shock. When the fuck did he and Maddie talk about Shy and me? Or maybe it’s that I’ve allowed myself to voice the fact that the age difference bothers me a little bit. Personally, I don’t care if she’s younger than me. It does bother me that my kids are both older than her. But they’re both in their early thirties now. 
 
    “Slim, I love ya,” Tank says. “Cut her loose or bring her back. You’ve never been one to shy away from what you want. Think about it and make the right decision. She’s one of the good ones and you’re gonna fuckin’ miss out if you cut her loose. We can all see that. Maddie adores her and so do the rest of the ol’ ladies. She’s respectful, knows what needs to be done, and gives you as good as she gets.” 
 
    I think on their words as the men finish loading up the guns in the van and we head out. Since we don’t know these assholes, I’m not going to stand around and pretend that I do. For now, we’re going to head out and meet up with Satan’s Anarchy before heading home. 
 
    The entire run goes smoothly and I’m thankful that nothing happened today. My head isn’t in the game the way that it should be and I probably shouldn’t have even gone. But we were meeting new people so I wasn’t going to let my men go alone. If anyone went down for this shit, it would be me. 
 
    By the time we get back to the clubhouse, Tank decides he’s going to crash for a few hours before heading back home to my daughter and grandkids. They have a room at the clubhouse because Tank and Maddie surprised me all the time and I figured they should have their own room since they’re family. 
 
    I head to my own room with a bottle of Jack. The one currently sitting by my bed is almost empty and I need some damn sleep. That’s the only way I can sleep now, knowing that Shy isn’t under the same roof as me. 
 
    Unlocking my door, I head to the bathroom and open the cabinet for some ibuprofen. As soon as the doors open, the first thing that captures my attention is one of Shy’s bottles of nail polish. She was always changing the color of her nails. It was one of the things that I used to sit and watch her do. It was almost calming in a way to just sit and watch her. Until I fucked everything up that is. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Five 
 
    Shy 
 
    I START WORK tomorrow, so today I’m hanging out at home. I’ve cleaned, made dinner for myself, and now I’m at a loss about what to do. These are the times when I miss getting ready for a party at the clubhouse. Hanging out with everyone there was one of the things I loved about being a house bunny. Now, that’s all gone and it was my own choice to leave it behind. 
 
    Kim called me earlier and told me that Ghost and Hound are getting released from jail today. They got sent up on bogus charges and the lawyer just managed to get them out. I’m happy that they’re going home even if I won’t get to see them. 
 
    She told me they’re planning on having a huge party for the guys to welcome them home. I want to go, since this is one night that random pussy and hang arounds are allowed in the clubhouse. I’m not sure if I’ll be welcome there though. 
 
    After sitting on my couch and staring into space for a while, I decide that I’m going to go to the clubhouse. Even if Slim doesn’t want me there, I’ll at least get to say ‘hi’ to the guys before I walk back out the door and try to forget the man that invades my every thought and dream. 
 
    I quickly take a shower and get party-ready before I let my nerves get the better of me. I’m dressed in a pair of cut-off shorts and a Phantom Bastards support tank top I found at the bottom of my bag when I was unpacking. 
 
    Once my make-up and hair are done, I make my way out to the car and take off. It doesn’t take me more than a few minutes to get to the clubhouse. I blare my music and pay attention to the road so I don’t get lost in my head. I’m to the point that if I overthink going there, I’ll turn the car around and head back home. That’s not an option when two men that I’ve known for years are home and I want to say ‘hi’ and let them know I’m not there anymore. 
 
    I’m sure that the guys will fill them in on my departure, but they need to hear it from me. They aren’t going to think things that aren’t true. I should’ve thought about that when I moved out, but I just wanted to be gone. 
 
    Pulling into the parking lot of the clubhouse, I see the place is packed already. There are more cars and bikes here than I’ve seen in a long time. Hound and Ghost are loved among the brothers and I know they both have a bunch of ex-military buddies in the area. They’re probably all here to celebrate with them. 
 
    After parking at the back of the lot, I make my way to the door and slip inside. The lights are dimmed slightly and I take in the area before deciding where to head first. Looking around, I find the girls I formed a bond and sisterhood with are sitting off to the side. Hound and Ghost are sitting at the bar, surrounded by men and house bunnies. They’re the center of attention— the way it should be. Slim isn’t anywhere in the common room. I don’t know if that upsets me or makes me feel relieved. 
 
    Heading to the bar, I stop to visit the men first. That way it’s out of the way if I leave early. 
 
    “Shy!” Hound practically yells as I walk up to them. 
 
    He pulls me in for a hug and doesn’t let me go for a long time. Ghost gives me the same treatment before they each sit back down in their seats and get me a beer. We talk about nonsense for a few minutes before I realize that I still haven’t told them anything. 
 
    “Guys, I want you to hear it from me. I don’t live here anymore,” I say. 
 
    “What the fuck you talkin’ about?” Ghost asks, turning to face me. 
 
    “I got my own place. So, this is the only time you’ll be seeing me unless you come to Allure,” I say. 
 
    “You’re fuckin’ strippin’ now?” Hound asks, his voice rising with each word he speaks. 
 
    “No. I’m a waitress.” 
 
    “He run you out of here?” Hound asks. 
 
    “No. I needed a change of pace and to be on my own,” I say, not wanting them to know that my feelings for Slim are what’s wrong. 
 
    “If you say so. Where you livin’?” Ghost asks. 
 
    This is where I want to hide under a rock and not come out for a while. No one knows where I’m living yet. I don’t want them to know because I don’t want them to check up on me or inadvertently let Slim know where I am. He has his own ways to find me. 
 
    “Let’s just leave it at that for now,” I say, smiling at the men, setting my empty beer bottle down on the bar top in front of them before turning to head over to the girls. 
 
    I can feel their eyes on me as I cross the common room. It’s not just theirs either. Slim is in the vicinity. The hair on my arms is standing up and I can feel the tension that’s been between us for months now is palpable in the air. Ignoring it, I finally come to the table where the girls are sitting and plop my ass down in the corner. 
 
    Gwen and Sam smile at me while Jennifer is being fussed over by Wood and Boy Scout. Killer is talking to Kim about something so quietly that no one else can hear. I’m not sure what the hell I’m supposed to be doing here. I used to know my role. I embraced it with a smile on my face every day. Now, I’m sitting here unsure of myself. 
 
    Before I can dwell on it, Sam and Gwen get up and drag me to the dance floor. No one else is dancing as the three of us let the music fill our soul. We dance to several songs before I sit back down to a fresh beer waiting at the table for me. I don’t really want it because I’m thinking of going home. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Six 
 
    Slim 
 
    I CLOCKED SHY as soon as she walked through the door. She didn’t notice me sitting in the back of the room at a table with a few guys. It’s darker back here and I wanted to be able to watch her if she showed up, to know how she’d react to being here after deserting us. 
 
    The first people she went up to were Ghost and Hound. I know they’re the only reason she’s here right now. It pisses me off to watch her walk over to them and let them pull her in for a hug. No one should be touching her but me. Still, I wait to see what she’s gonna do. 
 
    I stay in the corner by the hallway. It’s dark here and no one other than the guys know I’m sitting here with a drink in my hand. They have been leaving me alone since Shy left and I can’t say that I blame them. The only one coming near me right now is the Prospect that keeps my drink filled at all times. 
 
    After talking to them for a few minutes, Shy makes her way over to the table the girls are sitting at. One of the house bunnies is approaching me and there’s nothing I can do to stop her without causing a scene right now. So, I wait until she gets directly in front of me. 
 
    “You look tense,” she says. 
 
    “Nope,” I reply. 
 
    “Let me take care of you, Slim,” she purrs, thinking that shit is cute or something. 
 
    “Get away from me,” I say. I don’t even know this bitch’s name nor do I care to know it. 
 
    “Don’t be like that. Let me make you feel good,” she says. 
 
    “You have two seconds to back the fuck off or you can leave my clubhouse. I’m not interested and I won’t be,” I say, finally looking down into her pale blue eyes. 
 
    She scurries away after glaring at me. I go back to enjoying my solitude for a while. Until I watch Shy get up and dance with Sam and Gwen. She’s shaking her ass for everyone in the clubhouse to watch and it pisses me off. A red haze fills my vision the longer she stays on the dance floor. 
 
    When she goes back to sit down, I decide that it’s time to make my presence known and get her out of the clubhouse. I walk over to the table and wait for her to look over at me. It doesn’t take long before she notices me standing behind her. 
 
    “What are you doin’ here?” I growl out. 
 
    “I came to see Hound and Ghost,” she answers. 
 
    “You could’ve called and seen them away from my clubhouse,” I say, knowing that I sound like a fucking dick right now. 
 
    “Excuse me?” she asks. “Are you serious right now, Slim?” 
 
    Shy’s voice is getting louder, causing the people around us to quiet down and listen to our conversation. I take that as my cue to hammer home that I don’t want her around here anymore, just because she’s not in my arms any longer and no other reason. 
 
    “You chose to fuckin’ leave. You obviously have a house or apartment somewhere. I know Playboy hired you at Allure and you aren’t a house bunny anymore. Shy, you made your decision and it’s time for you to go. Get the fuck out of my clubhouse,” I say, watching as tears pool in her eyes. 
 
    “Don’t worry, Slim. I won’t ever come near here again. Just do me the same courtesy and make sure you don’t sit in my section at Allure,” she says, standing up and walking out of the clubhouse. 
 
    I feel like the biggest piece of shit. My anger at the situation is getting the better of me and I just put the final nail in the coffin when it comes to Shy. She’ll never talk to me again. That’s what I want though. 
 
    Looking at my family and friends surrounding me, I realize that most of them are ready to throw down. They all love Shy and I just humiliated her in front of all of them. Ghost shakes his head at me before rushing out of the clubhouse. I’m sure he’s going to comfort Shy and make sure she’s alright. That just makes my blood boil even worse. Fuck! 
 
    Leaving the common room, I stalk to my room and grab a change of clothes before heading back out. I can’t be here right now. I’m not sure where I’m going, but it can’t be here. 
 
    As I walk to my bike, Ghost is at Shy’s car. She’s in his arms and that makes this even worse. There’s nothing sexual about their encounter, but it still pisses me off. I know I’m not making any sense right now. That’s why I need to get the hell out of here for a few days. 
 
    I pull out my phone and call my son. “Playboy, need you to be in charge for a few days,” I say. 
 
    “What’s goin’ on, Dad?” he asks, moving to a quieter area. 
 
    “I need to get away. Make sure everythin’ stays on track. Get with Renegade about the next run. I’ll be back in a few days,” I say, hanging up the phone. 
 
    Shoving my clothes in my saddlebag, I straddle my bike and fire her up. Roaring out of the parking lot, I don’t pay attention to the couple by the gate. Instead, I throttle my bike and almost lose control as I go from the dirt of the parking lot to the pavement of the road. Shit! 
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    I’ve been riding for hours. The freedom of the road and the roar of my engine does nothing to take images of Shy from my mind. Different times we spent together play on a loop as I try to outrun the memories. One memory sticks in my mind more than the rest— the first time she let me between her thighs. 
 
    Shaking my head, I realize I’m almost to the opposite side of Benton Falls and don’t I know where I’m going to stay out this way. We tend to go in the opposite direction— toward Dander Falls or Clifton Falls. I don’t want to see my daughter right now. It won’t be long before she knows how I treated Shy tonight and I don’t want to hear it from her. 
 
    I love my kids more than anything. But they want me settled down and happy— especially Maddie. It’s not in the cards for me though. Not when I’m still President of the Phantom Bastards. 
 
    My headlight shines on a sign up ahead. As I get closer, I take in the For Sale sign. There doesn’t seem to be much there to sell, just a big empty field. I pass the sign and don’t really think of it anymore, deciding what I need to do right now is find a hotel and get a room. When I’ve had a few hours of sleep, I can figure out what I’m going to do from there. 
 
    So, I ride until I spot the sign for a motel. Pulling in, I get a room for the night. It’s funny that the clerk is staring at me through the entire transaction like I’m going to rob his ass. I have more money than this guy makes in a year. I don’t need to fucking rob him or this motel. 
 
    I walk to my room and lock the door behind me. Jumping in the shower, I wash off the road and climb into bed. More visions of Shy fill my head to the point I’m hard as fuck and need to take care of the problem if I’m going to get any sleep at all. 
 
    Letting my eyes slide closed, I imagine her in front of me on all fours. I’m pounding into her from behind with her hair wrapped around one fist while my other hand digs into her hip. She turns her head to look at me with those green eyes and I’m done. I cum all over my hand and stomach with her name falling from my lips. After cleaning up, I lay back against the rough pillows and will my mind to shut off so I can get a few hours of sleep. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Seven 
 
    Shy 
 
    MY AUNT CALLED me two days ago. Patience, my cousin, needs to get out of her place and she wanted to know if she could come stay with me. I agreed because I know what a hard time Patience is having right now. 
 
    She got pregnant by her man, David, and from there began the beatings. When I went out there to stay for a while, he beat her so bad she ended up in the hospital. Thankfully, she and the baby are just fine. 
 
    There may have been an altercation between David and me while I was there too, one that I made sure the cops got involved in so he’d go away for his crimes. David didn’t lay a hand on me, but he sure as fuck threatened my cousin and her unborn baby. That’s not something that I’ll ever let happen, so there really wasn’t a question of her coming to stay with me. 
 
    David might be in jail right now, but that doesn’t mean anything. He’s got a large family and I’m sure that they’ve been threatening her too. I won’t let anything happen to my cousin or her baby. Even if that means sending her to the club until the baby is born and I can get her out of here. 
 
    Patience should be here any minute and I’m nervous as hell about her arrival. She and my aunt don’t know how involved in the club I was, or that I’m working at a strip club now. All they know is that I lived at the clubhouse and cleaned for a while. I hope they never find out that I was fucking Slim even though I knew it wasn’t going to go anywhere, that I was simply warming his bed for a little while. 
 
    I hear a car pull in the driveway and run to the doorway to make sure it’s Patience. As soon as she’s out of her car, I fling the door open and run down to greet her. She laughs as I wrap her in a hug and squeeze the life out of her. 
 
    “Cousin, you wanna let me go now?” she asks, laughter in her voice. “You keep this up and you’ll be likely to squeeze the baby right outta me.” 
 
    “Sorry,” I say, stepping back away from her. 
 
    Patience looks really good. She’s about a month and a half away from having her baby and you can tell that she’s pregnant now. Her long blond hair shines and her bright blue eyes sparkle in the sunshine. The maxi dress she’s wearing flows down to her feet and I can see the flip flops she always wears. 
 
    “Let’s get you inside and off your feet,” I say, wanting her to be comfortable. 
 
    I open the back door and grab the suitcase and two bags that she brought with her. Leading her into my home, I give her the tour and place her bags in the bedroom that she’ll make hers the longer she stays here. For now, she’ll have to have the baby in her room since I only have the two. Eventually, we’ll have to figure something out. 
 
    “I think I’m going to take a nap,” Patience says, looking at the bed that I just managed to get for her. 
 
    “Okay. I’m going to have to go into work later, but I’ll make sure you have everything you need before I leave,” I tell her, leaving the room and letting her get the rest she needs. 
 
    For the next few hours, I sit on the couch and get lost in a book. Growing up, I used to read all the time. As I got older, I pushed that love aside while I tried to find my way in the world. Now that I live alone, until today, I’ve rediscovered that love and I read every chance I get. 
 
    I get so sucked into the story that I almost make myself late for work. Rushing through my routine, I get a shower and get dressed in a pair of sweats before taking off. Patience is still sleeping, so I leave her a note with my cell number on it and tell her I’ll be home in the early morning. If she needs me, I’ll have to talk to Playboy and ask if he can help me out. Once he knows the situation, I’m sure he’ll be more than happy to make sure Patience is covered. 
 
    If I still lived at the clubhouse, my cousin wouldn’t be able to stay with me. But, now she’s alone at my house without knowing a single soul in town and I have to work until one in the morning. I guess I didn’t really think this through. 
 
    I didn’t want my aunt and cousin to know that I was a house bunny for the club and now I don’t really want them to know that I work in a strip club. Now that Patience is here, I can’t hide the fact of where I work. Yes, I could lie to her, but eventually she would find out the truth. So, there’s really no point in lying to her. I just hope I don’t have to talk to my aunt about it. 
 
    As soon as I walk into Allure, I make my way to the locker room so I can get changed into my uniform. China is already in there and she looks at me with contempt in her eyes. I’m not sure what the hell her problem is, but she’s had it in for me the second she stepped through the doors. 
 
    China is one of the dancers and she thinks she should be headlining the show instead of starting at the bottom and working her way up. I’m not even a fucking dancer so I don’t see what the problem is. Unless it’s the fact that I have a bond formed with the men of the club and she wants to fuck them all. She has no clue that’s not gonna happen, even after being told the members typically don’t fuck the dancers or staff at any of their businesses. They don’t want to shit where they eat, as the saying goes. 
 
    The only time the girls from Allure ever get up close and personal with the men is if they’re invited to the clubhouse when more girls are needed for entertainment. She won’t ever be one of the girls that gets chosen to go there because of her attitude and that she already tries to fuck the guys in the strip club. 
 
    Playboy made a rule that no one that works at Allure can do anything other than strip and dance for the customers. All the private rooms have cameras in them so that no one can get away with anything. We’ve lost strippers because of them wanting to give a customer a blowjob or fuck them to get more money. The club is not running a prostitution ring and they have a zero-tolerance policy on this. 
 
    I get changed and manage to not say a word to China. Something must be going on with her today because she didn’t utter one word to me. Usually she’s a bitch and has some smart-ass remark to say about me. The funny thing is, she doesn’t know my past or how long I’ve been with the club. As far as she’s concerned, I’m trying to fuck my way through the men and I don’t get punished for my behavior around them. 
 
    Making my way out to the bar, Playboy is already sitting on a stool. He’s got a drink in his hand and paperwork laid out before him. This is his routine. He hates being cooped up in the office, so he does his paperwork at the bar before the doors open. It also gives him a chance to watch the girls warm-up and rehearse before opening. 
 
    “What’s goin’ on, Shy?” he asks as I start to make sure I have everything ready for the night. 
 
    “Not much. Um, I have my phone with me tonight. My cousin just moved in with me and I don’t know if there’s gonna be any problems,” I say, stopping to look at him so I can judge his response. 
 
    “Okay. Is she runnin’ from somethin’?” he asks. 
 
    “She’s pregnant and her man is gonna be getting released soon. We thought it was best if he didn’t know where she is,” I tell him. 
 
    Playboy looks at me and I know he wants to say something. Instead, he nods his head and goes back to his work. The only other interaction we have is when I slide his second, and last, beer in front of him when the first one is empty. He won’t drink any more the rest of the night. 
 
    He doesn’t always stay the entire night, especially on the days that he gets here before anyone else. Those days, another member of the club comes in to make sure that nothing happens. Eventually he wants me to take that over, but I’m not interested in it. I don’t know how long I’ll be in Benton Falls so there’s no point in me taking on more responsibility than what I have right now. 
 
    If David finds out that Patience is here, he’ll be here sooner or later looking for her and the baby. When that happens, Patience will leave and I might just go with her. It’s not like there’s anything left for me here. My dreams were shattered the day that I realized Slim would never give himself to me. 
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    The night is busy as hell and when I walk through the door of my house, I’m shocked to see Patience awake and watching a movie. She looks up at me as I walk in the door and offers a small smile. When I sit down next to her, her nose immediately wrinkles up in distaste. 
 
    “Where the hell have you been?” she asks. 
 
    “Work. I told you that,” I answer. 
 
    “You smell like a brewery and smoke,” she says. 
 
    “Oh. Sorry. I’m gonna take a shower and go to bed. I’ll see you in the morning,” I tell her. 
 
    “What’s going on with you?” she asks. 
 
    Sighing, I sit back down and tell her about my time with the Phantom Bastards MC. When I tell her that I’m now working at the strip club as a waitress, her eyes widen. Not in shock or fear, but in awe. Patience has lived a sheltered life for the most part and ended up with David in an act of rebellion. She’s going to hear stuff living with me now, so I might as well get it all out in the open. 
 
    “So, you’re still in with the club even though the President doesn’t want you. Are you sure you don’t strip and just don’t want to tell me?” she asks, not being phased in the least by my story. 
 
    “I guess so. How are you doing?” I ask her, wanting to make sure she’s okay. 
 
    “I’m good. Tomorrow, I’m going to call a doctor in the area and get set up with them. Then, I’m going to start looking for a job. I need to be able to afford to have a baby and a place of my own,” Patience says. 
 
    “Okay. If you need any help, let me know. I try not to sleep in too late on the nights I work,” I say, giving her a hug before making my way up to jump in the shower so I can get ready for bed. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Eight 
 
    Slim 
 
    I’M FINALLY HEADING back home after being gone for a few days. I needed this break to re-evaluate my life and the way that I’m living it. The one person that was never far from my mind was Shy. She’s always on my mind. 
 
    The first day I went and checked out the area. The For Sale sign I saw ended up being for a hundred-acre piece of land. There’s no buildings on it, nothing planted for farming. It’s just wide-open land. I called the realtor and had him meet me there to work out a deal. 
 
    Once he showed me around, I made a cash offer. The realtor’s eyes about bugged out of his head when I told him I had the money and I’d bring it to him as soon as the offer was accepted. He thanked me and told me he’d get on the phone as soon as he got back to the office. I’m sure the generous commission I promised him if he had this closed in a day or two helped him get the ball rolling as fast as he did. 
 
    The land itself is nothing spectacular. There’s trees on one side of the property with the rest of the was barren. I have a few ideas of ways to improve that. I just have to get the ball rolling and make sure that I get the land for what I want and then we can figure the rest out when we need to. 
 
    This piece of land is a surprise for my club. When we need to get away or want to have a big party with the Wild Kings and Satan’s Anarchy, we’ll have a place that will hold all of us. An idea formed as soon as I saw it about having an annual week-long party out here. Just the three clubs. Women and kids included. I know that we’ll have to figure something out for the single men involved in the clubs, but that’s on the to-do list. 
 
    For now, I envision building several smaller cabins for the families. Toward the back, I want to build an area for swimming. A fence will be built around the entire property to keep unwanted guests out. I may hire someone to stay here on a full-time basis, but that will be a club vote. 
 
    All these thoughts have been running through my mind since I laid eyes on the For Sale sign. I want to leave the club something good— somewhere all our friends can come and get away from their problems for a while. Eventually, it will go to the kids and they can decide what to do with it from there. For now, I want to make my vision a reality and I think the other clubs will help me out with that. 
 
    It helps that the Wild Kings have Rage and his construction crew and Satan’s Anarchy have Psycho and Johnson Construction. If I can get a crew from both clubs here to help with building what I want, it won’t take any time at all to accomplish. It will be a club vote though, as is anything the club does. 
 
    As I ride back into Benton Falls, my mind returns to Shy. She’s going to be working tonight at the strip club and I’m tempted to head there. Shy is the only reason I’d step foot in there these days. It’s the last thing she needs, but I almost can’t stop myself. 
 
    At the last second, I turn toward the clubhouse and pull into the almost vacant lot. No one seems to be around tonight and that’s got me wondering what’s going on. Playboy hasn’t called me about anything coming up, so I park my bike and make my way inside. 
 
    Alex is standing behind the bar with Hound being the only guy in the common room. I make my way over to him, wondering what kind of reception I’m going to get from the man that has known me for longer than we’ve been in the Phantom Bastards. He looks up at me before turning back to face the wall behind the bar. 
 
    I’m handed a beer as I sit down next to my friend. After taking a long pull from the bottle, I set it on the bar top and turn to my longtime friend. He’s just looking at me like I’ve got three heads or something attached to my body. 
 
    “What is your problem?” he asks me, taking a sip of his beer while never taking his eyes off me. 
 
    “Come again?” I ask, needing to know I’m hearing him right. 
 
    “I’m not talkin’ to you as my President, I’m talkin’ to you as my friend. That woman you continue to push away isn’t comin’ back here because of you. She’s goin’ to forge her own way in life, same as she was doin’ here. Only now, you don’t have anyone to calm your ass down when shit gets real and you need her. And, you’re just flat out treatin’ her like shit right now,” Hound says, finally turning his eyes away from me. 
 
    “You don’t have a clue why I’m doin’ what I’m doin’. You don’t know the target that will be on her fuckin’ back if I open myself up for that,” I tell him. 
 
    “That’s bullshit and we both know it. She’s gonna have a fuckin’ target on her back because of the club and her association with us. What the fuck is the real problem?” Hound asks. 
 
    “You wanna hear that Roxy fuckin’ destroyed me all those years ago? Or the fact that Shy is younger than my fuckin’ daughter? How about that I haven’t let anyone get close to me in over thirty fuckin’ years and I don’t know if I can give her what the fuck she wants?” I yell, finally snapping and letting out why I’ve kept Shy at arm’s length for three fucking years now. 
 
    “What Roxy did to you is on her. She’s the one that left and let another bitch come between you and her. If she had just fuckin’ talked to you instead of runnin’, who knows where you two would be right now. As far as that other shit, that’s just excuses and you fuckin’ know it. From what I hear, Tank already told you that he, Maddie, and Playboy are onboard with you claimin’ that sweet as fuck girl,” Hound says. “You don’t deserve her sweetness or any light she shines on you, but it’s what you need and want. Just like we all know that Shy has pined for you since the second she saw you. Now, you’re fuckin’ it all up and sooner or later, she’s not gonna be here, period.” 
 
    Hound doesn’t say another word. He doesn’t give me a chance to say anything back either. The man gets up and walks away from me. It’s the first time I can ever remember there being any sort of tension like this between us. It honestly guts me to know that I’m fucking up with everyone in my life. There’s nothing I can do now. I’ve pushed Shy past the point of caring and I won’t get her back. 
 
    I drain my beer and get up from the bar. Making my way to my office, I unlock the door and wonder still where the hell everyone else is. The only thing I can think of is that they’re at Allure or out finding some strange for the night. 
 
    As soon as I’m in the office, I close and lock the door behind me. My desk is littered with paperwork and I know there’s shit I have to catch up on after my impromptu vacation. 
 
    Sitting down in my chair, the first thing I do is sort through the mail. I grab the manila envelope that’s buried under the pile and look to see who it’s from. There’s no return address on it. As I rip the flap open, my gut begins to churn and I realize this shouldn’t have made it on my desk with no return address on it. Usually one of the guys handles this shit in case it’s something important that needs to be dealt with immediately. 
 
    I put my hand in the envelope and feel the contents. Not knowing exactly what’s inside, I dump it out on my desk and take a look. There’s a ton of pictures sitting in a pile in front of me. Picking up the first one, it’s Shy standing outside of Allure. She’s talking to Playboy and the pain she feels is clearly written on her face. 
 
    The rest of the pictures are of her too. She’s standing in front of the strip club, inside working, at her house, in her car, walking down the sidewalk, and doing other daily tasks. My breath is coming in short pants as the truth that she’s a target of someone hits me full force in the chest. 
 
    I swipe the contents of my desk to the floor and rush to the door. The few brothers that are now in the common room stand and look at me. I look for Fox and find him in the kitchen. 
 
    “Need you. Now!” I yell, not caring who’s around to hear me. 
 
    “What’s goin’ on, boss man?” he asks, not knowing the gravity of the situation at hand right now. 
 
    “Pictures. All of Shy,” I murmur. “Where the hell is she?” 
 
    “She’s workin’ tonight,” Playboy answers, walking into the kitchen along with the rest of the men. 
 
    “Get someone on her and bring her here. I want her here now,” I yell, leaving the room to go back to my office. 
 
    “She’s not gonna come back here. What’s goin’ on?” Playboy asks, following me into the office. 
 
    “Look!” I say, not wanting to get close to the pictures that hold different images of her. 
 
    Playboy walks over to my desk as I begin to pick up the contents that now litter my floor. One of the pictures managed to land under my computer monitor and it looks like it was taken in her bedroom. There’s a bed in the background with a few clothes on it. Hound walks in my office and he picks up a picture before swearing. Taking it from his hand, I see that it’s one of her dresser drawers; the one that she puts all her panties in. Fuck! 
 
    “I want her here now!” I yell again. “She’s not fuckin’ safe.” 
 
    “Well, you fuckin’ ruined her comin’ here. Shy won’t step foot in the clubhouse anymore and she’s made that perfectly clear,” Playboy says as more guys fill the office. 
 
    “Tell her what’s fuckin’ goin’ on. Nevermind, I’ll go fuckin’ get her myself,” I say, walking through the men on my way out to the common room. 
 
    “Not sure that’s a good idea right now,” Fox says. “If you go in there like that, she’s gonna be pissed as hell and you’re not gonna get anywhere with her. Let one of the boys go in.” 
 
    “Fuck that.” 
 
    I slam the door open as I make my way out to my bike. Throwing my leg over it, I don’t hesitate as I start the engine and roar out of the clubhouse parking lot. My only thought is to get to Shy and make her understand why she needs to come to the clubhouse. That my main fear for her is coming true. Someone is out to get her because of me. 
 
    The trip to Allure is a blur as I only concentrate on getting to the one woman that’s made me feel a damn thing in my entire life. I thought that woman was Roxy, but she never made me feel the way that Shy does just from a look. Shy is the one woman that can make me vulnerable and feel like a man all at the same time. 
 
    I park my bike right in front of the club and barely put the kickstand down before making my way inside. No one tries to stop me, not that I’d let them if they did. As my eyes adjust to the dimness of the interior, I look all over for her. Shy isn’t anywhere to be seen at first glance. 
 
    Not until I look behind the bar and her head pops up from below the bar top. One of the men at the bar sits back down on his stool as he was leaning over to get a good look at her ass in the booty shorts I know is part of the uniform. 
 
    I stalk toward the bar and don’t stop until I’m behind it with her. Shy looks up at me and visibly shrinks in on herself as I loom over her. I did this shit to her. Shaking my head, I try to calm myself as I step into her personal space just to be close to her. 
 
    “What are you doing here?” she asks, her voice coming out in a squeak. 
 
    “Need you at the clubhouse. It’s for your safety and I’m not takin’ no for an answer,” I say, steamrolling over her in a way I know she hates. 
 
    “Fuck you, Slim. You just told me not that long ago I wasn’t allowed there. Now because you want me there, I’m supposed to bend to your will and do what you say? I don’t fucking think so. I’m working, so you’ll have to excuse me,” she says, turning her back on me and heading toward the customer that was checking out her ass. 
 
    “I don’t give a fuck what you think or say, you’re goin’ to the damn clubhouse and that’s final,” I roar out. 
 
    Shy looks at me for a few minutes before turning on her heels and walking away from the bar. I don’t know what the fuck she thinks she’s doing, but I’ll be damned if I leave her alone so some asshole can get her to get to the club. I follow her after grabbing one of the waitresses off the floor to get behind the bar. 
 
    As I turn the corner to the hallway, Shy is standing there with her head bent toward her chest. Her shoulders are shaking as she cries. When she senses me behind her, I watch as she squares her shoulders before turning toward me. 
 
    My heart breaks as I look at the devastation on her face. Tears still roll silently down her face as pain laces her eyes. Her lips are trembling with her attempt to stop crying. I did this to her and I’ll never be able to take it back. 
 
    “Why, Slim?” she asks, her voice trembling and timid. 
 
    “Because I got back to the clubhouse and found an envelope full of pictures of you. I want to know that you’re safe and the only way I can do that is to bring you to the clubhouse for now,” I answer her. 
 
    My hands are in fists by my side as I attempt to stay away from her. I want to go to her and pull her into my arms, take away all the pain that I’ve caused her. Instead, I remain rooted to the spot on the floor in the hallway. 
 
    “Slim, you never let me close because of your past and because you never wanted to put a target on my back. I’m not stupid. I also know that it’s because you think I’m too young for you. Now, there’s a target on my back for being associated with the club. We both lose,” she says, wiping her tears away. “I’m not going to the clubhouse because of this. I’ll move if I have to, but I won’t go back there.” 
 
    “Shy,” I say, exasperated. 
 
    “If you’re that fucking worried about it, put some guys on me. I have my cousin staying with me right now and I won’t be moved away from her. Now, I’m going back to work. You can figure out what you need to do in order to sleep better at night. Goodbye, Slim,” she says, walking around me and heading back to work. 
 
    I stand in the hallway for a few long minutes, trying to get myself under control. A few of the strippers come out of the dressing room and look me up and down. They should know that I won’t touch them. None of the members of the club will. We don’t shit where we eat. 
 
    With my temper somewhat in check, I make my way back through the club and out to my bike. Playboy is pulling in as I’m getting ready to leave so I wait for him to walk up to me before leaving. Pulling out a smoke, I watch my son walk up to me. 
 
    “How did she take it?” he asks, a smile on his face. 
 
    “She’s refusin’ to come in. Wants men on her instead. I guess her cousin is livin’ with her now,” I answer. 
 
    “Thought so. I’ll make sure I got eyes on her while she’s working. You’re just gonna have to figure out when she’s home,” he says. 
 
    “I know. I’ll follow her home tonight. Call me when it gets close and I’ll send a Prospect over now to watch over her cousin,” I say, turning on my bike and leaving the parking lot. 
 
    The ride back to the clubhouse does nothing for my nerves or the rage at someone targeting Shy. She’s the only one that’s not with a member all the time and they’re going to go after her because of it. Fuck! If I had just gotten my head out of my ass and claimed her before I lost my shit, she’d be protected right now. 
 
    As soon as I get back to the clubhouse, I shut myself in the office to wait for Playboy’s call. The only thing I want to do is shut myself in my room with a bottle of Jack and call it a day. I don’t want to think about putting guys on Shy because she’s alone or that the fuckwads coming for us have no problem going after a female. That’s the one thing that we don’t do. Women and kids are off-limits no matter what the problem is. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Nine 
 
    Shy 
 
    WHEN I LEAVE Allure, I have a bouncer on me as I walk to my car. Parked right behind my car is Slim. He’s sitting on his bike with a cigarette dangling from his mouth. This is not what I need tonight. Slim’s the last person that I wanted to know where I live. 
 
    I’m not dumb. Slim can have Fox look me up in a second and find out where I live and any other information he wants to get on me. It’s different when I know for a fact that he has my address and can come around anytime he wants to. Not that I expect him to come over to the house. He lost that right and I think he knows it. If not, I’ll be more than happy to tell him. 
 
    Driving home, I let my mind wander to the time I spent with Slim. It’s not like he’s not on my mind every second of every day. The one time that sticks out most in my mind is after the first time he fucked me. 
 
    After thoroughly ravishing my body, Slim pulled me into his arms and we talked. The conversation wasn’t anything major, but it was a side of Slim that not many people get. He told me about his life in the club and asked me about my life before I came crashing into his world. For hours we just lay wrapped in one another and talked. That night was the first time anyone has ever wanted to truly know about me. 
 
    Before I know it, I’m pulling into my driveway as Slim pulls his bike around the back of the house. They must not want anyone to know that someone’s here watching over Patience and me. Whatever they feel they have to do. As far as I’m concerned, they can all sit outside on the porch while I go in and visit with my cousin before heading to bed. 
 
    Especially Slim. 
 
    I’m just unlocking the door when I feel Slim’s body heat on my back. Looking over my shoulder, I see that he’s close to me as he waits for me to open the door. I turn my head back away from him and refuse to let him know the way that he still affects me. 
 
    Not doing a good job, Slim wraps his arms around me and helps me get the key in the lock. He walks inside after me and shuts the door. I stand in the middle of the living room and stare at him with my mouth hanging open. 
 
    “What do you think you’re doing?” I ask when my wits finally come back. 
 
    “I’m watchin’ over you girls tonight. Shy, do what you do and just pretend I’m not even here,” he says, invading my home. 
 
    “You can watch over us from outside. You don’t need to be inside to do that,” I say, placing my hands on my hips and continuing to stare at him. 
 
    Before either one of us can move, Patience comes walking into the living room and stops dead in her tracks. She looks between the two of us in a silent standoff and walks into the kitchen. I follow her so that I can get away from the man that invades me every chance he gets. 
 
    This was not part of the fucking deal. Slim needs to get outside and sit on the fucking porch. I’ll even give him a blanket if he wants one. But he doesn’t get to come to my home and try to dictate to me. This isn’t his personal space— it’s mine. 
 
    “Who’s that?” Patience asks as I pull a plate of food out and put it in the microwave. 
 
    “Slim,” I say. 
 
    “Oh,” she responds, drawing the ‘o’ out. 
 
    “He’s on babysitter duty tonight and I’m trying to get him to go outside,” I say. 
 
    “What’s going on?” she asks, looking around the house. 
 
    “I don’t know. It’s not you though,” I answer, pulling her in for a hug. 
 
    Once the microwave beeps to let me know my food is done, I take my plate out, grab a soda, and make my way up to my room. Slim is sitting on the couch with the remote for my TV in hand. I can feel his eyes on me as I disappear around the corner. 
 
    As soon as I’m safe in my room, I close the door and set my things down. My heart feels like it’s beating out of my chest knowing that the man of my dreams is downstairs. It would be so easy to call him up to my room and find out if he’d fuck me. I haven’t been with anyone since him and I think that’s something that needs to be rectified. 
 
    If only the men of Benton Falls weren’t scared to death of any member of the Phantom Bastards. They’ve seen me riding around with Slim and know that I’m basically off-limits. It doesn’t matter to them that I’m no longer with him or the club. They’ll be too afraid of blowback from Slim to do anything. 
 
    Fuck my life! 
 
    I hurry up and eat my food before undressing for the night. I’ve gotten used to sleeping naked and that’s not gonna change just because Slim’s in my house. Once I’m under the blankets, I snuggle down and let sleep claim me. 
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    The next morning, Alex comes to relieve Slim of his babysitting duties. I didn’t speak one word to the man as he sat on the couch. I could feel his eyes following my every move when I was downstairs, but I didn’t give in to his silent demand to acknowledge his presence. 
 
    Patience talked to him while she was downstairs. She even made the man breakfast. I’m glad she’s comfortable around him, but she doesn’t need to get used to having him around. It’s not gonna happen. 
 
    “Alex, I’m sorry, but we’re going shopping today. My cousin needs some more stuff and I need to pick up a few things myself,” I say as we walk out the door. 
 
    Alex has no problem staying outside while he’s watching over us. It’s just Slim that has the problem with boundaries. 
 
    “I got you. I’ll be waitin’ outside the stores you go in,” he responds, standing up from his position on the porch and following us down the sidewalk. 
 
    Patience gets in the car and keeps her eyes glued to Alex. Oh no! I can already see an interest developing there and it’s not gonna happen. The last thing she needs is another man in her life right now. 
 
    I don’t say anything to her though. Instead, I turn the music on and we make our way to Main Street and the little shops there. Patience is lost in her own world as she gazes out the window. 
 
    We’re heading into the second store when someone slams into me from behind. I turn, ready to bitch the person out, and standing there is Collette. She’s dressed in an outfit that might fit a toddler, with the bottom of her tits showing along with her ass cheeks. Her shorts are so small I’m surprised her pussy isn’t on display for the world to see. 
 
    “Look who we have here. The so-called head bitch of the house bunnies has fallen,” Collette says, not backing away from me. 
 
    “What do you want, Collette?” I ask, shielding my cousin from the bitch in front of me. 
 
    “You sure have fallen since leaving the clubhouse, haven’t you?” she asks. 
 
    “I haven’t fallen anywhere. I’m working, have my own house, and I’m not spreading my legs for assholes. Can you say the same thing?” I ask, itching for her to keep going. “Oh, wait. You didn’t leave on your own. You were thrown out, weren’t you, Collette?” 
 
    “Just because that bitch got her hooks in my men. I did nothing wrong. Wood and Boy Scout would have chosen me over that bitch,” she says. 
 
    “But they didn’t. No one wants someone that spreads her legs for everyone they are close to. Not to mention the fact that you were used up way before the club got rid of you. You were only used for blowjobs and those weren’t even that good from what I hear,” I say. 
 
    “Shy, you’re nothing but a fucking slut. You’ll be back to spreading your legs before too long. Even if you aren’t willing,” she says, turning on her heel to walk away from me. 
 
    “Hey, Collette,” I call out. “Make sure your latest fuck buddy knows he should wrap his shit up with multiple condoms or get ready to have it fall off from whatever disease you have now.” 
 
    I turn and push Patience into the store before the bitch can walk back toward us. I’ll beat her fucking ass and not think twice about it. Patience doesn’t need to be anywhere around that shit though. She’s had enough shit in her life and needs to be stress-free and peaceful for once. 
 
    “Are you okay?” she asks as we begin to look at maternity clothes. 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Who was that?” 
 
    “One of the house bunnies I was telling you about before. She got thrown out of the club because she was trying to run one of the girls away. Collette was given more than one chance and didn’t straighten herself out. So, now she’s a bitter, used-up skank that can’t handle anyone doing good in their own life,” I answer, picking out a few shirts and maxi dresses for Patience to try on. 
 
    We spend the next few hours shopping and having fun. Since I don’t get to hang out with the girls from the clubhouse that much anymore, it’s nice to have my cousin here with me. I forgot what it’s like to just relax and be able to enjoy someone’s company without having to worry about someone stabbing you in the back. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Ten 
 
    Slim 
 
    I GOT A call from Alex a few hours after he took over watching Shy and her cousin. He told me about an altercation between Shy and Collette outside one of the stores. From what he says, he didn’t get involved because Shy had no problem putting the bitch in her place. 
 
    He told me what the car Collette was driving looked like and gave me a plate number so Fox can run it and find out where that bitch is. If she continues to be a problem around here, I’ll call Summer in and let her have some fun. It’s been a while since she got to get her hands dirty and I know Dozer is in town so he can see her handy work. Something to keep in mind for now. 
 
    Summer is one of the girls who started as a clubwhore for the Wild Kings MC. She proved herself better than most and became close to the ol’ ladies of the club. We lost her for a while when her best friend Storm was killed in an ambush on the club, but she bounced back with Dozer’s help. 
 
    Dozer is one of the Wild Kings Nomad members. He comes in every few weeks to spend time with his ol’ lady before heading back out. Right now, she’s not ready to be on the road full-time so Grim is letting her stay with them. It’s hard as hell on the couple, but if anyone can survive, it’s them. 
 
    For now, I’m spending the day at the clubhouse. The first thing on my agenda is getting a few uninterrupted hours of sleep. There was no way I could sleep at Shy’s house last night. 
 
    Knowing that she was just upstairs killed me. I couldn’t go to her and pull her in my arms or anything. The only thing I could do was sit on the couch, after pushing my way through her door, and listen as the house settled for the night. 
 
    I make my way to my room. Ginger is standing in front of my door as I enter the hallway. What the hell is she doing? As soon as she sees me walking toward her, a smile covers her face. 
 
    “What?” I bark. 
 
    “Want some company, Slim?” she asks, trying to look sexy. 
 
    I feel absolutely nothing. My dick doesn’t even twitch at her offer. Ginger has a few layers of make-up caked on her face and her hair has definitely seen better days. It looks like she just crawled out of someone’s bed and is looking to catch me next. Not gonna happen. 
 
    “If I wanted company, or you, I’d let you know. Stay the fuck away from me and my room. Unless you want to be out on the streets with your friend Collette,” I say. 
 
    Ginger tries to rub her hand down my chest. I grab it and stop her path as I press into her personal space. Finally, a look of fear enters her lifeless eyes. 
 
    “I said stay the fuck away from me. That’s not an invitation for you to put your nasty as fuck hands on me,” I say. “Now, go find somethin’ to clean. If I hear you didn’t, you’re out.” 
 
    Ginger scurries away as I pull my keys from my pocket and open my door. As soon as it’s shut behind me, I lock it and begin to strip. My clothes are in a path from the door to my bed as I flop down to crash. 
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    Waking up, the first thing that captures my attention is my door slightly ajar. Immediately, I sit up and look around my room to see who’s in here or what’s been touched. The only thing I notice out of place are some papers on my desk. And my computer screen is on. It’s on the screensaver because no one knows my password. No matter how many times someone tries to get it, no one can figure it out. Fox can’t even get it and that man can get into anything. 
 
    I don’t know how anyone got in my room without waking me up. I’m usually a light sleeper and the smallest sound wakes me up. Somehow, someone not only got into my room, but they were able to rifle through my things as well. The only thought in my head is that someone drugged me and that’s why I didn’t wake up. But I didn’t eat or drink anything once I made it back to the clubhouse. I’m at a complete loss. 
 
    The one person that comes to mind is Ginger. She was standing in front of it when I walked in and something just didn’t seem right about it. I’m not sure what the fuck her game is, but I’m not playing it. I’ll let Summer come play with her too if that’s what it takes. 
 
    No one is going to fuck with my club or anyone that’s part of it. That includes Shy and her cousin. Jennifer’s an ol’ lady now, but the rest of the girls and kids all fall under our protection and they’re not going to be taken, hurt, or fucked with in any matter while I’m the fucking President of the Phantom Bastards. 
 
    Especially not by someone that spreads their legs for any man that will fuck them. 
 
    I jump out of bed and throw on a pair of jeans. As soon as they’re on, I make my way to Fox’s room. Knocking on the door, I impatiently wait for him to answer. He’s probably in there with Kim. 
 
    “What’s up, Prez,” he asks, out of breath and only in a pair of jeans. 
 
    “Don’t mean to interrupt, but someone was in my room while I was sleepin’,” I say. 
 
    “On it,” he says, walking over to his computer to pull up the feed of the camera in the hallway. 
 
    I stand behind him and watch as Fox pulls up the feed for the last few hours. We watch the screens as Playboy, Killer, and Kim walk down the hall. It almost seems like we’re not going to discover who it was when I suddenly tell him to stop fast-forwarding and let the feed play. 
 
    Ginger comes slinking down the hall and stops outside my door. As soon as she’s sure the coast is clear, we watch her pull something from her pocket. In no time at all, she’s in my room. Fuck! 
 
    It’s time to call Summer in and have her take a shot at Ginger. She’s gotta be working for someone if she’s snooping through my things and trying to find something out. I’m not sure what it is, but we’ll have that information as soon as I can get Summer and Dozer here. 
 
    After telling Fox to save that footage, I make my way to the office so he can get back to Kim. Ginger is sitting in the common room and I want to go out there and demand answers from her, but I know that won’t get me anywhere right now. So, I unlock my office and make my way inside to get ahold of Summer. 
 
    All Wild Kings and Phantom Bastards chapters got her number because we don’t beat on women. If we did, we wouldn’t be in the business of taking domestic violence victims out of their situation and offering them our protection while they get back on their feet. Not to mention, beating on a woman or child makes you a fucking punk and not worthy of the title of man. 
 
    Sitting down at my desk, I pull my cigarettes out of my pocket and light one up before pulling out my phone and finding Summer’s name. It rings three times before she answers. 
 
    “Hey, Slim. Long time, no talk,” she says. 
 
    “Need your assistance,” I say. “Got a problem with a house bunny. Found out she was in my room while I was sleeping today.” 
 
    “I get to come play?” she asks, excitement lacing her voice. 
 
    “Yep. When can you and Dozer get here?” I ask. 
 
    For a few minutes, there’s no sound. When she comes back on the line, Summer lets me know that they’ll leave within the hour and come straight here. I thank her for coming out on short notice and hang up. 
 
    There’s nothing left for me to do, so for the next few hours I concentrate on the paperwork sitting in front of me. As I’m catching up, Playboy comes in the office to talk with me. 
 
    “What’s goin’ on, Dad?” he asks. 
 
    “What do you mean? I’m just catchin’ up on paperwork.” 
 
    “Okay. Why is Summer comin’ here?” he asks. 
 
    “Someone was in my room while I was sleepin’. I never even fuckin’ stirred. Fox pulled up the footage and it was Ginger. I caught her outside my room when I got back. We’re gonna find out what she’s up to,” I answer him. 
 
    “What the fuck? When’s she gettin’ here?” 
 
    “They were gonna head out immediately,” I say. “Who’s on Shy tonight?” 
 
    “I am. I’ll follow her from work. I think we need to put someone on the house when she’s at work since her cousin is stayin’ there. The two women look identical and I don’t want anythin’ to happen to her,” he says. 
 
    “I don’t disagree with that. Do what you gotta do,” I say. “Why don’t you go out and make sure that Ginger doesn’t take off before Summer gets here. I don’t trust that bitch.” 
 
    Playboy nods his head while pulling his phone out. After he leaves the office, I get back to the never-ending paperwork. I don’t stop until Zach comes in with an envelope in his hand. It’s the same kind that the photos of Shy were delivered in and I get a feeling in my gut that I can’t ignore. 
 
    “Why wasn’t this with the mail?” I ask, taking the folder from his hands. 
 
    “It was delivered to the gate when I was comin’ in,” he answers. 
 
    “By who?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I was parkin’ my bike. The car was a blacked-out sedan with out-of-state plates. They slipped it through the gate and took off,” he says. 
 
    “Okay. Go see Playboy and find out if you’re on Shy’s house tonight.” 
 
    Zach leaves my office and I tear into the folder in front of me. Dumping the contents out, more pictures fall on top of my desk. This time they’re not of Shy though. The pictures on my desk are of all the women and kids associated with the club. None of the house bunnies, just the girls that we brought down from Dander Falls with us. 
 
    “Fuck!” I yell as my office door bursts open and Killer stands, blocking the doorway. 
 
    “What’s wrong, Prez?” he asks, walking up to my desk. 
 
    Killer looks down at the pictures, taking one of Gwen in his hand. After staring at the photo for a minute, he looks up at me and I see rage and murder in his eyes. Gwen is the one person that means anything to the man standing before me. The guys in the club may be his brothers, but that girl means a lot more to him than what he’s let on so far. 
 
    “Who?” he asks. 
 
    “I don’t know. This is the second set of photos I’ve gotten. Go tell Fox to pull up security from the fence. Zach said it was slid through the gate before a dark sedan took off. He didn’t get a chance to see who it was,” I tell him. 
 
    The man takes off, slamming my door behind him. Usually, I’d bitch about anyone slamming my door. But I can tell that he’s strung tight and it’s not gonna take much for Killer to snap. I won’t be at the end of that bashing. Just like I’m not gonna rein him in when it comes time to get the motherfuckers thinking they can come after our women. 
 
    Walking out into the common room, I whistle to get everyone’s attention. “We have Dozer and Summer comin’ down from Clifton Falls. They’ll be here soon. After that, we need to have an emergency church. No questions and it’s mandatory. Get with the guys that aren’t here to make sure they hear this and make sure Prospects are where they’re needed.” 
 
    All the men in the room get up and make their way to do as I’ve ordered. Some are on their phones while Playboy goes over to talk to Zach. Alex isn’t here, but I’m sure Playboy will get a hold of him once he’s done with his brother. 
 
    Ginger is sitting on one of the couches amid all the chaos going on now. She looks like she doesn’t have a care in the world. Little does she know that her entire world is about to be turned upside down. 
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    Summer and Dozer have just arrived and I lead them into my office for a talk before letting Summer have her fun. Playboy is the only other one in the office with us as he knows what’s going on from our talk earlier. 
 
    “What’s going on, Slim?” Summer asks, taking a seat in front of my desk while her man stands behind her. 
 
    “We got a house bunny that needs to be dealt with. She was in my room while I was sleepin’ earlier and I want to know why. I won’t lay a hand on her, so I thought you might want to help me out with that,” I say. 
 
    “I’m game to help,” she says. “Anything off-limits?” 
 
    “Nope. You do what you want to do and we’ll go from there.” 
 
    Dozer and Summer head down to the basement while Playboy goes after Ginger. I meet them in the hallway. My son has an iron grip on her arm and she’s still trying to get away from him. I guess the bitch didn’t want to come willingly. 
 
    We lead her downstairs to the rooms we keep for these occasions. Dozer and Summer are leaning against the wall, casually waiting for us. Ginger visibly pales when she realizes that we brought Summer in to deal with her ass. She’s been with us long enough to know that we don’t hurt women. 
 
    “Tie her to the chair,” I order Playboy. 
 
    Once Ginger is tied to the chair, Summer grabs a knife off the tray of tools and makes her way over to skank. Summer walks around her a few times, letting her sweat in anticipation of what’s going to happen to her. 
 
    Looking at Summer, you wouldn’t think she’d be capable of handing someone their ass the way that she does. She’s a tiny thing that barely makes it to any of the guy’s shoulders. Summer is thin, but her body is packed tight with nothing but muscle from training. She’s been learning kickboxing and other defensive skills. 
 
    “So, are you gonna make this easy on me or do I actually get to have some fun?” Summer asks, finally coming to stand in front of Ginger. 
 
    “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Ginger says. 
 
    “You don’t know about going into Slim’s room while he slept? Or looking through his things in search of something?” Summer asks again. 
 
    We watch as Summer lays the blade of the knife against Ginger’s chest. Ginger is trembling so bad it’s visible from the other side of the room. Dozer, Playboy, and I stand against the wall looking relaxed. Personally, I’m anything but relaxed right now. I want to know what the fuck is going on and who is involved. 
 
    Ginger looks over at us, pleading with her eyes to help her out of the situation she currently finds herself in. Too bad. I’m not helping her do shit. She’s the one fucking around and going through my shit for some reason. 
 
    “You don’t fucking look at them. You look at me, bitch.” Summer yells in Ginger’s face. “Now, tell me why you were in Slim’s room and what you’re looking for.” 
 
    “I didn’t do anything,” Ginger blubbers, letting her tears fall, thinking that Summer is going to give a shit about that. 
 
    “What were you looking for? Don’t fucking make me repeat myself again,” Summer says. 
 
    Ginger doesn’t answer. She’s stupid enough to think that one of us is going to help her out of the shit storm that she’s created. Instead, her tears turn to screams as Summer lets the dull knife pierce her skin. 
 
    I watch as Summer drags the knife down the middle of Ginger’s chest. She stops just before getting to her belly button. Blood begins to run down her exposed skin and gets soaked up by the shirt that hasn’t been cut away from her body yet. Before Ginger can think of a lie to tell, Summer is on her. 
 
    The knife trails down her legs, going in deeper in some areas. When Summer’s done with that, she lays the knife down on the tray and picks up a pair of pliers. We all watch as she tosses them from one hand to the other, repeating the process as she gets closer to the skank in the chair. 
 
    “Are you ready to talk?” Summer asks. 
 
    “Collette told me I had to find out what’s going on with the club. She wants to know when runs are and where Jennifer and the rest of the girls will be,” Ginger finally whines. 
 
    “Why?” I ask. 
 
    “I don’t know. All I know is she said it’s for her man. I don’t know who it is or why they want the information. Please, I won’t ever do anything like that again,” she whines again. 
 
    “I doubt that. We gave you a second chance and that’s how you repay us?” I ask. “Summer, do your worst and let one of the Prospects know when you’re done with her.” 
 
    “Slim, you can’t do this to me. I’ll help you get information from Collette.” 
 
    “Don’t need your fuckin’ help,” I say, leaning back against the wall and watching Summer do her thing. “If you wanted us to trust you, you should’ve come to us before you decided to help someone who is no longer associated with the club. And, I told everyone that they weren’t to be in contact with that bitch again. You couldn’t listen so it’s time for you to go. Permanently.” 
 
    Summer is fucking vicious when she wants to be. Especially when it’s someone that tries to hurt the club or anyone involved in the club. Ginger continues to whine and scream as Summer begins to end her life. 
 
    Using the pliers, she rips out every single one of her teeth before moving onto the jewelry in her body. Ginger has both of her nipples and her clit pierced. Well, she did. I thought she was screaming before, but that was nothing compared to what sound comes from her as the metal is ripped from her body. 
 
    For a half-hour, Summer does her worst to the skank sitting in the chair before her. My stomach has turned more than once at the things coming from her mind. I’m glad she’s a friend of the club. 
 
    Knowing that the end is almost near, I take my leave and walk back up to my office for a drink. Playboy and Dozer stay down there with her. I’m just waiting on her to be done so we can have church, figure out a plan to bring the girls in for lockdown, and find whoever is responsible for going after our women. Snake’s Revenge will be gone in a matter of time once we find them. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Eleven 
 
    Shy 
 
    WALKING INTO ALLURE this afternoon, I’m in a relatively good mood. Slim hasn’t been back to the house in a day or two and I’m glad that I haven’t had to see him. Patience is slowly getting used to having men at the house and following her around if she leaves. 
 
    That happy feeling lasts until I walk in the doors. The club is in complete chaos for some reason. Playboy is sitting at the bar and the girls that strip are surrounding him. The look in his eyes when he glances in my direction is one pleading for help. 
 
    “Shy, get me a beer please?” he asks as I get up to him. 
 
    “Yep. What’s going on?” I ask. 
 
    “Two of the dancers aren’t here. One called off and I’m pretty sure the new girl quit. I’m fucked and I don’t have anyone else to call in to help take over the empty spots.” 
 
    “I’ll help fill in. It’s been a long time since I’ve danced, but I’m sure I can manage something,” I tell him. 
 
    “You danced?” he asks. 
 
    “I took a pole dancing class years ago. I never stripped in a club before, so this should be entertaining.” 
 
    “You know my dad is gonna kill me, right?” Playboy asks. 
 
    “He never comes in here. Unless you tell him, he won’t even know.” 
 
    Instead of preparing the bar for tonight, I make my way back to the dressing room to see if there’s anything I can wear. I’ll find out how many dances I need to do from Playboy in a little bit. I’m looking through the costumes when Annie walks into the room. Thankfully, she’s one of the nicer girls working here. 
 
    “Need help?” she asks. 
 
    “Yeah. I have no clue what to wear tonight.” 
 
    The two of us dig through the costumes. I find a dark red dress that barely ends past my ass. Underneath, I’ll wear the black lace bra and panty set that I have on. Knowing the song that I’ll wear this for, I make my way out of the dressing room to find Playboy. 
 
    He’s not at the bar, so I go to his office. Knocking on the door, I wait for him to call out before I open it. Playboy is sitting in his chair, his focus on the computer screen before him.  
 
    “How many dances do you want me to do tonight?” I ask. 
 
    “Can you do two?” 
 
    “Yeah. I’ll have to figure out my second one, but I’ll be fine.” 
 
    “Okay. You’re on first and last. That way you can help at the bar in between dances,” he says. 
 
    “Sounds good. And your dad’s not gonna make a surprise visit?” I ask, not wanting Slim to show up unannounced. 
 
    “Nope. I got Wood and Killer to make sure he stays away. Dozer and Summer are gettin’ ready to leave so I’m sure he’ll stay at the clubhouse until they do.” 
 
    Nodding my head, I make my way out to the stage so I can get a practice in before tonight’s performance. Annie comes out to watch me and help me if I need it. But, once I get back around the pole, all my old lessons come back to the forefront of my mind. 
 
    There’s music playing from my phone and I let it take my body over as I get lost in the movements. When I’m done, I hear clapping and look out to the few chairs that are occupied by employees of Allure, Playboy included. 
 
    “I wish there wasn’t a history with my dad. You’d make a killin’ if you did a routine every night,” Playboy says, walking up to the stage and helping me down. 
 
    “Well, there is history there and I don’t want to do this on a regular basis. If you need me to fill in every now and then, that’s one thing,” I tell him, grabbing a bottle of water. 
 
    Heading back to the dressing room, I begin to get dressed before doing my hair and make-up. The rest of the girls are in the dressing room beginning to prepare for their own dances tonight. There’s no hostility or jealousy between any of them. Playboy has created an atmosphere where all the girls work together and help one another out. Not like most clubs I’ve seen where there’s always a girl or two that think they’re better than the rest and want to create as much drama as possible. 
 
    Before I know it, Darren, one of the bouncers, is calling my name to head up to the stage. I feel the nerves begin to build in my stomach and I plan on using that to my advantage. 
 
    The stage goes pitch black as I walk on and position myself near the pole. As soon as the music begins to play through the club, my body begins to sway and flow to the music. It’s as if I forget about the men that are sitting in the crowd and let the image of one man fill my mind. 
 
    Until the song is over with, I picture Slim in my mind. The good times we had together and the times that he let me catch a glimpse of the man beneath the façade. I picture him as we tangle our bodies together and we’re as intimate as we can be. It’s not Slim being President of the Phantom Bastards or trying to push me away. And I’m not hiding the shy, little girl that’s afraid of her own shadow most of the time. 
 
    As soon as the song comes to an end, I let my body slide down the pole and stop myself just before I slam into the ground. I run to the back of the stage and make my way to the dressing room. One of the guys will collect any of my money that’s on the stage before the next dancer goes out. 
 
    I quickly get changed into my outfit for working behind the bar and make my way back out to the floor. Allure is packed tonight and I know Alex and Zach could use the help with the number of customers waiting for drinks. It’s currently two or three deep with people waiting to place their orders. 
 
    “You were amazin’,” Alex says, as I walk up behind him and make my way to the end of the bar. 
 
    “Thanks.” 
 
    For the next few hours, we’re so busy, I don’t have time to think about going back up on stage. I know what routine I’m doing next, so that’s not the issue. The issue I have is feeling so many sets of eyes on me while I dance. I’ve never really danced in front of anyone like that. It’s freeing and scary all at the same time. 
 
    “Gonna take the trash out,” I say to Zach. 
 
    “I got it,” he says. 
 
    “No. I need a breather for a second. You and Alex worry about the customers and I’ll be right back.” 
 
    Grabbing the bags we set at the end of the bar a little while ago, I make my way to the back hallway. Before I can get past the bathrooms, a man reaches out and grabs my arm. 
 
    “How much for a lap dance from you?” he asks, not letting go of my arm. 
 
    “I’m sorry, I don’t do lap dances or private performances,” I say, looking down at my arm. 
 
    “You’re a dancer and they give dances. I want one and I want to know how fucking much,” he says, his tone becoming demanding and dark. 
 
    “I’m sorry. There are more than enough girls here that offer that. I’m just filling in and I don’t.” 
 
    After another minute, the man lets me go. I turn my attention to the bags and getting out the door so I can let Playboy know about this man. He doesn’t need to be here if he’s going to be demanding anything from any of the girls here. We’re not here for his private entertainment and we do have the right to refuse giving anyone a lap dance or private party. 
 
    When the girls are giving lap dances in the back rooms, there’s always a guy standing outside the door. It makes the girls feel safer and lets the guys know the Phantom Bastards don’t play that game. They may dance, but the club doesn’t offer sex or anything else for the men and women that come in for entertainment. 
 
    Dropping the bags to the ground, I take a minute to calm down and try to forget the scene that just happened. It’s just a man that doesn’t understand that I’m not a regular at the club. 
 
    Lifting the lid to the dumpster, I throw the first bag in and go to turn to pick the second one up. I gasp when I realize the man from earlier is standing behind me. There’s an evil and menacing look as he gazes at me. This isn’t going to be good. 
 
    “I told you I wanted a private show and I’m gonna get one,” he says, advancing toward me. 
 
    Before I can do anything, he’s got a handful of my hair and is yanking my head. The man is walking past the dumpster where no one will see what he’s about to do to me. 
 
    “Help!” I scream out, trying to kick and lash out any way I can. 
 
    “Shut the fuck up!” he yells. 
 
    The man begins to punch me in the face so that I can’t do anything more than whimper. No one’s going to hear that over the blaring music inside the club. He’s yelling at me, calling me a tease and a whore over and over again while raining blows down on me. 
 
    It doesn’t take long before I can feel the blackness overtaking me as the man continues to beat me. I’m already in so much pain that I welcome the relief passing out will give me. 
 
    My last vision is Slim. I’ll never get to see him again if the man has his way. In my vision, I’m wrapped in Slim’s arms and there’s a smile on his face. A single tear escapes with the thought I’ll never get to hang out with anyone from the club again. I’ll never feel Slim’s arms wrapped around me or know if there was a chance things could be different between us. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Twelve 
 
    Slim 
 
    I’M JUST CLIMBING into bed when my phone goes off. Sometimes, I’d really like to ignore the fucking thing, but I know if someone’s calling this late then it’s important. Picking it up, I see my son is calling me. 
 
    “What’s up, son?” I ask, never realizing my world is about to change at this moment. 
 
    “Dad, you gotta get to the hospital. It’s Shy,” he says. 
 
    I don’t give him a chance to say anything else. Hanging up the phone, I pull my shirt over my head and grab my cut. I’m out the door in seconds. Shy’s hurt and I need to be with her. 
 
    Running through the empty clubhouse and out to the parking lot, I jump on my bike and tear away. My only goal right now is to get to my girl. There’s no more wasting time and trying to push her away. Tonight proves I need to get over my shit and be with the woman that makes me feel complete. 
 
    As I speed to the hospital, the only thing I can think about is Shy. How she was when she first showed up to how she is now. My girl has a sassy side that not a lot of people get to see. I’m one of the lucky ones. Images flash through my mind of the time I’ve been lucky enough to spend with her. Especially when I got to feel her body under mine. That’s when she truly let go of her façade and was the real Shy. 
 
    Pulling into the parking lot of the hospital, I leave my bike right by the door and rush inside. One of the guys will move it for me in a little bit. The only thing I need to do right now is see Shy and find out what the fuck happened to her. 
 
    Playboy is the first to notice me rushing in as he stands from his seat. He makes his way to me while I look at the rest of the guys standing and sitting around the waiting room. 
 
    “Where is she? What have you been told?” I ask, firing questions at him. 
 
    “She’s in back. They’re findin’ out what’s wrong with her now. Someone will be out as soon as they know what’s goin’ on,” Playboy tells me. 
 
    “What the fuck happened?” I question. 
 
    “She was out back takin’ out the garbage and she was attacked. I’m not sure who went after her. But I’ve already put Fox on pullin’ up the security footage so we can find out who it was,” he says. 
 
    “Why was she takin’ the garbage out?” I ask, confused why any of the guys would let her, or any of the girls, go outside alone at night. 
 
    “She wouldn’t let Alex or Zach. Shy danced tonight and didn’t want them to do the garbage after she had to leave them behind the bar,” my son tells me. 
 
    I don’t say a word to him. Instead, I choose to walk away after hearing that Shy got up on the stage and took her fucking clothes off. What the hell were they thinking? Heading to the nurse’s station, I try to get my feelings under control. 
 
    “I’m lookin’ for information on Cheyanne Carter,” I say when the nurse looks up at me. 
 
    “Are you her father?” she asks. 
 
    “No, I’m fuckin’ not. I’m her fuckin’ man,” I say, not letting this bitch’s opinion matter to me. 
 
    “I’m sorry, sir, but I can’t give you any information.” 
 
    I see red as the nurse turns her back to me. Don’t they know that Shy hates hospitals and someone needs to be by her side if she’s awake? I need to be by her side. This shit wouldn’t have ever happened if I pulled my head out of my ass sooner and brought her back to the clubhouse— where she belongs. 
 
    “Dad, come sit in the waitin’ room. Someone will be out soon to let us know what’s goin’ on. You’re not gonna do Shy any good if you’re sittin’ in a cell,” Playboy says, trying to reason with me as the red haze continues to cloud my gaze. 
 
    Nodding my head, I follow him back into the waiting room. Taking a seat next to Fox with his ever-present computer sitting on his lap, I look at him to see if he’s found anything out. 
 
    “Let’s have a smoke,” he says, closing the laptop and standing up. 
 
    “No one else leaves here. We’ll be right outside. If anyone comes out, get me. Immediately,” I say, following Fox outside. 
 
    Pulling out a smoke, I wait for Fox to open his computer again and show me what he found from Allure. The look on his face already tells me that I’m not going to like what I see as he turns the screen toward me. For a second, there’s nothing but a blank screen. 
 
    Finally, Shy comes into view. She’s carrying two bags of garbage down the hall when she’s stopped. A man puts his hand on her when she tries to pass him. There’s a few words exchanged before she finally gets him to let go of her and makes her way down the hall and out the back door. 
 
    For a minute, there’s no movement on the screen. Then I watch as the same man makes his way down the hallway and out through the door. Fox switches the cameras, and I watch as the man stands behind her without moving or saying a word. Finally, she turns around and sees him standing there. From there, I watch the entire beating of my woman before he drags her behind the dumpster and the red haze returns. 
 
    This motherfucker is dead. 
 
    “I want to know who he is,” I say, stabbing my cigarette out in the can next to me. 
 
    “On it, boss,” Fox says. 
 
    I head back into the hospital to wait on what’s going on with Shy. Everyone is still sitting in the waiting room. Playboy shakes his head when I look at him to confirm that no one’s been out yet. 
 
    What the fuck is taking so long? 
 
    We sit in the waiting room for hours. No one comes out to give us any information about Shy. The rest of the patients and individuals waiting for loved ones give us a wide berth, even though we’re taking up almost half of the waiting room. The only family that isn’t here are the women. We didn’t want to alert them when we don’t know what’s going on. 
 
    I’m getting ready to go back to the nurse’s station to find out what’s going on when one of the doors opens and a man in a white coat comes out. 
 
    “Family of Miss Carter,” he says. 
 
    I immediately stand up and make my way in front of him. “I’m her man. Where is she and what’s goin’ on?” 
 
    “She’s suffered a lot of injuries to her face and the back of her head. Miss Carter also has bruised ribs. She’s awake and alert now. We’re going to move her to a room so we can observe her overnight and she’ll be able to go home tomorrow if everything is okay,” the doctor says. 
 
    “When can I see her?” I ask, wanting to shove past him and find her myself. 
 
    “As soon as she gets in her room,” he answers. 
 
    “How long is that gonna take?” 
 
    “I’m not sure. I’ll have someone come get you when she’s getting moved.” 
 
    I walk back over to the men that have been sitting here and let them know what the doctor told me. Fox assures me that he’s going to go back to the clubhouse and will find out who the man is that thought it was okay to put his hands on a woman and a member of the Phantom Bastards family. 
 
    By the time the last of the men leave the hospital, a nurse comes out to get me. She leads me up to the third floor and points to the door Shy’s behind. Before she turns away, the nurse lets me know they gave her something to help her sleep so she might not be with it while I’m in with her. Little do they know, I’m not leaving here until she does. 
 
    Walking into the hospital room, I get my first look at Shy. Her entire face is bruised and swollen. My heart breaks to know that she just went through this shit and no one was there to protect her. I wasn’t there to protect her from the beating that she got. 
 
    I grab the chair closest to the bed and bring it to her bedside. Her hand on this side doesn’t have an IV in it, so I grab it and bring it close to my face. Kissing the back of her hand, I make a silent vow to bring the asshole that hurt her to the kind of justice that only the Phantom Bastards can dish out. I also vow to never leave her side again. 
 
    The rest of the night passes slowly as I watch her sleep and think of everything I want to do when she gets released from the hospital. One of those things is bringing her back to the clubhouse so no one comes after her. Another is making sure she knows I’m going to have her back and she is mine. 
 
    There’s no more pushing her away. I’m going to let Shy in all the way and let her know why I’ve been the way that I’ve been with her. It’s time that she has all of me and I’m going to have all of her. The good, the bad, and the ugly. 
 
    In the middle of the night, Shy wakes up and turns her bruised and beaten face toward me. I’ve never seen her look as gorgeous as she does right now. Tears fall from her eyes and I stand up to lean over her and pull her into my body. 
 
    For the next little while, I hold Shy and let her get her tears out. There’s not a single word spoken between us. There will be plenty of time for that later on. Right now is for her to get her feelings out and for me to just be here for her. 
 
    “Do you need anythin’, Pretty Girl?” I ask, pulling back slightly while she grips my shirt tighter. “Not goin’ anywhere, babe. Just want to make sure that you don’t need anythin’.” 
 
    “You. Just you,” she says. 
 
    Shy slides over in the hospital bed and I climb in next to her. I’m careful not to hurt her ribs or head. The rest of the night, I don’t let go of her. She sleeps peacefully while I watch her.  
 
    This is what I want for the rest of my life.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Thirteen 
 
    Shy 
 
    IT’S BEEN A week since I was attacked outside of Allure. Slim hasn’t left my side since that night. I’ve wanted my space from him because I can’t go back to the way things were before, but he’s not having it. Even Patience has commented on it. Well, after she got over being pissed that no one let her know I was in the hospital. 
 
    Slim’s been in my bed every single night. I’m grateful because it keeps the nightmares away, but it’s not like him. He holds me and doesn’t try to fuck me at all. It’s frustrating as hell when I want the man to the point of desperation. Something has to change. 
 
    Today, I’m going to sit Slim down and talk to him about what the hell he thinks he’s doing. We’ve been down this road before and it didn’t work out good for me. I’m the one that left the clubhouse and was treated like shit because of whatever bug crawled up his ass. 
 
    He left to grab something for breakfast. Patience is still upstairs resting. I’m in the kitchen staring out the window when a car pulls up and parks across the street. No one gets out of it, they just sit there. A chill runs down my spine and I don’t know why. 
 
    The car is a blacked-out sedan. With the driver’s side window down the slightest bit, I can see the individual is just sitting there. There’s a glint from the sun glaring off of something metal but I don’t know what it is. I’m too far away to get a good look at the driver or the object, but there’s really only one of two options as to who it is, the guy that attacked me or whoever sent the pictures of me to the club. 
 
    Slowly walking around the house, I make sure all the windows and doors are shut. With Slim not being here, I don’t want something to happen. The attack has left a lasting impression on me. Even the thought that Slim and the guys got random pictures of me made an impact on my life, like the paranoia I feel now. 
 
    Walking upstairs, I check on Patience to make sure she’s still resting and not aware that anything is wrong. She’s asleep and I’m happy that she’s finally getting some rest. So, I make my way into my room and sit on the bed. I want to be alert if anyone tries to get in the house, not that I have anything here to defend myself if that happens. 
 
    It seems like hours pass as I sit in the silence of my room. Before too long, I hear the telltale rumble of Slim’s bike pulling in. Even knowing it’s him, I don’t move from my spot on the bed, staring blankly at the wall in front of me. 
 
    “Shy, where you at, babe?” Slim calls out. 
 
    When I don’t respond, I hear him make his way up the stairs. He comes to a stop in my doorway and just stands there for a second. When he walks over to me, I watch as he crouches down in front of me. 
 
    “What’s wrong, babe?” he asks. 
 
    “Someone parked across the street, but they didn’t get out of the car. It was blacked out so I couldn’t tell who it was,” I say. 
 
    Slim gets up and makes his way from the room. I watch as he pulls out his phone just before turning the corner and making his way downstairs. I’m not sure who he’s calling, but it’s more than likely someone from the club. Fox, if I had to guess. He’ll want him to pull the security footage so he can try to figure out who’s sitting outside my house. 
 
    Finally getting my senses back, I walk out of my room and follow Slim. He’s yelling at someone and telling them that ‘his woman’ needs to be protected so that he never catches me looking the way I did when he got back. The fuck? I’m not anyone’s woman and I’ll be damned if I open that door for him again. 
 
    I move around the kitchen and pull out the breakfast he brought. I’m not hungry, but it’s giving me something to do. So, I set the table and put the takeout containers in front of two of the chairs. Grabbing the silverware, I hear Patience making her way down. The two of them can have a nice breakfast. 
 
    Once everything is set out, I give my cousin a smile and make my way back up to my room. I strip out of my clothes and begin to get ready for the day. It’s time that I get back to work and not let these stupid assholes scare me anymore. Playboy and the rest of the guys will be there, so I’m not worried about anything happening to me at Allure. 
 
    I’ll talk to Playboy as soon as I get there and make sure that someone’s available to walk me outside when it’s time for my breaks. Or I’ll go to the dressing room and hang out with the girls. I don’t have to go outside. There’s just times that I like to get a breath of fresh air and be away from all the guys in the club. 
 
    “Shy, babe, come down and eat,” Slim says, walking in the bathroom behind me. 
 
    “Nope. I’m not hungry. I need to get ready for the day and make sure I’m ready to go back to work tonight,” I answer. 
 
    “Not happenin’, babe,” he says, pulling me back against his chest. 
 
    “Slim, you don’t have any control over my life or the choices that I make anymore. I’m an adult and it’s my decision. You got scared when I got hurt and that’s what this overprotective bullshit is. You can see that I’m fine now, so I’m sure there are things for you to do at the clubhouse.” 
 
    “Is that what you really fuckin’ think?” he asks, turning me around to face him. 
 
    “Yes, it is.” 
 
    “You have no fuckin’ clue. You gettin’ hurt made me realize how fuckin’ dumb I’ve been when it comes to you. I’ve pushed you away and kept you at arm’s length because of my past, not because I didn’t feel anythin’ for you,” he says, looking me in the eyes the entire time he’s talking. 
 
    “It’s not just how you were at the clubhouse. After I left, you treated me worse than a fucking hang around. I wasn’t even allowed in the clubhouse when Hound and Ghost got out of jail. You guys used to be my family and now we’re nothing to one another. I appreciate everything you’ve done since I got hurt, but I don’t want you here anymore,” I say, tears filling my eyes as I push the only man I’ve ever loved away. 
 
    “You don’t mean that. Shy, I thought I had already found the love of my life with Maddie’s mom. She left and never told me she was pregnant. I found my daughter when she was grown and in her twenties. Maddie had a shit life and I feel guilty on a daily basis because of everythin’ that she suffered through. If I had taken the time to get over my pain, I would’ve found Roxy and realized what was goin’ on. I could’ve been in my daughter’s life from the beginnin’,” he says, pulling me into the bedroom so we can sit on my bed. “Then you walked into the clubhouse and completely captivated me. You acted like a house bunny and yet never took any of the men into your room. All you did was clean and cook. I still don’t understand your need to be a part of the Phantom Bastards.” 
 
    “I had nowhere else to go. A friend of mine brought me there one night and I just kind of stayed. It was easy to hide. I talked to Playboy and he gave me a room after explaining everything a house bunny did. Instead of fucking the guys, I cooked and cleaned. Until you took me to your bed.” 
 
    “Why didn’t you have anywhere else to go?” he asks, picking up on the one piece of information I didn’t want him to have. 
 
    “My ex kicked me out after I lost our baby. He beat me until I miscarried it. Afterward, he kicked me out, saying I fucked up his life and plans. I had no clue what the hell he was talking about. My mom died when I was a little girl and my dad took off. I stayed in my house until one of the neighbors called CPS. My aunt took me in and raised me until I turned eighteen. She didn’t have the resources to take care of Patience and me, but she did the best she could. Then I found the club,” I say. 
 
    Slim doesn’t say anything for a minute. He takes in my tear-stained cheeks and pulls me into his embrace. I let him hold me for a minute before I push him away, the same way he’s always pushed me away. 
 
    “Slim, you’ve never once given me a piece of yourself. Right now is the most that I’ve ever heard about your past. I’ve been there and tried to be a part of your life. You’ve shown me for three years that it’s not what you wanted. What you wanted was for me to be in your bed to fuck whenever you felt the need. Other than that, I was no better than the rest of the house bunnies. Nothing has changed.” 
 
    “Everythin’ has changed. Part of the reason I pushed you away was so no one could use you as a target to get to me. But the other reason is that you’re too fuckin’ young for me. Shy, you’re what, a year older than my daughter? I didn’t feel right. I don’t know what the fuck changed my opinion. Maybe it was Tank tellin’ me that Playboy and Maddie don’t give a fuck as long as I’m happy. All I know is that when I heard you were hurt, I’ve never been so scared in my life. I knew then and there that I was done pushin’ you away and I will do whatever I have to in order to prove that to you,” he says, wiping the last of the tears from my face. “Now, we’re gonna work every fuckin’ day on this. But I need you to move out of here. It’s not safe here for you.” 
 
    “I can’t leave my cousin here, Slim. She’s pregnant and doesn’t need to be around the clubhouse. Patience is vulnerable and the last thing she needs to be around right now is a bunch of guys. She’s just learning about the club and how involved I was with you guys,” I tell him. 
 
    “Then we’ll give her the option to stay here. I’ll make sure the Prospects are on the house and her all day, every day. You are not negotiable though. I’m not takin’ any chances with your safety,” he says, lowering his voice so I know he’s serious. 
 
    “If I come back, I’m movin’ into my old room. I’m not stayin’ with you,” I say, looking at him so he can tell that my decision is final. 
 
    “You’re not goin’ to the clubhouse. You’re goin’ to my house,” he says. 
 
    “Your what? I didn’t know you have a house. This just proves my point.” 
 
    “I didn’t have a house when you were there. I just bought it. It’s out in the middle of nowhere and no one will be able to find you there,” he says. 
 
    “You can’t guarantee that.” 
 
    “Yes, I can. It’s on the backside of the club’s property. The only way to get to it is through the back road once you're inside the gate of the clubhouse. The house sits just past where the old fence line was. Now, the club owns another fifty acres and we’ve expanded the fence to include my house. You’ll be able to go to the clubhouse whenever you want, but that’s it. Everywhere else you’ll have a man on you.” 
 
    “I don’t know about this, Slim. Look at where we’ve been. And now you want me to up and move in with you? It’s crazy as fuck,” I say. 
 
    “Shy, I’ve wasted too much time with you already. If I had my way, you’d already be at my house with a ring on your finger. And I’d be workin’ on knockin’ you the fuck up. But, I’m givin’ you a little time to get used to that shit. It’s all gonna fuckin' happen though,” he says. 
 
    I shake my head at the words coming from this man’s mouth. There is no way in hell I’m following along with his plan. I doubt we’ll be able to last a day or two without wanting to kill one another. 
 
    Before I can say another word, Slim’s mouth is on mine. I sit rigidly in his arms for a minute before I finally cave and let him in. A tremor flows through my body at the contact just from kissing this man. I’m truly fucked. 
 
    Slim’s hands run up my side and stop just below my breasts. I move my body, trying to get him to slide them up further, but he doesn’t give me what I want. Instead, he lowers me to the bed, never breaking contact with my mouth. 
 
    Wrapping my arms around his neck, I realize this is going to happen at his pace and there’s nothing I can do about it. Slim won’t make a move until he’s ready to do it. So, I lay back and enjoy the feeling of his mouth on mine, of our tongues tangling together and trying to fight for dominance of the kiss. 
 
    Slim lays down over me, giving me his weight as we continue to kiss. Finally breaking away from my mouth, he peppers kisses along my jaw and down my neck. I arch my head back so he has better access to my skin. 
 
    I dig my nails into Slim’s shoulders after we pause long enough to tear his shirt over his head. He’s still wearing his jeans and the fabric scrapes against my sensitive skin with our movement. It seems like every nerve-ending and part of my body is extra sensitive as I have the man I love back in my arms. 
 
    He moves from my neck down to my chest and pulls a hardened nipple in his mouth. I arch my back as goosebumps break out over my skin and shoot straight to my center. A moan escapes me as the short beard that Slim’s been keeping drags across the valley between my boobs. 
 
    “Slim, I need you,” I mutter, knowing this isn’t enough. 
 
    “What do you want, baby?” he asks. 
 
    “I want you to fuck me.” 
 
    Slim lifts his body slightly so he can look at me. There’s no hesitation in my lust-filled eyes. I slide my arms between our bodies and begin to undo his belt and jeans. I don’t have to worry about underwear getting in the way because he never wears them. 
 
    As soon as the zipper is lowered, I reach one hand inside his jeans and wrap it around his hard length. A hiss leaves his lips as I slowly slide my hand up and down his cock. His eyes glaze over with lust and he lowers my head to capture my lips again. 
 
    Lifting his hips, I help him lower his jeans just enough for him to slide inside my pussy. Once he’s fully seated inside my body, we both moan. For a minute, he remains still, the only sound in the room is our heavy breathing. 
 
    I lift my hips to let him know that I’m ready for him to move. Slim sets a quick and hard pace that he knows will drive me over the edge. Once I figure out his movements, I let my body take over and begin to meet him thrust for thrust. I add a swivel to my hips that ensures another hiss leaves his lips at the same time I moan. 
 
    My body is beginning to tighten as my orgasm builds. I want to hang on and savor the feelings running through me, but with little warning, I fly over the edge of the cliff and yell out Slim’s name. He continues to pull out of my body before slamming back in for a few more minutes before I feel his body begin to shake and tighten above me. With one final thrust, Slim stills within me as he hollers out my name. 
 
    I wrap my arms around Slim’s body and pull him down into me. As his weight settles on me, he rolls to the side so he doesn’t crush me. His bottom arm wraps around me while he uses his other arm to slide up and down my side. We settle into one another’s bodies as we begin to catch our breath. 
 
    Just as I’m about to fall asleep, Slim kisses me on the temple. “I need you to come with me, Shy. I can’t explain the need I have to protect you, but it’s there and the best way for me to do that is to bring you home with me. Shy, you know I care about you more than I have about anyone in a long time.” 
 
    “I have to talk with Patience before I decide anything. If she’s not comfortable being here alone, then I’ll have to stay with her. She has no one else here,” I say, giving him the best answer I can right now. 
 
    Slim nods his head and kisses the back of my neck as I settle closer into his body. Sleep claims me and I let it for a few hours before I go back to work tonight. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Fourteen 
 
    Slim 
 
    SHY THINKS SHE’S going back to work tonight, but that’s not gonna happen. We have a plan set up to try to catch the man that attacked her and I don’t want her anywhere close to Allure while it’s going down. So, I’ve talked her into spending her last night with Patience so I can catch up on club business. 
 
    We’ve spent the day in bed and gotten to know one another again. I didn’t get up until the last possible second and I was still pushing it. After eating dinner with Shy and her cousin, I made my way to Allure so we could put our plan in motion. 
 
    Playboy reviewed the footage that Fox pulled up and realized the guy that attacked Shy was a regular at the club. He’s never been violent with the girls before. Not until he decided to put his hands on my woman. Now, he’ll face my wrath and be dealt the consequences of putting his hands on something that doesn’t belong to him. 
 
    When I pull into the parking lot of Allure, every man from the club is here. They’re all waiting outside toward the back of the parking lot. The only one that isn’t outside is Playboy. It wouldn’t look right if he weren’t inside taking care of business, so we all agreed that he’d be inside when we walked through. 
 
    “Dead man walkin’ is already inside,” Fox lets me know as soon as I have my bike parked. 
 
    “Let’s go. I want to get back to Shy before too long,” I say. “Gonna need some help tomorrow, by the way. Shy’s movin’ to my place.” 
 
    All the guys nod their heads to let me know they’ll be there. That’s the thing with the Phantom Bastards— no matter how much we fight and argue amongst ourselves, we always have one another’s backs when it comes down to it. They’ll be there for me just like I’ll always be there for every single one of them. 
 
    Walking into Allure, I glance around the room. Customers fill every single table. They’re watching whoever is on stage, watching her routine. She’s captivating them with the movement of her body. Playboy is sitting at the bar, looking out over the customers. As soon as I glance at him, he nods his head in the direction of the man we’re looking for. 
 
    The man that we’re after is sitting just beyond the table that’s always reserved for anyone in the club who shows up. His attention is on the stage where Annie’s currently dancing. She’s moving her body like a contortionist and I know a few of the single guys have tried to get with her, but no one has ever had any luck. 
 
    The dumb fuck is so into the show, he doesn’t pay attention when I sit down next to him. It’s not until I slam my hand on the table, spilling his drink all over him, that he finally tears his gaze away from the stage. He’s pissed and I’m waiting for him to open his fucking mouth right now. 
 
    “What the fuck? You got a death wish?” he asks, not realizing just who I am yet. 
 
    “Do you? Seems to me that you like puttin’ your fuckin’ hands on people that you have no business fuckin’ touchin’. Now, if I were to go to your house and show your wife what a real man was, what do you think you’d do about that?” I ask. 
 
    “Go ahead. That fat cow can’t satisfy a fucking dog let alone me.” 
 
    “Really. Alex, why don’t you go show his wife a good time. We’ve all seen how gorgeous she is. You want a turn with her, go take it,” I say, giving the Prospect the green light for a fuck. He takes off quicker than shit. “Now, your first mistake was takin’ advantage of your wife. Thinkin’ that she’s the problem when it’s your limp dick that can’t satisfy her. Not to mention that you can’t give her what she truly wants, a baby. We know all about you, Tad. That wasn’t your biggest mistake though. No. That was puttin’ your hands on my woman when she refused to give you a lap dance. My son has talked to the girls here and no one wants to give you a dance. Not when you try to take what they don’t want to give you.” 
 
    “Those sluts are all lying,” he says, letting the first glimpse of fear enter his eyes. 
 
    “No, you’re the one that’s lyin’. So, we’re gonna take a little walk. If you make a fuckin’ scene, your beatin’ will be even worse. Do you understand me?” 
 
    “I’ll call the cops,” he says. 
 
    “You won’t be walkin’ out of here, bitch,” Wood says. 
 
    I pull Tad up from his chair and shove him toward the same hallway where he first thought it was okay to touch Shy. The pitiful man in front of me is whimpering already and I haven’t even fucking touched him yet. He’s gonna be one of them that cry and piss his pants before this is all said and done. Fuck! I hate that type of man. 
 
    Playboy is standing toward the end of the hallway. He’s got the door that leads down to the basement open and I watch him shove Tad through the opening. He lands on his hands and knees, his head dropped, and his whimpers growing louder. Tad seems to be realizing that no one is going to come to his defense here. Not when Allure is our club and the customers we have are loyal as fuck. 
 
    Killer and Wood walk past me and pick the pathetic piece of shit up and drag him down the stairs. He tries to plead with the men as I follow them down. My men aren’t even listening to him as they tie him to a chair and stand behind him. 
 
    I don’t have all of our tools here, but I have what I need. There’s a small tray set up with knives, pliers, a hammer, and other random things. I have my brass knuckles in my pocket too. Though, I don’t want to use them on this asshole. 
 
    “Please! I didn’t know she was involved with the club. All I wanted was a lap dance from the new dancer,” he pleads. 
 
    “It doesn’t matter. You still touched someone that worked for the club and my woman. You’re gonna have to suffer the consequences of your actions.” 
 
    I don’t give the fucker another chance to talk. My fist lands on his jaw to shut him the fuck up. He’s a whiny bitch and there’s no reason for him to be trying to plead his case to me. Tad doesn’t realize that I’m his judge, jury, and executioner. And I find him guilty as hell. 
 
    I continue to rain down hit after hit until his face is a bloody mess. The men of my club stand against the wall and remain quiet as I take my rage out on Tad. Not a single one of them is going to stand in my face or stop the punishment he is getting right now. 
 
    When I’ve taken care of his face and made sure he’s not going to utter a single word, I take a cigarette out of my pack and light it up. He can sit there and realize what’s still to come. 
 
    Once I’ve let the asshat in the chair stew a little more, I crush my cigarette out under my boot and stalk back over to Tad. He watches me come at him like an animal waiting for its enemy to strike. 
 
    His eyes are round and look as if they’re ready to pop out of his head. Tad’s mouth is hanging open with spit and vomit dripping from the corner of his mouth. Honestly, he’s the most pathetic excuse of a human being I’ve seen in a long time. And that’s saying something. 
 
    “Now, I’m gonna end this real quick because I’ve got shit to do that actually matters,” I say, picking up a knife off the table. 
 
    “I won’t do it ever again,” he mutters, his voice muffled with the swelling and pain he’s currently in. 
 
    “It’s too late for you. No one’s gonna miss your weak, pathetic ass,” I say. 
 
    I ram the knife down into his thigh, relishing the screams that erupt from him. Sliding the knife out with a twist, I begin to make several cuts all over his body. It’s not long before Tad pisses himself. Again. 
 
    My men begin to laugh, further making the man sitting before me feel like a piece of shit. I’m over being cooped up in this room with him, so I take the knife and place it at Tad’s throat. 
 
    “Say hello to the devil when you get to Hell,” I say, dragging the knife across his neck from one ear to the other. 
 
    I turn and walk away from Tad and the rest of my brothers. They’ll take care of the body while I go up and shower in Playboy’s office. We don’t usually keep clothes here at Allure, but a few of us made sure that Playboy brought some in just for today. 
 
    As soon as I’m done with my shower, I leave Allure, pull out of the parking lot, and make my way to Shy’s house. It’s the only place I want to be right now. I need her more than I need air to breathe. 
 
    I don’t ever get a break it seems. Now that the Tad situation is over with, we have a rival club after us, threatening our families instead of manning up and coming after the men of the Phantom Bastards. And, we still have the problem of Collette to handle. She’s obviously working with another club and is trying to stay a step ahead of us. She’ll fuck up sooner or later though and we’ll be there when she does.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Fifteen 
 
    Shy 
 
    TODAY’S THE DAY I leave my quaint little house behind and move in with Slim. I’ve always dreamed about living with him and being with him as more than just his plaything. But I never really thought it would happen. Not with the way he constantly held me at arm’s length. 
 
    Patience and I talked about the move after Slim left yesterday to take care of business or whatever he was doing. I’m worried about leaving her alone in the house, but she’s assured me she’ll be fine. She’s going to work on finding a job and getting ready for the baby to be here. 
 
    I can’t believe that in a little over a month my baby cousin will be a mom. Patience has worked so hard to get her shit together since finding out she was pregnant. Now, she’s making strides every day to get herself where she wants to be. I can’t wait to watch her embrace motherhood and get everything she wants in life. 
 
    I’m almost finished packing when the guys show up to load my belongings into the truck. I’m leaving most of my things behind for Patience. The only things I really need are my clothes and personal belongings. Everything else I bought when I moved in can be used by Patience. 
 
    “Shy, girl, you ready?” Slim asks, walking into my room as I get the last of my clothes out of the dresser and put them in a basket. 
 
    “Yep. Everything here is going. The rest I’m gonna leave for my cousin,” I answer. 
 
    “Okay. I’ll get the guys up here. You got everythin’ from the bathroom already?” he asks, knowing my obsession with lotions and perfumes. 
 
    I may also be obsessed with changing the color of my nails too. In a box that I’ve kept in my closet is an array of different colored nail polishes. Not too many people know that I often change it out every week; they don’t pay enough attention to me. 
 
    “I got all that. But I want to do something while you guys get everything over to your house. I’ll meet you there later on,” I tell him. 
 
    “What’s goin’ on, Shy girl?” he asks, pulling me up against his hard body. 
 
    “I want to take Patience into town and get her the nursery set she’s been eyeing. She doesn’t have the money for it. Now that I won’t be here, she can get that set up. I also want to talk to the girls about throwing her a baby shower. Patience doesn’t know anyone here and I want her to feel comfortable around everyone,” I say. 
 
    “Okay, Shy girl. You two do that, but you’re gonna take Alex with you. Maybe even Zach. I don’t want there to be another run-in with Collette. We don’t know where she’s at or what game she’s tryin’ to play.” 
 
    I nod my head and reach up on my toes to give Slim a kiss. He’s got a club full of people to protect and they’re already stretched thin. But I want to do this for my cousin. She needs to know that we’re going to be here for her and not feel so alone. Patience gave up her life where she had friends and knew everyone to start over. She chose to protect her unborn child over remaining comfortable and in her element. 
 
    When Slim leaves my room to send the guys up, I take one more look around. There’s nothing else I need in here other than the things to be taken downstairs. The stuff I packed from the bathroom is even in here already so my stuff isn’t all over the place when the guys get ready to take it out of here. 
 
    Knowing that everything is done, I walk to my cousin’s room. The door opens as she sits on her bed, looking at something in her hands. There’s a look of loneliness on her face. Knocking on the doorjamb, I wait for her to turn her attention to me before walking into the room. 
 
    “You leaving?” she asks, hiding the picture she’s holding. 
 
    “The guys are getting ready to load everything up. But we’re leaving before them,” I tell her. 
 
    “What do you mean? We don’t have plans,” she says, confusion marring her beautiful face. 
 
    “We do now. We’re going to town for a little bit. Come on,” I say, holding out my hands to help her off the bed. 
 
    Patience and I make our way downstairs and out the door. Slim’s already moved my car so the guys could get the truck in the driveway and closer to the house. I tell them all goodbye before making sure that Alex and Zach are ready to follow us into town. 
 
    The short drive is filled with laughter as Patience and I talk about moving and the paths our lives have taken on. She’s one of the few that know my past and I’m ready to move on. I’ve always let it cloud me and haunt me in ways that make me reserved and shy. That all changes now though. 
 
    If I’m going to be with Slim, I need to grow the backbone I used to have. I need my sass and the fire that used to burn bright inside my soul. Before I wasn’t timid or shy, I went after every single thing I wanted out of life. That girl’s been missing for a long time. 
 
    Pulling up in front of the little shop Patience saw the nursery set in, I shut the car off and watch as Alex parks his bike next to us. Zach is across the street, sitting on his bike while he waits for us. I guess Alex will be the one standing outside the door of the store while we shop. 
 
    Patience follows me inside and I grab a cart. I’m getting her more than just the crib, chair, and changing table. We’re going to get her a few more maternity clothes and I’m getting some things for the baby. Everything will be in gender-neutral colors because Patience decided she didn’t want to find out what she’s having. 
 
    As we walk through the store, I get an eerie feeling, almost like someone is watching us. Looking around the store, there’s no one other than the clerk sitting behind the counter on her phone. The door leading to the back room is closed and there’s no fitting room in here. Alex is still standing outside looking relaxed and calm. He’s keeping an eye on every person walking down the street and every car driving by. The way he’s supposed to when he’s out with us. 
 
    Shaking off the feeling, I continue shopping with my cousin. Before I know it, the cart is full and we’re standing at the counter. As the cashier rings up what we’ve loaded in the cart, I slip in the tags for the furniture that I’m buying. Patience doesn’t know about it and I want to surprise her. 
 
    “Patience, why don’t you go look at those receiving blankets. I think we need one more pack of them,” I say, wanting to get her away so I can arrange delivery without her knowing. 
 
    My cousin nods her head and as soon as she’s far enough away, I look at the young cashier. 
 
    “I need this furniture delivered as soon as possible please,” I say, uncovering the tags for her. 
 
    “Let me see when I can get it to you,” she says, pulling a clipboard from under the counter. “It looks like we can have it there later today. Dave won’t be in until after lunch, but there’s nothing else on the books for today.” 
 
    “Thank you,” I tell her. 
 
    Patience comes back over with a pack of blankets and adds them to the growing pile of things I’m getting for her. I know this is killing her that she can’t get the things she needs by herself. As she’s been growing and learning who she is, Patience has found her independence and wants to do things on her own. But, right now, she needs help and I’m giving her what she needs. 
 
    The cashier rings everything up and I pay the bill while Alex comes in and begins to load up all the bags. He takes my keys so he can get them in the car while we go out and grab a drink before heading back to the house. 
 
    As soon as we walk into the small coffee shop, the hair on the back of my neck stands up. Glancing around the shop, I see Collette is sitting at a table in the back. Two cups of coffee are sitting on the table, but she’s alone. Either she’s waiting for someone, or someone that didn’t want to be seen making a hasty retreat. 
 
    Collette’s eyes immediately zoom in on mine. A smirk covers her face as she stands and begins to make her way over to me. I brace myself for the confrontation that I’m sure is coming. Collette is an evil bitch and blames everyone else for her problems instead of accepting responsibility for her actions. 
 
    “If it isn’t the Phantom Bastards slut. I’m surprised they let you out,” Collette sneers. 
 
    “I do what the hell I want to do,” I answer. 
 
    “With everything going on, I don’t know how they can let you out of their sight,” she says, venom lacing her voice. 
 
    “I don’t know what the fuck your problem is, but it’s not me. Just because you’re a bitch that can’t get out of her own way, doesn’t mean it’s everyone else’s fault. You need to get over yourself and maybe then you’ll find some scrap of happiness.” 
 
    “You’ve always been my problem. Thinking your shit don’t stink when you’re no better than anyone else. But it’ll all be over with soon enough. Your time is coming, Shy, and I’m going to be there when you get what’s coming to you,” she says. 
 
    “What are you talking about?” I ask, trying to gain information for Slim and the guys. 
 
    “You’ll find out. It won’t be long now.” 
 
    Collette walks out of the coffee shop and I know that I have to get back to Slim. He needs to know what’s going on with Collette and what’s she’s said to me today. But I hear the rumble of a bike firing up and I’m sure one of the guys is following that bitch. I may not know much, but I know the club is looking for her and trying to figure out who she’s been hanging with. 
 
    Alex comes in the store with us and doesn’t leave our side as we wait for our juices to be brought over. I don’t question his actions or the fact that Zach isn’t here. With one look, Alex lets me know that we need to hurry the fuck up. He’s not comfortable being here, out in the open where anything can happen. 
 
    The second we get back to the house, Alex unloads my car and tells me that Zach will be here in a few minutes to follow me over to the clubhouse and then Slim’s house. Since Slim is at the clubhouse now, that’s where he wants me to go first. He’s impatiently waiting for me to get there so he can hear what’s going on. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Sixteen 
 
    Slim 
 
    YESTERDAY THAT BITCH Collette managed to get close to Shy. Again. Zach followed her to find out where the hell she’s staying, but she managed to slip past him. 
 
    Collette ran a red light and almost caused a massive pile-up with cars and a tractor-trailer to get away from the Prospect. Everyone is pissed that she’s managed to give one of us the slip, but there’s nothing we can seem to do about it. She’s used to running and has mastered the art of getting away. 
 
    Fox has been trying to hack into the town’s cameras, but he’s had no luck finding her. He’s set up an alert so if she uses a credit card or tries to get any form of credit, he’ll be the first one to know. Then we’ll head out and catch her where she is. One way or another, Collette will answer to us and we’ll find out what’s going on. 
 
    As soon as Shy got in the clubhouse, I pulled her into my arms and took a deep breath. I inhaled her scent and the fact she was safe in my arms. We didn’t hang out long, I wanted to get her home and let her see our new house. I haven’t done anything to it, but from the look on her face as soon as we pulled up, I’ll say I did a good job. 
 
    The house itself is an old farmhouse with a large wraparound porch. When you walk in the door, you enter a foyer that has a large chandelier hanging to light up the room and the staircase leading upstairs. Off to the left is the living room. On the right is a den that I plan on making my office, so I don’t have to go to the clubhouse constantly to work. At the back of the house are the laundry room, a bathroom, and a large kitchen. There’s not a separate dining room because the kitchen is so massive. 
 
    Upstairs, there are five bedrooms and a bathroom. The master bedroom is at the back of the house and has an en suite and a walk-in closet. So far, the only thing we’ll have to do is replace the carpets and paint. It’s nothing that can’t be done while we’re living here. 
 
    Any other upgrades, I’ll leave for Shy to decide what she wants to do. She’s going to feel comfortable here and make this place our home. So, I’ll be happy to let her make whatever decisions she needs to be making. 
 
    When we got in bed last night, I listened to Shy talk about everything she wanted to do with the house. We’re on the same page as far as wanting to change the paint and carpeting in the house. She’s also got some big dreams for the kitchen. Dreams that I’ll gladly make happen. 
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    The second we walk through the doors of the clubhouse, I know something’s wrong. There’s an eerie feeling permeating the air and the men sitting around the common room are quiet. 
 
    We’re all on edge right now because we want to find out what’s going on with Snake’s Revenge and what their next move is going to be. They’ve already shown us they don’t have a problem going after women and kids with the pictures that keep getting delivered at the gates. Add in the fact that we can’t keep tabs on Collette and it adds another layer to the shitstorm we’re all dealing with. 
 
    Fox comes barreling down the hallway and makes his way right to me. 
 
    “I was just gettin’ ready to call you. A few hours ago, I got an alert of a disturbance at Shy’s house. We need to roll out,” he says. 
 
    “I’m going,” Shy says, hearing what I’ve just been told. 
 
    “I don’t know what we’re walkin’ into. I don’t want you there,” I tell her, gearing up for the fight we’re about to have. 
 
    “I don’t care. Patience is my cousin and she hasn’t met the guys. She won’t be comfortable. Let me go,” she answers. 
 
    “Call her and make sure she’s okay,” I say. 
 
    Shy pulls her phone out of her pocket and finds her cousin’s information before clicking on it. Her eyes never leave mine as the phone rings and rings. There’s no answer which results in a panicked look in her eyes. Her body goes rigid as she hangs up and immediately calls her cousin back. 
 
    “Let’s go!” I holler out, getting everyone’s attention as we all leave the clubhouse. 
 
    Shy follows me to my bike and I help her climb on after I’ve gotten on. She wraps her arms around me and we take off. There’s no formation for our ride out this morning. Instead, there’s an urgency to get to Shy’s house and find out what’s going on with her cousin. 
 
    The ride seems to take forever, but in all reality takes less than fifteen minutes to get to the house. Parking my bike, Shy hops off and waits for me. She is filled with a need to run into the house and get to her cousin, but she’s letting me go first since we don’t know what we’re about to walk into. 
 
    As soon as we get close enough, we see Zach lying on the porch. A puddle of blood surrounds his head. Hound races to him and checks for a pulse. He’s got one, thank God. I watch as Hound pulls out his phone and calls for an ambulance. We don’t know what’s going on with Zach and the best place for him is the hospital. 
 
    “Don’t know that I want you goin’ in the house,” I tell Shy, trying to shield her from seeing Zach. 
 
    “It’s my cousin and my house. I’ll be the one to go in if only one person goes. Patience doesn’t even really know you and won’t be comfortable around you alone,” she tells me. 
 
    “We don’t know what we’re walkin’ into, Shy. I don’t want you to see shit that’s gonna fuckin’ hurt you,” I say. 
 
    “I understand that. Look, I appreciate that you don’t want me to get hurt if something’s been done to Patience. But I’ll see one way or another so it’s best to stop arguing about it and just get in there.” 
 
    Shy pushes past me and opens the door to the house. It’s not locked and that’s a concern. I’m on her ass by the time she steps foot in the living room of her house. The downstairs of Shy’s house is completely destroyed. Lamps are broken, furniture is overturned, and Shy’s in tears as she continues to look around. 
 
    “Patience!” she yells out, beginning to take off for the stairs. 
 
    I follow Shy upstairs and we find Patience lying on the floor in the hallway. She’s been beaten bloody and we can hear her moaning as we get close to her. Shy collapses to her knees next to her cousin’s head and cries. Patience looks up at her and utters one word. 
 
    “Baby,” she says. 
 
    Shy immediately looks up and notices that the lower half of Patience is soaked. She must have gone into labor. I watch as she closes her eyes and Shy grabs her hand. My woman murmurs to her cousin while I look on. There’s nothing I can do to help her out and I feel so useless. 
 
    “Make sure the EMTs come up to get her,” Shy says, pulling me from my head. 
 
    “I will, Shy girl. Do you want me to leave you two up here?” I ask, not knowing what to do. “The house needs to be checked before anyone else gets here.” 
 
    “No. Do what you gotta do, Slim. We’ll be fine here.” 
 
    Standing up, I make my way through the rooms upstairs before heading back downstairs. I’m just walking back up from the basement when I hear the sirens from the ambulances getting here. I walk to the door so I can make sure that someone makes it up to Patience. If she’s in labor like we think then they need to check on her and get her to the hospital now. Especially when we don’t know what her injuries are. 
 
    As soon as the EMTs load up Zach and Patience, I tell Shy to go with her cousin. She looks in my direction before climbing in the ambulance so she can be with her family. I’ll make my way there, but for now, we need to figure out what the hell is going on here and who did this. 
 
    There’s cops in the house looking around for clues while two went to the hospital with Zach and Patience. They want to talk to them as soon as they’re able to about what happened here today. Meanwhile, we’ve already told the cops that we don’t know anything about what happened. We came to check on Patience and this is what we found. I’m not sure whether they believe us or not, but they didn’t say a word against us. 
 
    Nodding my head for the guys to follow me further into the yard and away from any prying cops, they don’t need to hear what we say because they’ll only get in our way of dishing out our own form of justice. 
 
    “Did you get anythin’ from the footage?” I ask Fox. 
 
    “Not a fuckin’ thing. I’ll have to look at the system here before I know anything more,” he says. 
 
    “You think this has anythin’ to do with the pictures and shit that have been gettin’ delivered?” Playboy asks. 
 
    “It’s possible. I don’t put anythin’ past those Snakes. For now, I want the women and kids brought in and no one is to be alone. I have to get to the hospital to be there for Shy. Call me as soon as anyone finds somethin’ out,” I say, dismissing my brothers so I can get to my woman. She’s going to be the one that needs me right now. 
 
    Playboy follows me to the hospital. He’ll stay with me while the rest of the men go and bring everyone in. I won’t leave Shy, her cousin, or Zach at the hospital alone. Even though I know Hound will be here with him. 
 
    We stop at the desk long enough to find out where the hell they took Patience. The nurse sitting there lets us know that she’s up in the maternity ward. Shy’s been alone more than long enough so I practically run up the stairs instead of taking the elevator to the third floor. Playboy’s right on my heels as we make our way up there. 
 
    As soon as I burst through the door, my eyes scan the area for Shy. I can’t find her anywhere though. When I step up to the desk, there’s no one there. I’m losing patience, quickly, and my son can feel it. 
 
    He walks down the hall a little bit until a nurse comes walking out of one of the rooms. I watch on as he whispers a few words to her before turning to look at me. Nodding his head, I walk down to him. 
 
    “Shy is in with Patience. They had to rush her in for an emergency delivery,” he lets me know. “She’s goin’ to let them know we’re waitin’.” 
 
    Playboy leads me over to the waiting room and we plop our asses into the uncomfortable as fuck chairs. I’m not sure how long it’s going to take for them to deliver the baby, but I’ll wait as long as it takes. Patience is Shy’s family, therefore she’s my family now too. 
 
    Remorse floods my veins as I think that this happened tonight because they thought Shy was in the house. It doesn’t take a genius to figure out that whoever did this was more than likely after Shy and not her cousin. They look a lot alike, so they probably thought they left my woman in a pile on the floor. Instead, they beat a fucking pregnant woman to the point they have to do surgery to get her baby delivered. Fuck! 
 
    “Dad, I’m gonna go check on Zach. See what’s goin’ on with him. Do you want anythin’?” 
 
    “I’m good, son. Let me know what’s goin’ on with him. If they need anythin’, make it happen. I’ll let you know what’s goin’ on up here if you’re not back,” I tell him. 
 
    I watch my son walk away before looking toward the hallway. I’m watching for Shy to make her way down the hallway. She needs to know that I’m here for her and will do whatever is needed for her cousin and the new baby. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Seventeen 
 
    Shy 
 
    AS SOON AS we got to the hospital, the doctors decided to rush her up to maternity so they could do a cesarean section. On the way here, Patience coded twice and their main concern is the baby right now. I’m not thinking my cousin is going to make it. 
 
    Guilt begins to eat at me. I should’ve either been at the house with her or made her move to Slim’s with me. If I had, she wouldn’t be on a gurney, her baby being cut out of her stomach while she fights for her life. I would’ve been there to protect her and make sure that no one got their hands on her. 
 
    Just as I hear the first wail from my cousin, alarms start blaring. I’m ushered out of the room as everyone scrambles to work on my cousin and the baby simultaneously. Tears are streaming down my face as I walk blindly down the hall. 
 
    Before I can make it very far, strong arms wrap around me. I immediately smell Slim’s cologne and leather. Wrapping my arms around his waist, I let him lead me to the waiting room and sit me down on his lap. Never once does he remove his arms from around me or pull my face from his chest. He simply maneuvers me so I’m sitting sideways in his lap. 
 
    “She’s coded twice,” I murmur into his shirt. “I don’t think she’s gonna make it, Slim.” 
 
    “I’m so sorry, Shy girl. I should’ve figured shit out better,” he tells me, running a hand through my hair. 
 
    “I should have made her come with me. Instead, I left her on her own,” I say, letting the tears overtake me once again. 
 
    For the next few minutes, neither one of us moves. We sit in the empty waiting room and I let the thoughts and guilt assault me. I try to let the heat and strength from Slim seep into my body and warm me from the chill that’s been filling my body since we pulled up to the house. 
 
    “I’m looking for the family of Patience,” a doctor says, jarring me from my thoughts. 
 
    “I’m her cousin,” I say, trying to untangle myself from Slim’s body. 
 
    “Why don’t we go in one of the rooms over here,” she says, turning away from me. 
 
    Immediately, dread fills me. I know without having to walk into the empty room with her that we’ve lost my cousin. She was too beaten and battered for her to overcome. Sobs immediately rack my body as Slim wraps an arm around me and pulls me to the room with him. 
 
    “I’m sorry to inform you that your cousin didn’t make it. There was too much damage done to her,” the doctor says, sympathy filling her eyes as she talks to me. 
 
    I don’t hear most of what the doctor is relaying to us. The words that Patience didn’t make it are clogging my head and the pounding I hear blocks out everything else. That’s until the thought of her daughter fills my head. 
 
    “What about the baby? Where is she? Is she okay?” I fire off question after question for her. 
 
    “The baby is okay. She’s in the nursery right now and you’ll be able to see her. We have to figure out what’s going to happen with her now that the mother has been pronounced dead,” she says. 
 
    “I need to call my aunt and let her know. Can she take the baby? If she can’t, can I take the baby?” I ask, my only concern being for the little girl that lost her mother and has no clue. 
 
    “That will be up to social services. They’re on their way in now,” the doctor says, leaving the room. Slim wraps himself around me. 
 
    I let him comfort me for a few minutes before I pull back from his embrace. The first thing I need to do is call my aunt. As soon as I’m done with that, I need to go to Patience’s baby. I’m the only one she has right now. And I’ll be by her side until they drag me kicking and screaming away from her. We don’t leave our own alone, especially when they can’t take care of themselves. 
 
    Pulling my phone from my pocket, I pull up my aunt’s name and click on it. I explain everything that happened to Patience and how the doctor just let us know that she didn’t make it. For a few minutes, my aunt doesn’t say a word. I can hear her sobbing on the phone though. 
 
    “Cheyanne, I can’t take that baby. My body won’t allow me to get up and down with her and take care of her the way that she needs to be taken care of. I want you to have her. Raise her the way that she deserves to be raised. We’ll make it happen one way or another,” my aunt says. “I’m going to get ready and make my way up to you so we can get her funeral taken care of and find out what it’s going to take for her to go home with you.” 
 
    “Okay, Auntie. I’ll let you know as soon as the social worker gets here. For now, I’m going to go see the baby,” I say, hanging up the phone before the sob breaks free. 
 
    “What did she say?” Slim asks, once again wrapping his arms around me. 
 
    “She can’t take the baby. But she wants me to have her. She’s getting ready to come up here,” I say. “I need to go see the baby and wait for the social worker to get here. You can go do what you gotta do.” 
 
    “I’ve got nowhere to be. I’ll go to the hospital with you,” he says. 
 
    I take a few minutes to compose myself. Slim leads me to the bathroom and waits while I wash my face. As soon as I walk out of the bathroom, he leads me to the nursery and grabs the attention of one of the nurses. Slim lets me look at all the babies resting comfortably in their little bassinets while he goes and talks to the nurse about us getting in there to see the baby. She doesn’t even have a fucking name yet. 
 
    We walk into the nursery and the nurse has us wash up before leading us over to the baby. She’s sleeping in her bassinet. I look down at her and my eyes mist over as my heart starts beating fast as hell. Right there I make a vow to be there for this little girl every single day of her life. I’ll make sure that she knows her mom wanted her and that she gets all the love she deserves. 
 
    Slim rests his hand on my back as he stands next to me and watches the sleeping infant. We’re still standing in the same spot when the social worker makes her way over. 
 
    “Slim, it’s good to see you again,” she says. 
 
    Turning my head, I find the same social worker that’s been involved with the girls that came from Dander Falls. This could work in my favor, at least I hope it will. 
 
    “Sharon, it’s good to see you. Are you workin’ this case?” he asks. 
 
    “Yeah. What’s going on?” 
 
    “This is Shy. She’s the baby’s cousin. Shy’s already talked to her aunt and she’s not able to take her. Shy wants the baby,” he says, not missing a beat. 
 
    “Shy, are you prepared to raise her?” 
 
    “Well, I have to get things for her. But, other than that, I’m more than ready to raise her and love her as if she were my own baby,” I tell her. 
 
    “This case is a little bit different since a blood relative wants the baby. I’ll call one of my friends that’s a judge. We’ll see if we can get an order in place before she’s ready to leave the hospital. From there, I’ll make some home visits and we’ll talk about what you want to do from there,” Sharon tells me. “For now, spend as much time with her as you want and bond with her. Slim, are you going to be involved?” 
 
    “Every fuckin’ day. Shy’s my ol’ lady.” 
 
    If I were coherent and not focused on the baby, I’d have looked at the man that never claimed me or said anything about us being more. My entire focus is on the baby though. She’s beginning to stir and I can’t wait to hold her in my arms and take care of her. At least until a thought strikes me. 
 
    “She doesn’t have a name yet,” I say to no one in particular. 
 
    “Well, would you like to name her?” Sharon asks. 
 
    “Kinsliegh Patience Carter,” I say without hesitation. 
 
    “Sounds good. I’ll be in touch as soon as I know anything more,” Sharon answers, writing down her name in the notebook she’s holding before leaving Slim and me with Kinsliegh. 
 
    A nurse comes over when Kinsliegh starts crying. She shows me to the rocking chair in the corner before handing the sweet, little girl over to me. Kinsliegh is so small and a part of me is worried that I’ll move the wrong way and hurt her. 
 
    Looking up at Slim, there’s a tenderness in his eyes I’ve never witnessed before. It’s different than the look he gives his daughter and grandchildren. I’m not sure what it means, but I’ll take the look and remember it forever. 
 
    Right now, as I feed the baby, my mind blanks everything else out. I’m not thinking about the shit going on with the club or the fact that I just lost my cousin. The guilt I’ve been feeling melts away as I hold Kinsliegh and watch her eat. Nothing else matters at this moment. Not even Slim. 
 
    I’ve always wanted to be a mother. The life I’ve lived, I didn’t think that would ever be possible. Kinsliegh may not be mine, but I’ll love her the way I would if I had ever had my own. No one will love this little girl more than I will. 
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    For the last three days, I’ve barely left the hospital. With everything going on, the staff has been very lenient with me. My aunt, Carol, has been with me as much as she can, but she’s also been taking care of the arrangements for Patience’s funeral service. She’s decided to bury her here so Kinsliegh can go visit her when she gets older. 
 
    Slim has been by my side as much as he can. The only time he leaves is to go check on Zach and when he has to handle club business. Playboy’s been taking care of a lot of that for him. He’s been supportive but lets me have my time with Kinsliegh and my aunt too. 
 
    My heart melts when I watch Slim holding Kinsliegh. He’s fed her, changed her, and had little conversations with her. It’s sweet and I may have a picture or two from when he’s fallen asleep with her wrapped protectively in his arms. 
 
    Sharon came through and got a judge to award me guardianship of Kinsliegh. Now we have to go through the home visits and everything with Sharon. Eventually, I’ll want to be more than just her guardian, but we have to work up to the point I can adopt her. I’ll do whatever I have to so that’s the end result. 
 
    “Shy girl, what time are you leavin’ here today?” Slim asks, sitting down next to me. 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know. Tomorrow she’s getting released and I have so much to do before then. Not to mention the service later today. Slim, am I gonna be able to do this?” I ask, my doubts coming out in full force right now. 
 
    “You’re goin’ to be an amazin’ mama to Kinsliegh. We’ll get everythin’ we need and make sure that no one can take her from us. As far as how you’re gonna get everythin’ done, I’m gonna be there to help you. I’m not goin’ anywhere, Shy. If I can’t be right there, you know everyone in the club will step up and help you,” he says, throwing an arm around me as we look down at the little pink bundle in my arms. “Got some of the Wild Kings comin’ down, and Renegade and his boys will be here soon. They’re comin’ to show your aunt and you support today.” 
 
    Tears fill my eyes as I realize that I’m not alone. Not only do I have the Phantom Bastards at my back, but the Wild Kings and Satan’s Anarchy will be there too. They’ll help Slim find the guys responsible for the attack against my cousin and justice will be served. 
 
    Before I could say anything, my aunt and a few women I don’t know came into the room that we’ve been staying in with Kinsliegh. Sharon talked them into giving us a room when she got the paperwork pushed through. I can’t thank her for the things that she’s done to make the last few days bearable. 
 
    “I found these women on their way up when I got to the elevator. Slim, they said they’re friends of yours,” my aunt announced, stopping to see her granddaughter. 
 
    “Yeah. Shy and Carol, this is Bailey, Skylar, Whitney, and my daughter Maddie,” Slim says, introducing everyone. 
 
    “It’s good to see you again,” Maddie says, walking up and giving me a hug. 
 
    The rest of the women follow suit as my aunt stands back and watches them gather around me, offering the support I’ve needed the last few days. Bailey makes sure she is last and hands me a box before turning to look at the baby. Slim nods his head at me and watches as I open the box. 
 
    Inside is a onesie proudly proclaiming Kinsliegh as a Phantom Bastards princess. There is a little headband made out of a bandana. It looks like Slim’s favorite black one. A little jean skirt and black vest complete the outfit. As I turn the vest over in my hands, it proclaims Kinsliegh as Slim’s. Tears well in my eyes once again. 
 
    Slim pulls me into his side as I turn to thank the girls standing before me. Smiles light up their faces and Maddie is waiting for permission to hold the baby. I nod my head at her and watch as she carefully picks the little bundle up. 
 
    “I don’t know how much history you know,” Bailey says. “My mom used to do outfits like that for all the new babies. We lost her a few years ago so I’ve taken over the privilege of giving the new baby their outfit. I’ve tweaked it a little bit and you’re the first one I’ve had the chance to give one to from Slim’s club.” 
 
    “I didn’t know that. It makes it all the more special to me. Thank you.” 
 
    “Make sure she’s wearing that when you leave here with her,” my aunt says, taking the empty spot next to me. “Thank you guys for coming up here.” 
 
    “It’s no problem, ma’am. We’ve known Slim a long time. If there’s anything you need, please let us know,” Skylar answers. 
 
    I make my way over toward Maddie as she sits in the chair. She’s talking down to the baby, but I can’t hear the conversation she’s having with Kinsliegh. As soon as she realizes I’m close to her, Maddie looks up and gives me a bright smile. Tears fill her eyes as I sit down next to her. 
 
    “You’ve changed him,” she says, looking at her dad. “It’s been a long time since I’ve seen him happy. You do that for him, Shy. Thank you.” 
 
    “I haven’t done anything to him. He railroaded me into moving in with him after everything else happened,” I tell her. 
 
    “My dad’s had a hard life. I know when he started pushing you away just like I know your attack was what made him pull his head outta his ass. Don’t let him take anything from you. You make sure you fight for what you want,” she says. “And this precious little girl will just make him softer when he’s around you two. I’ve seen how he is with my boys. Kinsliegh is the first girl that he’ll have a hand in raising. Give him that chance.” 
 
    “I will. I’ve been in love with your dad for longer than I’ve admitted. Even to myself. I just don’t know if I’ll be able to handle him pushing me away again if this gets too hard,” I admit. 
 
    “Don’t need to worry about that shit, Shy girl. I’m not goin’ anywhere and I’m not pushin’ you away again,” he says, startling me with his answer. “I fucked up and I know that. I’ll make it up to you for the rest of my life.” 
 
    We spend the next hour or so at the hospital. But, it’s time for us to leave so we can lay Patience to rest. My aunt put a rush on everything because she has to get home. She doesn’t want to leave, I can feel it in my bones, but she has doctors to go to and a life to get back to. We’ll figure out things with Kinsliegh and make sure she spends time with her grandma. 
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    The service is quiet and over quickly. My aunt got up and talked about her daughter. Until she got too worked up and couldn’t speak anymore. I walk up next to her and wrap her in my arms. Gathering all the strength I can, I look at everyone standing and sitting around the casket holding my cousin. Bikers from three different clubs surround us as I clear my throat and begin to speak. 
 
    “My cousin was one of the freest spirits I’ve ever met in my life. She loved life and was so excited about becoming a mom. When she moved in with me, we got closer than ever before. I wish I had half the love for life she did,” I begin, pausing to get myself together before I completely lose it. “Now, she’s given me the greatest gift anyone can give another person. I’ve got her daughter, so I’ll be able to see parts of Patience for the rest of my life. Even in death, she continues to give to those she loved and cared about. Thank you everyone for coming today.” 
 
    By the time I’m finished with my short speech, tears are rolling down my face. My aunt is still burrowed into me as I hold her. The women that are here with us today walk up to the casket and place lilies in various colors upon the wooden structure before walking over toward the cars. 
 
    The men stand around and wait for Slim to lead us away from the casket before they head back toward their bikes. Carol refuses to leave until the casket is lowered into the ground and she throws a handful of dirt down. I follow her lead and repeat her movements before Slim walks us back to the limo the two of us are riding in with Maddie. 
 
    “Shy girl, we’ll follow you back to the clubhouse. Take your aunt in our room if she needs to be alone. We’re gonna have church before we do anythin’ else,” Slim says, planting a kiss on me before helping me in the car. “Love you, angel.” 
 
    “I love you, Slim. More than you know.” 
 
    Slim shuts the door behind me and I watch as Maddie comforts my aunt. I’m glad that she’s been turning to the women and members of the club in the time she’s been here. I always thought I had to hide this part of my life from my only two blood family members. Not because I was ashamed of the way I was living. I did it because I didn’t want them to know that I was living in a clubhouse full of men and fucking one of them. My aunt is old school and I thought she wouldn’t like the life I was living. Instead, she’s happy that I have a group of people to lean on when things get tough. 
 
    “I’m gonna go see the baby for a while. You guys eat and have a good time tonight,” my aunt says. “I don’t feel up to being around anyone else right now.” 
 
    “Oh, I can go with you,” I say. 
 
    “No. I want you to be with Slim and your family. You’ve been at the hospital since the day everything happened. You’ve barely left other than when Slim makes you. Relax and be with them. You won’t get the chance when Kinsliegh comes home.” 
 
    Looking from Maddie to my aunt, I nod my head in shock. She’s got a look on her face that lets me know she won’t be changing her mind anytime soon. So, I’ll make sure one of the guys drives her to the hospital while I help everyone else out with the food and making sure everything is ready to go when the guys get out of church. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Eighteen 
 
    Slim 
 
    AS SOON AS we’re all in the common room of the clubhouse, everyone else is sent away. The ol’ ladies and house bunnies all disappear out back where the tables are waiting to be set up. Alex and Ian will put them where they want them before making sure the grill is set up. 
 
    “Alright, I don’t know what you guys have been dealin’ with, Renegade, but I’m over this shit. It ends now! Grim, you guys haven’t heard anythin’ and no one’s fuckin’ with you. I want to keep it that way. If you want to head out now, I’ve got no problem with that,” I say, looking around the room. 
 
    “Not goin’ anywhere. You need us, we’re here. You’ve had our backs more times than I can count. And, you’re family,” Grim answers, looking around at the members of his club. “Gage sends his regards and wants you to know he feels the same way. They got their own shit goin’ on or he’d be here.” 
 
    “Appreciate that. Now, I’ve got no doubt it’s the Snakes bitches. We’ve been gettin’ pictures of the women and kids dropped off and we’ve got an ex-house bunny that’s gone rogue. Can’t catch a break on gettin’ that skank either. She’s been runnin’ a long time and knows how to get away from us. Renegade, you been gettin’ anythin’ like that?” 
 
    “Yep. Just got pictures of Hadliegh, Callie, and the kids dropped off. It started a week or so ago. Not sure what we’re gonna do when we can’t find the fuckin’ pussies. Been out lookin’ all over and called in all sorts of favors. They just keep fuckin’ disappearin’.” 
 
    “I know the feelin’. We can’t even figure out who’s droppin’ the shit off at our front fuckin’ gates. Crazy and the cartel been called in yet?” I ask. 
 
    “Yep. Called Crazy a few days ago and my contact with the cartel got a hold of me on the way here. No one knows anythin’ but they’re gonna help us out.” 
 
    Nodding my head, I take a moment to collect my thoughts. “Startin’ tonight, I want my guys on a schedule. You’ll be ridin’ out around the town with a low profile. I want you in cages and to leave no stone un-fuckin’-turned. I’ll be on the schedule, but I got a new baby girl comin’ home tomorrow at the latest. Shy’s gonna need some help with that. Hell, we don’t even have what we need for her and I don’t want to taint her with the shit that was at the house. Shy doesn’t need that fuckin’ reminder.” 
 
    “Maddie and I are stayin’ a few days. She’ll be here with your woman while I’m out with the guys. I want on the schedule,” Tank says. 
 
    “You good with that, Grim?” I ask my friend. 
 
    “Yep. You need me to leave any more guys, let me know.” 
 
    “When are my grandsons comin’ down?” I ask Tank. 
 
    “Be here tomorrow.” 
 
    “For now, I want everyone to be on the lookout. Killer and Fox, you work out a schedule and make sure every man stayin’ here is on it. I want Alex, Ian, and Clayton on it too. The women and kids are on lockdown. I want you to let them know while we’re here. This attack on Patience was meant for Shy and none of you fuckers will tell me any different. I want them here until further notice.” 
 
    Slamming my hand on the nearest table, I dismiss everyone. Killer and Fox make their way down the back hallway while I wait for Grim and Renegade to come over to me. We’ll sit down as Presidents and see if there’s something we’re missing with the information we have. 
 
    I lead the two men into our meeting room and we take our seats at the scarred table. We sit in silence for a minute, Renegade and me lighting up smokes while Grim sits back and waits for us to talk. He doesn’t know much about the situation so for now there’s really no input he can give us. 
 
    “I want these fuckin’ pussies put to ground. Now!” I finally say, slamming my hand on the table in front of me. “Fox can’t find anythin’ out about them. They all seem to blend into the fuckin’ background when they want to.” 
 
    “Especially when they’re attackin’ us at the same time. It makes no sense since we’re not right next to one another. The only thing I can figure out is it’s two crews. It might be the same club, but they’ve got it broken up into groups or some shit,” Renegade says. “We just need to figure out where the fuck they are. My guys can’t find shit on them either.” 
 
    “If you put guys out, ridin’ around, you don’t think that’s gonna scare them off? I know you want them in cages, but your clubs are still known to them. What about Blaze’s club?” Grim asks, bringing a new idea to the table. “We’re the main ones that have ever been seen with you. Blaze and his guys are usually on the road and not around here.” 
 
    “Who’s Blaze?” Renegade asks. 
 
    “Wild Kings Nomad President,” Grim answers. “Dependin’ on where they’re at, they could probably be here within the next two or three days. We can stay here long enough for that to help you guys out.” 
 
    Renegade looks at me to see if I trust these guys. He’s going in blind here because today’s the first day he’s met the Wild Kings, and Blaze is an unknown to him. I’d expect nothing less than for him to turn to me and get an answer. 
 
    “I trust him. He’s got a crew of about six guys or so. We don’t necessarily need them all here. But, if they all come, we might be able to split them up between the two clubs if Blaze doesn’t have a problem with that. And if you’re comfortable with that arrangement. They can go out, without their cuts on, and search the town. No one will know who the fuck they are. Right now, it’s perfect if they come in with all the new faces because of the funeral. I know we’re bein’ watched to see what’s gonna happen,” I say to the two men with me. 
 
    “How we gonna get them out of here?” Renegade asks. 
 
    “We’ll send a few of them out in one of the vans. Maybe if the pussies think we’re goin’ out on a run, they’ll attack. They won’t be able to plan for it, so it’ll be sloppy,” I say. 
 
    “Not a bad idea. I’ll go make the call and find out when they can be here. Summer might come down this way if she knows Dozer’s here. You good with that?” Grim asks. 
 
    “I’m good with it.” 
 
    Grim leaves the room and makes the call to Blaze. Knowing that we need to get back out there, I stand from my seat and watch Renegade follow me out of the room. I lock the door behind me and look around the common room for Shy. She’s been out here and I need to check in with her. This is going to be a lot for her to take in and she’s going to crack. She hasn’t been able to yet and I know it’s eating at her. 
 
    I find her in the corner at a table with the rest of the ol’ ladies. The girls that came down here from Dander Falls are with them. It’s good to see my woman sitting with the rest of the ol’ ladies and not staying by herself. She’s beginning to come out of her shell and I’m glad that I’m a part of it. 
 
    Alex brings me a beer before making his way back behind the bar. He’s been stepping up with his brother still out of commission and I know we’re gonna have to patch him in sooner rather than later. With my beer in hand, I walk over to the girls. 
 
    “How you doin’, Shy girl?” I ask, resting my hand on her shoulder. 
 
    “I’m okay. I’ll start settin’ the food up,” she says, trying to get up. 
 
    “Not why I’m here. You rest and we’ll figure shit out. I’m goin’ out back if you want to come out so we can talk.” 
 
    Shy nods her head and excuses herself from the girls. Maddie gives me a smile and I can tell that she’s up to something just from the look on her face. I’ll have to get with my daughter before too long to find out what’s going on. 
 
    “Everything okay?” Shy asks as soon as we walk through the back door. 
 
    “Yeah, babe. Grim is gonna have the Nomads come in to help us. No one knows them and they’ll be able to find these assholes that killed your cousin. So, they’ll be stayin’ here or with Renegade’s club. We’ll get the assholes that did this, Shy,” I say, pulling her into my arms. 
 
    “Okay. I’ll make sure the rooms are ready for them. And I’ll make sure that we make a run to the store for extra food and things,” she says. 
 
    “Not your job anymore, Shy girl. You’re my woman and we have others to do that now. It’ll take time for you to realize that you’re the Queen of the Phantom Bastards. There’s no more hidin’ for you. You gonna be okay with that?” I ask, wanting to know what she thinks about her new role in the club. “You’ll be over the house bunnies too. If they’re not doin’ their job, you handle it the way you see fit.” 
 
    Shy takes a deep breath as I pull her down onto my lap. I’ve taken a seat in my usual chair around one of the fire pits while Ian and Clayton man the grills. They’ll leave us alone and I know most of our other guests are still hanging out inside or around the front while they wait for the food to come out. 
 
    “It’s gonna take time. My priority right now is Kinsliegh. Slim, I can’t do anything to lose her. She’s the last piece I have of my cousin,” she says, letting a stray tear fall down her cheek. 
 
    “I know. And I’ll be there as much as I can. When we go home in a little bit, we’ll figure out everythin’ we’re gonna need to get her first thing in the mornin’. I’m sure she won’t be released until late mornin’. So, we’ll have to get up early.” 
 
    Shy burrows into me and I just hold her in comfortable silence. I can hear the music from inside muffled with the doors closed. Instead of worrying about what’s going on inside or with Snake’s Revenge, my mind is firmly on the woman cuddled into me. And on the way our life is about to change with bringing Kinsliegh home. 
 
    [image: A close up of a logo  Description automatically generated] 
 
    We’ve all eaten and now we’re relaxing around a few fires out back. Shy has been by my side the entire night. She’s just gone inside when I stand to make my way over to my daughter and Tank. They’re talking with Grim and I know that it’s now or never to find out what Maddie’s little smile was about earlier. 
 
    “Maddie, got a minute?” I ask, interrupting the trio. 
 
    “What’s going on, Dad?” she asks, trying to keep her innocent routine in place. 
 
    “Want to know what that look was about earlier.” 
 
    “Daddy, it’s nothing. We’re just gonna help out with Kinsliegh,” she says. 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Why do you think hardly any of the girls are here? They’re out gettin’ what you guys will need for the baby to come home. By the time they get back, you guys won’t need hardly anything,” my daughter answers. 
 
    I stand there speechless for a minute as the realization that the women are doing this for my woman sets in. She’s going to cry her eyes out when she realizes she’s firmly been accepted with the ol’ ladies of the clubs we surround ourselves with. The little that I’ve known about Shy, no one other than her aunt’s ever been there for her. She isn’t going to know what to do with multiple clubs full of ol’ ladies that want to help her. 
 
    “Thank you, baby girl. How did I get so lucky with a daughter like you?” 
 
    “You were born lucky,” she says, laughing. 
 
    “Love you, kiddo. I’m gonna go check on Shy and see where her head’s at.” 
 
    Walking away from my daughter, I look all over the backyard for Shy. When I don’t see her anywhere, I head inside the clubhouse and look in the common room and kitchen with no luck. Alex is still behind the bar as I walk up to him. 
 
    “You seen Shy?” I ask him, taking the beer he’s holding out for me. 
 
    “I think she went back to the rooms. She looked upset when she took off,” he says, wiping down the top of the bar. 
 
    Making my way back to the rooms, I stand outside of my door for a minute. I can hear Shy crying, so I go in to find her curled up on our bed. She’s wrapped her arms around her legs and I feel horrible for not checking on her sooner. 
 
    Moving over to the bed, I strip out of my cut, shirt, jeans, and boots before climbing in beside Shy. She doesn’t move or make a sound as I pull her into my body. All she does is continue to cry. I run my hand down her hair in a calming move until I feel her sobs start to subside. 
 
    “It’s gonna be okay, angel. I’ll make sure we get these bastards and make them pay for what they’ve done to your family. To my family,” I promise her. 
 
    For a while, Shy remains still in my arms. I’m sure she’s fallen asleep until I feel her move her head from my chest. Looking up at me, I take in her red-rimmed eyes and tear-stained cheeks. Before she says a word, I know what she’s going to say. There’s pain, anguish, and guilt plain as day shining back at me. 
 
    “Did I do this to her? Should I have made sure that she came to your house with me? Why didn’t I fight harder for her to leave the house?” she questions. 
 
    “I don’t know, angel. You’re not the one to blame for this though. The only ones to blame are the men that took her from you. I get why you didn’t want to bring her to the clubhouse with all the men she didn’t know. If there had been anythin’ else, we would’ve done it. Patience was just gettin’ her feet under her and wouldn’t have come with us to our house because she wanted to be independent,” I tell her, placing a soft kiss on her lips. 
 
    Shy sniffles and buries her head back into my chest. Even though the clubhouse is full of people right now, there’s nowhere I’d rather be. I pull the blanket up over us and close my eyes. Shy’s hand running up and down my side lulls me to sleep. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Nineteen 
 
    Shy 
 
    TODAY’S THE DAY we get to bring Kinsliegh home. I get up really early so I can get ready and make sure we have plenty of time to get the things we need for her to come home with us today. Now, it’s time for Slim to get up. 
 
    Walking back in the room, I watch as Slim walks out of his bathroom with a towel wrapped around his waist. My mouth waters and I want to lick the water droplets sliding down his chest and shoulders. Looking up to his face, I see the smirk I love to hate in place. He knows what I’m thinking right now. Especially when he drops the towel. 
 
    My eyes immediately drop down to his hard cock. I lick my lips and the groan coming from him causes a tremor to run through my body. Before I can move, Slim’s standing in front of me and pulling me into his body. 
 
    I close my eyes as he drops his lips to mine. From the second our lips touch, Slim dominates the kiss. He licks my bottom lip until I open for him. His tongue swipes into my mouth and tangles with mine. 
 
    “Gonna be quick,” he murmurs with his lips still against mine. 
 
    Raising my hands in the air, I let him take my shirt off before he unclasps my bra and pushes it down my arms. Slim bends down and goes for the leggings that I’m wearing at the same time he pulls a nipple into his mouth. 
 
    I throw my head back as I let the tremors run through my body. Once Slim has my clothes gone, he turns me around. Placing my hands on the bed, Slim slides up behind me and runs his fingers through my folds to make sure that I’m ready for him. 
 
    Before I can utter a word, his hard length is sliding into me in one move. The breath leaves my body when he doesn’t give me a minute to adjust to him. He continues to slide out before slamming back into me. 
 
    Just as I get used to the punishing pace he’s setting, he wraps a hand in my hair. My neck arches as he pulls on it so I’m looking at him from the side. Slim leans down over my body, kissing and nipping at my neck— the way he knows I love. 
 
    I reach below my body and rub my clit because I can see the wild look in Slim’s face. It’s not that he’s not going to make sure I get off, but he’s chasing his release and I know it’s not going to be long before he finds it. Plus, it drives him crazy when I play with myself as he fucks me. 
 
    “Fuck!” he groans out. “Your pussy feels so good.” 
 
    His movements become erratic as my body clenches down around him. 
 
    “Tony!” I yell out as wave after wave of my orgasm crashes over me. 
 
    Slim continues for another minute before I feel him shudder behind me. He completely stills and digs his hands into my hips as his release fills me. Neither one of us moves for a minute. 
 
    My legs feel like jelly while the rest of my body is sated and covered in a fine sheen of sweat. Our breathing is ragged as we try to get it back under control. Slim slides out of me and helps me get in bed so we can finish getting our bearings. 
 
    He runs his hands up and down my side and back as I nestle into his hard body. I’ve never felt more content in my life after the tragedy we just suffered at the hands of an unknown entity. 
 
    “Got somethin’ to show you before we go get Kinsliegh,” Slim says. 
 
    “We don’t have time. I have to get so much before we can even think of bringing her home. Sharon’s going to be to the house in a few days to check on everything. We don’t have anything for her,” I say, turning to face him. 
 
    “Just give me five minutes. Get dressed and we’ll head out.” 
 
    “I can’t go out smelling like sex.” 
 
    Slim laughs at me before climbing out of bed and dragging me with him. We head to the bathroom attached to his room and he makes sure the temperature’s right before helping me in. Standing under the water, I let myself think of all the changes that are about to happen in our lives. We’re adding a baby to the mix when he’s just finally given us a chance-a real chance. 
 
    As soon as we’re out of the shower, we quickly get ready to head out for the day. Slim leads me from the clubhouse, ignoring everyone sitting in the common room. He leads me to the SUV he’s going to drive so we can leave. 
 
    Turning around in the seat after catching something out of the corner of my eye, I see a car seat already installed. It’s got a light pink pad in it and a little toy hanging from the handle. Where the hell did this come from? 
 
    When Slim gets in the driver’s seat, he doesn’t say a word about the car seat. He starts the SUV and drives us back toward the house. My curiosity is getting the best of me, but I keep my thoughts to myself. 
 
    We get out after he parks the vehicle next to the house. Slim leads me upstairs to the room that we talked about turning into a nursery. As soon as he opens the door, tears instantly fill my eyes. Everything we could need for a baby is setup. 
 
    The walls have been painted a soft purple. Pictures of butterflies line the wall to the left of the doorway. There’s also a small frame hanging between the two windows on the opposite wall with the Phantom Bastards logo. Along with a picture that would be on the back of a rag. The club’s logo is in the middle with the words ‘Property of Slim’. 
 
    There’s a crib sitting along the back wall with Kinsliegh’s name spelled out in block letters above it. Each one is a different color and some have designs on them. A bedding set is already on the bed with a mobile hanging from the corner. It’s got butterflies and hearts hanging from the strings. I can’t wait to hear what song it plays. 
 
    On the opposite wall of the crib is a dresser and changing table that matches the crib. Blankets, lotions, powder, and baby wash sit on top of the dresser while there’s a baby tub sitting on the floor right next to the dresser. Diapers, wipes, and diaper rash ointment line the shelves on the changing table. The closet door stands open and I walk over to run my hands over all the small dresses and other clothes hanging there. 
 
    At the bottom of the closet sits a box with toys in it. Kinsliegh won’t need all of them for a while, but it’s nice to know that they’re sitting there ready for her. I also see a walker that’s collapsed and leaning against the wall along with a mat with different toys and things on it. Perfect for tummy time. 
 
    Sitting between the two windows is a rocking chair. The padding on the chair is white and a purple blanket is folded over the back of the chair. A small teddy bear wearing a bandana on his head and a small leather vest sits there. Next to the rocking chair is one of the little vibrating chairs that I’ve seen Sally put her daughter in when they first came here. 
 
    I finally turn my attention toward Slim and see the huge smile on his face. He knew about this being done and kept it from me. My love for the man grows because he knew how much I needed this right now. 
 
    “How did this happen?” I ask. 
 
    “The girls went shoppin’ and made it happen. They know how much you’re goin’ through right now and want to help us out. We can head right to the hospital to get her now,” he says, pulling me into his arms. “I know everyone is gonna be waitin’ at the clubhouse when we get back too. They want to see her because the women are the only ones that have really been up there.” 
 
    “Okay. We won’t stay long though. I want to get her home so we can start figuring out how this is gonna go. I’ve never had a baby constantly before and I want to make sure she’s comfortable.” 
 
    Slim kisses me on my temple before we leave the nursery behind. My excitement level is rising knowing that we have everything we’ll need. Now, the only thing we have to worry about is getting to the hospital, getting her dressed in the outfit Bailey brought for her, and getting back to the clubhouse with nothing happening. 
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    When we get to the hospital, the first person I see is my aunt. She’s sitting in the chair holding Kinsliegh. Putting my hand out, I stop Slim so I can take a moment and watch my aunt with her granddaughter. It’s a precious moment that I need to get a picture of. I pull out my phone and capture them. 
 
    Just after I get done taking the picture, my aunt looks up at me with a wistful smile on her face. She smiles up at me and motions for me to come over to them. I kneel down next to the chair she’s sitting in and take a look at Kinsliegh. She’s already gotten bigger and Patience is going to miss out on everything. My heart breaks at the knowledge my cousin wanted this little girl more than anything in the world and now Kinsliegh will never get to meet her mother. 
 
    My eyes tear up as I think of everything my cousin will miss out on. Slim pulls me up and into his chest as he lets me have my moment. I concentrate on the sound of his heart beating and try to push the emotions to the back of my mind. Later I can break down in the comfort of our home. 
 
    “Alright. Are you guys ready to get this princess out of here?” Sharon asks, walking in on our moment. 
 
    “Yes,” I say. “What do we have to do?” 
 
    “The doctor has already looked her over today and given her discharge papers to the nurse. You have to call tomorrow to make an appointment for her check-up but that’s about it. You can get her dressed and ready to head out. I’ll make sure you have the paperwork and whatever else is needed to get out of here,” Sharon answers. 
 
    My aunt hands me the baby while Sharon makes her way out of the room. Laying her down on the bed the staff left in here, I begin to change her while Slim and my aunt talk quietly behind me. Kinsliegh starts fussing as I get her dressed and I laugh at the thought she’s going to be one of the babies that hate getting dressed. Slim’s going to have a field day with that. 
 
    It doesn’t take long before Kinsliegh’s dressed and fastened safely into her car seat. Slim ran out and grabbed it to give my aunt a few minutes with the baby before she heads back home. She needs to head back today even though she doesn’t want to.  
 
    After Sharon brings us the paperwork we need to take the baby home, my aunt walks down with us. She’s got tears running down her face and I know she doesn’t want to leave. Unfortunately, she’s got a life to get back to and she doesn’t need all of us around her as she mourns the loss of her daughter— her only child. 
 
    “Call us when you get home,” I tell her while Slim straps the car seat into the SUV. “I love you and I’m so sorry this happened.” 
 
    “Yeah. Take care of Kinsliegh and send me a ton of pictures. I want you guys to come visit when you get a chance,” she answers, pulling me in for a hug. “This isn’t on you. It’s on the fuckers that chose to beat on her and take her life. Kinsliegh’s the one that has to pay for that now. She will for the rest of her life. But, you two will make sure she’s loved and want for nothing.” 
 
    Slim walks her over to her car while I get in and turn my attention to Kinsliegh in the backseat. A mirror has been installed so I can see her in the car seat. She’s already passed out. 
 
    A lone tear slides slowly down my cheek as I realize how much she looks like her mom. Her little face is an exact replica of my cousin’s when she was a baby. When she gets older, I hope she looks just like her mama and not the sperm donor. 
 
    Patience was a short thing. I used to call her my fairy princess because she was always in a dress and made sure she looked her best. She had long, blonde hair that reached her ass with the lightest blue eyes. Sometimes they almost looked clear, they were so light. What she lacked in height, Patience sure as hell made up for with her attitude and sass. My aunt never knew what to do with her. 
 
    Slim gets back in the SUV and pulls my hand to rest on his thigh. He keeps his hand on top of mine as he backs out of the parking lot and points us toward home. I look out the window on our ride and think about the way our lives are about to change. The same thoughts running on a loop in my mind every day it seems. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Twenty 
 
    Slim 
 
    AS SOON AS we get back to the clubhouse, all the ol’ ladies surround Shy and Kinsliegh. They want to see her, hold her, and gush over how precious she is. Shy uses the opportunity to grab something to eat real quick. 
 
    I hover over the women as they surrounded my girl. Grim comes over and hands me a beer while I stay put. Until Shy is done eating, I sit at the table Kinsliegh’s car seat sits on and won’t let any of the women leave the table with her. The guys laugh at me, especially when Maddie decides to chew me a new ass in front of everyone. 
 
    Maddie calls me a helicopter dad and tells me that no one is going to harm a hair on Kinsliegh’s head. She tells me I will have to loosen up and not be such an ass or Kinsliegh is going to rebel harder than most when she gets older. 
 
    The only time I loosen up is when my grandsons and granddaughter get here. Summer drove them up knowing that Dozer is coming up here to help us out. Shawn, Brax, Chance, and Zoey come running to me. They slow down when they see their mom holding a new baby. 
 
    I explain to them who Kinsliegh is and they become excited again. The boys all say they’ll protect her while Zoey talks about what they can do together because they are girls. She’s going through her boys are disgusting phase right now and I hope it lasts until she’s forty-five. 
 
    My daughter has them sit on the couch and walks over with Kinsliegh still in her arms. She turns to face me and sticks her tongue out when she sees the look on my face. I’m sure it’s not a good one when the guys surrounding me burst out laughing. Shy even starts laughing so I won’t apologize for the way I’m acting. It’s been a while since I got to hear her sweet voice laughing like that. 
 
    The rest of the time we spend at the clubhouse goes by quick. I go in for a quick meeting with the guys. Grim updates us on the arrival of Blaze and his guys while we figure out a way to get Collette. I think the best way is to let one of the Nomads tempt her. She won’t know them so it’s our best chance so far. We’ll talk more about it when Blaze gets here. 
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    Last night was interesting to say the least. I haven’t pulled an all-nighter since I was in my late teens or early twenties. Kinsliegh was up and down all night long though. There is no way I was making Shy get up with her all the time. 
 
    The first time I got up with her, Shy was exhausted and barely stirred when we heard her on the monitor I placed in our room. That may have something to do with the fact I placed it on my side of the bed. And I know she’s pissed because the monitor is now on her side of the bed and I was told not to touch it. 
 
    When I went in to get Kinsliegh, I took her downstairs with me so I could make her bottle. I sat in the corner of the couch while I fed her and made sure to burp her after a minute of eating. It’s been a long ass time since I took care of a baby. My grandsons are going on six now. With the distance between the Wild Kings and my club, it’s not like I got to see them on a regular basis when they were babies. But I made trips and invited Maddie and Tank down as much as we could make it happen. 
 
    I talk to Kinsliegh while she is eating and then while I change her diaper. She’ll know that Shy and I love her, that everyone in the club loves her. I also make sure to let her know that no boys are going to be allowed near her until she’s fifty— or I am dead and buried. 
 
    Kinsliegh is already capturing a part of me that no one’s been able to touch in a long time. My family fills my heart and Shy takes up a massive part of it. This little girl is starting to fill another large piece of it.  
 
    I end up spending a long time sitting in the rocking chair in the nursery with Kinsliegh in my arms. After changing her, I wrap her up in her blanket and place her against my chest. She snuggled right into me and fell asleep. Her weight is like a soothing balm I’m not ready to let go of just yet. 
 
    Shy comes in and finds me still sitting in the rocking chair. She took a few pictures of me holding the baby. I hate my picture being taken, but for Shy, I’ll do anything. 
 
    She convinces me to go back to bed with her and we manage to get a little sleep before Kinsliegh wakes up again. Today, I have to meet with the Nomads and I’m going to be exhausted. I wouldn’t change a fucking thing though. 
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    I’m sitting in the common room of the clubhouse when I hear the pipes of bikes pulling in the parking lot. Grim and I stand up and make our way out to meet Blaze and his club. It won’t be long before Grim and his guys leave. Renegade and the rest of his guys left an hour ago so they can check on their own shit at home. 
 
    My guys and I stand back and let Grim talk to them before making introductions. We’ve had very little interaction with the Nomad club for the Wild Kings. Yes, we’ve seen them around if they’ve been in town, but now they’re going to be on our turf so it’s important to follow Grim’s lead on this one. 
 
    “Slim, this is Blaze,” Grim says, finally making their way over to us. 
 
    “Blaze, thanks for comin’ to help us out with this,” I say, extending my hand. 
 
    “It’s been a long time, Slim. I’m glad we could come down and help you out. Is there somewhere we can go and figure out how you want this to play out?” he asks. 
 
    “Yep. We can go into church and lay everythin’ out,” I answer. “Then you can cut loose and sample the house bunnies.” 
 
    As we’re walking into the clubhouse, Summer runs out and heads right over to Dozer. I turn my attention back to the front door so I can see my girls before we head into church for our meeting. I don’t know how long we’ll be in there, so I want to make sure Kinsliegh’s okay and Shy has help. 
 
    Shy’s sitting at a table in the far corner of the common room. I weave my way through the tables until I’m standing right next to her. She looks up at me with wide eyes and a smile on her face. Kinsliegh’s in her arms, wrapped up in a purple blanket, sleeping. There’s the faintest hint of a smile on her sleeping face and my heart melts even more. 
 
    “Gotta go to church,” I say. “Not sure how long we’ll be. If you need anythin’, let Summer or one of the other ol’ ladies know.” 
 
    “Okay, babe. I might head home in a little while. I know it’s gonna be crazy once you’re done in church. Kinsliegh doesn’t need to be around all that shit,” she says. 
 
    “Take Alex if you go home. I don’t want you alone,” I tell her, leaning down and taking her mouth with mine. 
 
    I hear the catcalls and whistles as I reluctantly pull away. Shy’s got a smile on her face as she buries her head in our little girl’s body. No matter what, she still gets embarrassed and blushes like crazy whenever anyone calls attention to her in an intimate moment. It endears me to her a little more. 
 
    As I walk into church, my mind wanders once again to the fact I lost so much time with the woman I love. She’s burrowed herself so far into me, I don’t know how I managed to push her away in the first place. No one, not even Roxy, has ever made me feel the way Shy does. 
 
    Walking into the meeting room, I look at all the men filling our small room. It’s pretty much standing room only as my club fills their seats at the table, Grim and his few guys stand on one side of the room while Blaze and the Nomads fill the other wall. I make my way to my chair and take my seat before slamming the gavel on the table. 
 
    “First order of business is findin’ out where the hell Snakes Revenge is. They’re hidin’ out somewhere between here and Shadowville. Because we’re workin’ with Satan’s Anarchy, they’re goin’ after both of us. My ol’ lady just lost her cousin because of these fuckers and we now have her baby in our custody. I don’t regret havin’ Kinsliegh at all, but my girl hasn’t even had a chance to grieve the loss. Her aunt just went back home and we’re hopin’ she’s left alone,” I begin saying. 
 
    “Why did they fuck with the cousin?” Blaze asks. 
 
    “Because of my fuck up. I pushed Shy away and she left the clubhouse. Shortly after buyin’ her house, her cousin moved in with her to get out of her situation. We got pictures of Shy all over the place as if she was bein’ stalked. When I finally convinced her to leave the house after she was attacked, her cousin was left behind. They went in and beat the shit out of her to the point she went into labor. When they tried to fix her injuries, they couldn’t. She basically held on long enough to deliver the baby and then she passed away.” 
 
    For a minute, there’s complete silence in the room. My guys obviously know what happened, but for a lot of the ones here from the Wild Kings, it’s the first time they’ve heard about the attack. And Blaze and his guys haven’t heard a word about it up until now. 
 
    “What do you need Summer for?” Dozer asks. 
 
    “We got an ex-house bunny that’s causin’ problems. At this point, we’re not sure if she’s workin’ with the Snakes or not. But we’ve been tryin’ to tail her and find out where she’s stayin’. Collette manages to lose us no matter what we do or how many guys are followin’ her,” Playboy answers. “It shouldn’t be this hard to track a bitch, but she’s makin’ it near impossible.” 
 
    “So, we’ll have one of you guys go to the bar we know she frequents while the rest scour town for any signs of the Snakes. Unless you can come up with another way to find out the information we need,” I say, looking around at all the men in the room. 
 
    “We’ll try it your way. If we don’t come up with somethin’ in a few days, then we’ll meet again and try to come up with another plan,” Blaze says. “Right now, I want to get a few hours’ sleep so we can make our first trip out tonight.” 
 
    I watch as Grim and a few of the other guys who know Blaze smirk. Obviously, there’s other reasons he wants to go ‘sleep’ and not partake in the house bunnies. To each their own. The only thing I’m concerned with right now is going to see Shy and the baby before she’s down for the night. We’re trying to get Kinsliegh in a routine and Shy is doing her best to stick with it. It’s something she talked about with Maddie and a few of the other ol’ ladies. 
 
    “Anyone got anythin’ else?” I ask, looking around the room one more time. 
 
    Slamming the gavel when no one speaks up, we all begin to file out of the room. The Nomads are the first ones to leave. Blaze is waiting outside the door when I walk through it with Grim and Playboy. After talking for a minute, I grab Trinity and have her show him to a room he can crash in. 
 
    Shy is still sitting at the same table and I can see her head dropping as she feeds the baby. My woman is tired as fuck and I know she needs to get home. I’m not going to bother hanging out with the guys tonight. Instead, I’ll go home with her and make sure she gets some rest while I take care of the baby. 
 
    “Dozer, got a minute?” I ask since he’s the only Nomad I can see right now. 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “I’m headin’ home with my woman and the baby,” I say, looking toward my woman. “You guys do what you gotta do tonight and let me know if you find anythin’ out. I’ll keep my phone next to me.” 
 
    “Got it. I’ll head to the bar while the rest of the guys head out and search. I think I’ll have more luck with gettin’ this bitch to come with me than they will. And Summer understands what I’m doin’ tonight,” he tells me. 
 
    I nod my head and make my way over to Shy. She jerks her head when I get over to her and place my hand on her shoulder. I take the baby out of her arms and nod my head to get her to stand up. Grabbing the diaper bag, I carry everything out to the SUV while everyone yells their goodbyes. 
 
    As soon as we get to the house, I tell her to go up to bed. I take care of Kinsliegh and make sure she’s dressed in a pair of her pajamas and changed before putting her in her crib. By the time I make my way back to the bedroom, Shy’s already passed out. It’s early as fuck and I really don’t want to go to bed yet. But, being up with Kinsliegh all night has left me tired as fuck. Maybe a nap will be a good idea. 
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    The ringing of my phone startles me awake in the middle of the night. It feels like I’ve just fallen back asleep from letting Shy rest tonight and I groan. Reaching for my phone off the nightstand, I look over my shoulder to make sure Shy’s still sleeping. Thankfully she is. 
 
    I climb out of bed as I answer the phone. “Got Collette. What do you want to happen?” Dozer asks. 
 
    “I’ll be right there,” I answer, hanging up the phone and getting dressed as quietly as possible. 
 
    Just before I leave the room, I walk over to Shy and kiss the top of her head. She stirs in her sleep and I let her know I’ll be back as soon as I can. Shy rolls over so she’s facing the monitor and settles back under the blankets. 
 
    I climb on my bike as soon as I make sure the house is locked up tight and Alex is on his way over. It takes me seconds to get to the clubhouse so we can find out what the fuck Collette knows about Snake’s Revenge. I know she’s been with them, nothing will convince me otherwise. It’s a feeling in my gut that won’t go away. 
 
    I’m not waiting for anyone else to get here. If the guys are here, they can be involved in the interrogation. Otherwise, they’ll hear about it in church. Looking around the common room, I see Dozer and Summer are waiting for me. They’re standing next to the bar and I can tell she’s ready to get down to work. 
 
    Summer is dressed in black clothing. It’s skintight so the bitch can’t grab ahold of anything on her. Blood stains won’t be seen on the clothing. Not that it matters because we’ll dispose of everything once she’s done working. The same we do for any guy that gets his hands dirty. 
 
    “She’s already down in the basement. Let us know when you’re ready,” Dozer says. 
 
    “Ready now. If anyone else is down there, they can join in. Otherwise, we’ll get with them in the mornin’.” 
 
    Summer and Dozer follow me down the stairs to the basement. I hold Summer off to see if we can get anything out of the bitch before bringing her in. Right now, I want Collette to think she’s got the upper hand because we don’t fuck with women and kids. Dozer might be enough to scare the shit out of her because he’s an unknown, but I doubt it with the skanky bitch. 
 
    Dozer, Playboy, Hound, and I walk in the room. Collette has been tied to a chair and as she looks up, a smirk covers her haggard face. She looks years older than she is and her eyes are lifeless as she looks at all of us. I know before she opens her mouth she’s going to make a comment at least one of us is going to want to punch her for. 
 
    “You’re all thinking you’re gonna run a train on me? Well, start with Slim because I’ve always wanted your cock,” she says, licking her lips and eye-fucking each and every one of us. “The new guy can finish off.” 
 
    “None of us are touchin’ your skank ass,” Playboy growls out. 
 
    “Come on, Playboy. You used to fuck me on the regular.” 
 
    Playboy leans against the wall behind him and I can tell he’s fuming right now. It’s only a matter of time before he snaps and I’m not going to stop his ass from doing anything. Not when the bitch thinks she’s about to get out of this shit alive and unscathed. 
 
    “Where you been stayin’?” I ask. 
 
    “Not your business,” she says. 
 
    “It is when you’re still fuckin’ with my club and lettin’ your new fuckers fuck with our women,” I say, stepping up in her space and getting in her face. “I want to know what the fuck you’ve done!” 
 
    “I haven’t done shit and there’s nothing you can do to make me talk,” she says. 
 
    “Oh, but we can,” I answer, smiling as I turn my back to the bitch and make my way over to the door. 
 
    Summer saunters into the room and I’m glad I get the enjoyment of watching Collette’s eyes bug out of her head. She didn’t know we have an ace up our sleeves with Summer. She may be an ol’ lady to Dozer, but she’s our go-to when we have a female that needs to be interrogated or tortured. Summer likes helping the clubs out this way and Dozer doesn’t give a shit if she does it. 
 
    “So, you don’t wanna talk?” Summer asks. “Well, let’s see what I can do to change your mind.” 
 
    The four of us stand back and watch on as Summer picks up a pair of pliers off the table to Collette’s left. After shaking her head, she puts them back down and picks up a knife. Walking over to the skank, she cuts her clothes off and laughs when Collette’s face turns red. 
 
    “Nothing for you to be embarrassed about. You’re nothing but a skank and walked around this clubhouse naked as the day you were born plenty of times. What makes right now any different? Because you know not a single man in here is gonna fuck your used-up body? I know my man won’t touch you if he was paid to,” she says, turning toward Dozer and wrapping her body around his. “You think he actually wanted to fuck you?” 
 
    Summer laughs as she makes her way back toward Collette. The knife is still in her hand and I’m dreading what she’s about to do with it when the sinister look enters her eyes. But I don’t move from against the wall— none of us do. 
 
    “Where you been?” Summer asks. 
 
    “Not saying a word.” 
 
    “Maybe we’ll start with losing your nipples then,” she says, stepping up to Collette and placing the knife against one of her tits. 
 
    “You wouldn’t. Slim, stop this bitch!” Collette screams. 
 
    Summer doesn’t hesitate. She slides the blade right through her nipple. Collette’s screams pierce the room and we all cringe at the volume of her. Dozer’s woman stands there and stares the skankarilla down for a minute, giving her a chance to change her mind. 
 
    When Collette doesn’t utter a single word, Summer gives her other nipple the same treatment. She has to practically jump back as Collette pukes all down the front of herself. Playboy walks over and grabs the bucket of water before tossing it on the bitch tied to the chair. It’s only to clean her up so Summer doesn’t have to touch anything on her with puke covering her nasty body. 
 
    Again, Collette screams because the water is ice cold. She immediately begins to shiver and without the protection of clothes, her skin turns red in spots because of how cold the water is. Collette starts sputtering and blinking her eyes rapidly while she chokes on the water she wasn’t expecting to hit her. 
 
    “Wanna talk now? Or are we gonna keep playing this game?” Summer asks. 
 
    “I’ll t-t-talk,” Collette stutters. “I’ve been staying at the Snake’s Revenge compound. I went to them when I got kicked out of here. Figured I could start over as a clubwhore with a new club since I was banned from anyone you knew. It’s brutal there.” 
 
    “What have you told them?” I ask, standing up straight. 
 
    “Just that Shy took you from me and I wanted the bitch to pay,” Collette says, averting her eyes from anyone in the room. 
 
    “What?” I roar out. “What are their fuckin’ plans? Why are they goin’ after the women and kids here?” 
 
    “All I know is they wanna take you and Satan’s Anarchy out. They want your territory all to themselves. They’re going to do whatever they have to in order to get to you. Even if that means they go after the women and kids.” 
 
    My blood is boiling. I can’t believe they’re going to stoop so low to go after the women and kids associated with our clubs. Renegade is gonna have to bring everyone in and make sure the women know it’s not safe to go out alone. I’m going to have to do the same here. 
 
    Looking at my son, he pulls his phone out and makes a call. He’s going to call Renegade and make sure they bring in Callie, Hadliegh, and anyone else they need to. There’s one more piece of information we need from this bitch before I let Summer loose on her again. 
 
    “Where are they exactly? I don’t wanna fuckin’ hear they’re between here and Satan’s Anarchy,” I say. 
 
    “If you head toward Shadowville, about an hour and a half in, you’ll come to Carlisle. They’re in a house in the middle of nowhere. It’s been abandoned and I don’t think they bought it. That’s all I know. I don’t know the names of roads or anything else there,” she says. 
 
    “Why you givin’ up all the information now?” Hound asks. 
 
    “I’m dead either way. If I don’t talk here, this bitch is just gonna kill me. When I go back there, they’ll kill me. I think they got GPS on my car so they know I’m here by now,” she answers, letting the tears flow down her face. 
 
    “I think we got all she knows. Have at it, Summer. Let one of the Prospects know when you need a clean-up,” I say, turning to leave the room as Playboy follows me. 
 
    As we leave the room, Collette’s screams follow us up the stairs. Usually, I’d be there to help save a woman from getting tortured and beat on. Not in this case. Collette went too far by sending those assholes after Shy with a fucking lie. I’ve never once touched the bitch. And I sure as fuck would never make her my ol’ lady. Shy’s been the only candidate for that spot in my life. 
 
    “Let everyone know we’re havin’ church in a few hours. I’m gonna go get a little more sleep before we lock ourselves away. We’re not leavin’ until we come up with a plan to make these fuckers go away,” I tell Playboy knowing he’ll let everyone know. 
 
    I make my way back over to my house. Shy and Kinsliegh are still sleeping so I undress and climb back under the covers with my woman. Wrapping my body around hers, I soak in the fact she gets as close to me as possible, even in sleep. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Twenty-One 
 
    Shy 
 
    IT’S THE EARLY hours of the morning when I feel Slim climb back into bed with me. I barely heard his phone go off in the middle of the night, so I know he left on club business. What that club business is doesn’t mean anything to me because I don’t get to know the details. I’ll be told what I need to know and that’s it. 
 
    Kinsliegh got up a few times while he was gone and we spent some much-needed time together. Now, he’s back in bed and I have to get up for the day. In reality, I just want to snuggle up to him and forget the world exists for a few more hours. But I need to go to the store and Kinsliegh and I need to get ready for that. 
 
    Climbing out of bed, I make sure I don’t disturb Slim so I can jump in the shower. I take the monitor with me so she doesn’t wake him up. He hasn’t been sleeping since we brought the baby home and I want to make sure he gets some rest. Slim made sure I got that yesterday when we got home and I want to return the favor. 
 
    Rushing through my morning routine, I get dressed and throw my hair up into a messy bun. I forgo putting any makeup on as I rush to the nursery. Kinsliegh’s beginning to stir and sometimes Slim doesn’t need to hear her through the baby monitor before he’s getting up with her. Today, I’m not letting him do that. 
 
    I take the baby downstairs with a change of clothes, a diaper, and the empty bottle I left up here this morning. There’s one in the fridge I can warm up while I get her dressed and ready to go. It’s not going to take me long to go to the store and grab what I need. 
 
    Kinsliegh’s almost out of formula and I have to get a few small things for myself. As soon as she’s fed and ready to go, I place her in the car seat and make sure she’s secure before I head outside. We get in with no issues and I pull out of the driveway. 
 
    The road to the clubhouse is vacant and I imagine the guys are still sleeping after business was taken care of. The lone Prospect on the gate is a new guy. I’m not even sure what his name is he’s so new. I wave at him as I exit the compound and make my way to the store in town. 
 
    With Kinsliegh sleeping in the backseat, I turn the music on softly so I don’t disturb her. So Far Away by Crossfade plays as I think of everything that’s been happening. Not only the things with Slim but losing my cousin and the unknown threat against the club and the women and kids in particular. 
 
    I haven’t been able to fully process the loss of Patience. Not with getting custody of the baby and making sure my aunt was okay before she went home. Slim is just waiting for me to break. He either follows me around or watches me no matter where we are or what we’re doing. He wants to be there to pick up the pieces when it happens, but it’s unnerving to have him watch me all the time. 
 
    For now, my main priority is Kinsliegh and making sure she has what she needs. I’ll shower her with all the love a baby could ask for while I try to move on from the loss. One day I’ll break and I know my man and the club will have my back when it happens. Until then, I’m going to do what I have to do and make sure I’m not alone when it happens. Not like I can really plan out when I’m going to break though. 
 
    We pull up to the store and I’m relieved to find it’s almost vacant. This is my favorite time to shop because there’s not a lot of people here and I can get in and out quickly. Since I only have a few things to get, I’ll be back home before Slim wakes up. I can make him a good breakfast before he heads back to the clubhouse for the day. That’s something I’ve missed doing. Once I get a routine figured out that works for us, I’ll have to make breakfast for the guys a few times a week. I used to do it all the time when I was staying there. 
 
    Placing the car seat in the cart, I push it through the store and grab the essentials. When I’m in the baby aisle, I look at a few toys and other items before grabbing a few cans of formula. I make my way to the front of the store and see a few men lingering by the newspaper rack. My instincts tell me to leave the cart where it is and find a different way out with Kinsliegh. 
 
    These men are greasy and unkempt looking. Their eyes are darting all over the store as if they’re looking for someone. I can see they’re wearing cuts, but I’m not sure what club they belong to. With how dirty and disgusting the cuts are, I know it’s not a club that has any honor or regard for their colors. No man in an MC would let their cut get as dirty as these ones are. 
 
    One of the men stares me down as I place my items on the conveyor belt and try to pay attention to the cashier. He’s inching closer and my instincts begin to scream at me to get the fuck out of here. If it were just me, I’d shove the cart at the group of men and skirt around them as fast as possible. Just to try to make it to the SUV where I know a gun rests in the glove compartment. Slim told me it was there, but I don’t know I’ll have the time to make it there with Kinsliegh. 
 
    The cashier finishes ringing up my purchase and I look around to see if there’s a bag boy or anyone that can walk me out to the parking lot. I don’t find anyone as I take in the front of the store. There’s only the manager hiding in the front office and one other cashier. 
 
    Looks like it’s showtime as I place the bag in the cart and check on Kinsliegh to make sure she’s still asleep. I walk past the men like I don’t have a care in the world and cringe when I realize they’re following me from the store. This is not going to be good. 
 
    By the time I get to the door of the SUV, I sense one of the men right behind me. His body heat and odor permeate the air surrounding me as the hair on the back of my neck stands up straight. Leaning over to get the car seat from the back of the cart, a hand grabs my ass. The only thing I can do right now is act like I don’t feel it while fighting back the bile threatening to spew from my mouth. 
 
    “Looks like the bitch is stuck up, boys,” one man says. “Can’t even give a smile or nothin’ to us.” 
 
    “I don’t know who you are or what you want. I’ve got my baby and don’t want any trouble. Please, let me go,” I say, turning around once I know Kinsliegh’s set. 
 
    “I don’t think that works for us. Do you, boys?” the man closest to me asks. 
 
    A chorus of ‘no’s’ comes from the four other men as they move in closer so no one beyond them can see me. I may be short, but these men are not much taller than me. Certainly, none of them are tall like the men I’ve come to know and love in the Phantom Bastards. 
 
    “What I think is about to happen is you’re goin’ to come with us. We’ll make sure Slim and the rest of the pussies know we got you. Wish we didn’t have to take the skank’s baby, but that can’t be helped,” one of the other men says. 
 
    The flash on his cut says his road name is Haggard. I can believe it. This man is taller than the rest of the guys surrounding me. He’s got long hair that’s so greasy I can’t even begin to tell what color it is. His beard’s unkempt and almost down to the middle of his chest. It looks like there’s a week’s worth of dirt and grime caked into it. There’s a horrible scar running from the corner of his eye all the way down to his neck. 
 
    “Keg, you’re in the SUV with Slim’s bitch,” Haggard says, registering my surprise at once again being linked to Slim. “Yeah, we know exactly who you are. Too bad we got your cousin instead of you that night.” 
 
    My pain and rage amp up as he makes the connection between these assholes and my cousin. These are the men that killed her and took Patience away from Kinsliegh. Away from my aunt and me when she had so much life left to live. 
 
    I try to tamp down my emotions as I remember Kinsliegh’s in the backseat. She needs me more than ever right now if these fuckers are about to kidnap us. looking around, I don’t see anyone I can scream out to help me. The parking lot is emptier than I’ve ever seen it. Just the way the guys want it. That’s why they loitered near the front of the store and didn’t walk through it. They wanted everyone inside to see them so no one would walk out while they were still in the parking lot. 
 
    “Keg, get in the fuckin’ SUV. Bitch is drivin’ so she can’t try to take you out durin’ the road trip,” Haggard repeats. 
 
    “What if she still tries somethin’?” Keg asks. 
 
    “Then knock her the fuck out and hope the accident resultin’ from that kills you. If not, I’ll make sure you pay for takin’ our payday away, you stupid fuck,” Haggard answers, leading the other three men over to the bikes. 
 
    The man named Keg forces me into the driver’s side of the SUV. He holds a gun on me and my only thought is of Kinsliegh in the back. I won’t do anything to jeopardize her or her safety. She’s the most important person in my life besides Slim. 
 
    Slim also takes up space in my mind as I think of the time we lost while he was being an asshole. And I think of the way he’s going to react when he figures out I’m not at the house anymore. I’m not sure exactly what these assholes are planning on gaining by taking me, but I guess I’ll figure it out eventually. For now, I have to focus on what’s going on. Thoughts of Slim can invade my mind later. 
 
    “Follow Haggard out of the parking lot. You’ll be surrounded so don’t fuck up,” Keg growls. 
 
    Nodding my head, I follow the bike in front of me. There’s Haggard and another man in front and two more behind me. I follow Haggard as he leads us out of town. We get on the highway where the bikes surround me. Keg directs me to the middle lane so this can happen. 
 
    To an outsider, it would seem like these men are escorting someone important to the club. In reality, I’m important to their club because of my relationship with Slim. But they’re not escorting me to anywhere but the doom that awaits me when they get me wherever we’re heading. 
 
    I know I won’t be able to formulate a plan of escape. It has to be something simple since I’m not alone. All I know right now is I will kill any of these fuckers if they mess with Kinsliegh or try to take her away from me. 
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    We drive for almost two hours before Haggard pulled onto a dirt road. He’s leading me into the middle of nowhere. There’s no other houses around us and nothing to hide in like woods or brush. We’re literally in the middle of a field that’s been plowed down and left to die in the hot summer sun with no one taking care of it. 
 
    Keg has kept his gun on me the entire drive and I’ve been afraid to try anything. He’s been leering at me and making the odd comment about how much he wants to tear my pussy up. I’ve almost gagged several times because of his comments. Somehow I manage to keep my composure and ensure we get to our final destination safely. 
 
    He shows me where to park the SUV before holding the gun to my head and making me climb over the console. I land with a thud in his lap. Keg takes the opportunity to cop a feel and make sure to lick the back of my neck. Before anything else can happen, Haggard pulls open the door. 
 
    Haggard pulls me into his arms and away from Keg. After pushing me behind him, he goes after the man still sitting in the SUV. The entire time Haggard was going after the man he made ride with me, I manage to convince one of the other guys to let me in the backseat so I can get Kinsliegh. 
 
    This guy, Crack, seems to be the softest of the men I’m now surrounded with for the foreseeable future. Crack leads me into the house after getting Kinsliegh, still in her car seat, and the diaper bag out of the vehicle. I try to look around as much as possible so I can figure out a layout without calling attention to myself. 
 
    Crack leads me up to the second floor of the old farmhouse we’ll be staying in right now. There’s five doors up here and we walk to the end of the hallway. He opens the door and I almost throw up on the man standing before me. It smells like garbage and decaying flesh in the room. There’s no way in hell I’m taking the baby in this hellhole. 
 
    “Is there somewhere else I can stay?” I ask, using one hand to cover my nose with my shirt. 
 
    “Nope. It’s here or with one of the guys,” he mutters. 
 
    Fuck that! I’ll take my chance in this room. I walk in the room and set the car seat down on the floor next to the bed. The room itself is pretty clean, so I’m not sure where the smell is coming from. 
 
    Looking at the window, I silently ask if I can open it up. Crack nods his head and watches as I walk over to the only window in the room. As I try to pry it open, I notice there’s more nothing on the backside of the house. I’m literally in the one place there’s nowhere to hide if I manage to escape. 
 
    Before I turn away from the window, the door slams shut and I hear the lock turn from the outside. Well, it looks like we’ll be locked in here. Now, I just have to wait and see how long it takes for someone to come in and see me. And to find out what they plan to do with me. 
 
    Sitting on the bed, I watch Kinsliegh as she continues to sleep. She’s in her own little world and that’s the best place for her right now. Hopefully she doesn’t remember anything that’s about to happen to us. 
 
    As I watch the baby sleep, I let the thoughts of Slim invade. I’ve been pushing them away since I got back in the SUV. Now, I don’t have to. Image after image flashes through my head. From the very first time I laid eyes on the man that seems larger than life to a few hours ago when I looked at him for the last time. 
 
    Tears fill my eyes as memories flood my senses. Slim takes everyone’s problems and puts them on his shoulders to carry. On top of that, he has an entire club to run and make sure everyone involved is safe and comes back home whole. It’s no wonder the man pushed me away more times than I can count. I don’t know what I’d do in his position. 
 
    I get he doesn’t want a target painted on my back because we’re together. That didn’t stop me from falling in love with the man though. But it looks like that doesn’t matter now since I’ve been taken. Who knows if I’ll ever get out of here alive?  
 
    Before I can get too lost in the memories of Slim, Kinsliegh begins to stir. I quickly walk into the bathroom to fill a bottle with water for her. Making it warm, I measure out the formula. It’s not ideal, but it’s the best I can do right now. Picking her up, I cradle her in my arms and relish the weight of her little body as she eats. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Twenty-Two 
 
    Slim 
 
    WAKING UP, I reach over for Shy. My hands meets the cold sheets where she should be lying. I open my eyes to see her spot empty and wonder where she’s at. Getting up, I take care of business before walking to the nursery. She’s not there and neither is Kinsliegh. 
 
    Listening, I don’t hear any noise coming from downstairs. So, I walk through the house and call out her name. No answer. What the fuck? I run up the stairs to grab my phone out of the jeans I had on this morning when I got back. Pulling up Shy’s name, I click on send to call her. It goes straight to voicemail. 
 
    Panic sets in as I throw clothes on and run out of the house to my bike. Straddling it, I pull out of the driveway and race toward the clubhouse. The closer I get to the parking lot, my eyes frantically search for the SUV that’s missing from the house. I don’t see it anywhere. 
 
    I park my bike right in front of the door and barely remember to put the kickstand down before racing inside. As soon as I enter the common room, my gaze rakes over the few occupants in the room. Playboy, Tank, Hound, Ghost, Stryker, and Killer are sitting at one of the tables talking. Ian and Alex are behind the bar making sure everything is stocked and clean for tonight. 
 
    Killer is the first one that picks up on my panic. “What’s goin’ on, Slim?” 
 
    “Where’s Shy and Kinsliegh? Have any of you seen them?” I ask, not waiting for an answer as I make my way to the room we have at the clubhouse. 
 
    “What do you mean, dad?” Playboy asks. “We haven’t seen her since yesterday. She should be at home.” 
 
    “She’s fuckin’ not there. Kinsliegh and her aren’t there. Her phone goes straight to fuckin’ voicemail. Did the girls have somethin’ planned?” I ask, flinging open my door and searching in the small room. 
 
    “No. I’ll double-check with Sami, but I don’t know of anythin’ goin’ on today.” 
 
    Playboy walks back into the hallway to call Sami. When I turn around, the guys from the common room are standing in the hallway outside my door. I slump down on my bed and wonder what the fuck is going on. My gut tells me that something is majorly wrong here. 
 
    Shy wouldn’t just disappear with Kinsliegh. She knows what she means to me. Thinking of everything that’s happened in the last few weeks, I realize suddenly I never told her. Shy has no clue I’m in love with her; that I want her and Kinsliegh in my life more than I’ve ever wanted anything before. The only exception is my kids. 
 
    “She doesn’t fuckin’ know. I never told her,” I say, looking up at the guys I’ve been closer to than anyone else in my life. 
 
    “She knows,” Tank says, walking through the door and standing in front of me. 
 
    Playboy walks back in the room and shakes his head. The girls didn’t have anything planned for today. Fuck! Where the fuck are my girls? 
 
    Before I can make a move to lash out, Tank is on me. If there’s anyone here that can take me down, it would be him or Killer. 
 
    My breath is coming out ragged as I fight against the hold Tank has on me. I struggle with everything in me to break his grip on my arms so I can lay him the fuck out. The only thought running through my mind right now is getting loose to find my woman and baby girl before anything happens to them. 
 
    “I’m not lettin’ you go until I know you’re good. You have to get right in the head so we can find them. If you go off half-cocked, you’re goin’ to fuck up. That’s not what needs to happen right now,” Tank says. “I’m goin’ to let you go in a second. But, if I think you’re goin’ to do somethin’ stupid, I’ll knock your ass the fuck out. Got me?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    Tank lets go of me and I can feel him brace for me to attack him or lash out. He’s right though. I need to figure out who has Shy and what’s going on. Fox needs to get here or wake the fuck up so he can try to trace Shy’s phone. 
 
    I stalk out of my room and make my way down the hallway to his room. Pounding on the door, I wait only a second before I pound again. Fox opens the door and his eyes widen at my appearance. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” he asks. 
 
    “Shy and Kinsliegh are missin’. Need you to try to track her phone.” 
 
    Fox runs to his make-shift office. He’s got so many computers and gadgets in here there’s not much he can’t do. I stand directly behind him as he types away on the computer and waits a second before the word ‘failure’ appears on his screen. 
 
    “Her phone’s either off or it’s been ditched. When’s the last time you saw them?” he asks. 
 
    Dread fills me on top of the panic. The need to lash out and destroy something fills me. Knowing this isn’t the room to do it in, I leave Fox sitting there and make my way out the back door. Everything out here is fair game. 
 
    There’s chairs, the barrels for fires, picnic tables, and a few other odds and ends that we’ve left outside that meet my wrath. I’m so pissed even the picnic tables don’t stand a chance against me. 
 
    I’m not sure how long I’ve been tearing shit apart out here, but by the time I’m done, not a single thing is left standing. Or in one piece. My chest is rising and falling rapidly with the exertion I just used to try to get a hold of the pain, dread, panic, and fear coursing through me. 
 
    Tank and Killer are standing outside. Killer’s leaning against the door so no one else can come out while Tank leans against the wall. They’re both watching me, looking as calm as if we were talking about the weather right now. I know that’s not the case though. They’re both poised to get me and wrestle me to the ground in a second if it’s necessary. 
 
    The thought of getting in the ring with one of them fills me because I’m nowhere close to losing the aggression that’s now also coursing through me. 
 
    “Don’t even think about it,” Tank says. “I’m not gonna explain to my wife why her old man is beat to shit.” 
 
    “Like you stand a chance,” I say, turning my attention to Killer. 
 
    “Not happenin’, Prez,” he says. 
 
    I slump down once again. I’ve never felt so inept or like a failure in my life. Knowing Shy and Kinsliegh are out there somewhere is gutting me. I should’ve just stayed awake and this wouldn’t be happening right now. 
 
    I’ve got to do something to get the ball rolling on finding my family. I walk toward the door. Killer moves out of my way and lets me inside. Both men follow me closely to make sure I don’t take out any casualties on my way in. Right now, if one person says the wrong thing to me, I’m going to lose my shit worse than I just did. 
 
    I make my way into the office and sit behind my desk. Tank is the only one to follow me in. As he takes a seat on my couch, I pull out my phone and begin to make calls. The first person I call is Renegade. 
 
    “What’s up?” he asks, answering his phone on the first ring. 
 
    “We have a situation. Shy and the baby are missin’. No one’s seen them here and the girls didn’t have any plans today. I don’t want to call her aunt and alert her to a potential problem. Know they wouldn’t be there though. Not without Shy lettin’ me know,” I say. 
 
    “Fuck! You think it’s the Snakes?” he asks. 
 
    “I don’t know what to think right now. It’s the only thing that makes sense though.” 
 
    “Okay. Let me put out some feelers and see if anyone’s seen anythin’ closer to here. You have anythin’ to go on at all?” he asks. 
 
    “We finally found that bitch we kicked out. She said they got a house in Carlisle. Not sure where it is exactly because I don’t know the area. That’s my guess where they’re at though. I’m goin’ to put my own feelers out. Call when you got somethin’.” 
 
    I hang up the phone and put a call into Grim. After giving him the same information, he tells me he’ll get his guys on it. They’ll all be turning in markers to figure out where the house is. And he’ll let Gage know so they can get on it too. That’s one less call for me to make. After thanking the man, I hang up and sit back in my chair. I should call Butcher, but I don’t have it in me right now. Besides he’s farther away than anyone else and won’t know the area either. 
 
    Tank and I sit in silence as I contemplate what I’m going to do now. We need to call church first of all so everyone knows what’s going on. I’m sure most of the guys know by now considering they all gossip worse than the females around here. Having an idea of the next thing I need to do in mind, I pick my phone up and send a mass text out to let the guys know church is in fifteen minutes. I’m not wasting any time on this. 
 
    “You sittin’ in on church?” I ask the man in front of me. 
 
    “Nowhere else I’d rather be,” he answers, standing up and leaving me alone in the office for now. 
 
    I sit at my desk and think back on everything I’ve done to Shy since she walked through the doors of the clubhouse. I’ve been a major asshole where she’s concerned and now I might not ever be able to change that. 
 
    Shy’s a woman that deserves everything good life can give her. Instead all I did was treat her like shit. Instead of treasuring her and the gift she gave me, I pushed her away and then banned her from the clubhouse after she moved out. In doing this, I forced her hand to the point she took a fucking job at Allure and had the shit beat out of her. Fuck! When am I going to stop fucking things up when it comes to her? 
 
    I’m so lost in my own head, I don’t hear anyone knock on my door. It’s not until a hand lands on my shoulder that I even realize someone else is in the office with me. Turning my head, I see Killer standing behind me. He’s got a grim look on his face and my first thought is he’s heard something. 
 
    “What’s wrong? Did you hear somethin’?” I ask, standing up so fast my chair flies backward, narrowly missing him. 
 
    “Not yet, Prez. Everyone’s waitin’ on you for church,” he answers. 
 
    I nod my head and lead him from the room. We make our way to church where Alex is standing with a box in his hands. Usually guns and phones go inside. Today, I’ll leave my weapon, but I’m keeping my phone with me. Renegade, Grim, or Gage could call and I’m not missing it for anything. Or, whoever has my girl could call. 
 
    Walking to my seat, I bang the gavel on the scarred table before I’ve even taken my seat. I take a few seconds to compose myself while I look around the table at my brothers. These men have had my back for so long and I have theirs. My son sits at this table as my Vice President and my son-in-law is sitting with us today. The rest of the guys are close enough to be my brothers or my sons. 
 
    “Shy and Kinsliegh are missin’. We had business to take care of late last night and now they’re gone. I woke up to an empty house. The guys that were here haven’t seen them. Playboy called Sami and there weren’t any plans for the day. Her phone is either off or it’s been destroyed because Fox can’t find a signal for it,” I tell the men surrounding me. 
 
    “Anyone gotten with Blaze and the Nomads?” Grizzly asks. 
 
    “Not yet. I know they were out all night and I was givin’ them a chance to sleep,” Playboy says. “I’ll go get them now.” 
 
    Playboy leaves the room and I sit back as the other men toss out ideas of how to find her. Shy has touched each and every man in this room with her willingness to help them or just be there if they need to talk. Not a single one of them have fucked her and they never will. 
 
    “What happened last night?” Des asks. 
 
    “Dozer managed to get Collette. Brought her back here and she eventually squealed like a little bitch. Summer may have had a hand in that. She knows of a house in Carlisle. Tried explainin’ where it was, but I don’t know the area. Fox pull up a map of the town,” I say. 
 
    We all sit back and wait as Fox grabs his computer from behind him and pulls up a map of Carlisle after making sure it was on the screen behind him. Within seconds of him pulling the map up, Playboy returns with the Nomads. Blaze and his men take spots against the wall. 
 
    “Blaze, I’m gonna let you take over now. You guys are the ones that went that way last night,” I say. 
 
    Blaze steps up and looks at the map for a few minutes. I’m not going to bother filling him in on Shy being missing. We can either talk after he’s done here or Playboy can fill him in on their way back down here. 
 
    “We went to the bar here on Main Street,” he begins, pointing to the location on the map. “No one came in wearin’ colors and from what little we could gather, they aren’t seen around town a lot. At the most one or two Prospects make runs to the store and that’s it. The whole town is nothin’ but farmland so narrowin’ it down to one specific house isn’t easy.” 
 
    “The bitch I was talkin’ to last night didn’t even know of any houses that have been abandoned. We can go back today, but I’m not goin’ to guarantee anythin’. These guys have some sense if they’re not showin’ themselves to the people in town,” Dizzy says. 
 
    “Fox, keep lookin’ and see what you can find out about the properties on the outskirts of town. I’m sure they’re not seen there because they’re too busy fuckin’ with us and Satan’s Anarchy. Blaze, you and the guys go out again tonight and see what else you can find. I’m waitin’ on calls back from Grim, Renegade, and Gage. If anyone else hears anythin’ bring it to me immediately. Anythin’ else?” 
 
    “What about the rest of the women and kids?” Killer asks. 
 
    “Get them here. I’m not takin’ any chances with another woman involved in this club. I want extra guys at Allure too. We won’t shut down just yet, but I want extra eyes on everythin’.” 
 
    Slamming the gavel down, I make my way out of the room and directly to the bar. I need a strong drink. I’m not getting wasted in case we find anything out, but I need something to take this edge off. Fuck! This is why I didn’t want to get involved with Shy in the first place. Now she’s gone and it’s my fucking fault.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Twenty-Three 
 
    Shy 
 
    I CAN’T TELL you how long I’ve been with the assholes that took Kinsliegh and me. Each day seems to bleed into another. The only thing I do is take care of the baby the best I can and fight off the twatwaffles trying to rape me. 
 
    I’ve been hit and kicked by Haggard and Keg. They’re the ones wanting a piece of the ‘skank’ that managed to land Slim. Their words, not mine. The only one here that helps me at all is a kid named Josh. He’s a Prospect and I don’t know what I’d do without him making sure I have diapers and other things for Kinsliegh. 
 
    Each day is the same thing. Keg and Haggard pay me a visit, either alone or together. They tell me in detail what they’re going to do to me and make sure I know it’s going to happen when I least expect it. Then they try to get me to talk about the Phantom Bastards and what they’re doing. More importantly, they want me to talk about Slim. They want to know his schedule. 
 
    I keep my mouth shut each and every time they pay me a visit. There’s no way in hell I’m going to betray the man I love or the club that’s taken me in and given me a family. Something I’ve longed for my entire life. This only serves to enrage the men and my beatings get worse each and every day. 
 
    I’m so sore I can barely take care of the baby. She’s my sole focus and the only reason I haven’t given into the pain and the blankness calling my name. It would be so much easier if I could just let the pain float away while I succumb to the blackness that wants to suck me under. Kinsliegh is my reason for suffering daily. The reason I fight to live in this hell. 
 
    There’s a few things I’ve learned since being locked in this room. The men that have me are from Snake’s Revenge MC. I know they’re going after my man’s club and Satan’s Anarchy. They have some big plan to take over the territory and ensure both clubs are wiped off the map. 
 
    What they don’t realize is that there’s more than one chapter of the Phantom Bastards. I’m not sure about Satan’s Anarchy because I’ve only ever seen the guys from Renegade’s club. I also know the Wild Kings will back up the Phantom Bastards no matter what they need. It’s the same Slim’s guys would do for them. 
 
    A little while ago, I heard arguing outside the door of the room I’m locked in. Two of the guys were talking about their boss being pissed as fuck if they don’t get what they wanted. I know Haggard is the President here so I’m not sure who their boss is. There’s no way in hell I’m asking either. 
 
    My only plan right now is to gain as much information as possible for when Slim and the guys come rescue me. There’s no doubt in my mind the guys will get me out of here. They’ll put their lives on the line to ensure we’re rescued. It’s the one thing I love and hate about the club. Once you’re in, you’re family. Every single man and woman involved in the club will put their life on the line to make sure we’re all safe and sound. It’s the same thing I’d do for any member of the club. 
 
    I’m biding my time until the men discover where they’re holding us. I know it’s going to take time and I can wait. There’s no way in hell Slim is going to let these bitches get the advantage or kill me. He’s going to prove to them, just like every other club that’s fucked with them, why Slim is one of the baddest Presidents in the area and exactly what he’ll do to make sure no one takes something that belongs to him. 
 
    I’ve just gotten Kinsliegh asleep after a rough night. She knows something is going on and has been cranky and hasn’t been sleeping good. The baby is up about every hour and neither one of us has gotten any rest. I’m dead on my feet, but nothing will stop me from protecting this princess with everything I have in me. 
 
    Thankfully, the assholes have left Kinsliegh alone. Other than a Prospect making sure I have what I need for her, no one has even looked in her direction. I may be beaten and bruised right now, but I’ll push through the pain in order to make sure no one touches the baby. 
 
    Before I can lay back and let thoughts of Slim consume me, the door to the room bursts open once again. Haggard and Keg fill the doorway. Their stench hits me before they move a single muscle in my direction. 
 
    My eyes widen in terror as I look down to Kinsliegh and see her fast asleep in her car seat. I knew the day was coming I wouldn’t survive the hell I find myself in. Looks like that day’s today. 
 
    Haggard and Keg have dead eyes. The only time I see any emotion in them is when they’re beating on me and taunting me with the vile things they want to do to me. I’ve heard repeatedly since the second they got their hands on me how much they want to fuck me and ruin me for Slim. They want to take everything from him and they’re going to use me to accomplish that. In the process, they plan on ruining me, breaking me down, and bending me to their will. 
 
    The two men step forward and stalk toward the bed I’m lying on. I’ve never understood the expression ‘stalking after their prey’ until this very second. These two men are stalking me like prey they can’t wait to sink their teeth into and destroy. Their movements are slow and methodical as they make their way toward me. 
 
    My fight or flight instinct kicks in and I jump from the bed to stand in front of the baby. I will not let them do a single thing to her. This move plays right into their hands though. Keg manages to get behind me quicker than I anticipated while Haggard stops in front of me. 
 
    I can feel the body heat coming from both men. Their body odor overwhelms me and I have to fight the urge to vomit all over them. Smartass comments want to spew from me, but I’ve learned over the last few days, or however long I’ve been here, it just feeds into their games. 
 
    Biting my lip to remain quiet, I taste the blood as I puncture my lip in my attempt to stay quiet. Because I also won’t beg or plead for them to leave me alone. I won’t fight or scream. That’s what they want. They want to hear me beg for my life and their mercy. I know I won’t get it so what’s the point in trying to plead with them? 
 
    I take a second to glance behind me and make sure Keg isn’t near the baby. Her car seat’s moved back further into the bathroom. She’s still sleeping, peacefully for the moment. Turning my attention back to the men surrounding me, I try to figure out what my move is going to be. 
 
    “Today we’re takin’ what we want from you,” Haggard says, running a filthy hand up my arm. “We’re gonna show you how a real man takes what he wants and leaves nothin’ when he’s done.” 
 
    Keg runs his hands up my side and brings them around to grab my chest. I revolt against the hold the man has on me. Pain almost makes me scream as he grabs and twists my tits. I let the pain flow through me and give me the incentive to make a move that’s probably going to get me killed. Throwing my head back, I catch him in the face. The sound of a bone breaking spurs me into action. With Haggard’s attention on his friend, I bring my knee up and catch him in the junk. 
 
    Haggard grabs a hold of my hair and I stop myself from screaming out in pain as he wrenches my head side to side. One hand is holding his dick as he finally tosses me to the floor. I hit my head on the side railing of the bed. Pain explodes through my head as I drop to the floor and curl in on myself. 
 
    Booted feet soon begin to kick me. I bring my knees and arms up to protect myself as much as possible. It’s no use against their assault though. When they’ve exhausted themselves from kicking me, Keg straddles my beaten body and proceeds to land punches anywhere on my body he can hit. 
 
    Through the slit in my swollen eyes, I see spittle flying from his mouth and his face bright red in rage. Blood covers his face and down his neck. It’s dripping on me and I feel it slide down my arms as I continue to look at the man about to end my life. His punches may be erratic and not thought out, but they’re doing the damage he’s intending. 
 
    Haggard soon pulls the deranged man off of me. Keg’s chest is heaving as he tries to catch his breath. The man that stood back and watched me be beaten 
 
      
 
     crouches down and gets in my face. He pulls my hair once again and makes sure I’m looking at him before he talks. 
 
    “I’m goin’ to break you, bitch. You’re nothin’ more than a fuckin’ slut and I’ll make sure I’m the last person you feel slidin’ in your worn-out cunt before I slit your fuckin’ throat. That’s after I let every single man here fuck you with whatever they want. I’m done with your shit!” 
 
    He releases my hair and tosses me the short distance to the floor. My head lands with a hard thud next to the bed. Their laughter is the last thing I hear before the blackness drags me under. I welcome the peace and let go of the pain radiating through my entire body. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Twenty-Four 
 
    Slim 
 
    IT’S BEEN ALMOST two weeks since Shy was taken. Every single man from my club and Satan’s Anarchy have been out searching for my woman. Grim and Gage, along with the men from their clubs, have called in every marker they have trying to find out anything they can about Snake’s Revenge. Blaze and the rest of the Nomads have extended their stay here along with Tank and Maddie. 
 
    My daughter is as stubborn as they come and has refused to leave since hearing about Shy and the baby being taken. She’s not returning to Clifton Falls until she knows they’re safe and sound and back where they belong. Maddie even told Tank to leave if he had to. I love my daughter. 
 
    I’ve been hiding in my office. The only time I leave is when I’m out searching for my girls or when Maddie drags me out. She knows I’m in my head and she’s been trying to make sure I spend time with her and the kids to get away from thinking about all the possible scenarios involving Shy and Kinsliegh. 
 
    The one thing I know for sure right now is whoever took them is going to pay with their lives. I’ll make sure they fucking suffer and don’t see the light of day again. Once I find them that is. And if one hair is touched on either one of them, a rage will be let loose like no one has ever seen before. 
 
    “Boss,” Killer says, barging into my office. “Renegade’s been tryin’ to call you. He’s got a location and they’re headin’ our way now.” 
 
    “What? Where the fuck are my girls?” I ask, standing up from the desk so fast, my chair slams into the filing cabinets behind me. 
 
    “I don’t know. He didn’t want to say over the phone. Where’s yours?” 
 
    “Smashed.” 
 
    “Gotcha. They’ll be here in less than an hour. What do you want us to do?” Killer asks. 
 
    “Get the arsenal ready. I want to be ready to roll as soon as they get here. I’ll give them five minutes to tell me what’s up and make a plan. It’s not a lot of time, but they’ve already been gone for so long.” 
 
    Killer nods and leaves the room. He’ll make sure everyone gets their guns and ammo ready so we can ride in no more than an hour and a half. 
 
    Sitting back at my desk, I shove the paperwork I was attempting to work on out of the way. There’s no way I’ll be able to concentrate on anything knowing that my girls may be coming home today. 
 
    Instead, I pull out my guns and make sure they’re ready to go. I’ve got the extra ammo ready. I just have to put them in my saddlebags when we’re ready to head out. My brass knuckles and knives are also ready to go as I lay everything out on my desk. 
 
    My mind settles on Shy and I wonder what’s been done to her; what hell she’s been through since being taken from me. This is exactly why I didn’t want to claim her to begin with. She’s too good to deal with the bullshit being with me will bring to her doorstep. Losing her cousin, taking in Kinsliegh, and now her being taken should prove that to everyone around me. 
 
    Unfortunately for her, I’m a selfish bastard and there’s no way I’m letting her go now. Shy has been burrowing her way under my skin since the day she walked in here. If I could let her go, I wouldn’t have brought her back closer to me the day my son told me some dirty fucker beat her up. Instead, I would’ve pushed her farther away. 
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    I’ve been pacing the common room for the last ten minutes waiting on Renegade and the rest of Satan’s Anarchy to get here. Tank ushers Maddie and the kids out of here because he can sense the rage simmering just under the surface. Every single one of my guys are sitting around the common room. 
 
    Most of them look relaxed and ready to enjoy a nice cold beer. Just under the surface is the rage and worry. They’re all ready to bring Shy home and make sure Kinsliegh’s okay. Each man here can feel my pain and knows I’ve been going out of my mind in the last thirteen days. 
 
    Alex and Zach have made their way back into the clubhouse from loading the vans up as the first rumble of bikes begins to fill my ears. I stop pacing and make my way outside to greet the men pulling up. Looking behind me as the guys pull up and shut their bikes off, each Phantom Bastard is standing outside waiting to leave. 
 
    “Slim, the house you told me that skank told you about is where they got Shy and Kinsliegh. A Prospect for them, Josh, is tryin’ to make sure they’re okay, but we need to get there. He sent out an SOS on our way here. I’ve got the maps and we’ve gone over them. There’s two entrances; front and back. We’ll go in and cause a distraction out front. You guys go in the back and get the girls out,” Renegade tells me, not leaving the seat of his bike. 
 
    “How do you know this Josh guy is tellin’ the truth and isn’t leadin’ us to an ambush?” I ask, not letting my hopes get up that we’ll find my girls. 
 
    “He wants out. He didn’t realize what he was signin’ up for when he started Prospectin’ for the slimy fucks. Now, he wants to help them get out of there and get away from the club. Accordin’ to this guy, they’re not a club at all. Each guy is out for themselves and they listen to someone higher up. He’s not sure who, but it’s someone with power and money,” Renegade tells me. 
 
    “Let’s ride the fuck out! I want you guys leadin’ the way. We’ll follow and stop a mile away from the house. Fox, you’re in the van so you can do your thing and find the best way to the back of the house on foot. Renegade, you and a few of your guys will take the front and be the distraction. You’re ridin’ up on your bikes. We’ll handle the rest. In and out without hurtin’ my girls.” 
 
    I practically run over to my bike while everyone else gets on their bikes, in the vans, or turns their bikes around. Renegade’s club rides in formation before me. One van is between our clubs, then my guys, and the second van in the rear. Alex will be the lookout for anyone tailing us. He knows what to do if we think we’re being followed. 
 
    Instead of enjoying the freedom of the road, my mind plays on a loop of every possible scenario. I try not to let my mind go to the worst-case scenarios where I’m too late to get my woman and daughter. Kinsliegh may not be our child by blood, but she’s our daughter and as soon as we can make it official, we’ll be adopting her. 
 
    I have so much I still want to do with Shy. We have yet to build on our family or spend the rest of our lives together. I’ll fuck anyone up that tries to take that away from us. Shy deserves nothing but the best and I’ll be giving that to her from now on. I just hope there’s no blowback from taking these slimy cockroaches out once and for all. 
 
    Renegade leads us to the small town of Carlisle. We’re breaking every speed rule there is on the road in our attempt to get to the girls. I don’t give a fuck if we get pulled over. The cops can try to pull us over, but that’s why we have the vans. They’ll run interference if anyone tries to get in our way or slow us down. Alex and Zach know what they need to do if that happens. They’ve been around the club since they were babies and know more than most Prospects would. 
 
    We finally get the signal from Renegade and his guys to pull over. There’s a small clearing in the woods surrounding our target. This works in our favor. The guys following me to the back of the house as we pull our bikes in so no one driving by can see them. The trees are our cover and we’ll take full advantage of it. 
 
    Fox jumps out of the van and gives us the details he found while looking at his maps and whatever else he does. We need to stay close to the edge of the trees so we don’t get lost in the woods. There aren’t any trails or anything cut through here to mark our way. As soon as he shows us the path to take, I let my mind wander toward getting there as soon as we possibly can. 
 
    Renegade, Ink, Hawk, Chains, and Bishop will be going to the front of the house. The rest of his guys will go with me. Our objective is for the assholes to think Renegade is cocky enough to ride up with a small group of guys thinking they can take the assholes out. They’ll keep them talking and distract them enough so we can make an entrance in the back and search the house. 
 
    Any guys we see, the orders are shoot to kill. Other than that, we search the house top to bottom and take the rest of the guys out as we see fit. I want the man in charge and everyone here knows it. He’s mine for thinking he could take something that belongs to me. He’ll learn you don’t fuck with me or my family in the worst way possible. 
 
    “You guys got a fifteen-minute start. We’ll set the clock and as soon as it runs out, we’re goin’ in. Once we have the girls out, I’ll make the call for the vans to come in. We’ll load them up in one and anyone you want to take with us in the other. Killer, Grave, and Psycho, you're in charge of blowin’ the place when we get done,” Renegade gives the order. 
 
    I let him take lead on this because my head’s not in it. My only concerns are Shy and Kinsliegh. Once I know they’re okay, I’ll let my rage loose on the bastards. Until then, Renegade can lead the way and Playboy can take charge for me. We’re all working together here for a common goal, so it doesn’t matter to me where the orders come from. 
 
    Nodding my head, I command the guys following me to make our way to the back of the house through the woods. I’m almost in a dead sprint trying to get there within the fifteen-minute time frame. We need the noise and distraction to happen before we can go in. If we’re too early, nothing good is going to happen and we’re going to give away the element of surprise. 
 
    Killer, Playboy, and Tank flank me while we make our way through the dense woods surrounding the house. Fox is just in front of us leading the way so we don’t get lost. My guys have me surrounded so I don’t go off half-cocked when the house comes into view. They know I’m ready to spill as much blood as necessary. There are no limits to the lengths I’ll go to in order to make sure Shy gets back home. 
 
    Even if that means they bury me in the process. 
 
    Fox holds his hand up when we’re just about to the house. We all stop and wait to find out what’s going on from him. He bends down and I stand in silence as he shows us a tripwire. They’ve got the fucking place boobie-trapped. Killer and Fox follow the tripwire and show us where to go around it. 
 
    The two men stay in front of us in case we come across any more wires or other indicators something is going to alert them to our presence. It takes extra time to get there and we’re almost to the house when I hear the unmistakable rumble of the bikes making their way to the farmhouse we’re heading toward. Fuck! 
 
    I finally see the house come into view and my heart rate accelerates. This rundown building is where my girls have been kept. The place should’ve been condemned a long ass time ago. 
 
    The paint on the house used to be white, at least that’s what it appears to be in the few places I can still see paint. All of the windows on the side and front of the house have been broken out and the porch is sagging with neglect and age. As I glance up to the top of the house, I see the roof has been poorly patched in places. It needs to come down and we’re going to take care of that today. 
 
    Fox breaks out into a run and the rest of us follow him. Tank and Playboy are still on my side while Killer is in front of me and Stryker is following me. They’re going to make sure no one gets the chance to take me out if it’s the last thing they do. I’m grateful, but that’s not where my mind’s at currently. 
 
    As we get closer to the house, I can hear arguing coming from the front. Renegade is lobbing accusation after accusation at the men he’s talking to. With any luck, all of them are occupied, but I’m not going to hold my breath waiting to find out. 
 
    The back door bursts open and I brace for the impact of more guys coming at us. Instead, we’re met with a young man. He’s motioning for us to rush in and we don’t hold back. We honestly have no clue what we’re walking into, but we don’t care either. I’ll do what I have to so each and every man standing next to me makes it home to their family, but I need eyes on Shy and Kinsliegh. 
 
    “Josh?” I ask. 
 
    “Yep. They’re upstairs. It’s the only door that’s shut. She’s knocked out right now. I’ve tried to keep the baby quiet, but she’s miserable.” 
 
    “What the fuck?” I roar out. 
 
    Tank and Playboy run through the house and make it to the stairs just before me. I can hear the pitiful cries of my baby girl floating down from the second floor. My heart is in my throat as I practically shove my family out of the way so I can get to her. She needs me. They both do. 
 
    They’re right on my heels as I slam through the door. The sight before me causes me to drop to my knees while an anguished roar rips from my throat. Kinsliegh is in her car seat. Her little face is beat red from being upset and crying. Kinsliegh’s little fists are flailing and her feet are kicking up a storm. Playboy passes me by to pick her up from her seat and comfort her. 
 
    What has me dropping to my knees is Shy. She’s lying on a dirty floor covered in bruises. They’re varying colors and size from what I can see of her once flawless skin. Her clothes have been ripped to shreds and are barely covering her body. It looks like she’s sleeping, but I know that’s not the case. 
 
    I crawl on my hands and knees over to her prone body. A tear escapes my eye as I continue to take in her battered body. This should have never happened to her. She should still be whole and untouched by the motherfuckers downstairs. 
 
    I’m so focused on the woman lying in front of me, I don’t hear the door slam back open or see the gun raised in our direction. Tank suddenly shoots up from beside me and takes out the man who thought he would take us out while our backs were turned. I still don’t look up to take in the scene around me as everything continues to fade into the background. 
 
    Reaching out, I feel for her pulse and find it beating strong. Relief floods me as I realize she’s been beat to hell, but she’s just knocked out and not knocking on death’s door. I’m not happy by any stretch of the imagination that she’s been beaten to fucking hell, but I’ll take that over losing her. 
 
    Playboy is holding Kinsliegh as I drape my shirt over Shy’s body. I don’t want to move her any more than I have to. Not without knowing what injuries she actually has. The last thing I want to do is hurt her more. 
 
    “Someone get some fuckin’ help for her!” I yell out, feeling more helpless than I’ve ever felt in my life. “I want the fuckin’ bodies moved and an ambulance called for her. Now!” 
 
    The shuffling of feet and movement behind me signals the men in here with me are going to do what I’ve asked. Right now, I want to pull Shy into my arms and protect her from every evil fucking thing in this world. It’s not possible until I know what we’re dealing with, but she will get justice for this. I will make the motherfuckers that did this to her pay. 
 
    Before I know it, EMTs are trying to pull me away from the only woman that’s ever really captured my heart. I go to fight, until I remind myself they’re here to help her and take her to the hospital so we can find out what these animals did to her. I back up and Playboy places Kinsliegh in my arms. 
 
    This sweet little angel looks up at me and puts her little hand against my face. I bury my face in her soft little body and take a deep breath. There doesn’t seem to be a damn thing wrong with her which tells me how hard Shy fought to make sure no one touched her. My heart explodes and for the first time in my life, I pray. I pray Shy comes back to us and this doesn’t push her away from me for good. 
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    The wait at the hospital was the worst part of this. Not knowing what’s going on with my woman or how bad she’s been hurt is torturous. My brothers from the Phantom Bastards and Satan’s Anarchy surround me in the waiting room. We take up the entire room. 
 
    I’m not talking to anyone and I refuse to put Kinsliegh down. She’s the one last piece of Shy I have right now and I’m hanging on with everything I have. Playboy, Tank, and Killer haven’t left my side since we rolled up. Everyone else is giving me a wide berth and I’m glad no one is trying to talk. The rage I feel inside is bound to explode at some point and I don’t want it to be on one of these men. 
 
    “Family of Cheyanne Carter?” a man in a white coat asks, walking through the doors. 
 
    “I’m her fiancé. What’s goin’ on with her? When can I see her?” I ask, practically running over to the man standing before us. 
 
    “Perhaps we could talk in the hallway. Alone,” the doctor says, trying to pull me away from the family behind me. 
 
    “Nope. They’re all her family.” 
 
    After taking a minute to look around and finally coming to the realization no one is going anywhere, the doctor tells me what’s going on. “She’s lucky for the trauma she’s been through. I’m not sure exactly what happened to her, but she’s got a lot of bruising on most of her body. There are two cracked ribs I’ve wrapped. There’s a large gash and bump on the back of her head and I’m guessing that’s why she’s been out. We’ve done tests and everything has come back normal. We’re just waiting on her to wake up. I’m having her moved to a room and when she gets settled in, you can go see her.” 
 
    I nod my head, thank the doctor, and shake his hand. Taking a deep breath, I realize she’s luckier than I thought. That doesn’t mean the fuckers we have held aren’t going to pay, they are. It just means their death will come quicker. 
 
    Knowing I have a bit of time before I can get in to be with Shy, I pull Tank, Killer, Playboy, Renegade, and Grave over with me. We need to get this shit finished and now. I don’t want any loose ends when my girl wakes up. 
 
    “I want at them. Now. Knowing that she’s goin’ to be okay means I can take care of business before comin’ back to be here with her. Most of you need to stay here though. I don’t want any suspicion raised about where we’re goin’. Renegade make the decision about who goes and who stays here,” I say, placing Kinsliegh in her car seat. 
 
    I make sure everything she’ll need is in her diaper bag before calling Alex over. Zach and Bear are with the men we’re going to pay a visit to. 
 
    “You take care of Kinsliegh. She’s got everythin’ you’ll need. I’m entrustin’ my girl to you.” 
 
    “Yes, sir,” Alex says, sitting down next to the baby and putting his eyes on her. He won’t move and he won’t let anyone get close to her. 
 
    Alex is loyal and needs to be patched in. Same with his brother Zach. We’ll discuss that as soon as we get back home. 
 
    A handful of guys follow me out to our bikes. We take off for the farmhouse Shy and Kinsliegh were held in. One of the guys found a shed out back and that’s where the living assholes were placed. The dead guys were put in a pile behind the shed. As soon as we’re done with the fuckers, they’ll join the pile and be sent to hell. 
 
    My bike is barely stopped before I’m putting the kickstand down and shutting it off. I have one mission, one goal, and I’m not wasting any time getting down to business. The quicker I take care of business, the quicker I can get back to Shy and be where I really want to be; by her side. 
 
    The men follow me in the shed and I see the men stripped of their clothes. There’s a distinct smell of urine and that tells me all I need to know. One of these fuckers is going to squeal like a little bitch. I just have to figure out who the weak link is. 
 
    They’ve been worked over already. Both of their heads hang in pain. Bruises are already forming on their nasty bodies and I look behind me to the men surrounding me. They may have had their fun, but they knew I got to take the lives of these two. 
 
    “You thought you’d get away with takin’ somethin’ that belongs to me?” I bellow out. “Did you really think you’d get a free pass for takin’ my woman and beatin’ on her?” 
 
    “Fuck you!” the older of the two men says. 
 
    “Not likely. Give me their cuts,” I call out. 
 
    Even for these assholes, their cut means the world to them. Both heads snap up and watch on as I take their cuts from the outstretched hands behind me. I lay them on the floor at my feet, right in the dirt making up the floor of the abandoned building. 
 
    “You can’t do a fuckin’ thing to our cuts. It goes against everythin’ you stand for!” the man says. 
 
    “I don’t recognize your club. Or any club that chooses to go after women and kids. Since you’re not in a real club, I can do whatever the fuck I want to these pieces of leather. It’s not even a cut.” 
 
    After wiping my dirty as fuck boots on the pieces of leather in front of me, I take out my cock and piss all over the material. Laughter comes from behind me while the two men in front of me start yelling and cussing at me. Fuck them. 
 
    “Now that we have that little piece of business taken care of, let’s get on with our night. I have places to be and more important things to do. You can talk and make it easy, or we can have our fun. I have a few guys wantin’ to get their hands dirty too,” I say, looking at the man that’s remained quiet since I walked in the door. 
 
    “We know nothin’. Even if we did, we wouldn’t tell you shit,” the first man says, spitting in my direction. 
 
    Without thought, I reach out and punch the man square in the face. It knocks him out cold. Fucking pansy-ass bitch. Turning my attention to the quiet man, I get closer, right in his personal space. 
 
    “You know you wanna talk. Tank, give me the saw,” I say, holding my hand out. 
 
    The man in front of me starts squirming as his eyes bulge out of his head once the saw is placed in my hand. I let my gaze travel over his body as if I’m lost in thought about what I want to do to him first. I already know what I’m going to do to this fucker, I just want to play with him a little bit first. 
 
    “He told you we don’t know anythin’,” the man says, almost pleading with me. 
 
    “Tsk tsk tsk. You think I believe that? I’m not fuckin’ dumb. What do you think, boys, should I start with the shriveled-up piece of skin he calls a cock?” I ask, moving even closer to the man in question. 
 
    “Take it the fuck off. He won’t need it where he’s goin’,” Playboy responds while the rest of the guys laugh. 
 
    This isn’t a funny moment. We want this fucker to think we’re relaxed and just having fun. I’ve never been more serious in my life. 
 
    “What do you want to know?” he asks as I lay the blade against his skin. 
 
    “I want to know why you took my fuckin’ woman. Who are you fuckin’ workin’ for? What’s the end game here?” I ask, sliding it against his skin as droplets of blood start to appear. 
 
    “Collette told us she took you away from her. She was a willin’ piece of ass and got under Haggard’s skin. Talked about the little bitch tryin’ to pawn a kid off on you and you were fallin’ for it. Promised us money and all sorts of favors to get rid of the skank,” he says, trembling from head to toe. 
 
    “The fuck?” Renegade says, disbelief filling his voice. 
 
    “You ever stop to think that bitch was playin’ you?” Tank asks. 
 
    “Still doesn’t answer why we got pictures of all the women associated with the club. What’s that about?” I ask. 
 
    The man remains quiet. I take the saw and begin to take each finger off his hand. His screams fill the small room and I cringe as it’s loud enough to make my ears ring. I stop after the first hand to see if that’s enough incentive to talk. 
 
    “Fuck! Fine, I’ll talk.” 
 
    “Why the pictures of the women and kids? Who are you workin’ for? Why are both clubs bein’ targeted?” I ask him again. 
 
    “We work for the fuckin’ cartel. They want us to expand into both club’s territory. Gives them a straight pipeline for their trafficking. Our contact is the one who sent the pictures and had the women and kids followed. Nothin’ is off-limits to them,” he says, thrashing around as I dig the saw into his gut the more he talks. 
 
    “So, they’re targetin’ us for territory? They think they can run us off like that?” Renegade asks, coming to stand next to me. 
 
    “What are they traffickin’?” I ask. 
 
    “Whatever pays. They run guns, drugs, people. Like I said, nothin’ is off-limits to them.” 
 
    I look to Renegade and then the men standing behind us. We may be criminals, but we have our limits. Drugs and people are things we don’t fuck with. If there’s a protection run, we have no control over what we’re protecting, but if it’s another human being, you can bet your fucking ass we don’t take it. 
 
    “If you take us out, the cartel will come after you harder than fuck. We’re their connection in the States and their muscle so they don’t get their hands dirty,” the dead man standing says in an attempt to save his life. Pathetic. 
 
    “You think we’re scared of goin’ against the cartel? They’re nothin’ more than pussies in suits,” Killer says. 
 
    “Time for fun, boys. I think we got all the information this bitch has. I want to get back to my woman and kid,” I say, giving the men permission to take their rage out on the stupid fucks in front of us. “Wake that pussy up before you begin. I want them to feel every ounce and second of pain being dished out to them. The same way Shy felt it all.” 
 
    Tank throws a bucket of water on the fucker. We watch as he sputters back to reality and looks around him. Evil smiles appear on our faces as we launch ourselves at the chained men. 
 
    Renegade, Playboy, Killer, and I take care of the fucker that spilled his guts to us. Tank, Grave, Bear, and Psycho take care of the other fucker. We each take turns slicing, burning, beating, and dismantling the men before us. It almost becomes a one-up-manship as we each try to outdo the others with our torture. 
 
    Killer outdoes us all. After slicing off the dick of the man before us, he shoves it in his mouth. The man’s balls are shoved up his ass before Killer begins to fillet him like a gutted fish. Only having the tools we found in the shed, he takes a torch and sets the dumb fuck on fire after telling him to enjoy Hell. 
 
    I make sure the men know what I want done before I leave the shed and clean up in the abandoned house real quick. Zach brings me a change of clothes so I can get back to the hospital. We may have taken out the immediate threat to the clubs, but we stirred up a fucking shitstorm. The cartel won’t take lightly to us taking out their muscle in the States. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Twenty-Five 
 
    Shy 
 
    I SLOWLY WAKE up to beeping machines, pain radiating throughout my entire body, and the memories of what I’ve been through. Trying to sit up, I almost scream out in pain as my body revolts and I lay back in the bed. As my vision clears and I realize I’m in the hospital, I calm a fraction and take in my surroundings. 
 
    I’m in a hospital bed hooked up to an IV along with a blood pressure cuff, an oxygen sensor, and a bandage wrapped around my head. There’s a throbbing in my head making it hard to concentrate or keep my eyes open for very long. 
 
    To the left of me, Slim is sleeping on a cot someone wheeled in. Kinsliegh is on his chest sleeping too. Tears fill my eyes as I realize these are the two I fought so hard for. I fought to get back to Slim and to protect the little girl sleeping on his chest. 
 
    Lying in the bed, I think of everything that happened while I was being held. There’s so much I need to tell Slim about my time there. Just like there’s so much I need to tell him about us. I want him to know how much he means to me and how much I love him. Even when he’s being an ass. 
 
    Before I can wake him up, my door opens and a nurse walks in. She smiles but doesn’t say a word until she’s standing next to my bed. After asking how I’m feeling and checking my vitals, the nurse reassures me the doctor will be in shortly to talk to me about everything. 
 
    Once it’s just the three of us left in the room, I turn my attention toward Slim and Kinsliegh. For the first time, he looks absolutely relaxed and peaceful. I can’t remember a time Slim’s brow hasn’t been furrowed even in sleep. He’s always thinking about the club, potential problems that may arise, and whatever else plagues his thoughts. 
 
    With Kinsliegh wrapped in his arms, his face is relaxed and he looks younger than I’ve ever seen him. It’s a sight to behold and one I want to make happen for him daily. He needs to learn to lean on his club brothers and me instead of trying to take everything on himself. Slim’s not a man that’s going to change so it’s up to me to ensure he lives his life feeling loved and knows he’s more than just the President of the Phantom Bastards. 
 
    Lying my head back, I relax into the bed and continue to watch the pair on the uncomfortable looking cot sleep. I begin to doze as I wait for the doctor to come in and talk to me. I’m safe and my world is right with the three of us in this room together. 
 
    Just as I’m falling into a deeper sleep, I hear Kinsliegh begin to stir. Everything in me calls to me to go get her. I don’t because I’m hooked up to the IV and I don’t want to pull it out. Once Slim wakes up, he can bring her to me though. So, I turn my eyes to face them as I watch her little body squirm in an attempt to wake up. 
 
    Slim slowly comes awake as Kinsliegh continues to move around on his chest and begins to cry. After looking down at the bundle in his arms, he immediately turns his attention to me. I greet him with a smile on my face and tears in my eyes. Even rumpled from sleep, he’s the sexiest man I’ve ever seen. 
 
    “How long have you been awake?” he asks, carefully sitting up with Kinsliegh in his arms. 
 
    “A little while. Just waiting on the doctor to come in and talk to me,” I answer, watching him walk toward me. “I can take her if you want to go eat or something.” 
 
    “I got her. I’ve missed you two so much. Shy, I was goin’ out of my mind while you were gone. I’m so . . . ” he starts to say. 
 
    “This is not on you. You didn’t choose to take us. You weren’t the one that beat on me. And you didn’t make the decision to go to the store with no backup. I should’ve taken a Prospect with me and made sure someone knew where I was going. It happened and there’s nothing we can do about it now. I do need to talk to you when we’re not in here though. Got some information,” I tell him, placing my hand on his cheek as he leans down and places a chaste kiss on my lips. 
 
    Before he can respond, there’s a knock on the door. A man with short hair and a white coat sticks his head in the door. Noticing that I’m awake, he walks into the room with a smile on his face. I’m not sure what there is to smile about since I’m lying in a hospital bed and I hurt worse than anything else. 
 
    “Good morning, Ms. Carter. How are you feeling today?” he asks. 
 
    “Like I’ve been hit by a truck. How long am I gonna have to be in here?” I ask, slipping my hand in Slim’s. 
 
    “That’s to be expected, unfortunately. We’ll monitor your pain and help you manage it the best we can while you’re here and when you leave,” the doctor tells me. 
 
    After explaining my injuries to me and letting me know they’d like me to stay in the hospital for a few more days to make sure there’s no complications, the doctor drops a damn bombshell on me. He lets me know I’m also pregnant. But, none of my injuries have affected the fetus and they don’t foresee any complications with the pregnancy. 
 
    I can feel my mouth hanging open and my eyes, well, eye, feels like it’s about to bug out of my head. My gaze swings over to Slim who’s sitting on the cot with Kinsliegh in his arms. A smile lights up his face and I know I don’t have to wonder what he’s feeling about having a baby. 
 
    Once the doctor leaves the room, we sit in silence. I’m going over the fact that I’m pregnant and that we’ll be having two kids in our care under the age of two. Slim’s children are already grown and he’s got grandchildren. How the hell can he be happy about adding another baby to our family? 
 
    “Get out of your head, Shy. What’s goin’ on in that mind of yours?” he asks, coming over to sit on the side of my bed next to me. 
 
    “What are you thinking about the fact we’re about to have a baby? That means two under two. Your kids are grown up already and you’ll be starting all over again,” I tell him. 
 
    “So what? I love you and our family is growin’. How can I be upset or mad about that?” he asks, leaning down to gently kiss me on my cheek. 
 
    Kinsliegh is getting fussy again and I know this has been hard on the little baby. She’s been so good during everything though. I look down at her in Slim’s arms and think about what he’ll look like holding two little ones in his strong, capable arms. It’s an image I’d like to see every day for the rest of my life. 
 
    “What are you thinkin’ about? You got a dreamy look on your face,” Slim asks me, a smile covering his handsome face. 
 
    “Just thinking about you holding two little ones in your arms. Are you sure you’re okay with this?” I ask, my nerves getting the best of me. 
 
    “Oh yeah? Take it you like that thought. And yes, I’m more than okay with you bein’ the mom to one of my children,” he says. 
 
    Tears fill my eyes. One of them is so swollen, I’m surprised I can feel it filling with tears, but I can. This is how I imagined my life with Slim. Us letting one another in and building a life together. Not pushing the other one away and trying to just keep the other person involved enough to ensure we had a steady piece of ass. 
 
    I could do without having my ass kidnapped and all the other bad shit that’s happened over the last few months. But I’ll cherish having my family back in my life and the man I’ve longed for sitting by my side. I’ll stand by his no matter what happens from here on out. 
 
    “I love you!” I tell Slim suddenly. 
 
    He looks at me for a few minutes without saying a word. “Shy, I love you more than I thought possible. As soon as we can make it happen, I want my ring on your finger and my name on your back. Everyone will know who you belong to and I’ll show you off to the world.” 
 
    “You asking me or telling me that’s how it’s gonna be?” I ask, a smile on my swollen face. 
 
    “Tellin’. There’s no doubt about it in my mind. You got doubts, you better get over them. Quick,” he tells me, leaning over to place a kiss on my temple. 
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    We spend the afternoon talking and playing with Kinsliegh. Guys come in and out of the room to check on us until Maddie and Tank come in. No one else will come in while they’re in here. They want us to spend time together as a family. The same thing happens when Playboy comes in for a visit. 
 
    They’re still in with us when a knock sounds on the door and a technician with an ultrasound machine comes in. Tank looks between Slim and me and I can see the question in his eyes. He wants to leave with Maddie if that’s what we want. 
 
    “You guys can stay. There’s no point in leaving now when you already know the secret,” Slim answers. 
 
    Maddie smiles at me and pulls her chair over to the other side of the bed so she can see the screen with us. Tank stands behind her with a hand placed on her shoulder. I know her story and I can’t imagine not being able to have more kids. She’s such a good mom and any child in her life is lucky. 
 
    The technician goes about her business and we all stop talking as soon as we hear the heartbeat fill the room. It’s strong and fast as I look to my man and see his eyes glistening with unshed emotion. Relief fills me as I realize our little one is safe and sound in my womb for the next six months. 
 
    She prints out some pictures for us to take home and leaves us alone in the room. Maddie hugs her dad and then me before they make their way from the hospital. She’s taking Kinsliegh with them so she can sleep in her crib tonight. I’m hoping to get out of here tomorrow so it’s not like she’ll be out of our sight for very long. 
 
    Slim and I spend the rest of the night with him lying in the small hospital bed with me. I curl my body around him and find a comfortable spot before I start running my hand up and down his chest. The smell of leather and cigarettes fill my senses and a calmness washes over me. I release a sigh and close my eye to get some much-needed sleep.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Twenty-Six 
 
    Slim 
 
    SHY’S BEEN HOME for almost a week now. I’ve been going to the clubhouse for the bare minimum time during the day while Maddie and the rest of the girls go spend time with her. Today, I’m sitting in my office getting ready to make some calls. We all need a vacation and I’m going to make sure all the clubs are ready to meet up and spend some time relaxing. 
 
    My first call is to Butcher, the President of the Phantom Bastards in Whitney Glen. We talk business for a few minutes so I can make sure everything is okay with his club before I get down to the reason for my call. 
 
    “Butcher, I bought some land and I want to have everyone down for a meet and little vacation. You’ll need to bring tents, RVs, or whatever you all want to sleep in,” I tell him. 
 
    “Okay. Where’s this land?” he asks. 
 
    “’Bout two hours from me. I’ll send you directions in a little bit.” 
 
    “Sounds good. When we doin’ this?” 
 
    “End of the week I want everyone to head there. We’ll spend a week there and talk about doin’ this every year from now on,” I let him know. 
 
    “That gives me time to put things in place here so we can make the trip. See you in a few days,” he says, hanging up the phone. 
 
    I repeat the process with Grim, Gage, and Renegade. They’ll all be making the trip to the land and we’ll go from there. Now I have to get with the girls and make sure they get what we’ll need for food and other necessities. Especially with the kids going. 
 
    Leaving my office, I make my way out to the common room. Shy and the girls are taking up one corner while the kids play close by. There’s a few men scattered about the room while the rest are out at work. The ones here are more than likely on break or have the day off. 
 
    “Shy girl,” I say, walking up to the table. “Need some help.” 
 
    “What’s up, babe?” Shy asks. 
 
    “Goin’ on a vacation at the end of the week. Our entire club, the other chapter of Phantom Bastards, both Wild Kings chapters, and Satan’s Anarchy. The only one I have to talk to is Blaze about the Nomads goin’. Need you guys to figure out what we’ll need for food and other shit for the kids and everyone there. There’s no cabins or anythin’ like that. Gotta go get some RVs and the single guys can stay in tents. As soon as you got those lists ready, gonna need you to get with the Prospects to get everythin’.” 
 
    “Okay. We can do that. Is there runnin’ water out there or no?” Sami asks. 
 
    “There’s runnin’ water but that’s about it. No electricity so whatever we do for music is gonna have to come from the RVs or a generator. I’ll leave you to it. Shy, I’ll be ready to leave in an hour or so,” I say, leaning down to kiss my woman before making my way back to the office. 
 
    Once I’m back in my office, I pull out the paperwork I got from the realtor. There’s a map of the property and I mark down where we’ll put everything for the week we’ll be there. I’m not sure what clubs are going to be bringing pussy for the single guys, but the girls better know the attached men are off-limits or they’ll be kicked off the property without hesitation. We’re going to have a good time and make sure everyone can relax. Not worry about some skank trying to get their man. 
 
    I mark out where I want the single guys and where the RVs for families will go. I’m sure most of the married men will have RVs so they don’t have to worry about their kids sleeping in tents and getting out easier. 
 
    Once I’m done marking out where I want everything to go, I pull out the blueprints and begin to mark where I want the buildings to go. Part of the reason I want Renegade and Psycho there is to talk to them about their construction crew handling the building of the compound I plan to make there for a getaway spot. It will have cabins built around the place. One large building will house the kitchen and dining room. There’s going to be a game room and I want a pond built too so we can spend time fishing or swimming when we’re there. 
 
    The small details can be figured out by the men on the construction crew. I just want to make sure there’s enough buildings we don’t have to depend on tents and RVs whenever we go out there I’ll also have Shy look at the plans before we head out so I can get her input in the decision as well. It’s important she feels like she’s part of the decision-making and I won’t make that mistake again. 
 
    Just as I’m putting the paperwork back in the folder, there’s a knock on my door. I call out for the person to enter and look up to see Blaze and Dozer making their way in my office. 
 
    They take the chairs in front of the desk and wait to see what I want. 
 
    “Thanks for comin’ in. And thank you for helpin’ with gettin’ my woman back. We’re all goin’ away at the end of the week. There’s gonna be a lot of clubs there and I want you to come out with us. Unless you have somewhere else to be,” I say, sitting back in my chair and pulling out a cigarette before lighting it up. 
 
    “Grim and Gage goin’?” Blaze asks. 
 
    “Yeah. They’ll be headin’ out at the end of the week with everyone else. You’re more than welcome to stay here and head out with us if you want.” 
 
    Blaze and Dozer look at one another before turning their attention back toward me. The President of the Nomad chapter nods his head to me and lets me know they’ll be heading to the land I bought. This is shaping up to be a big meet and I can’t wait to interact with all the guys at one time. It will also give Renegade’s guys a chance to get to know the Wild Kings. They’ve been around one another a few times, but nothing like the next week will allow them to do. 
 
    We spend some time in the office shooting the shit until I figure it’s time to get Shy and Kinsliegh home. She still gets tired easily and I know I’ve given her a lot to do with the help of the girls. I’m ready to get her home and have a quiet night in with my girls. The rest of the week will be busy enough. 
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    Killer, Playboy, Blaze, Dozer, and Tank have gone with me to pick out the RVs the families from the Phantom Bastards will be using. Grim and Gage said they’d make sure the ones they picked out will be getting delivered the same time ours are. So, they should all be there by tomorrow. We’re leaving the dealership when I realize we’re going to have to head out early to make sure they’re all set in place before everyone starts showing up. It’s going to be insanity navigating between the arrival of so many clubs and arranging the RVs somewhere. 
 
    I’ll have to get with everyone and see about arriving the day before everyone else. It gives us an extra day away and I can make sure things are set up. Shy’s been getting everything else ready for the past few days and she falls into bed exhausted every single night. 
 
    The only time we argue is when I’m trying to get her to take it easy. She reminds me she’s pregnant and not an invalid. I remind her she’s also recovering from a brutal attack at the same time. The quicker I can get her to the campsite, the easier it will be for her to relax and get off her feet for a while. 
 
    As soon as we get back to the clubhouse, I call attention to the few people that are sitting around the common room. Alex and Zach go round up anyone else that might be lingering in the clubhouse or out back. 
 
    After a few minutes, I begin talking. 
 
    “As everyone knows, we’re goin’ to the campsite in a few days. However, it’s goin’ to be hectic with everyone arrivin’ and tryin’ to get the RVs in position. So, I’m thinkin’ of us headin’ out the day before everyone else gets there so we can take care of all that,” I begin, looking around the room. “There’s enough people to get everythin’ in the right spot and unpacked. Then we can sit back and relax until the other clubs start showin’ up. Sound good?” 
 
    Everyone cheers their acceptance of the new arrangement. They’re all excited to be getting away. We’re the only club that’s shutting down our business. It’s not ideal, but I don’t want to leave anyone behind. The other clubs do what they want and I can’t dictate they have to shut down business in order to show up. 
 
    The girls lay out dinner and we stay at the clubhouse to eat before making our way back to the house. We’ll be leaving in less than two days and I know Shy is gonna have a lot to do in that time. We all do. I’ll help her as much as I can, but I have business to take care of at the same time. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Twenty-Seven 
 
    Shy 
 
    TODAY’S THE DAY everyone else will be showing up at the land Slim bought. I have to say, even though there’s nothing on the property, it’s beautiful here. The space is wide open and peaceful. He’s shown me the preliminary plans for building, and I’ve given him some suggestions to add to it. 
 
    We got all the RVs in place yesterday and today I’ll be making sure everyone knows where to get the tents set up. Slim and the rest of the guys here already will be gathering wood and other things to make sure we can have bonfires and the kids have sticks to roast marshmallows and stuff. 
 
    I’m surprised Slim is even letting me do that. Every second he wants me sitting down and resting to make sure nothing happens to the baby. That’s the main thing we fight about. I’m pregnant, not made of glass, and sick as hell. Although the morning sickness isn’t all that great. 
 
    Other than getting sick, I feel great and I’m not going to let Slim make me sit down constantly or not do the things I’d normally be doing. Especially when it comes to caring for Kinsliegh. We have to take care of her and lots of women take care of their children when they’re pregnant again. 
 
    “Shy, where do you want the food to go?” Jennifer asks, walking up to me with Sami. 
 
    “It can be set out on one of the picnic tables. The guys should be back soon and everyone else should be getting here shortly,” I tell them. 
 
    The girls get the food set out just as the guys walk back from gathering wood and placing it around the land for tonight. With more guys coming in, they’ll be able to collect more as needed. Knowing there’s nothing else I can do until everyone else gets here, I sit down after making a plate for myself. 
 
    Kinsliegh’s still taking a nap and I’m going to relish the silence and take some time for me. Once she’s up, I’ll be catering to her needs and I don’t have a problem doing that. For now, it’s nice to sit and relax without having to jump around. 
 
    “How are you doin’, Shy girl?” Slim asks, walking up behind me and placing a kiss on my neck. 
 
    “I’m doing good. Kinsliegh’s still sleeping so I’m resting for a bit,” I answer. 
 
    “Need anythin’?” 
 
    “No. I got my food and drink. I’m just waiting for everyone else to get here.” 
 
    “We’ll take care of it,” he says. 
 
    “Slim, we’ve been over this. I’m fine and I’ll be fine to walk around a bit. Don’t you think I’m going to sit on my ass the entire time we’re here,” I tell him, putting my fork down and turning to look at him. 
 
    “I know. I just want to make sure you’re okay since we’re so far from the doctor.” 
 
    Slim places another kiss on my neck before wandering over to Playboy. I’m sure he’s about to make sure I don’t have to walk around too much when the rest of the clubs get here. Too bad! I’ll be helping out any way I can and that’s my final thought on the matter. 
 
    [image: A close up of a logo  Description automatically generated] 
 
    I’ve been sitting here with Sami, Kim, and Gwen while the rest of the men and women finish getting everything set up. Butcher, Renegade, and Grim’s clubs have shown up. We’re just waiting on Gage’s club to get here. They’re on their way, but haven’t shown up yet. I’d be worried, but I know they have a drive ahead of them and they left a little later than they wanted to. That’s the thing with clubs, things crop up at the last second and they have to be taken care of. 
 
    For now, the clubs are so busy getting things set up that we’ve all kind of been kept separate. I haven’t had a chance to talk to the women from the other clubs other than to say ‘hello’ when they first arrived. That will change tonight though. We plan on keeping ourselves entertained while the guys compare dick sizes and try to show off in front of everyone. It’s bound to happen with this many men in one area and land that’s bare. 
 
    “Bitches, the party is here!” Hadliegh announces as she walks over and plops her ass down in the chair next to me. 
 
    I haven’t had a lot of interaction with her, but this time away will change that I’m sure. “Hadliegh, do you know the girls?” I ask amid my laughter. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Sami, Kim, Gwen, this is Hadliegh. She’s with Psycho from Satan’s Anarchy,” I say, making the introductions. 
 
    “Um, it’s Sam,” Sami says, looking around at us. “I’ve been meaning to say something, but I can’t stand being called Sami.” 
 
    Gwen, Kim, and I sit there in stunned silence as we take in the news Sam just dropped on us. Hadliegh looks around at all of us as more women make their way over to us. I cover my astonishment as I look around our growing group. Seeing my chance, I decide to diffuse the situation. 
 
    “Smokey, how are you?” I ask, seeing the man in question walking by us. 
 
    “I’m good, Shy. How are you?” 
 
    “Doing okay. So, are you expecting to see any more shows while we’re out here?” I ask, looking between Hadliegh and Smokey. 
 
    “Well, if you want to give one, I’ll certainly be there to watch. Though, I think Slim might kill me,” he answers on a laugh before continuing on his way. 
 
    The girls all look at me before turning their attention to Hadliegh. Yeah, I’m sure we’ve all heard the story about Smokey watching Psycho and Hadliegh have sex. Hadliegh starts laughing her ass off while the rest of us join in. It’s nice to relax and laugh for a while. Even with Kinsliegh in my lap and resting her head on my shoulder. It’s been a long day for her. 
 
    We spend the rest of the night talking and laughing while the guys make sure the fires stay going and that we don’t need anything. Everyone seems to be relaxed and not like they’re carrying the weight of the world on their shoulders. Even Slim seems to be relaxing and enjoying time spent with men he doesn’t get to see on a regular basis. Especially Butcher and his club. 
 
    “How’s the pregnancy going?” Bailey asks me after we’ve put the kids to bed. 
 
    “It’s okay. The morning sickness isn’t my favorite part, but other than that, I feel good.” 
 
    “How’s Slim with it?” Skylar asks. 
 
    “Overbearing and doesn’t want me to do anything. You know how it is.” 
 
    All the women who have had kids nod their heads in agreement. They’ve all been where I’m at right now and can sympathize with me. Especially Skylar, who has three sets of twins. 
 
    “Dad is just worried. You know he loves you and doesn’t want to see anything happen to you,” Maddie says. 
 
    “I know. He just needs to realize I’m not going to break. I’m pregnant and I’ll be fine just like every other pregnant woman throughout history.” 
 
    “He’ll calm down if you talk to him,” she says. 
 
    “No. We’ve had many talks about this and he just doesn’t understand where I’m coming from. It’s especially a battle when it comes to taking care of Kinsliegh. Poor Gwen is with me whenever he’s not so I’m not alone. And that means Killer’s on babysitting duty because they don’t trust anyone else,” I tell them. 
 
    “Killer has to be loving that,” Darcy says, laughing at the image of Killer playing babysitter to Gwen, Kinsliegh, and me. 
 
    I manage to sit with the women for about another hour before I start yawning and know that I need to go to bed. Kinsliegh will be up early and I need to rest. Slim will be on my ass soon and I don’t want him to get all overbearing in front of everyone. I know I won’t be able to hold my tongue and the last thing he needs is me going off on him in front of everyone here. 
 
    “Well, ladies, I’m going to head to bed. I’ll see you all in the morning,” I say, standing as I see Slim walking over to me. 
 
    “Night, Shy,” everyone calls out as I make my way to the man that makes my heart beat faster. 
 
    We walk into our camper and make sure everything is locked up before sliding into bed. I’m asleep as soon as my head hits the pillow. 
 
    The End . . . for now. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Slim’s Second Chance Playlist 
 
    Someday Never Comes – Creedence Clearwater Revival 
 
    Simple Man – Lynyrd Skynyrd 
 
    Even If It Breaks Your Heart – Eli Young Band 
 
    Like A Wrecking Ball – Eric Church 
 
    The Best Part Of Me – Lee Brice 
 
    Bring You Back – Brett Eldridge 
 
    Behind Blue Eyes – Limp Bizkit 
 
    Waste My Time – Saint Asonia 
 
    How You Gonna Act Like That – Tyrese 
 
    Love Me Anyway – Pink feat. Chris Stapleton 
 
    Save Today – Seether 
 
    Mercy – Brett Young 
 
    Cold – Crossfade 
 
    So Far Away – Crossfade 
 
    Last Stand – Adelita’s Way 
 
    Dance For You – Beyoncé 
 
    But We Lost It – Pink 
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