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Brantley ‘Wood’ Parker

I’ve lived my life the way that I want to; free. That’s why I joined the Phantom Bastards MC as soon as I graduated high school. Things are starting to escalate once again and I now have someone that means more to me than my own life to protect. Yeah, I’d lay down my life for any single one of my brothers. Jennifer, Wade, and Boy Scout are different. Boy Scout is my best friend and someone that I do everything with. Including our women. Now, we have to convince Jennifer that she’s it for us amongst all the chaos. Will I be able to get through the storm that’s brewing and make sure that my girl and best friend are whole? Will the club, my family, survive what’s heading for us?

Jennifer ‘J’ Hayes

I’ve had a horrible beginning to my life. More damage has been done to me in such a short time that I don’t trust and I refuse to give my heart to anyone but my son Wade. Two men have taken me away from the only life I’ve ever known and I feel so much for the two of them. But, they have the power to destroy me more than anyone else has ever had in my life. Can I take that risk? Will I ever be able to stop looking over my shoulder for the past that haunts me?

Thomas ‘Boy Scout’ Reed

I followed my best friend to the Phantom Bastards MC. Wood and I have known one another a long time and we’ve shared our women for as long as I can remember. One fateful day, our lives changed when we met the one person that could make us want to settle down permanently. She’s got a past that we need to overcome and it’s going to take work; work that we’re both willing to put in. Can I get over my past and doubts to be the man that Jennifer needs me to be? Will I be able to lay everything on the line and let her in the same way that we ask her to do? Or will chaos take it all away from us before anything begins?
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This book is dedicated to anyone that has ever been abused. It doesn’t matter if it was physical, mental, emotional, sexual, or any other form of abuse. Abuse is abuse. If you have been in a situation and made it out the other side, this book is for you. You are stronger than you know and a warrior! 
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Jennifer

MY STORY ISN’T pretty or remotely close to being all neat with a little bow on it. It’s horrible and riddled with pain, betrayal, and abuse-until two men decided I was worth saving; that it was time for me to live my life.

Growing up, I had a typical family; a mom, dad, sister, and me. My parents both worked their asses off to make sure we had everything we could ever want growing up. Torie, my older sister, was a spoiled brat. She wasn’t happy if she wasn’t torturing me or getting her own way. Her primary goal in life was to be the center of attention, while I preferred to stay in the background.

Torie could have all the attention, drama, and material things she wanted. My goal was to live under the radar until I was old enough to move out of the house. School was my main focus, and I worked hard for my grades. Friends and social life weren’t important to me. I wanted to get an education in accounting and get a good job. Unlike Torie, I wasn’t prepared to live at home until the man I was going to marry brought me into his house. 

I never planned to be someone’s trophy wife.

That all changed with one spilt-second decision from one individual-a decision that wrecked my family and changed my life in more ways than one-forever. In the middle of winter, Torie decided she had to have these boots. The popular girls at school were wearing them, which meant she had to have them too.

Anyway, my mom finally gave in, despite knowing no one should be traveling with the way it was snowing outside. The roads were covered in snow and ice, while the winds whipping around made the conditions even worse. On their way home, my mom hit a patch of black ice and lost control of the car. They went over an embankment and died on impact. At least, that’s what the cops told my dad. I was fourteen.

I helped my dad make the arrangements to bury my sister and mother. It was mainly me, a fourteen-year-old girl, making tough decisions. He basically started living on autopilot. The funeral service was held just after New Year’s Day. We couldn’t bury them yet because the ground was frozen.

So, for the next four months I took over the household chores, paid the bills with my dad’s checkbook, and made sure there was a hot meal every night when he got home from work. That was on top of going to school and making sure I didn’t miss a beat with homework.

My life changed even more the day we finally buried them. It was like something snapped in my dad. He started drinking every second, of every day, until he lost his job. Then he started taking everything out on me.

It was my fault my mom died. I wasn’t cleaning or cooking correctly. When the money stopped coming in, I was blamed for the bills not getting paid, and the utilities getting shut off. The day the foreclosure notice showed up in the mail, I was beaten because that was my fault too. My dad almost put me in the hospital with his brutality that night-and he never once apologized; for anything.

After that, I stuck around for a few more months, hoping my dad would snap out of his shit, and go back to being my dad. That hope lasted until my fifteenth birthday. He beat me so bad I ended up in the hospital.

I was scared about what was going to happen to my dad, so I lied to the cops and Child Protection Services. But I knew I’d never be able to live with my dad again. When I got out of the hospital, I packed as much of my stuff into a duffel bag as I could, and left my home. I figured my chances on the street were better than being stuck in a house with him.

Boy was I wrong!

I knew if I went to shelters, I’d be questioned and probably picked up by CPS. So, I found condemned and vacant buildings to sleep in. There was no way to shower, so I’d clean up in the bathrooms of stores.

Every day I was scared to death of the shadows that lurked in the dark, and the men that leered at me while I walked by looking for a hot meal or my next place to sleep. My only concern was protection from the elements, and how I was gonna put food in my stomach.

One night, I was getting ready to lay down and sleep for a few hours, because living on the street it was dangerous to sleep more than that. Just as I got ‘comfortable, I heard what sounded like a window being smashed in. A minute later, there was a loud thump on the old floorboards before someone swore. After another few minutes, a conversation started just below the room I was in. I was scared to death to check things out. But something told me that I had to.

So, I carefully and quietly began to make my journey down the short flight of steps. Standing in what used to be someone’s living room, four guys were setting up drugs and paraphernalia. They were talking about it being the biggest rave they’d have so far, and I knew it was time to vacate the premises.

Unfortunately, my trek upstairs wasn’t as quiet as I’d hoped. There wasn’t anywhere for me to hide, and I couldn’t jump out of a second story window, so I stood at the top of the stairs and waited for them to find me. Not exactly my brightest moment.

The first guy stopped when he saw me and went to turn back around. I sighed a breath of relief but immediately tensed back up. Trey, the guy behind him, decided he liked the looks of me. He made it his mission to keep tabs on me and offer me a place to stay with running water and guaranteed food.

I greedily accepted his offer without finding out exactly what was going to be expected in return. Trey was a guy everyone on the streets knew. His reputation was horrible, but I didn’t care at that point. I was exhausted, dirty, and repulsed by the life I was living.

Trey made me his whore. At first, he kept me all to himself. I couldn’t leave the dingy and drafty apartment we shared unless it was to run errands for him. When he got tired of me, of how inexperienced I was, he decided his friends could have a turn with me whenever they wanted. It didn’t matter what I wanted, and I could never utter the word no. Trey had me convinced no one would believe a fifteen-year-old, so I did what he said.

I was with him for a little over six years. In that amount of time, he had me stealing, conning people on the street, and fucking everyone he knew. While I was whoring myself out to his friends and associates, Trey was getting money, drugs, and whatever else he needed. Looking back, it was the perfect training for the next chapter of my life. The one where I got traded to a guy named Alan to cover a drug debt.

Alan made me a prostitute even though I was already pregnant by Trey. It wasn’t long before I heard Trey got in over his head, and was found in a ditch somewhere along the highway leading out of town. That was about eight months after I got traded to Alan.

For the last seven years, I’ve been working as a prostitute. Now, my only concern is keeping a roof over my son Wade’s head. I’ve been beaten and tortured, and have no self-esteem or confidence that any man will treat me different.

I don’t know any other way of life, honestly. But I’m determined to make something of myself one way or another, I’ll go to school and have a profession that my son can be proud of. I refuse to live life on my back with my legs spread forever. It’s just a matter of figuring out how to save enough money to run away and hide from Alan.

My saviors came in the form of two men wearing leather and riding bikes. I’ve had clients like them before, and I really don’t trust them. But, so far, they’ve gotten me out, taken care of Alan, and helped get me in a house I didn’t have to worry about the shadow people coming to find me. The shadow people, as I used to call them, come out of nowhere and take what they want to from you until you have nothing left to give.

The one thing I learned though, is that I’m never going to escape my past. Not in Dander Falls anyway. That’s why Wood and Boy Scout packed me up and brought me to Benton Falls where their club, the Phantom Bastards, is located.

I have the freedom to make my own choices again. Too bad I don’t know what, or if I’m going to be able to push the pain and trauma I’ve suffered away long enough to realize what’s right in front of my face-the one thing I’ve longed to have most of my life; love and protection.
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Boy Scout

THE LAST YEAR has changed our lives in so many ways. Jennifer and Wade moved to Benton Falls after she suffered an attack at the hands of one of her old clients. Nathan was a brutal man that thought he needed to violate women to get off. His violence against women is something Jennifer no longer has to worry about. We took care of him and made sure that no one will ever have to suffer his wrath again.

The club owns the property, and we built a few duplexes for when other clubs come to town or if the guys want to have their own space. Jennifer and Wade have a place there. She has her own space and can feel the freedom that comes with being on her own but at the same time, have around the clock security. One of the prospects is always with her. Most of the time it’s Alex. He’s been there to go to the store for her, make sure no one but Wood, Kim, and myself go there, and help with Wade if she needs it.

J’s apartment is two stories. On the first floor is a small living room with a kitchen. There’s a small area off the kitchen that holds a small table big enough for us to eat at and her to sit and visit with Kim or anyone else that comes over. There’s a half bathroom on the first floor and a laundry room.

Upstairs are two bedrooms and a bathroom. J has Wade’s room decorated in soft blues with a few toys sitting around. His crib is covered with a few stuffed animals. On the other hand, her room is almost bare. There are a few decorations downstairs that Kim has brought over for her, but that’s about it. Most everything she owns is for Wade.

I haven’t been over to see Jennifer and her son today. As soon as we got up, Slim called church, and that’s where we headed. Wood and I are sitting at the bar with Dez and Stryker having a beer before going into our meeting room. Before we can finish our drinks, Slim comes stomping in and tells us we have ten minutes before church. So, we all drain our drinks and make our way into the meeting room to take our seats as the rest of the guys straggle in as they get up or make their way to the clubhouse from wherever they were.

Waiting for Slim to make his way in, we all talk amongst ourselves. Our Pres must be taking care of something before he comes in to let us in on why he wanted to have church this morning. So, I turn to Wood and he’s looking down at the table, lost in thought.

“You talked to J today?” I ask, trying to figure out what’s going on with him.

“No. I was gonna call as soon as we get out of here. I think Kim said she had to go shoppin’ today though,” he says, finally looking up at me.

“Then, let’s take her shoppin’ when we get out of here,” I say, wanting to get our girl out of the house and out of her own head for a while.

“We can do that and then have dinner. Try to stay the night with her tonight. Nothin’ will happen, but I want to feel her body next to mine while we sleep,” Wood says, adjusting the hat on his head before pulling out a pack of smokes and lighting one up.

“Same here,” I murmur, sitting back in my chair as Slim slams open the door before slamming it shut.

The loud pounding of his boots against the floor shuts every guy in here up real quick. He’s pissed as fuck about something, and Shy isn’t here to calm his ass down. She had to leave town for a little while, and I honestly don’t know if she’s coming back. Things are so fucked up, and she was upset when she went to go see her aunt.

Slim’s fucking up with her, and he’s going to regret pushing her away the way he’s been doing. Everyone here can see the pain he’s causing, but he won’t listen and get his head out of his ass where she’s concerned.

There’s a vein popping in Slim’s neck as he roughly pulls his chair out and takes a seat. He lights up a cigarette and takes a few seconds to try to gain some composure before he begins talking. “We all know there’s a run comin’ up. I just got off the phone with Renegade from Satan’s Anarchy. He’s been spooked about an attempt to get the shipment of guns durin’ the exchange. So, I want more guys goin’ from here.

“Wood, Stryker, Killer, Dez, and Whino, you’re all goin’. I’ll send two prospects with you too. Everyone else will be on the ready in case shit goes south. Wood, I want you to find as many escape routes as you can between now and next week. The rest of you, I want goin’ over ammo, guns, and any other weapons that you’re gonna be takin’. You will all be comin’ back whole and safe. We’ll deal with any fallout afterward,” Slim says, running a hand down his face in frustration.

“If you’re both so worried about another club stagin’ an ambush, why are we goin’?” Grizzly asks, sitting up in his chair to wait for the backlash from our President.

“Cause, I’m not gonna let some bitch club come in and think they can control what we do. We’ll fight anyone that comes knockin’ at our fuckin’ door, and they’re goin’ to learn that. Anyone else got any fuckin’ questions?” Slim asks, letting his anger and frustration out on us.

“Yeah. Why don’t we change up the location so no one knows where it is until the day of the meet?” Ghost asks, leaning back in his chair after putting his smoke out.

“Because, that’s still controllin’ us, and it’s not gonna fuckin’ happen. The meet will go on as planned and that’s it,” he says, slamming his fist down against the table.

“You sure that’s the best plan, boss? Sounds to me like you’re hopin’ for a war with some other club. Even if this club is just after Renegade and his boys, we’re still puttin’ ourselves in the mix,” Hitter says, voicing an opinion more than one of us have.

“From what Renegade says, it’s nothin’ more than some pussy club lookin’ to make a name for themselves. If that’s what they want, we’ll make sure everyone knows their names,” Slim says, looking at everyone around the table. “I get you don’t think this is a good idea. I’m not sure that it is either, but Renegade doesn’t want to change anythin’. And I agree with him to a point.

We’ll be doin’ what they want if we start changin’ shit up and makin’ moves without really thinkin’ about it or scoutin’ new locations properly. So, we’re gonna do this drop as planned. The next one will probably be changed up, but for now, you know your roles. Anythin’ else?”

“We gettin’ ready for a lockdown in case shit goes bad?” I ask, wanting to know what his backup plan is.

“Yeah. Get the girls to start gettin’ shit ready. Make lists of anythin’ that’s needed on our end, and we’ll make one trip. Boys, I want all the girls that have come here recently inside the compound. Jennifer and Wade, Sally and Natalia, Kim, Gwen, and Samantha and Caleb. Every fuckin’ person is to be here by the end of the day. That understood?” Slim says, making sure we all know what our roles are as soon as we get out of here.

“What about Shy? You leavin’ her on her own?” Hound asks, looking at Slim while the rest of us find other places to look. No one ever questions Slim about Shy.

“Not your concern, Hound,” Slim says from between gritted teeth. “Shy is one of us and will be protected, and that’s all you gotta fuckin’ know.”

Slim slams the gavel on the table and leaves the room. A door slams and I know he’s gone in his office for the time being. Maybe he needs to get a workout in and get rid of some of the aggression he’s hanging onto right now. Shy is the only house bunny he’ll touch, and she’s not here. Fuck! This isn’t going to be any fun if he’s in this kind of mood with everyone around.

Wood and I make our way out of church and toward the door. There’s no point in having a beer with the guys or anything since we have to go get J and Wade. It’s going to be a fight, but hopefully, she’ll be okay knowing that Kim and the rest of the girls are going to be here too.

It’s not just going to be her here with the house bunnies. House bunnies are what we call the girls that stay here for our enjoyment. We find a release with them and in return, they get a roof over their heads and protection. Some of them work at Allure while the rest stay here and make sure the clubhouse is cleaned and stocked. No one is forced to be here, and I’ve seen more than one of the girls get their education paid for by the club before they moved on with their life.

“Ready for this?” Wood asks, throwing a leg over his bike as we get outside.

“Yeah. Think we should take her shoppin’ first or bring her here? She can pack what they’ll need before we leave,” I say, getting on my bike and sitting still while Wood figures out the best way to handle the situation.

“Yeah. We have a few hours before we gotta be here. Then, we’ll get Alex to get one of the vans and meet us at the house. Wade’s gonna need shit we don’t have here for him yet,” he says, sliding his shades on before turning his hat around and starting his bike.

It takes us minutes to get to our girl’s place. We made sure she wasn’t too far away from the clubhouse when she got here. That way, if she has any problems or is having a bad day, we can be here in no time at all.

As we pull up, she’s sitting outside on the steps with Wade toddling around in the grass next to her. Her long blonde hair is blowing in the slight breeze. It’s good to see laughter brightening up her face and making her look free and light as she watches her son play and see what he can find in the yard. J hasn’t smiled like that in a long time-not since the attack. The smile lights up her face to the point that her crystal blue eyes sparkle.

“Hey, beautiful,” I call out, loving the blush that creeps up J’s face at my words.

“Hey, guys. What are you doing here?” she asks, turning her attention back to Wade as he starts to head in our direction with a huge smile on his face.

“Need to talk to you about some things. And we wanted to take you shoppin’,” Wood says, bending down to pick Wade up.

“What things?” she cautiously asks, standing up and picking her glass up to take inside.

“Well, there are some things goin’ down, and we need to move you and Wade into the clubhouse for a little while. Kim and the rest of the girls will be there too,” I tell her, following her inside.

“Why is that?” she asks, turning to face us.

“Club business. All we can say is that Slim wants everyone at the clubhouse until further notice,” Wood says, walking up to her and resting his free hand against her cheek. “Babe, you know we wouldn’t do it if it weren’t necessary. You’ll be in our room, and we’ll make sure you got what you need.”

“I know you will. You both take care of us. I’m just a little nervous about bein’ around all the guys,” she answers honestly, standing between us. “I’ll do whatever you think is best though.”

There’s a nervousness as Jennifer walks around her house and gets things ready to go. She said she needs to go get Wade some pull-ups and a few new clothes because he’s been growing like a weed and is outgrowing the clothes he has. We know Jennifer doesn’t have a lot of money. Most of it comes from assistance she gets while she is healing and trying to get back on her feet.

She’s talked to Kim about wanting to find a job and has put a few applications in at a few stores around town. But, once they see that she really has no experience, her applications get dismissed. Wood and I have been trying to think of something she can do that possibly means she’ll be working for the Phantom Bastards, but we don’t want to seem like we’re pushing our life on her.

“So, what do I need to bring with me?” she asks, setting the diaper bag down on the end of the couch and stopping her movements for the first time since we pulled up.

“We’ll need somethin’ for Wade to sleep in, clothes for both of you, and anythin’ else you think either of you will need,” I say, pulling her into my side in a show of comfort. “We’re gonna head out and go shoppin’ before we worry about that. You’ll have some time to process this, J.”

She nods her head and picks the diaper bag back up. Wood picks Wade up again, and we make our way out to the SUV she’s been using. It belongs to the club, but we weren’t about to leave her here feeling stranded and alone.

So, Slim gave us the keys for one of them and told us to make sure she could drive it before we just left it to her. He didn’t want her being in over her head and not saying anything about it. So, I took her out driving while Wood sat with Wade. J did really good and told us to make sure we thanked Slim for her. Out of all the guys, he’s the one that makes her the most nervous.

Sliding in the backseat, J climbs in front with my friend. She settles in and we take off. Wade picks up the toy motorcycle we gave him and starts racing it across his car seat before looking at me. I smile down at him and wait to see what his next move is.

He hands me his bike, and I run it up and down the car seat before starting to roll it across his arm and down to his hand. Wade starts laughing and J turns back to see what’s so funny. She laughs as she watches her son try to bat the bike away from his body while I continue to race it along.

The smile on J’s face makes playing with her son worth it. I love Wade like he’s my own, but the smiles we get from his mom are so few and far between that they light up the room when we get to see them. It’s not a hardship to play with Wade or spend time with either one of them, and if that’s what it takes to make her happy and prove that we want nothing but the best for her, that’s what we’ll do.
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Jennifer

THE RIDE TO the store is silent other than Wade’s little laughter. It’s my favorite sound in the world. Wood and Boy Scout have brought this side out in him. He’s always laughing and playing when they’re around. They don’t get upset if he makes a mess of them or when he spills things. These two men are patient and I can see the love they feel for my son.

Alex is the same way. He’s the main one watching over us, but he’s a little standoffish. Don’t get me wrong, he’s always there if I need help and he plays with Wade when I need him to, but something is holding him back. Sometimes I see a look of regret and sadness in his eyes as he looks at my son. I haven’t asked him about it though.

I’m so lost in my own head I don’t realize we’ve been sitting in an unmoving SUV for a few minutes now. Long enough for Boy Scout to have gotten Wade out and put him in a cart while Wood sits with me. Looking over at him, I can’t help but think of how sexy he is.

“You okay Spitfire?” he asks, pulling my hand in his.

“Yeah. I was just thinking,” I say, leaving my hand where it is while a shiver runs through my body at his contact.

“Thinkin’ about what?” he asks, never letting me hide anything from him as he tries to get me to open up more and more.

“Alex. Something has happened to him. I see the almost haunted look he gets in his eyes when he plays with Wade,” I say honestly, never once taking my eyes from his blue, almost silver ones.

“I’ll talk to him, babe,” Wood says, pulling my hand up to kiss the back of it making me break out with goosebumps.

Nodding my head, I pull my hand away so we can get what we need and head back to the apartment. I’m nervous as hell about being at the clubhouse, but I need to start getting out and spending time with the men that have given Wade and me so much.

This club has given us a roof over our heads, they make sure we have food, and they pulled me out of not one, but two situations I was in. I don’t think they’d be doing all this if it wasn’t for Wood and Boy Scout. But, it’s time I get over my fear and start interacting with more people than the four currently in my life.

Getting out, Boy Scout patiently waits for us, pushing Wade around in circles. I swear, these two act like little kids when they’re playing with my son. I’ve never seen two grown men love and pay attention to a child that isn’t theirs. Hell, after the accident, it was like my dad forgot I was his child, and I was treated as nothing more than a burden.

“Ready to go?” Boy Scout asks, stopping the cart next to me and letting me take over pushing it into the large chain store that’s a one stop shop.

“Yeah,” I say, turning to look at him as we make our way inside.

I head directly to the baby section so I can grab pull-ups and a few snacks so Wade has something to munch on when we’re at the clubhouse. The men follow me and throw a few other odds and ends in the cart as I push it along. There’s no point in arguing with them because I know they’re going to do what they want to anyway. Wood leaves us as I find the aisle with the pull-ups, and I can just imagine what he’s going to look at now.

“Get what you need and don’t worry about it,” Boy Scout says, as I pick a box off the shelf and place it in the cart.

Boy Scout pulls another box down and puts it in the cart. I stare at him in astonishment that he’s just adding what I’ll need in another few weeks to the cart. These men anticipate our needs all the time, and then just give it to me. I don’t have to ask for it or say in a roundabout way that I need something.

Every day they amaze me, and I can’t help but feel the ice that I surrounded my heart with melt a little more. It’s the little things that mean the most to me, and that’s what is making me melt toward the men in my life. Because without a doubt, Wood and Boy Scout are in my life.

Wood walks back with a pack ‘n play and places it on the bottom of the cart. I know they said we needed something for Wade to sleep in while we’re at the clubhouse. As I look at all the stuff in the cart though, I can feel a fine sheen of sweat begin to cover my body as I panic. I’m not gonna have enough money for all this stuff. I only get so much money a month as I look for work, and this is going to wipe out my budget for this month.

“Stop, Spitfire,” Wood says, taking my hands off the cart and pulling me away from it. “I can see that you’re startin’ to panic. You don’t need to worry about payin’ for this trip. Boy Scout and I make more than enough for us to live comfortably, and we’re gonna help take care of you guys.”

“But,” I begin as he wraps a hand around my jaw and makes me look at him.

“We’ve told you that you’re ours. Now, we’ve given you time to work through things in your head. But, we’re done holdin’ back. Jennifer, you will be our ol’ lady, and we will be a family. We’re not the douche canoes that hurt you and made you feel less than you are.

“Boy Scout and I are strong enough to help you carry your load, and we’re goin’ to prove it to you. You just need to let us in,” he says, never once taking his eyes from me. I’m not scared at the way that he’s holding me; I stopped shrinking away from him and Boy Scout months ago.

No, I’m scared that this will all be too much for them to handle and they’ll leave me alone and shattered when they’re done with me.

“Let’s just take this a day at a time and see what happens,” I say, not wanting to commit to anything just this second. “For now, we’ll finish shopping and then head home.”

His face changes when I say that we’re gonna head home. I’m not dumb enough to think we’ll fit in that little apartment I’m in, or that we’re ready for that step. But, I do know that I have never felt the way Wood and Boy Scout make me feel without even trying. That’s why I’m scared I’m gonna get hurt by them.

For the next hour or so, we walk around the baby section and I pick and choose outfits for Wade. He’s getting so big. It seems like I just bought him a ton of new clothes, and he already needs more. I can’t wait to see what happens when he gets older and going through clothes faster than he is now. At this rate, I’ll have to start saving money now for things he’ll need when he’s a teenager.

Wood and Boy Scout pick out a few outfits they like for Wade, and I laugh as they hold them up next to my son for his approval. Anything they choose seems to have a theme; bikes or vehicles on it. Of course, it all catches Wade’s eye and they use that as their reasoning to get him what he wants.

It’s funny to see two badass bikers wandering from rack to rack, making faces at some of the clothes, while other times, their eyes light up when they find something they like. I almost forget the small talk Wood just had with me and live in the moment. Moments like this are rare and will be gone before I know it as my son grows and gets older.

Before we leave the store, they walk me over to the women’s clothing section. I don’t have a lot of clothes, and I’m good with what I have. They think I need more since the weather is getting warmer again though. So, I pick out a few pairs of shorts while Boy Scout disappears this time.

Wood is standing at a rack of shirts and tank tops that are pretty. Making my way over to him, he’s already got a handful picked out that he tosses in the cart when I come to a stop. My eyes bug out while I catch a glimpse of Boy Scout coming our way with a handful of nighties. I haven’t ever worn them, and I’m not sure that I want to now, as he places them in the cart that’s almost overflowing.

“Guys, this is way more than enough. Can we get out of here now?” I ask, feeling very overwhelmed and uncomfortable.

“What’s wrong?” Boy Scout asks, blocking my path.

“I’ve just never had a lot of clothes or possessions. The things that fill the house are for Wade. I’m content with the few things I have, and I don’t need to be showered with material things,” I say, trying not to sound like a bitch when I’m getting confused.

“Hey, we’re not tryin’ to upset you. We want to take care of you. No, we won’t always get you things, we’ll do other things to show you we care about you. But, I happen to know you don’t really have many clothes you can wear when it’s hot as balls out. So, we’re makin’ sure you have what you need. These items aren’t things you want, they’re things that you need. There’s a big difference there, babe,” Boy Scout says, his voice gentle and soothing as he talks to me.

“I get what you’re saying, I really do. But, I’m good with I have already,” I say, trying to argue my point further.

“No, you don’t. Let us do this Spitfire,” Wood says, stopping by the cart and turning it so we can head toward the checkout lines. “We’ll always have your back even when you think you have what you need.”
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Once we cashed out, Wood drove us to a little diner in town. We were supposed to be sharing a good meal filled with laughter and lightness. That’s something I haven’t experience-not since my mom was alive still. Tears build in my eyes as I think about my past. The family I once had and what it turned into. Some days, I really want to hate my sister and her selfish ways, but she’s dead and that makes me feel horrible about myself. So, I get out of my head and push those thoughts away in order to enjoy the moment that’s right in front of me.

“What can I get you?” The waitress asks, looking only at Boy Scout and Wood.

“Well, I’ll have an iced tea and a cup of milk for my son,” I say, asserting myself without letting the green-eyed monster that wants to surface take over.

“And what about you two sexy as sin men?” she asks, pouting her lips and trying to push her enhanced tits up to gain their attention.

“I’ll have an iced tea, and he’ll have a coffee,” Boy Scout says as Wood turns his attention toward me; completely ignoring the waitress.

“I’ll be right back with those so you have a minute to decide what you want to eat. There are options on, and off, the menu,” she says as my mouth drops open in shock.

“We’ll order from the menu and that’s it. Don’t want anythin’ other than our girl,” Wood finally says, dismissing the woman before looking over at Wade in a high chair at the end of the table.

“You guys deal with that a lot?” I ask, wanting to know what I’m truly in for with these two.

“It happens. You’ll see women hittin’ on us in public because of the cut and the bike. And you’ll see women from the clubhouse approachin’ us too. We haven’t been monks, J, but they don’t mean a fuckin’ thing to us,” Boy Scout says, lifting his gaze from his menu while talking to me.

“Oh,” I say. There really are no words I can say to that.

The reality of the situation is that I’ve probably fucked more men than these two have combined. It’s not something I’m proud of, but I was forced into my situation. There hasn’t been a single person I’ve willingly let inside my body or had their cocks down my throat.

I’m scared I won’t really be enough for the two men sitting with me, but I want to be. More than anything, I want to open up and not be afraid to live my life and start taking the chances I want to take. Like, being with Wood and Boy Scout. I’m not sure how it would work, but I have a feeling they’ll be able to explain everything I need to know.

“So, do you all know what you want to eat?” the waitress asks, coming back with our drink order.

“Yeah. I’ll have a burger and fries,” Boy Scout says.

“I’ll have the same,” Wood says, turning to look at me for my order.

“Um, I guess I’ll have a BLT with fries. And the kids chicken nugget meal,” I say, handing over my menu while she continues to bat her lashes and tries to flirt with two men completely oblivious to her attempts.

She huffs when she realizes she won’t be getting laid by either one of them. I bet she’d piss herself if she knew they were a package deal. That’s not my concern, though. The only thing I’m concerned about right now is keeping my nerves down about this whole lockdown situation that’s gonna happen once we get back to the house.

“I have a question,” I say, wanting to see if they can give me an idea about what I’ll be facing when I get to the clubhouse.

“What’s up, Spitfire?” Wood asks, turning in the booth to look at me.

“What’s gonna happen when we get to the clubhouse?” I ask, not knowing any other way to ask the question.

“We’ll get you guys settled in the room. From there, it’s your decision what you do. We’re not gonna keep you in the room if that’s what you’re askin’,” Wood says, answering my unasked question.

“Who all is gonna be there?”

“Well, all the guys, any ol’ ladies that are a part of the club, the house bunnies will be there, and all the girls will be there too,” Boy Scout says, reaching across the table for my hand. “If you want to go out in the common area, you can. You’re not gonna be forced to do anythin’ you don’t want to do. But, we don’t wanna see you hide away in our room either.”

“We’re all gonna share a room?” I ask, my nerves getting to me at the thought of sleeping with these two men.

“Yeah. Nothin’ will happen that you don’t want to happen, Spitfire,” Wood tells me as the waitress drops our food off.

“You wouldn’t have to wait with me,” she says, proving she’s been eavesdropping on our conversation.

“I’m losing my appetite. Can we leave?” I ask, knowing I’m not gonna be able to eat with this woman continuously trying to put herself in our conversation and get with them.

“Box this shit up,” Wood says, glaring at the waitress. “And send your fuckin’ manager over here.”

She looks terrified right now. I’m glad she does. It still doesn’t change the fact she’s been a pain in the ass since we walked in the diner. The way she’s acting right now, I was forced to act when Trey and Alan had me. There’s no one forcing her to basically pimping herself out to the men that walk in this diner to enjoy a meal. I’ll never come back in here to eat. Not as long as she’s working here.

The manager walks over to our table and Wood tells her what’s been going on since we took our seats. Our waitress is standing near the table, proving that she’s still trying to listen in and insert herself in our business.

Yeah, it’s about her this time, but she doesn’t need to know what he’s saying to her manager. She’ll find out soon enough I’m sure. As the manager listens to Wood talking, she looks over at the waitress in question. Her anger at what’s happened is written all over her face.

“I’ll make sure this doesn’t ever happen again in here. Your food will be boxed up, and then you’ll be ready to go,” the manager says, crooking her finger to the waitress.

“Can we get our bill?” Boy Scout asks, sitting back in his seat.

“It’s on the house after the atrocious way my waitress was acting,” she says, turning and walking away with the waitress following her.

I don’t want to see anyone fired, but this woman isn’t in the right line of work with the way she talks. Everyone admires someone they find attractive, but not everyone acts on it the way she did. There’s no way in hell I would’ve acted like this in a restaurant. Especially when there’s a woman with the men I found attractive; and a kid. Some people just don’t know how to be respectful.
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Chapter Three
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Wood

I’M PROUD OF the way Jennifer held herself together when that nosy ass waitress couldn’t keep her comments to herself. She didn’t make catty or snide comments to her, she simply ignored her. I know she doesn’t like that we’re clearly getting hit on and offered sex right in front of her. In fact, I’m sure it was eating her alive and making her think twice about us spending time with her. Unfortunately, this is a part of our life, and it happens. Boy Scout and I don’t want anyone but Jennifer, and we’ll make sure that she knows it one way or another.

What I am surprised about, is the way she acted when we put all the clothes for her in the cart. She doesn’t want anyone to do anything for her, and she sure as fuck doesn’t care about having more clothes than what she currently owns. The only time she spends money is when she’s buying something for Wade. He’s got toys, clothes, more than enough food, blankets for days, and anything else she can think of and afford to buy for him.

I love that she’s like that with him, and not a selfish cunt like so many other mothers that lived the life she did. Hell, we’ve seen enough prostitutes in our line of work, and life, to know that the ones with kids don’t give a flying fuck about them. I’ve even had more than one admit to me they were either popping kids out to get welfare or lied to their Johns about being on birth control. At that point, they don’t even know who their baby daddy is.

Now, we’re on the way back with the food that didn’t get eaten at the diner. It’ll be cold, but I’m not gonna complain. If Jennifer, my little Spitfire, didn’t want to stay there, I’m not gonna force her to. She’s been forced to do enough shit in her life and we’re not going to add to it. Unless it comes down to a matter of safety for her or Wade, we’ll help her do whatever she wants to do. She just needs to figure out what that is.

“How much time do we have before we need to go to the clubhouse?” she asks as we pull into the parking lot of the Benton Falls Apartments where she lives.

“Not a lot of time. We basically have time to warm our food up and eat before packin’ you and Wade up to leave.” I was gonna have Alex bring the van to gather anything she wanted to take, but we’re gonna have to follow her over in the SUV. That way we’ll have our bikes and she’ll have a way to get around if Slim says they can go out to the store or whatever else the girls are gonna want to do.

“Okay. I’ll warm up Wade’s food before I get things together. There’s really no point in unloading the SUV with our purchase today. We can take all that with us to use on this lockdown. It’s not gonna take me long to gather sippy cups and things like that before I’m ready to go,” she says, pulling Wade’s food out of the box and placing it on a plate to warm up.

I walk into the kitchen behind her and wrap my arms around her. She stiffens up for a minute before relaxing into my embrace. It’s the first time either one of us has gotten this close to her. But, I figure we’ll be sleeping in the same bed as of tonight, so she might as well get used to us in a physical capacity. Jennifer leans her head back against me as she watches Wade’s food heat up.

I close my eyes as I take in her warmth and smell. She smells like a fruit of some sort and something that is uniquely her. A smell I can’t get enough of, and my mouth waters at the knowledge that one day I’ll get a taste of her. We both will even if we have to ease her into it.

“You smell so good,” I murmur into her hair, running my nose up the side of her neck.

“I smell like baby stuff,” she says, laughing and pulling at my heartstrings with the sound of it.

“No, you don’t. Jennifer, one day we’re gonna be buried balls deep inside you. We’ll teach you things you’ve never dreamed about bein’ done to you. It’s gonna be because you want it to happen. We’ll never force you to do somethin’ you don’t want to do, but I’m lettin’ you know, this will happen. Soon.” I kiss her neck before letting her go so she can get his dinner out.

Boy Scout walks in the kitchen and puts Wade in the high chair. The little boy is babbling away to himself while holding onto his little bike for dear life. Every time I see him, he’s never without that bike. Or a different one we’ve gotten him over the last year. If we have our way, we’ll definitely have him into bikes more than he is now at one year old.

He’s a future member of the Phantom Bastards, and I don’t think Jennifer will have a problem because of everything the club has done for her. Yeah, they’re helping her because of us, but they’d help out even if we weren’t interested in claiming her for ourselves as our ol’ lady.

“You guys get your food warmed up, and I’ll get the rest of the stuff ready to go,” Jennifer says, handing the plate to Wade so he can start eating. I like that she trusts us to watch her son while she moves about the apartment in different rooms.

“You’re gonna eat too,” I tell her, putting my food in the microwave because it was the first container I opened.

“I know. Right now, I just want to make sure everything is packed up so we can leave as soon as we’re done eating. Like I said, it’s not going to take me long to get that done,” she says, heading down the hallway toward the bedrooms and bathroom.

I didn’t even think about getting things to keep at the clubhouse for when Wade needs a bath or something there. This lockdown isn’t going to be the only time they’re at the clubhouse. We’ll need to make sure we have everything he needs there in case anything happens.

I’m pretty sure that’s one of the reasons Boy Scout got an extra box of pull-ups when we were shopping. We’ll keep one there, and make sure that we get more for the apartment. There should be toys he can play with there when he doesn’t want to be around the rest of the kids or he’s just woken up from a nap. I’ll talk to Boy Scout, and we’ll see what we can do about slowly bringing some things in for him so Jennifer doesn’t lose her shit. I’m not doing this to buy either one of them. The reason I want to do this is to ensure that my family is as comfortable as they can be whenever there’s a party, function, or lockdown at the clubhouse.

Once my dinner is done, I put the next plate of food in. It’s Boy Scout’s, so he can eat. Jennifer’s is last. I walk to the table so I can eat my food real quick while he grabs his, and puts our girl’s food in next. If she were sitting out here with us, I would’ve made sure that hers was done after mine, but I’m going to give her the time she needs right now. Today’s been a lot to take in for her, and I don’t want her to get overwhelmed to the point that she shuts down and pulls away from us again.
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We’ve been at the clubhouse for a little while now. Jennifer has been in the room with Wade so that he can take a nap. Boy Scout and I have been trying to give her space so she can get used to being here. Kim has already been going crazy as she waits not so patiently in the bar. It’s not like she’s alone, the rest of the girls are here. And the ones that have kids have them sitting at a table in the corner so no one bothers them. They’re all pretty much claimed, it’s just a matter of that couple’s story taking place. And not my business.

I’m on my second beer when Jennifer and Wade emerge from the hallway our room is down. Wade’s toddling down the hall while my girl walks behind him and tries to keep him steady on his feet. I’m not sure what all’s on this floor, so I don’t want him crawling around on it. I’ll have to make sure she knows that, and the house bunnies clean real good before any of the kids get down on the floor. It’s different now because we’ve never really had kids here but they’re here now, and we have to remember that.

“Spitfire, your friends are over there,” I say, nodding my head in the direction of Kim and the rest of the new girls.

She nods at me before directing Wade over that way. A smile graces her face as Kim stands up and makes a spectacle for the little boy. She’s crouched down with her arms out as his little legs move faster and faster toward her. Jennifer has a small smile on her face at the antics of her friend. She’s too nervous with all the guys sitting around having a beer or two to be truly happy right now.

“I’m glad to see that she came out of the room,” Boy Scout says, sitting down next to me at the small table I plopped my ass at.

“It’s gonna take time. Right now, we don’t have any choice but to keep her here for lockdown. After that, we’ll slowly bring her around more and more,” I tell him, watching her interact with everyone at the table.

“Let’s give her some space but make sure we bring her back to the room if we see her getting uncomfortable,” he murmurs around the beer bottle at his lips.

Before I can say anything, Killer is going after Clayton, one of our prospects. Apparently, he didn’t like the way he was looking at Gwen. Killer’s a quiet guy, but when he’s pissed, you know it. Everyone in town can probably hear him as he yells at the prospect about keeping his eyes off Gwen. She’s a young girl that’s been through a lot of shit. I’m not sure of how bad she still is after we rescued her from her demented as fuck father.

My eyes cut to Jennifer as a set of arms wrap around my shoulders. An overwhelming smell of horrid perfume assaults my senses and I immediately know who’s behind me-Ginger. She’s a house bunny that’s had her eye on Boy Scout and me for a long time now. It’s never gonna happen, and we’ve told her that more than once.

“Get. The. Fuck. Off. Me. Now!” I holler out, pulling her arms off me as I look at our girl. She’s devastated and I can tell that she’s about to run.

“Baby, you know you miss me,” she says, as Collette walks over to join in.

“We’ve never touched your skank ass,” Boy Scout growls out as he stands up. “Get the fuck away and go back to your rooms. You’re not even supposed to fuckin’ be out here right now.”

“None of these bitches are ol’ ladies. They’re just pieces of ass that the club is protecting,” Collette says, trying to sit down on my lap. That’s not gonna happen, I think as I stand up so she has nowhere to sit.

“They’re good enough as an ol’ lady. Besides, they’re sure the fuck better than your wet, sloppy holes,” I say, leaving the table and making my way to Jennifer and Wade.

“You’ll regret turning us down when that bitch can’t satisfy your needs for long,” Collette shouts out as the room goes quiet.

“Get back to your rooms and don’t fuckin’ come out again!” Slim shouts, making an appearance from his office at the ruckus we’ve caused. “Alex, get the fuck on the door and don’t let those two out. None of them belong out here right now.”

I grab Wade from Jennifer and then pull her into my side. Boy Scout is right next to us as we make our way to the room. We need to explain some things to her so she doesn’t get upset and think things are going on that aren’t. We would never touch one of these sluts when we have the chance to be with Jennifer.
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Chapter Four
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Jennifer

WE’VE BEEN AT the clubhouse for a few hours now and I am so confused and don’t know what I’m getting myself into here. Kim took me on a quick tour of the clubhouse earlier. There are girls that you can plainly see are there trying to get any man they can to notice them. For the most part, they don’t care if the man is involved with someone or not.

Sitting in the common room, I look around. This is the room that we all walked into and it’s huge. There’s a long bar off to the side and tables fill most of the remaining area. Toward the back of the room there are a few pool tables and a dart board set up. Opposite of the bar is an area that holds couches and a few large TVs mounted to the wall. They’re not on right now as music is playing throughout the entire room.

There’s two hallways. One holds the rooms that we’re all staying in while the other one has the storeroom for the bar, Slim’s office, and another door that’s always kept locked. Kim said that this was where church was held and no one is allowed in there except the patched members.

Off the common room, there’s a kitchen that holds a long table and several smaller tables. The stove, refrigerator, and freezer remind me of ones that you’d find in an industrial kitchen. I guess when you’re cooking for as many people in the clubhouse, you’d need that.

There are two women in particular that are eyeing me like they want to kill me where I sit. Kim, Sam, Gwen, and I are sitting at a table in the corner. The guys have been playing pool while I talk to the girls. Well, more accurately sit around and watch everyone in the club together.

“Why do those two keep looking at you like they want to kill you?” Gwen asks.

“I don’t know. It’s been that way since I walked through the door with Wood and Boy Scout. I don’t have a claim on them so they can go fuck them if they want to,” I say, sipping my beer as I continue to look around.

“Girl, those men are all about you. You’re the only one they see,” Kim says. “Let them think what they want, and don’t pay them no mind.”

Nodding my head, I stand up and walk toward the hallway so that I can check on Wade. He’s been sleeping, and Trinity, one of the house bunnies, has been in the room with him. As I walk down the hallway, I’m suddenly forced against the wall.

My fight or flight instinct kicks in as I’m roughly turned to face the two girls that have been giving me the evil looks. They each let their gaze wander over me from head to toe before sneering at me.

“I really don’t see what Wood and Boy Scout see in you. It must be their need to protect you from something. Let me tell you that they’re going to be in our bed whether you’re here or not. You have no claim on them, and they don’t want you,” the redhead says, getting up in my face as the blonde stands back.

“What are you talking about?” I ask.

“You think you’re untouchable and that Wood and Boy Scout want you. We’re here to tell you that they don’t. Those two men are ours and we’ll beat you down if you try to take them from us,” the blonde says, shoving her friend out of the way so that she can now be in my face.

“Do we have a problem here Collette and Ginger?” Killer asks, walking up to us and stepping between them and me.

“No. We were just saying hi to the new girl,” the blonde says, running her hand down his chest.

Killer grabs her hand and flings it from his body. “Not what it sounded like to me. How about you two go clean the bathrooms, and I’ll go let Slim know that’s where you are. One of you in the men’s and one in the women’s.”

I go to say something to Killer only to watch him walking back toward the common room. I’m not going to be standing here when those two show back up, so I finish making my way to the room that the guys put us in earlier. My body is shaking from nerves after being confronted by the girls, so I take a minute to calm myself down before walking into the room.

“He’s still sleeping. Hasn’t made a sound since you left,” Trinity says.

“Thank you. I think I’m going to go to bed myself,” I say.

Trinity stands up from the couch and makes her way out of the room. I walk in the bathroom after grabbing my shorts and tee and quickly get changed and ready for bed. By the time I walk out of the bathroom, I nearly scream with Wood and Boy Scout walking through the door that I locked after Trinity walked out.

“What are you doing?” I ask, walking to the bed and pulling the covers back.

“Goin’ to bed,” Wood says.

“Oh. Did you need something?” I ask.

“Nope,” Boy Scout says.

They begin to strip and my mouth waters as they take their shirts off after laying their cut over the chair in the corner. Once they begin to undo their jeans, I turn my head so that I don’t have to see them. Instead, I listen to the soft commotion they make while getting ready for bed.

I’m lying on the edge so I can quickly get to Wade if he wakes up. Boy Scout walks to the other side of the bed and climbs in. Wood stands in front of me and just looks down for a minute.

“My side, Spitfire,” he says.

“Oh.”

I move over closer to Boy Scout while Wood climbs in bed. I’m ready to climb out of this bed and sleep on the small couch that’s in the corner of the room. I’ve never slept in bed with a man, not even Trey. This is freaking me out; making me wonder what they’re going to expect from me tonight.

“Wanna tell us what happened in the hall with Collette and Ginger? And why you’re shakin’ right now?” Wood asks, turning to face me.

“They were just telling me that you were gonna be in their beds and I have no claim on either one of you. It’s fine,” I say.

“No, it’s not fine. Those two girls have no claim on us and they had no right to corner you where no one else was. They knew what they were doin’,” Boy Scout says.

The three of us lie on the bed in silence. I know Wood asked me another question, but it’s not necessarily one I want to answer. Hopefully he forgets and leaves me alone.

“They’re bein’ taken care of as we speak. Now, why are you shakin’ so bad?” Wood asks, dashing my hopes of getting away without answering.

“I’ve never slept in a bed with anyone other than Wade. I don’t know what you two want from me tonight, and I’m ready to move onto the couch,” I say.

“Not goin’ anywhere,” Wood says, pulling me into his body. “We don’t expect anythin’ from you until you’re ready to take that step. For now, we just want to sleep in bed with you, and feel you between us.”

“Okay,” I say, trying to get comfortable.

I lay down and the heat from them engulfs me. Wood and Boy Scout keep their hands to themselves, but they get as close to me as they can. In a strange way, they’re warmth and knowing that there’s no pressure to have sex helps me feel secure. These two men are once again showing me that they care about me enough to make sure I don’t feel obligated to do anything with them.

I let their body heat wrap around me and lull me into sleep. No nightmares haunt me as the blackness takes over and pulls me under to sleep.
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Chapter Five
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Slim

I KNEW THAT some of the house bunnies would be a problem, but Collette and Ginger are going to have to be watched more than I initially realized. Killer came out of the hallway and told us all what happened between them and Jennifer. He also told us that they were made to clean the bathrooms. The men all got a good laugh at that because they all hate that job.

For now, I’m going to keep Alex on them and make sure that they don’t cause any more problems. If they do, they’ll be out of the clubhouse for the remainder of the lockdown and kept on probation for an extended period after that. These girls will fucking learn that they are not to mess with an ol’ lady or any of the women that came here for our protection.

Walking into the bathroom, I see Collette standing there, not doing a damn thing. When the door closes, she looks up and sees me standing in front of her with my hands on my hips.

“You know this isn’t gonna clean itself, right?” I ask.

“I don’t see why I have to do this at all,” she says.

“You and Ginger confronted Jennifer in the hallway. There’s no reason for you to act like a jealous bitch when you have no claim on any man here. Your sole reason for bein’ here is to spread your legs and make sure the place is clean. What don’t you understand about that?

“These women don’t need you to get in their faces and act like you run the place when that’s not even close to bein’ true,” I say. “Now, you’re gonna clean this bathroom until it shines or your out on your ass. First, we’re gonna have a little chat with the rest of the house bunnies.”

I lead Collette from the room and open the door to call Ginger out before rounding up the rest of the girls. This is the only time I hope to talk to them while we’re here. Or, the guys are gonna end up looking for new house bunnies.

“I’m in charge here and you girls have had it too easy apparently. There is no reason that you can corner a woman in this clubhouse and try to assert any form of dominance. You have two jobs in my clubhouse; keep the men that want you satisfied and clean the fuckin’ place. None of you are ol’ ladies and in all likelihood will never become an ol’ lady. If I see you tryin’ to bully one of the women, get out of doin’ somethin’ a member told you to do, or anythin’ else no one here likes, you’ll be out on your ass,” I say, turning my attention to Collette and Ginger.

“You two are officially on probation until further notice. If there is one more incident involvin’ either one of you, you’re out of the clubhouse. You won’t be let back in and no one from here will talk to you or acknowledge you in any way.”

The girls begin to walk away and I can see that Collette and Ginger are for sure going to be problems. Their heads are bent together as they walk back out toward the common room instead of the bathrooms. I yell at them, telling them to get back to work. Collette turns to look at me before they change their direction and go back to work.

I find Alex and let him know to keep an eye on the two club bunnies. He takes off to do what I asked him to as I walk up to the bar. Zach hands me a beer without me having to ask him. Looking around, I see all the men spread out around the room while the women that are here for protection are huddled in one corner.

This is the time that I wish Shy was here, but she’s not. I spend more time pushing her away because of my own hang-ups then I do anything else. Shy is the only woman that has gotten under my skin since Maddie’s mom. I refuse to put a target on her back though, so I push her away.

Taking a deep breath, I walk to my office and shut the rest of the clubhouse out. I sit down at my desk and wonder if I’m getting too old for this job. The younger men are more than capable of taking over the club. I could just fade away into the background. But, I’ve never done anything else in my life. I’ve always been a member of the club. Maybe I just need a vacation or something.
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Chapter Six
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Jennifer

WE WERE ON lockdown for almost two weeks before Slim finally decided we were safe enough to go back to our lives. I’d like to say those two weeks were okay, and nothing terrible happened but some of the house bunnies were all over the place, and it didn’t matter to them if the ol’ ladies were there or not. I wanted to shrink away from everything. Wood, Boy Scout, and Kim wouldn’t let me do that though. So, I got used to being around everyone in the club and sat back to watch the interactions of everyone surrounding me.

There’s definitely a hierarchy to the club. The men are all at the top of, followed by the ol’ ladies. After that comes any friends of the club and the hang arounds. At the very bottom of the hierarchy come the house bunnies. Kim, the rest of the new girls, and I watched them try to worm their way into any of the brother’s bed that they could.

Since I’ve been in the position of sleeping with countless men by force, I have a different opinion of what they’re doing than most of the others. Don’t get me wrong, I find it pathetic, like the rest of the girls, that they’ll do whatever it takes to catch one of the men’s eyes.

There’s a desperation that isn’t typical when it comes to someone finding a member of the opposite sex for whatever type of relationship they’re looking for. I also see it as them being women that know what they want and are going after it. Yes, it’s wrong if the man is in a relationship, but they make their feelings known. There are days I wish I could be like that.

I got comfortable around the guys in the club during the lockdown. They still scare the shit out of me, especially Killer, but I see how much they respect one another and the way they’ve treated us. It was never about degrading us, making us do what they wanted, or treating us no better than their slaves.

These men have made sure that Kim, Sally, Samantha, Gwen, and I have what we need and that we’re not going without. If we’re hungry, they make sure we have food, and that we’re as comfortable here as we can be given whatever circumstance we’re coming from. The only people I’ve had problems with are the house bunnies as they think we’re stepping on their toes and can’t stand us being here. More than once they were put in their place by one of the men.

Honestly, I’m even more confused about Wood and Boy Scout than ever. We shared a bed for the entire two weeks, and neither of them tried a single thing with me. When I questioned them about it, they said I wasn’t ready, and they weren’t going to push me into anything. If anything were going to happen, I’d have to initiate it.

So, I slept surrounded by their heat every night, and I’ve never felt safer than when being wrapped in their strong arms. That’s not to say I don’t want to be with them, because I do. It’s just a matter of wrapping my head around being with two men at the same time, and it being about more than sex.

“Jennifer, you here?” Kim calls through the door of the apartment.

“Yeah. Just cleaning up the kitchen. Come on in,” I say, placing the last of the breakfast dishes in the drying rack.

“Brought you something that you can borrow for a while,” she says, walking in with a bag over her shoulder. “Wade taking his nap?”

“Yeah. He had a rough morning,” I tell her, sitting down at the table too.

“You talked about wanting to go to school after getting your GED. So, I brought you my extra laptop to use. We can figure out what you need to do for your GED testing, and then you can look up colleges in the area. There’s no point in putting this off when it’s something that you want to do,” Kim says, opening the bag up and taking out her computer.

Tears well up in my eyes from her generosity. She doesn’t have to do anything to help me, but she is. They all have in their own way. Kim is the one that’s been there for me since moving here, but now, I’m getting to know the rest of the girls too. Hell, some of them even have apartments here, and I never realized it. It’s time to break out of my shell and start living life-a life that I’ll make into what I want it to be.

“The girls will be over soon. Sally was going to wait until Natalia woke up from her nap before stopping by. I think the rest of them are making a run to the store for drinks and snacks before they get here. Tonight, we thought we’d grill out and have a little party now that lockdown is over with,” she says after putting her password in so the computer will boot up. “I’ll write this all down for you along with the internet password Alex gave me.”

“Okay. Thank you so much for this, Kim. You don’t have to do this,” I say, sitting back in my chair.

“I know I don’t. But, there’s a fire in you that’s slowly coming back. If I can help you reach your full potential and beyond, then I’ll do anything I can to help. Where’re the guys?” she asks, turning her attention back to the computer.

“At work. I’m not sure what that even means, but I don’t question them,” I say, standing up to get a glass of water. “We’re all just gonna hang here today?”

“Yeah. You good with that?” Kim asks, turning her attention to me.

“I’m good. It’s a shock after being locked in the clubhouse for a few weeks is all. I didn’t realize how much I was still hiding away from everyone,” I say with a shrug of my shoulders before taking my seat at the small kitchen table again.

“Alright. Let’s get some work done before they all get here,” Kim says going back to business.

We spend the next hour or so on the computer looking up testing sites, dates, and review courses offered in Benton Falls for GEDs. I make a call to the one that’s the closest to me and set up an appointment for tomorrow to go meet with Mrs. Swimely.

She’s been in education for over thirty-five years. She started out as a teacher and then moved onto being a substitute teacher when she retired. Now, she manages the office for individuals wanting to get their GED. I explained my situation in minimum detail when she asked what I was looking for as far as preparation goes. Then she explained I would take a practice test to see what I needed the most help on before we started doing anything. It makes sense to see where I’m at and skip over the things that I already have a good concept of.

Kim then talked me into looking at some of the colleges that aren’t too far from us. There’s a community college that has a good accounting program from what I can tell. I filled out an early enrollment page, with some good-natured ribbing from her. In the comments section I made sure to explain that I was beginning to go for my GED and that I understood that I can’t fully enroll until that point in time. For now, I’m content to just be taking these steps, and get further information about the courses I’ll need to take and how much everything is going to cost me.

Sitting back in my chair, I take a deep breath. A feeling of accomplishment fills me and I relish in the lightness that I feel. I’m beginning to take the steps that I need to become a productive member of society and earn my own living. I know it’s not going to be easy at all, but I’m done sitting on my ass and watching the world pass me by.

Wade, and everyone I’m surrounded by, deserve more than that. But most importantly, I deserve better than that. The way I lived in the past is just that; the past. It’ll stay there so that I can begin to move on and become a better person. One that’s not afraid of every little thing around me.

As we go to sit in the living room, the pitter patter of Wade’s feet walking down the hall toward us reaches my ears. He runs directly to Kim as soon as he sees her. It’s his thing. He loves Kim, Wood, and Boy Scout as much as me. My heart warms to see the connection he’s able to form with others in our life now. It’s not like we had a lot of people surrounding us that I wanted him to get attached to before. Our life has changed though and I love the positive and strong people he has learned to trust and show his love to.
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The girls have been here for a few hours, and we’re sitting outside watching the kids play in the grass behind my apartment. I love that no one can see us back here with the way the apartments were built. They’re built in a large square with a huge grassy area all the tenants share. Wood brought over a grill after he was done with work, and I’m guessing a few of the other men will be stopping by since he was on the phone telling someone we were all here.

“Jennifer, so when you gonna fuck those two?” Samantha asks me. She’s the most outspoken one of us all.

“Well, um, I don’t know,” I say truthfully.

“I can tell you that if I had their attention, I wouldn’t be fucking wasting a second of it. Especially with those bitches sniffing around them all the time like they do. Those bitches are gonna be the death of me if I have to watch them climb all over Playboy every second he’s at the clubhouse,” she says, watching her son Caleb follow Wade and Natalia around the yard.

“I don’t like them either,” Gwen says, piping up for one of the first times today.

“I don’t think any of us like them,” Sally says, sitting down next to me. “I’ve been where they are, with the Wild Kings. Though, I can say I never, ever went after one of the men that were taken. Even if they hadn’t claimed their ol’ lady yet. There’s a line that shouldn’t be crossed, and these bitches here don’t know what that is.”

We all nod our heads in agreement. I turn and watch as Wood gets the grill going while Boy Scout is inside getting the steaks and other meat prepped. If they want to cook tonight, I’ll let them. It gives me time to hang out with the girls, and let the kids get some much-needed air and play time outside. So, we all sit and gossip while I keep stealing glances at Wood and Boy Scout when he brings out the platter of meat and a few beers for them. These men are slowly digging their way under my skin.
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Chapter Seven
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Boy Scout

IT’S BEEN NICE as hell watching J open up more and more each day that passes. Before the lockdown happened, I didn’t think she’d ever be ready to spend the day with the girls that came here for whatever reason. She’s still quiet, much like Gwen, but she’s opening up and talking to them.

Of course, she’s not talking about her past and I don’t know if she’ll ever be ready to talk about that. We only know a small bit of it, and that’s enough to turn my stomach. It’s not enough to make me not want her, but the hell she went through alone is sad. She’s a fighter and stronger than she realizes. That’s why Wood calls her Spitfire.

As I walk outside, she turns in her chair, keeping an eye on Wade and looking over toward where Wood is by the grill. She flashes a small smile as I hand over the platter of food. I return it before turning my attention to Wood as he catches the slight interaction. He’s doing his best to act like he doesn’t know she’s watching us while they sit a few feet away and talk.

“You think she’s comin’ around to the idea of us?” I ask.

“She is. Right now, I’d say she’s fightin’ what she wants, but she knows we’re the ones for her. It doesn’t help that she still wants to hold everythin’ in, and not let us help carry that burden for her,” he says.

“I know. It’s not fair that I want her to open up to us and I won’t open up to either one of you,” I say, taking a long pull from my beer as Wade toddles over to us.

Picking him up, the grill has his complete attention. Yeah, we’re not gonna get too close to that with the way he’s staring at the fire in the bottom. Turning around, I start pointing out little things in the yard until he stops trying to look over my shoulder. Especially once the sizzling starts when Wood puts the meat on. The entire time, I can feel J’s eyes on me as she takes in the scene before her.

“Anyone home?” someone calls out from the side of the building.

“Back here,” I say, knowing that it’s Killer and Playboy. Figured they’d be stopping over sooner than later.

“Stryker and Fox are on their way over too. Got enough for us?” Playboy says, zeroing in on where Samantha is sitting.

“Yep. Figured you fuckers would be here before we ate,” Wood says, taking another pull from his beer.

“They all doin’ good?” Killer asks, never once taking his eyes from Gwen and the way she’s holding herself back from the group.

“Yep. She’s been talkin’ a little bit. Still quiet as hell, but J has been makin’ sure she’s a part of the conversation,” I say, setting Wade down so he can go play with his friends.

Playboy walks over to Samantha and says something to her. Her face blushes a deep scarlet before she stands up. He takes over her seat before she sits back down in his lap. Killer soon makes his way over to the group of girls and sits down in front of Gwen on the ground.

She’s looking down at him with a confused look in her eyes. She wants him but doesn’t know how to tell him. Killer confuses her because he likes to stay to himself and can be a scary fucker when he needs to be. Gwen has seen it firsthand but didn’t let it push her away from him. She’ll get to where he needs her to be before he takes her. He’s biding his time for now; much like Wood and me.

“Go sit with her. Push her boundaries a little bit,” Wood says, looking up from the grill in front of him, his face a light shade of red while a sheen of sweat covers him. “Go. I’ll get my chance later on.”

Making my way over to the group, I watch as J waits to see what I’m gonna do. Yeah, I’m not sitting on the ground in front of her. “Stand up, babe?” I ask, waiting to see how she’ll play it.

Wordlessly, she stands up and waits for me to take her empty seat. As I get comfortable, I see her looking at the chair that’s sitting empty between Kim and Sally. Knowing where her head is, I tag her around the waist and pull her down into my lap. J lands with an oomph as she turns her face toward mine. We’re so close it wouldn’t take much to kiss her right now. I won’t push her that much though.

“Just relax,” I murmur so only she can hear me.

After a minute, she leans into my body and makes herself comfortable. With the way she’s moving around in my lap, my cock starts to rise. I’m not gonna hide what she does to me, though. She’s gonna start getting used to it now and realize what she actually does to someone that wants her for her, and wants more than a quick fuck.

A soft gasp escape her plump lips, and I know she feels me under her ass. J turns her head toward me again and her cheeks are stained pink. Instead of making her look childish as hell, she looks sexy. This is her choice to stay with me and settle in while there are other people around. It means that she’s more than a little comfortable with us.

Tonight will be the challenge though because we’re staying the night with her. We’ve never slept in her apartment but tonight that changes. It’s a matter of time before she’s in the house we bought, and we’re getting her ready for that.

We all sit around and talk while dinner is cooked. Fox and Stryker show up and join the circle after stopping to talk to Wood for a few minutes. I can feel J starting to get a twitch in her, and I tap her thigh to get her attention. Once she’s looking at me, I make sure I have her full attention.

“I’m sure Wood could use a cold beer,” I tell her, giving her a chance to go over and see him without making a big deal out of it. That’s what she wants to do; she just doesn’t know how to tell me that.

“Okay,” she says, looking a little relieved before she pushes up out of the chair.

I watch her walk in the house and wait to see how long it’s going to take her to come back outside. If it’s too long, one of us will have to go in and get her. She surprises me though and walks back out with more than one beer.

J walks over to Wood, and I watch as she hands him a beer before tucking a piece of hair behind her ear. There’s a bit of color to her face and, I know this is out of the norm for her. I’m proud she’s taking this step though. It shows that eventually, she’ll be ready for more to happen between us.

“Where’re things at with her?” Playboy asks once Samantha has vacated his lap.

“It’s gettin’ there. We’re givin’ her the time she needs, but makin’ sure she knows we’re here for her,” I tell him, watching as Wood begins to pull the food off the grill and J brings the rest of the beer over to us. I’ve never seen her drink. Not even a sip of a beer or anything.

“Good. Everyone here can see there’s a fire burnin’ in her that’s just waitin’ to come out. She’ll make a good ol’ lady,” he says as Wood calls out to the kids to come get their plates.

I guess it’s a good thing we picked up some pre-made salads and stuff from the store before we came over earlier. We knew the guys were gonna come over here tonight, so we made sure to grab food, beer, and a few things for snacks later on.

We might end up starting a small fire so the kids can try a s’more. We’ll see how the night plays out though. Wade’s already getting tired, and I know it’s just a matter of time before he gets cranky and doesn’t want to do anything or be around anyone else.

Once we’ve all made a plate and Wood has joined our little circle, I watch as J takes a seat on the ground so she can help Wade eat while eating her food at the same time. I want to give her my chair and take her place, but Wood slightly shakes his head ‘no’ when he sees my intentions. He wants us to be there for her, but not make her feel like we’re trying to take over her life. That will just end up pushing her away in the long run, and it’s not what our goal is.

“So, Jennifer, did you tell them what we did today?” Kim asks, trying to look innocent while shoving a bite of food in her mouth.

“No. Um, I’ll tell them later on,” she says around a mouthful of food.

“What’s goin’ on?” I ask, curiosity getting the better of me.

“Can we please talk later?” she asks, looking up at me while a blush tints her neck and cheeks.

“Yeah, Spitfire, we can talk about it after Wade goes to bed,” Wood says, looking at Kim who should know better than to try to get J to talk about herself in a group of people she’s still trying to get to know.

There’s a lull in the conversation while we all eat dinner. The most noise coming out of the group right now is that of the kids while they eat and try to reach for other food that they don’t have. Especially Wade and Natalia. They want what the rest of us have, but I know J is strict about what he has and what he can’t have. I’m guessing it’s something to do with her past, but we can’t say for sure right now. We really need to get her to open up so we know what we’re dealing with.
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Chapter Eight
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Wood

THE NIGHT WENT good as far as Jennifer being around the guys more. She talked a little bit once she got used to them being here, and even joked around with Fox a little bit. I’m guessing she thinks he’s the least dangerous one out of all of us. Little does she know when it’s required of him, he’s one of the deadliest men of the Phantom Bastards, and he can be intimidating as hell when the women aren’t around us. It’s not a side he shows if he doesn’t have to.

We’ve just put Wade down to bed, and he passes out as soon as his little head hits the pillow. I’m walking around the apartment to make sure it’s all locked up and the alarm is set after sending Alex home for the night. We’re here so Jennifer won’t need a guard outside.

I’m walking in her room to Boy Scout and her already in bed with the side closest to the bedroom door left for me. She already knows I need that side of the bed. I want to be prepared for anything that may happen in the middle of the night.

“So, what was Kim talkin’ about earlier?” I ask as I begin to undress. Boy Scout and I leave our boxers on for now, but we take in every glance and longing look as Jennifer watches us undress every time we share a bed with her.

I’d say it’s fair considering she wears nothing more than a small as fuck tank top and a pair of panties to bed. She doesn’t like to feel as though she’s getting tangled up in clothes but says she hasn’t slept naked since the day she left her house at fifteen years old.

“Well, I talked to a lady about starting to go for my GED so that I can go to college. My first appointment is in the morning,” she says, that blush creeping up her neck to her face once again. Jennifer really gets embarrassed talking about personal things.

“That’s great!” Boy Scout says, leaning over to place a kiss on her cheek to show his happiness.

“I agree. So proud of you, baby,” I tell her, leaning over and placing a kiss on her neck. It’s just a quick peck, but I can feel the way her body reacts to it. A shiver runs through her and she burrows under the blankets further.

“Thank you,” she practically whispers in response.

We wrap our arms around her after I roll over to turn the light off. Our legs tangle together under the blankets and I know this is a big step for her. Especially with her feeling like she’s being tangled up or something like that. I guess it’s different when it’s not by her clothing.

I finally let sleep claim me after I know she’s sound asleep and Boy Scout is almost asleep. I’ll do anything to protect them and if that means I don’t sleep until they do, that’s fine by me.
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Waking up the next morning, I look to the side and see that Boy Scout and I are the only ones left in bed. I’d say it was awkward, but it’s not the first time we’ve woken up like this. So, I let him sleep and get out of the bed to go in search of Jennifer and Wade. I follow the smell of coffee. Jennifer hasn’t changed yet while she gets Wade’s breakfast ready.

“Mornin’,” I mumble, as I lean against the counter and watch the two interact.

“Morning,” she says, breaking up the toast she made for him along with the scrambled eggs. He only gets a half piece of toast and whatever one of us is with him makes sure he’s careful when eating it.

“You sleep okay?” I ask, wanting to know if she’s comfortable being with us here.

“Yeah. Best sleep I’ve had in a while,” she answers, letting me know more than she wants to.

We chase her demons away. Jennifer doesn’t dream when she’s in bed between Boy Scout and me. It’s the same for Boy Scout. I’m not sure what all of his demons are, but I know we’ll figure it out. He’s going to have to open up if he wants Jennifer to start opening up with us.

“What are your plans today?” I ask, trying to let her know that I care and want to know about her. “Wait, never mind. You have that appointment comin’ up in a little bit for your GED.”

“Yeah. Kim should be here soon to watch Wade while I’m gone,” she answers, looking at me. I only threw a pair of jogging pants on before walking out here.

Jennifer looks at me with lust in her eyes and a confused look on her face. I watch as she shakes her head to clear her thoughts before giving me a small smile. Moving over to the table with my cup of coffee, I place a kiss on the top of her head before taking the seat next to her. It’s not long before we hear Boy Scout making his way out to the kitchen so he can get his much-needed caffeine fix before we head out for the day.

“Want to take you somewhere tonight,” I tell Jennifer once Boy Scout is sitting with us.

“Where?” she asks, standing up with Wade’s empty plate.

“To our house. I think it’s time you see it and tell us what you think. If there are any changes you want made, you should tell us now,” I answer like it’s not a big deal at all.

“Why would I want to make changes to your house?” she asks confusion written clearly on her face as she scrunches her nose up a little bit.

“You’ll be livin’ there with us soon enough. If there’s anythin’ you don’t like or think is unsafe for Wade, we need to know. The house is for all of us, J,” Boy Scout says, reaching out to tickle Wade in the high chair.

“Oh, um. I thought this was going to be our house,” she says, getting her own cup of coffee before sitting down with us.

“No. This is just for now until you’re comfortable with us. You know what we want and we’re not gonna be livin’ here when we have a house with a big yard so that Wade can play and run around. Might even get a dog,” I tell her, standing up to go get dressed before headin’ out to work.

“Okay. Well, I need to jump in the shower so I can get ready for my appointment,” she says.

I’m just pulling my pants up when Jennifer walks in the room. She stops and watches me get dressed before snapping out of her head and grabbing up her clothes. It’s on the tip of my tongue to tell her that she doesn’t need to dress in the bathroom, but she’ll figure it out. Once she’s in our house, there’s an en suite so she can do what she wants. Or we’ll distract her to the point she forgets to take clothes in with her.

“Gotta run, Spitfire. I’ll see you later on today,” I tell her, brushing a soft kiss against her lips before heading out the door.

Boy Scout is sitting in the living room watching Wade play with his toys. There’s a cartoon on the TV. I don’t think either one of them are watching it, it’s just on for background noise. He lets me know he’ll be heading out as soon as Kim gets there, and I nod my head as I make my way out to my bike. Today is going to be long and hard with trying to figure everything out, but we’ll get through it like we always do. Together.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter Nine
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Jennifer

WALKING INTO THE learning center where my appointment with Mrs. Swimely is, I wipe my damp hands on my jeans. This appointment is going to determine what happens in my future so I’m nervous as hell about it.

An older lady is sitting at a table in the front of the room. She reminds me of what a grandmother would look like. Especially when she looks up at me and a smile brightens her face. Her eyes crinkle as she continues to smile and my nerves start to settle.

“Jennifer?” she asks.

“Yes. It’s so nice to meet you,” I say.

“You too. Now, I’m gonna sit you down over here and let you work through this practice test. Take all the time you need and we’ll figure everything else out once I have it back and go over it,” she says.

I nod in response and take a seat at the table she motioned to. Once I’m settled, she puts a packet in front of me, some scrap paper, and a few pencils. Opening the packet, I dig in and block everything else from my mind as I work through the questions.

For the next few hours I work through math, reading, and writing. The only parts that I don’t get a chance to work through are social studies and science. But, I’m not worried about those parts of the test. I was always good in those classes and I think that the information will come back to me as I go. If not, I’ll have to worry about that when I’m ready to take the actual test.

“Mrs. Swimely, I’m done,” I say, standing up to stretch my body as she walks over to me.

“Give me a minute to glance through this and I’ll let you know what we’re working with,” she says.

Sitting back down in the chair, I pull my phone out and try to read on my Kindle app. My leg is bouncing as my nerves begin to ratchet higher the longer she’s looking over my work. I try not to look at her and get lost in the make-believe world that is open on the pages before me.

Finally, I risk glancing up at her and see the smile once again on her face. She turns her attention back toward the packet, and I notice that she’s almost through it. There’s no way that I can keep pretending to read this book so I close out as a message comes through.

Boy Scout: So proud of you. See you soon.

Before I can respond, another message comes through my phone.

Wood: You got this.

Both messages are short and sweet. They mean the world to me though. Today is so important to learning when I’ll be able to go to college and they both know that I was worried as hell about what was gonna happen.

I don’t get a chance to respond as Mrs. Swimely walks back over to me and takes a seat next to me. My body is shaking as she looks at me-drawing the tension out when she takes her time saying a word to me.

“Take a deep breath,” she says. “Relax and lets go over this.”

“Okay,” I say.

“For you being out of school for so long, I thought we’d have a lot to work on. In all honesty, you’re ready to take your test right now. So, I’m going to make an appointment for you at the testing center when the next exam is,” she says, pulling her phone out so that she can look up the date. “It looks like that will be in a few weeks. I’m going to call the advisor and make sure that your name is on the list. You’ll need a form of ID, your pencils, and I’d bring some extra paper with you. For the written portion of the test, you’ll need a blue or black pen.”

“Are you serious right now?” I ask.

“Yes, dear,” she says, a smile appearing as I jump up and wrap my arms around her.

“Thank you so much!” I say.

“You’re welcome, dear,” Mrs. Swimely says.

I rush out of the learning center and pull my phone out. Alex is waiting for me by the SUV, but I need to call Wood and Boy Scout. Excitement is coursing through me in this moment and I need to share it with someone.

“Hey,” Wood says, answering his phone on the first ring. “How’s the test?”

“Wood, I aced the practice test and I take the real one in a few weeks,” I say.

“That’s awesome news,” he says. “We’ll go out to dinner tonight to celebrate.”

“Okay. I want to call Boy Scout and let him know too,” I say.

“Sounds good. I’ll see you soon.”

I hang up my phone and immediately search for Boy Scouts name. As soon as I pull it up, I hit call and wait for him to answer.

“Hey J,” he says.

“Boy Scout, I did it!” I say.

“What do you mean, babe?” he asks.

“I did good enough on the practice test that I don’t need to get extra help. I’m taking the test in a few weeks,” I tell him.

“That’s great news. So proud of you,” he says.

“Thank you,” I respond.

After hanging up with him, I get in the SUV and make my way back to the house. Kim is waiting there for me with a cake to celebrate the good news. For the rest of the afternoon, we talk, laugh, and I feel better than I have in so long. My confidence is slowly growing with each new step I take.
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Chapter Ten
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Jennifer

IT’S BEEN THREE months and the time seems to be flying by. I went to my appointment for my GED classes and, Mrs. Swimely graded it before I left. She told me that even though I dropped out of school at the age of fifteen, I had a good grasp on the knowledge.

In the meantime, she gave me some papers to study so I could brush up on the things I needed to, and scheduled me to take the test. To say I’m nervous is an understatement, but Wood and Boy Scout helped me out. They looked over the notes she gave me and quizzed me when we were sitting around the house or at the clubhouse.

I’ve been going to the clubhouse a little more. I’m not super comfortable there, and I don’t know if I ever will be. Especially with the house bunnies in the mix. Collette is out for blood when it comes to me and the guys. She thinks she has some sort of claim on them when I know she doesn’t.

Hell, from what they’ve told me, she’s never even stepped foot in their shared room. That’s the only place they fuck. Ginger is the same way. But, I go because I like hanging out with the rest of the girls and it’s nice to see the family atmosphere within the club. There’s arguing, fighting, and drinking. Along with lots of sex based on the noises you hear at any given time. But, the overall atmosphere is that of a huge family.

Wood and Boy Scout have been by my side the entire time since the lockdown. They’re at my apartment every single night, and only leave when they have church or other club business. Most of the time they try to be back by dinner, but that doesn’t always happen.

I’ve been to their house a few times now. They want me to be comfortable enough to want to move in with them. I’m almost there, but I think the things holding me back right now are Collette and Ginger. They’re going to try to do what they can to drive me away from Wood and Boy Scout.

I don’t want this to impact Wade if I get pushed to the point I stop whatever is going on between us. He’s grown so attached to them, and it’s going to affect him no matter what, but for us to have to move in a hurry and all that bullshit will be worse on him.

The first night I went to their house, I was amazed by what I saw. It’s a single-story home with a wraparound porch. The outside has a log cabin feel to it. Inside, the floorplan is open. And a lot bigger than what I thought it would be.

After the entryway, is a living room that has a small bar separating it from the kitchen. In the kitchen, there’s an island, a ton of cupboards, and a breakfast nook. There’s a formal dining room off of that, before a hallway. As we walk down the hallway, there are five doors all standing open except for the one at the very end of the hallway.

They lead me to each door to show me all of the bedrooms. One was already painted in a light blue with a motorcycle theme to it. Guess they already picked Wade’s room out. It’s the last bedroom before the door at the end. Across from his room is a bathroom. Wood opened the door that showcased a large room with the biggest bed I’ve ever seen in my life sitting in the center of it.

There were two dressers and a TV mounted on the wall at the end of the bed. Off to the right side were two closed doors. The first one led to a walk-in closet, while the other one opened to a huge en suite. My favorite part was the soaker tub. It would easily fit the three of us along with the huge shower with a bench seat in it.

There were no changes I could see the house needed. At the opposite side of the house there were two more rooms. One was an office for the guys, and the other one sat empty and would be my space. A space I could turn into an office when I started my classes.

The yard behind the house was absolutely perfect. There was more than enough room for Wade to run and play while we sat at the patio table and watched him. Boy Scout was telling me about a swing set they were looking at for when we officially moved in.

It brought tears to my eyes to see the thought that was put into this house, and the plans they have to ensure Wade and I were comfortable and safe when we’re here. They’re trying to turn it into a safe haven for us.

I started school a month ago. It’s different and challenging. The most challenging part of it is understanding the homework, and getting it done around Wade’s schedule. On my third day at school, I walked in to find quite a shock. The professor was an old John, and we definitely recognized one another. He didn’t make a big deal of it, so I followed suit and took a seat before getting ready for class.

Inside, I was trembling he would let something slip about my old life, but I didn’t need to worry about that. He was one of the nicest men that came to see me and basically ignored me for the first few classes. If I raised my hand, he’d call on me, but that’s it. So, we see one another once a week and act like we never met one another before.

Kim thought it was funny when I told her about it a few days after I saw him for the first time. I laughed with her because it could’ve been worse. It could’ve been one of the men that like to beat women and are rough to the point I often carried the bruises left by them around for days.

Some days, I have a ton of homework and don’t get to spend as much time with Wade or anyone else like I want. Other days, I don’t really have anything that can’t be put on hold until Wade takes a nap or goes to bed. Then I feel like I’m ignoring Wood and Boy Scout.

But, the immense pride I feel in myself is starting to help build up my confidence and allow me to realize no one has left my side, they’re helping me in any way they can. Even Slim has offered to help me with some of my accounting work. It was during one of these times he threw an idea at me.

“Jennifer, I know you’ve got a shady past. It wasn’t your fault but has shaped you into the person you are today. My boys are head over heels for you and your son. Put them out of their misery. Cut them loose or let them in,” Slim says as we pour over the worksheets I have for one of my accounting classes. I’m at a traditional school but I’m only going for my Applied Studies degree. That means I don’t have to take all the regular courses.

“I want to let them in. It’s hard because I know if I let them in, there’s a chance they’ll walk away. They have the power to break me right now, and I’m not sure I can risk that when I feel like I’ve made a lot of progress,” I tell him, putting my pencil down on his desk.

“They’re not gonna leave you over your past. It’s just that; in the past. They both have shit they lock away and keep inside. No one knows that shit but them. You let them in, and they’ll let you in. Now, while you’re here, I have an offer for you. I need help at Phantoms, our nightclub.

“I know you have a son and a full schedule right now. But, we could start out small and add more hours when you figure out a schedule that works for you,” he says, picking up the sheet we’ve been working on for the last hour. “And, I may move you up to our accountant when you finish your degree.”

“Well, can I let you know tomorrow. I’ll need to talk to Wood, Boy Scout, and Kim about Wade,” I ask, knowing this is one more step in the right direction.

“Yeah. Let me know tomorrow mornin’. Now let’s get this shit finished. Pretty soon you won’t need any of my help,” he says, a smile gracing his face and making him appear softer and gentler. Like a man I didn’t have to shrink back from because of the fear he provoked in me.

So, I started working at Phantom four nights a week. Wood and Boy Scout take shifts watching over me while the other one stays home with Wade. If they need to go take care of club business, Kim is with Wade and Alex is here watching me.

For now, I bartend and take over different areas on the floor when the girls take their breaks. Most of the time I’m so busy working I forget to take a break. But, I like working there, and I don’t have to worry about the bitches like Collette and Ginger when I’m there. I’ve even helped out a time or two at the clubhouse when they were busy and the Prospects weren’t fast enough to serve the men their drinks. Slim has noticed every move I make, and I can’t tell he likes the way I am now.

“J, where you at?” Boy Scout calls out as he makes his way through the small apartment to find me in the bedroom.

“You found me,” I say, a smile gracing my face as I get dressed for the day.

“We gotta talk,” he says, sitting down on the bed.

“Okay,” I respond, not liking the tone of his voice at all.

“Listen, I know we have a ton of shit to work out. But, I think it’s time that you and Wade move into the house. It would be so much easier than it is right now,” he says, standing up to pull me in his arms. “I know you have a list of reasons not to do this, but at the same time, there’s so much you’d gain from livin’ with us.”

“I know. And I’ve been thinkin’ about it a lot lately. Let’s talk tonight. I’m gonna follow Slim’s advice and let you guys in. Tonight, you both learn why I am the way I am. And we’ll see what you have to say after you hear that.”

“Nothin’ is gonna change our minds,” he tells me, sitting back down and pulling me on his lap. “I got more shit in my past than either one of you know. If you’re gonna open up tonight and let us in on your past, then I’ll open up and let you both in on mine too. Maybe it’s me you guys won’t want.”

I look up into his eyes. There’s a darkness and sadness lingering just below the surface. It’s a look I imagine is mirrored in my own eyes on a regular basis. One that gives away the kind of pain we hold inside because of our past. Even if we didn’t cause what happened to us, it’s still our guilt and burden to bare.

That’s not something that a lot of people understand. Looking into Boy Scout’s eyes, I get that he’s got a troubled past and he’s willing to relive that past and let the memories flow freely while he tells Wood and I of his past.
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The day has seemed to drag on the more I thought about sitting down and having this conversation with the guys. But, if Boy Scout can tell us what haunts his past and has demons chasing him, then I can make sure I open myself in the same way. It’s going to be hard as fuck to do, and I’m sure I’ll break down a time or two, but that’s okay. In a way, I think it will be freeing to finally share my past with someone else. Someone that’s stronger than me and can help me fight the demons and the darkness away.

I just start dinner when I hear the familiar rumble of bikes pulling into the complex. If I’ve learned anything since living here, it’s that a bike doesn’t always mean that Wood or Boy Scout is here. Guys come in to see the other girls that were moved in here when they got moved to Benton Falls. Still, my heartrate increases in anticipation of seeing them, getting ready to have dinner, putting Wade to bed, and finally having this talk.

It’s a minute later, the door open and I hear the conversation the two men are in the middle of. I’m not sure what it’s about, so I give them the privacy they need as the door shuts and their booted feet stop just behind it. Well, that is until Wade stands up and runs to see his friends.

They’ve gotten Wade to fall in love with them. Both men sit on the floor and play with him, they watch cartoons in the morning while I’m cleaning up from breakfast or getting ready to head out, and they help me get him ready for bed. From time to time, they even go in and read a bedtime story to him with me. It’s not often because they know it’s something I treasure doing, and they don’t want to intrude on the nights I’m home and can do it. When I’m not home, I know one of them will be the one tucking him in and reading to him. It’s comforting to know and makes my heart swell, chipping away another layer of ice from my heart.

“Spitfire, what’s for dinner?” Wood asks walking into the kitchen and wrapping his arms around my waist before placing a kiss to the side of my neck.

“Spaghetti. I figured quick and easy tonight so we can get him to bed and talk before going there ourselves,” I say, leaning back into his touch.

“Sounds good. Need any help?” he asks, not removing his arms from me while resting his head on my shoulder to watch me chop the onions and peppers that I’ll put in with the ground beef before adding it to the sauce.

“Nope. I got this,” I reply, standing up so that I don’t chop a finger off or anything like that.

“I’ll jump in the shower after Boy Scout so we’ll be ready when dinner is,” he says, walking into the living room so I can spend a few minutes with Wade.

Boy Scout makes his way into the kitchen once he’s done with his shower. He’s not wearing a shirt, and his longish brown hair is dripping so that little water droplets run down his chest and back. I watch one slide down the middle of his chest before looking up into his eyes. His eyes darken as I pull my lower lip into my mouth and bite down on it. My eyes drift back down to the water that’s dangerously close to sliding under the waistband of his loose sweats.

“Babe, you keep lookin’ at me like that and I’m not gonna be able to wait for you to decide you’re ready. You have no idea what that look is tellin’ me right now,” he mumbles, stepping into my space and crowding me against the counter.

I can feel his hard body line up against my softer one as he lowers his head. His lips press against mine as a moan escapes me. Boy Scout takes this as his assurance to deepen the kiss. His tongue swipes my bottom lip before waiting for my gasp to slide it inside and tangle with mine.

A shiver runs through my body at the feeling of him against me and invading my mouth causes me to feel more than I’ve ever felt in my life. I know the feeling is the same whenever Wood touches me. It’s like they know exactly what I want and how bad I need to feel some sort of connection to them without having to voice that need aloud.

“Dinner smells good, babe,” he says, finally breaking the kiss.

I nod my head in response because I’m struggling to get my breathing under control again. If I feel like this and can’t catch my breath just from a kiss, what’s it going to be like when I finally have sex with them for the first time?

Part of me can’t wait to find out, while the part that’s scared to death tries to tell me to keep my libido under wraps and not let them get more of me than what they’ve already had. A few touches and kisses here and there, and that’s just over the last few months.

By the time Wood walks back out from his shower, dinner is ready, and I’ve already got Wade’s put on a plate and cut up for him. There’s very little sauce on it; just enough to let him have a taste without upsetting his stomach. As we sit down, Wood sits on one side of me while the high chair is at the end of the table and then Boy Scout sits on the other side of my son.

“How was your day?” I ask, not wanting to have a night of silence through dinner.

“It was okay. Busy,” Wood answers while Boy Scout says his was slow and boring. “What did you do today, Spitfire?”

“I cleaned and hung out with Wade. We played out back for a little bit this morning so he’d go down easier for a nap. Then I caught up on homework I need to turn in tomorrow,” I say, watching as Wade picks up a few pieces of the slippery noodles in his hand and shove them in his mouth.

“Did you get it all done?” Boy Scout asks, putting his fork down and taking a sip of his beer.

“Yeah. It was some accounting work I needed to finish up. Then study for a test,” I tell him, looking between the two men.

They both murmur their approval before finishing their dinner. While I take Wade directly into the tub, they clean up the kitchen and make sure all the food is put away, and that I don’t need to do anything other than sit on the couch between them so we can get this conversation over with.

As I share my story with the guys, I stand up and begin pacing back and forth across the room. It’s the only way I’m going to get through this talk. At a few parts in during my story, Wood and Boy Scout flinch. I’m almost ready to stop telling them what I’ve been through, but I know they need to hear it.

The guys seem to be digesting everything. Looking up under my eye lashes, I don’t see pity or disgust in their eyes. Wood looks at me like I’ve been to hell and managed to survive somehow. There’s a hint of pride and anger that I’ve had to go through all that. Boy Scout looks at me with a sheen of tears filling his eyes. I can’t imagine the horror he’s going to tell us, but I can feel nothing but strength and power coming off of him and being directed toward me.

Wood wraps his arms around me and positions himself behind me so that he can have contact with me without pulling me away from Boy Scout. I place my hand on Boy Scouts cheek and he leans into my touch.

“Baby, I knew you were strong as fuck, but I didn’t know you were that strong,” Boy Scout says. “I know you think that you’re weak and not a very strong person; but you’re wrong. It takes a really strong person to overcome everythin’ you’ve been through and want to make a better life for your son and you. It just makes me fall for you even harder than I already am.” He brushes his lips against mine before settling back in his corner of the couch. “You’re not damaged and broken. You were in a place some consider rock bottom. Now the only place you have to go is up.”

“I agree with Boy Scout. You’ve had one hell of a beginnin’ to life. No one was there to protect you like they should have. You don’t have to worry about that anymore. From the day we met you, there was somethin’ about you that made us want you. No, it’s not gonna be a traditional life, but it’s the one we live and the one we want,” Wood says pulling me back against his chest. “Jennifer, it’s okay to want us both. We’ll make this work and be a family. Wade and you are already our family, you just need to accept it, and realize we’re not goin’ anywhere,” His heart beats against my back as he wraps his arms around me, but lets me keep contact with Boy Scout.

“What happens when you decide I’m not enough for you two? I may have fucked more men than either one of you, but in the grand scheme of things, I’m as inexperienced as a virgin. I’m not good at this stuff like Collette and Ginger,” I ask, needing to know what they say to that before I make any final decisions.

“Collette and Ginger are property of the club. Yeah, they’ll be around and they’ll be pissed that they don’t get to sink their claws into us, but that’s on them. If they step out of line in any way, they’ll be banned from the club. Any protection that they were gettin’ is gone and they’d be on the street,” Wood says, turning my head until I’m looking at him. “We don’t want them and would never turn from you to them. We don’t give a fuck how experienced you are or aren’t in the bedroom; we’ll teach you anythin’ you want to do or know.”

“Why would we waste our time on them when you are the one that makes us feel things we’ve never felt before?” Boy Scout asks, reaching out to lay a hand on my bare thigh.

“I know. It’s just, I hear them making comments and things whenever I’m at the clubhouse. They say it’s just a matter of time before you’re back in bed with them while I’m at home with Wade. Waiting on you, and never realizing that you’re keeping your side piece,” I tell them, wanting them to know I do have reason for my fear of that happening and it not just me being insecure.

“We’ll take care of them, Spitfire. We’re not goin’ anywhere, and we’ll prove that to you every single day,” he says, nodding to Boy Scout so that he can share his story with us now.

In a way, I feel freer than I have in my entire life. It’s good to let this stuff out, and not worry about what they’re going to do when they find out. The story is out in the open now, and they’re not running scared, they’re not judging me, and they aren’t going to use it against me. Instead, I feel like they’ll make sure no one mentions it while they guard my secret with their lives. If anyone finds out, it won’t be from them. The love I feel right now coming from Wood and Boy Scout is more than I ever dreamed possible.
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Chapter Eleven
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Boy Scout

I SIT BACK on the couch, keeping my hand on J’s leg. She’s grounding me and reminding me they’re my family and I shouldn’t feel like they’re going to judge me and make me feel less than I am. I have no clue how they’re going to react to what I have to tell them. It scares me, but I know that if J can share her story, I can share mine. Shaking my head, I clear my thoughts and let the demons out of the boxes I keep them hidden away in.

“When I was born, I didn’t have a dad. As soon as he found out my mom was pregnant, he took off. At least, that’s the story she tells. Honestly, she probably didn’t know who my dad was and didn’t care to look for him. That would mean she’d have to care about me. My mom was a junkie. Anythin’ she could ingest, inject, or smoke, she was doin’. Started before I was born and lasted until the day she died of an overdose.

“As I got older, I knew somethin’ was different. When I was in school, I’d see dads pickin’ their kids up, and moms that actually cared about their kids. My mom never showed up for anythin’ and didn’t even care if I went to school or not. The only reason I went was so CPS wouldn’t come take me away from her. It was bad enough on me when the school called them because I wasn’t washed and didn’t have clothes that actually fit me. There were bruises on me because my mom took her anger and frustration out on me when she couldn’t get her next fix. That’s not where my abuse ended though,” I say, taking a deep breath and turning away from J and Wood before I continue.

“The sexual abuse started when I was about thirteen. I was tall and found things to do so I could gain weight. Even went so far as to steal food from wherever I could. When I started to really grow, my mom had a fit because she had to get me new clothes. Anyway, her solution to that problem was to start pimpin’ me out to her friends.

“At first it was just the females. Then one day, a man that came over to get laid and give my mom her daily fix decided he wanted me to suck him off. I was fifteen the day that happened. He forced himself on me and took more than I wanted to give. I tried to fight back, but he was stronger and bigger than me. With no food in the house, it was hard to gain muscle because I couldn’t work out the way I wanted to.

“That went on with different people until I hit seventeen and gained a ton of muscle. Between Wood and a coach at school, I was fed properly, clothed, and encouraged to work out. Yeah, J, Wood and I have known one another a long fucking time. Anyway, I was seventeen when I took my first life. The man that had raped me repeatedly was my victim. See, he didn’t care that I was bigger and could fight him off. He thought I’d stay the submissive, and take what he wanted to give me.

“I left my house that day and started crashin’ on Wood’s couch. He gave me a roof over my head, food, and made sure I graduated from school and had a job to pay for what I wanted. I’ve never told a single person what actually happened behind closed doors in my old trailer; until now. That was a shame I kept to myself and still think about every single day of my life. Wood and the club are the only ones I’ve ever let close to me, and it still wasn’t enough to let them in to share that with.”

I keep my head down and hold my breath to wait and see what their response is going to be. It seems like hours drag by before my arms are spread apart and J climbs into my lap. She wraps her arms around me and pulls me close to her body.

Her tears soak my shirt as she lets us comfort one another. My body is shaking with the feeling I have running through me right now. Instead of pushing me away or being disgusted by my past, she’s comforting me, letting me know without words that she’ll have my back. She’s crying for the little boy that was violated and had his childhood stolen from him. The little boy that no one protected until Wood came into his life.

“Why didn’t you ever tell me?” Wood asks, wrapping his arms around J and me. He’s always going to be our protector. The man that will do anything in his power to ensure we’re happy, safe, and loved for the rest of our lives.

“If that happened to you, would you tell anyone? I thought somethin’ was wrong with me and that if I shared my secret everyone would think I was a fuckin’ freak,” I tell them. “I was a scrawny kid growin’ up, you saw me, Wood, and I couldn’t fight back. The guy scared the livin’ shit out of me and that made me feel worse.

“It’s one thing to know that your own parent doesn’t love you, and is willin’ to trade you for drugs. It’s another thing completely when you’re sexually abused by not just women, but a man or two because you were scared and couldn’t fight them off. My mom laughed at me while I was bein’ violated, and didn’t let me forget a single second until she died.”

Tears run down my face as my shame continues to pour out of me. J still has her body wrapped around mine, peppering my shoulder and neck with feather-light kisses. A shudder runs through my body at her brief, repeated contact. My cock hardens as I look over her head at Wood. He knows what I’m thinking-just like I know he’s thinking that tonight isn’t the time to make her ours in every way possible. Tonight is a turning point for sure, but it’s not the time to bring sex into the relationship.

“Guys,” she murmurs, keeping her head in my shoulder as she wraps one arm around Wood while keeping the other one firmly around me. “I think I’m ready. Wade and I will move in with you.”

Wood and I look at one another and smiles break out on our faces. I knew something had changed within her; something made her want to open up to us. When we decided tonight would be the night to open up and bare ourselves, I didn’t think she’d agree to move in right now. We want it, and it’s good to know that she wants it too. It shows us she’s in this for more than just our protection or some misguided need to have her saviors by her side while stringing us along.

“You sure?” Wood asks, pulling back and looking down at her as she finally lifts her head.

“Yes. Tomorrow after I get out of class I’ll get things packed up and let you know when I’m done. It’s a short day because my afternoon class got canceled. He’s out sick and we’ll have to make it up in a few days,” she says, pulling away from me and getting off the couch.

“We’ll be here as soon as we can. We can order out for dinner and have a quiet night at home,” I say, watching her walk toward the bedroom. I’m sure she’s exhausted after the sharing we did. I know I am.

“Let’s head to bed,” Wood says, making his way to the door to begin locking up and making sure everything is closed tight for the night.

I follow the path J just took and find her already under the covers with her shorts lying on the floor. My lounge pants join her shorts before I climb in beside her and wrap her in my arms.

“Thank you,” I tell her, needing her to know her acceptance of my past is a balm for my soul.

“Thank you too. We’re more alike than either one of us knew,” she says, kissing my chest and rolling to her back to wait for Wood to join us. I’m asleep before he makes it to bed that night.
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Chapter Twelve
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Wood

I CAN’T BELIEVE Jennifer and Boy Scout have been holding this terror inside. It makes me wonder how the fuck they function as ‘normal’ people with the things that have been done to them and the lives they’ve led. 

Honestly, I don’t know that I could’ve held up the way they have under the demons, ghosts, and past they must live with every single day. It also makes me glad Boy Scout and I can keep Jennifer’s demons away so that they don’t terrorize her in the night like I’m sure they do during the day.

After making sure the apartment is secure and Wade is sleeping soundly, I walk into the bedroom. Boy Scout and J are wrapped around one another and, I can see the change in them both as I stare for a few minutes.

In sleep there’s always a tension marring their faces and their sleep is restless. Tonight, Boy Scout looks like a man without a care in the world. There’s no tension or lines marking his face; he looks like a younger version of himself right now.

Jennifer has her back to him, a faint smile on her face while her beautiful blonde hair is fanned out on the pillow above her head. Her eyes aren’t dancing all over the place like she’s checking her surroundings every second, and her hand is lying on my spot of the bed. She’s waiting for me to join them. So, I strip down to nothing and climb in bed next to her. It’s the first time I’ve laid next to her with nothing on.

As I climb in bed, the nightlight usually plugged in by the door hasn’t been plugged in. A smile pulls at my lips as I get comfortable and wait to see what Jennifer is going to do tonight. At least one part of her body has to be touching Boy Scout and I every night we share a bed. Sometimes it’s our legs tangled together while other times her upper body is draped across my chest. It’s those days I wake up once or twice through the night with a mouthful of her hair and her hand dangerously close to my cock.

Tomorrow is a new day, and I can’t wait to all be under one roof without us having to travel over here on a daily basis. Alex, and the other Prospects, will still be watching over her while we’re away on business, but there won’t be as much traffic to keep an eye on. We live on a dirt road, way out in the country. It’s close enough to town and the clubhouse, but far enough out we feel like we’re all on our own. We’ve already been talking about buying the land next to ours so we can expand if we ever feel like it. Or, one of the other guys can buy it and build a house out there too. That’s the last thought I have before I’m pulled under by sleep. At the same time, Jennifer puts one leg between mine and the other one is thrown over me.
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Chapter Thirteen
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Wood

JENNIFER AND WADE have been to our house several times. The first few times, she was scared to do anything or let Wade doing anything. Boy Scout and I assured her that there was nothing that could be broken or damaged in any way. We weren’t going to get pissed if something happened.

We were having dinner one night and Wade started playing with his food in the highchair. When Jennifer went to get him, she knocked a glass over and it broke on the floor. Jennifer looked at both of us and tears filled her eyes.

I picked her up and set her on the table so she wouldn’t cut her bare feet while Boy Scout took Wade from the highchair. He made sure that Wade was fine in the walker we bought him before taking care of the mess on the floor.

“Jennifer, why are you so upset over a glass breakin’?” I ask, making sure that there are no little shards in her feet.

“Because it’s your stuff. I don’t want to break your things or wreck your house,” she says.

“We’ve told you that there’s nothin’ that either one of you can do to destroy the place. You need to relax and realize that sooner rather than later you’ll be livin’ here. We want you comfortable and not always scared to do shit around here,” he says.

“Everything just looks so new and not ready for a small child to be around it.”

“That’s just shit. If somethin’ happens, we’ll fix it. There’s nothin’ wrong that you can do. We’re not gonna change our minds about wantin’ you or push you away. Things happen and we know that better than most after bein’ part of the club,” I say.

Boy Scout finishes cleaning up the mess and places a kiss on her head. He walks out to play with Wade and I make sure that Jennifer can relax. Leading her to the bathroom, I run her a bath and let her soak for a while.

One way or another, we’ll make sure that she understands that this is just a house and nothing is gonna happen that’s not fixable or replaceable. Our house is new-we built it for our family. As soon as we met Jennifer, we knew she was the one and built the house to ensure we had enough room.

The rest of the night, we spent watching a movie and playing with Wade until it was time for him to go to bed. Jennifer put him in the room next to ours and then got ready for bed herself.

Boy Scout went to take a shower while I went through the house to make sure everything was locked up tight. As soon as Boy Scout was done in the shower, I hopped in and took one. I wanted to rub one out and take care of the hard dick I always seem to be sporting around Jennifer, but I decided not to.

I climb in bed next to Jennifer and see that she’s already passed out. Boy Scout is sitting up in bed messing around on his phone. Looking over at him, I know that we need to talk about making Jennifer comfortable here. I nod my head and we both get out of bed and walk out to the living room.

“We gotta do somethin’. She’s so scared to do anythin’ here and I know that’s not what either one of us wanted,” I say.

“I know. The only thing we can really do is keep givin’ her time for now. It’s not like we haven’t told her she can do whatever she wants here,” Boy Scout says.

“We’ll see what happens over the next few days. I’m gonna go in the mornin’ and get more of their stuff to bring here.”

After grabbing a beer from the fridge and drinking it out on the deck, we make our way back to the room and go to bed. Jennifer never once stirs as we climb back in and let her decide how she’s going to sleep for the night.
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Chapter Fourteen
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Wood

THE LAST WEEK has been another adjustment. It’s different having Jennifer and Wade living with us. Right now, there are toys added to the living room that Wade plays with in the morning after his breakfast, and a bunch of stuff Jennifer has added to our kitchen, bathrooms, and in the bedroom. It’s not a bad thing, we just have to get used to one another, and all the little quirks we all have.

Wade is having the time of his life, even if he is grumpy with all the change. He’s not used to living in a house like this and having a huge yard out back to play in. Plus, the girls can’t just wander over to his house so that the kids can all play together. He’s alone here and doesn’t necessarily like the fact his friends aren’t here. We’ll have to arrange a play date for them so the girls can come over here and hang out for the day.

On top of that, Jennifer has had to get used to seeing me and Boy Scout naked. We’re done sleeping with shorts or boxers on. When we climb in bed, it’s naked as the day we were born. The first night, Jennifer was covered in a dark shade of red from blushing so bad. She didn’t know where to look or what to do when we climbed in bed next to her.

She’s still sleeping in those little tank tops that showcase her hard nipples, and little panties that barely cover her ass. Now, she can deal with us wearing nothing every night we’re in bed together. Hell, she even tried to sneak into bed early so she wouldn’t be awake when we climbed in next to her. Yeah, that shit didn’t work at all. We knew what she was doing, and made sure we walked in right after her so she still got to see us.

“Wood, what time are you leaving?” Jennifer asks, walking back in the bedroom with nothing more than a robe covering her body.

“In a few minutes. Did you need somethin’?” I ask, letting my gaze roam over her body from head to toe and back again.

“No. I know it’s gonna be a late night for you guys tonight. I’m going to try to get Wade to bed early so I can work on research for a project I have coming up. I’ll leave dinner wrapped up for you guys in the refrigerator,” she answers, heading for the closet to pull her clothes out for the day.

“Alright, Spitfire. We’ll be back as early as we can, but we have church today. I’m not sure how long it’s goin’ to last, or when we can get to work though,” I tell her, watching her bend over while her robe slides up her legs and comes to rest just under her ass.

My mouth is watering to get a taste of her. Her skin is like silk, and I want to rub my hands over every single inch of her body. Then I want to taste every part of her. I adjust myself just as she stands up and turns to face me. She watches me as a faint tinge of pink graces her face.

I’d say I’m sorry, but I’m really not. I want her to know what she does to me and I’m not ashamed that I’m hard as fuck for her right now. Jennifer’s eyes turn a darker shade of blue as she watches me watch her. It’s the first time I’ve been able to tell she’s turned on and likes what she sees with either one of us.

“You can have us whenever you want us. All you have to do is make the first move. We’re not gonna pressure you,” I say, letting her know that the decision is up to her. “I’m headin’ out. I’ll see you later.”

I walk over to her and wrap my arms around her before pulling her body close to mine. She looks up at me from under her eyelashes and licks her lips. A moan escapes me because I have better places her tongue can be right now as I grind my hips into her.

Jennifer surprises me and stands up so she can reach my mouth while pulling my head down to hers. She just initiated a kiss, and it tastes even better than normal. I can taste the sweetness from her creamer mixed with the remnants of her toothpaste. She smells of something floral, and all of her wraps around me as I deepen the kiss before pulling away from her.

“Have a good day, Spitfire,” I say before making my way out to my bike so I can go to the clubhouse.

The short ride to the clubhouse does nothing to get rid of the image of Jennifer leaning up to kiss me. It might not have been the best kiss I’ve ever had as far as technique goes, but it’s the best kiss I’ve ever had in my life. Not only is Jennifer meant for us, I know she’s never let anyone get close enough to her to kiss her. Trey didn’t even get that from her. I know that for a fact because she let it slip one night.

As soon as I pull in, I see that even Boy Scout is here already. I’m not sure when he left the house this morning, but it must have been early. Walking in the meeting room, I take my seat and wait for Slim to begin the meeting. He’s looking to be in a better mood than what he’s been lately, but not a completely good mood. I’m sure we’ll find out why as soon as he starts talking.

“We’re movin’ things with the next run,” Slim says after slamming the gavel against the table. “Renegade has brought up the possibility of there bein’ a mole in one of the clubs. So, we’re movin’ the run up to tonight. Wood, Ghost, Playboy, and Killer will go along with Zach. The location is the same as before, we’re just changin’ the day of the meet. Any questions?”

“I thought we weren’t gonna change anythin’ with any of the runs right now,” Ghost says.

“I didn’t think we were goin’ to. But, Renegade wants to do this. There’s a bunch of shit goin’ down over there right now, and he wants to do this. None of their heads are in the game so I’m gonna need you guys to focus more than normal,” Slim says, making sure we all know to pay attention and make sure that we keep our eyes peeled for anything out of the ordinary.

“What’s goin’ on over there? Is it gonna bleed over to our club?” Boy Scout asks, sitting up and looking at the rest of us while he talks.

“One of their girls was taken. She’s not one of their house bunnies. Her grandmother was with a member before she died, and now there’s somethin’ goin’ on between this girl and Bear. They’ll be in and out so they can get back and keep lookin’ for her. She’s been gone a few weeks now,” he tells us as we all let that news sink in.

“You realize we had two girls vanish from Allure within the last two months, don’t you?” Grizzly asks, standing up and walking over to the door for a minute. “I got a message again last week about them still not showing up. Neither one has been back to their apartments or returned any calls or messages. If they have one of their girls I wonder if that has somethin’ to do with our own girls goin’ missin’.”

We watch as he messes around on his phone before setting it down in front of Slim. Our President reads through the messages before turning his attention toward us. “I want Fox and Stryker to go to the apartments and see what you can find out. If they’ve been taken, I want to fuckin’ know about it.”

The rest of the meeting we go over the rest of club business and I zone out. I’m getting ready to go on this run tonight, and I need to put everything else out of my mind with all the shit that’s going on in the background. I can’t think about what anyone else is gonna do on the run.

Yeah, there’s another club trying to start shit with Satan’s Anarchy that’s bleeding down into us, but if we don’t know what they’re going to do, there’s no point in thinking about them. My only concern with them will be trying to anticipate any moves they’re going to make against us while we meet.

“Everyone, you know what you have to do. Get ready to go in a few hours, and report back to me when you get back. I don’t care what the fuck I’m doin’, I want to know,” Slim says, banging the gavel on the table before heading out the door and leaving us to follow him.

Boy Scout follows me into my room in the clubhouse so I can pack a bag in case anything happens and we need to be gone longer than a few hours. He sits on the bed while I throw a bunch of clothes in a bag, and make sure I have extra ammo and weapons. Right now, we don’t know what’s going to happen when we meet up with Satan’s Anarchy, so we all need to be prepared.

“What do you want me to tell J?” he asks, watching me pull out maps so I can go over alternate routes to come back home.

“Tell her I had to leave on club business and I’ll be back as soon as I can,” I answer, shutting him out to concentrate on the task at hand.
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We met with the other guys and transferred over the guns with no one stepping in or letting themselves be known. While the Prospects from Satan’s Anarchy are loading the shipment, Zach drives up in the van, I sit back and have a smoke. It’s not long before Grave comes over to join me. For a few minutes, we sit in silence and keep watch while I know two more guys are over on the opposite side of the van to make sure no one comes at us from that side.

“Are you guys any closer to findin’ the girl?” I ask, knowing they’ve been searching non-stop since she went missing.

“No. Had a few leads that were dead ends. If we don’t find somethin’ soon, Bear’s gonna lose his shit more than he already has. He’s exhausted, and not goin’ to do anyone any good if he keeps goin’ on the way he has been. It’s hard to watch a friend, and brother, goin’ through this shit. Makes me never want to take an ol’ lady of my own,” he answers, lighting a smoke and inhaling deep while I contemplate his words.

“Boy Scout and I are goin’ to be claimin’ our girl soon,” I say. “She’s been through some shit, and we’re tryin’ to bide our time until we know she’s ready for that step.” I inhale deep from my own cigarette and hold the smoke in until my lungs almost burn.

“She been through bad shit? Shit that she can get past?” he asks, genuinely concerned about our situation.

“She’s gettin’ a little better every day. We just got her to move in with us, she’s goin’ to school, and she’s workin’ at Phantom,” I say, not wanting to think of our Spitfire when there’s business that needs to be concluded so we can get home.

Grave must sense my unease about continuing to think of her and home when we don’t know what we’ve walked into here. He stops talking, and we continue to look around for anything that feels off or looks suspicious.

I don’t have a gut feeling about this meet, but that doesn’t mean anything. We’ve been ambushed before, and I never felt a thing. It’s been a while since that’s happened, but I don’t ever want to make that mistake again.

Finally, everything is exchanged and we can leave. I breathe a sigh of relief as I straddle my bike along with the other men. We make our way back onto the highway with Zach following us. I’m the last man in formation, and I catch Zach flashing the van’s headlights rapidly at us.

Just as I look to the left of the road where there’s trees and other places to hide, a searing pain rips through my upper arm. I grit my teeth and move to pull my gun when another bullet almost hits me in the side of the head. If I hadn’t been moving around to reach for my gun, I’d be lying dead on the road right fucking now. Fuck this!

Killer and Playboy surround me so I’m not hit again, while Ghost takes off in the opposite direction to find where the shooting is coming from. Zach pulls the van up alongside us so that nothing can hit us while we all pull our guns out. He’s never done that before, and I look in the passenger side window quickly so he knows we appreciate the help.

As soon as he sees that we’re all ready to fire back, he pulls back behind us and waits for us to make our next move. There’s no more gunfire, and Ghost hasn’t made it back to us yet. I’m slowing down to go look for him when the revving of an engine comes from behind us. Using my mirror, I see it’s Ghost and he’s got a body slumped over his bike in front of him.

We move faster along the highway until we reach our exit. Thankfully, we haven’t run into any cops tonight on the deserted highway and could go faster than we’d normally do with other traffic.

My arm is burning and going numb from the wound. Blood is pouring down my arm, and I’ve had to shake myself awake more than once while I stay in between Killer and Playboy. If I’ve slowed down, they slow down. They’re going to make sure I can get back to the clubhouse or make sure that I make it to the side of the road and into the van without killing myself.

Pulling into the clubhouse, I park my bike and slump forward. I don’t have the strength to put down the kickstand or turn it off. Killer is next to me in an instant, taking care of the things I can’t do right now. Playboy and he pull me off the bike and carry me into the clubhouse where Slim is waiting for us. Boy Scout and Jennifer are sitting with him. She jumps out of the chair she’s been sitting in and runs over to me with tears rolling down her beautiful face. That’s the last thing I see before darkness claims me.
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Chapter Fifteen
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Jennifer

BOY SCOUT AND I were in bed when his phone rang. We both looked at one another in the dim light from the bathroom before he answered it. He never once broke eye contact as he listened to whoever was on the other end of the line. Instead, he wrapped his arm around me and pulled me into his naked chest. His heart beat rapidly with the news that he was getting on the phone. There was no way I could even begin to tell what’s going on because he’s been mainly listening and done very little talking.

“Gotta go to the clubhouse,” he finally says after setting the phone down next to me.

“Wood?” I question as tears fill my eyes and my body trembles at the thought that we won’t see him again.

Boy Scout nods his head as I jump off the bed and throw a shirt and pair of pajama pants on. The shirt is Wood’s and smells just like him-tobacco, oil, leather, and his own unique scent, while the pants are Boy Scouts.

Everything is way too big on me, but I don’t even care about that as I run into Wade’s room, and gently pick him up out of bed. He doesn’t even stir as I carry him out to the SUV while Boy Scout grabs the diaper bag and locks the door. We make our way to the clubhouse to wait for the guys to get back from the run and we can finally lay eyes on Wood.

“He’s goin’ to be okay,” Boy Scout tells me, reaching over to place his hand in mine and giving it a squeeze.

“How do you know?” I ask, trying to keep the insane thoughts of every possible injury from running through my mind right now.

“Slim said it was an arm injury. He could still ride and control his bike, so that tells me that he’ll be okay,” he says fast and sure.

“They don’t know if there are other injuries though,” I say, my voice breaking on a sob I can’t keep from escaping.

I’ve wasted so much time with these men. They’ve stuck by my side from the moment we met and have done whatever I needed to get past the life I’ve had to live. Wood and Boy Scout never forced me into anything, hurt me, or pushed me beyond what they knew I needed. It’s time I start living and accepting every single thing they can give me and give them all that I can in return.

Slim is waiting in the common room of the clubhouse when we get there. Boy Scout helps me get Wade settled into the playpen we have in the room for him before we make our way back down to wait for Wood to get back. Taking seats at the table he’s already occupying; I sit as close to Boy Scout as I can. I need his strength and comfort right now. The same that I expect he’s getting from me.

“They should be here soon. Zach called and let me know they just got off the exit,” Slim says, watching us as we sit in silence.

The men make small talk to fill the silence, while I keep my eyes glued to the door. I want to see Wood as soon as he’s through that door. So, I don’t let anyone distract me as women and men begin to make their way in the clubhouse.

An older man walks in carrying a black bag and disappears down the hallway. Still, I don’t move or interact with anyone as they all disappear from the room. It’s as empty as it was when we got here and you wouldn’t know most of the club just showed up. No, it’s almost like a ghost town in the early hours of the morning while we wait for the telltale signs that the men are back.

Finally, there’s the rumble of bikes screaming into the parking lot. One runs longer than the rest of them, and I can only imagine that it’s Wood and he can’t get it shut off with his injuries. Soon, the quietness blankets us once more as we barely hear what’s going on outside.

Everything in me is telling me to get up and run to the door so I can see him. But, I sit by Boy Scout’s side until I see the door get flung open, and Playboy and Killer maneuver inside, carrying Wood between them. His eyes meet mine and for the briefest second, I think he’s okay. That thought quickly disappears as I get closer to them and his eyes close while his head drops down.

“No!” I yell out, not knowing if he’s just passed out or if he’s just taken his last breath.

“Baby, I got you,” Boy Scout says, pulling me into his arms, and walking me back to where they’re taking Wood.

The door shuts behind them, and we’re still out in the hallway. I want to bang it down and force my way into the room so I can see what’s going on with him; make sure he’s okay and they’re doing everything to save him. Boy Scout keeps me at his side as he holds us up against the wall just across from the room. It feels like forever before Killer and Playboy come out of the room and tell us we can go in.

I rush inside to see Wood in a sitting position on the bed. He’s got an IV attached to him and his arm is in a sling. His face looks pale, and I can tell he’s taken medicine to help with the pain. Boy Scout doesn’t stop my attempt to get to him or try to hold me back as I go to his good side and wrap myself around him the best that I can.

Wood grunts a little bit as I collide with his hurt body, but wraps his good arm around me and holds me tight as tears fall to his chest. His body is warm, his chest rising and falling as he breathes. That’s all I need to know as I look at his arm in the sling, and see that his upper arm has a bandage wrapped around it.

“It’s not as bad as it looks,” he tells me, seeing where my gaze has gone. “I’ve been stitched up, and this is all just so I don’t pull the stitches before Doc over here decides to take them out.”

“I was so scared,” I say, looking at both men in my life. “I don’t want to waste any more time pushing you away or experiencing what I know only you two can give me. I’m sorry for making you wait so long.”

“We would’ve waited forever for you, J. You and Wade are ours, and we weren’t lettin’ you go without a fight. We’ll do whatever you want, and give you whatever you need from us,” Boy Scout says, standing next to me.

“Doc, when can I get out of here?” Wood asks, never once taking his eyes off of me as he realizes what I mean.

“You gonna take it easy?” the older man that walked through the door asks, walking back through a different door.

“I’ll say whatever I need to say so I can go back to our room, and not be in here,” he says, finally looking at the man.

We all laugh knowing that one way or another, Wood will be getting out of here. So, Boy Scout and I stand back and wait while the man that’s fixed him up pulls the IV out, and checks his vitals one more time.

Once he’s given the all clear, Wood tries to get out of the bed all by himself. He has some trouble so his friend steps forward and helps him up until he knows he’s steady on his feet. Wood wraps his arm around my shoulder, trying not to put all of his weight on me, and we make our way out of the room and up to theirs. Well, I guess it’s our room now.

“You sure you know what you’re gettin’ into right now, Spitfire?” Wood asks, wanting to make sure I’m ready to be with them in every sense of the meaning.

“Yes. I wouldn’t have said it if I wasn’t,” I tell him, watching as Boy Scout unlocks the door and tells Trinity, one of the house bunnies, that she’s free to go. “Thank you for sitting with him.”

“You’re welcome, Jennifer. Anytime you need him watched, I’ll do it. He’s such a sweet little boy,” Trinity says, a smile gracing her face as she leaves the room and I lock the door.

Standing in front of the men, I turn around and begin to strip the clothes that I threw on when we left the house off. They each suck in a breath as I stand before them completely naked.

I don’t try to hide from either one of them or feel ashamed of my body. Wood and Boy Scout are the first ones that have looked at me the way they are right now. There’s a look of lust, hunger, and something almost like love shining from their eyes.

Boy Scout strips out of his clothes while I make my way over to Wood. Carefully, I help him get the other half of his shirt off his body before dropping down to take his boots off. I don’t feel like a slave doing this, I’m helping my man when he needs it the most.

Wood looks down at me as Boy Scout takes a seat on the bed to wait for us. As soon as I get his boots and socks off his feet, I stand up and unbuckle his belt before unbuttoning his jeans and pulling down the zipper slowly over his hardness resting just below.

Licking my lips, I pull his jeans down his legs shocked that he’s not wearing any underwear. His hard length pops out at me, and I slowly stand up never taking my eyes off of his. Wood joins Boy Scout on the bed as I stand in front of them.

“Let me get comfortable before you get on the bed, yeah?” he asks, looking up at me from his seat while I stand on display in front of them.

Nodding my head, I wait patiently for him to move around on the bed and lean against the pillows so he’s in a reclined position. Boy Scout doesn’t move from his spot on the bed because he knows that Wood isn’t going to take any help unless he absolutely has to. It’s a matter of pride, and we understand his need for some semblance of independence while he’s healing.

“Alright, Spitfire, climb on up here,” Wood says, as I set my knee on the bed next to Boy Scout and use him to balance so I don’t move the bed any more than I have to. “Give me a kiss while Boy Scout gets you ready.”

I put one knee between his legs while I rest the other one on the outside of his massive thighs. Wood naked is a vision. He’s muscular with tattoos going down both of his arms. The hair on his head is shaved close, so close that you almost can’t see it while his beard grows longer. It’s long enough right now that I can pull on it if I want to. His eyes right now are more grey than blue as he stares up at me. The color changes from blue to grey depending on his mood.

His hard chest leads down to a six-pack and that sexy as hell V. Wood’s legs are strong and hard with a tattoo running down one leg. I can’t tell what it is right now, but I’ll be exploring it later on. His nipples are pierced and as my gaze lowers to his hard cock, and see that there’s a row of barbells going down the length. Fuck!

Boy Scout is just as sexy as Wood. He’s got muscles that are from a hard day’s work, and not from working out in the gym all the time. There are a few tattoos on him that I want to trace with my tongue as I know some of them represent the pain from his childhood. His dark hair is longer since he’s been letting it grow out and his eyes remind me of warm chocolate melting.

His chest is hard and leads down to a six-pack and that V that most women drool over. Boy Scout’s legs are firm and slender. I scan his body to find out if he has any piercings. Like Wood, he’s got his nipples pierced and a ring coming out of the head of his dick. Damn, these men are going to kill me with their piercings alone. His eyes follow me as I get in a position that will be comfortable for all of us.

As I straddle Wood, I have one hand firmly holding the headboard while the other one is resting gently on his good side. My lips touch his, and a jolt runs through my body as he immediately deepens the kiss.

At the same time, Boy Scout moves in behind me and puts his head under my body. The first swipe of his tongue causes me to shudder above him while I continue kissing Wood. Our tongues are dueling for control until I finally give in and let Wood dominate me. He needs to be in control, and I recognize that in him.

Boy Scout adds a finger to my wet pussy, sliding it in and out while sucking on my clit. He gently bites down as he slides a second finger inside me and curls them both to reach the spot that drives me crazy with need. As my body tightens, a climax building within my core, I pull back from Wood so I don’t hurt him.

“No. I want you against me when Thomas makes you scream,” Wood says, pulling me back against him, and kissing down my neck until I lean up enough so that he can pull a hardened nipple into his mouth. “When we’re alone, it’s Thomas and Brantley; not Boy Scout and Wood.”

Wood switches sides and pulls my other nipple into his mouth. He bites down adding just enough pain on top of the sensations that Boy Scout is making me feel to throw me over the edge of the cliff I’ve been hovering on. I scream out my release as Boy Scout never halts his movements while Wood pulls me back in to kiss him until I’m doing little more than whimpering.

“I want to feel your mouth on me, Spitfire,” Wood says, looking down at his still hard cock.

I move my body down his, licking and kissing on my way. When I run my tongue over his nipple, a shudder runs through his body. It’s empowering to know I can make this man feel anything when I’m touching him. Boy Scout is still behind me as I finally make it to Wood’s hard cock.

Licking the length from the base to tip, my other man lines his own hard cock up with my opening. He slowly pushes inside at the same time I take as much of Wood into my mouth as possible. He’s a big man, and there’s no way that I can take him all.

I pull one hand out from under me and roll his balls in my hand. He lets out a moan and puts one hand in my hair. It tangles in the silky strands as he gently pushes my head to let me know he wants me to move a little bit faster.

Boy Scout continues to slide in and out of me. His chest hovers over my back as he places kisses along the tops of my shoulders and down around the back of my neck. He’s using one arm to hold himself up while his fingers dig into my hip as he holds me in place. His movements are becoming a little erratic, and his pace increases as he’s chasing his release.

I moan at the feelings running through my body while Wood’s cock is still in my mouth. He’s back to pushing on my head so I know he’s getting close. Sliding my mouth down his hard length, I breathe through my nose and try to take more of him into my mouth. I continue to roll his balls in my hand giving the slightest bit of pressure as I slide my tongue around his cock on the way back to the tip of him.

“You don’t want my cum in your mouth, pull off,” Wood says, giving me a warning that he’s really close, and giving me the option to not swallow his cum.

Sliding my mouth back down his length, he swells in my mouth as a groan slips from him, and he throws his head back and tightens his hold on my hair. His body is shaking and covered in a fine layer of sweat.

After licking him clean, I pull my mouth off of him as he untangles his long fingers from my hair. My entire body shakes as my insides tighten with my climax reaching its peak before exploding and rushing through me.

“Thomas!” I yell out, burying my head in Wood’s stomach as my eyes close and I relish the sensations flowing through me.

Boy Scout groans and continues to thrust inside of me harder and faster. He pulls almost completely out of my pussy before slamming back inside as far as he can. I’m not even over my first release and another one is building up. Adding a slight swivel to his hips, I let the feeling take over my body. Boy Scout reaches around my hip and begins to rub my clit before gently pinching and pulling it.

“One more baby,” he grounds out, never losing momentum.

“I can’t,” I say, my body becoming sensitive to the point of pain taking over.

“Yes, you can Jennifer,” Wood says, pulling my upper body up to meet his.

Wood kisses me deeply while using his good hand to pinch and pull my nipple. I can’t stop the waves as they begin to crash over me and I cum one more time. Boy Scout thrusts in me one or two more times before he follows me over the edge. His body stills behind me as he stays rooted deep within my pussy.
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Chapter Sixteen
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Boy Scout

WE COLLAPSE ONTO the bed being careful of Wood and his injury. I keep my weight off of J as I rub my hands up and down her body to help get her breathing back under control. I knew it was going to be different feeling her pussy wrapped around me. It feels like heaven and home wrapped into one. I can’t wait until Wood gets to experience this for himself.

“Baby, you okay?” I ask, wanting to make sure this wasn’t too much for her to handle.

“Yeah,” she whispers, lifting her arm up and behind her so that she can feel me.

“We’ll do different things once I can move around, Spitfire. Thank you for givin’ us that,” Wood says, standing up and making his way to the bathroom.

He comes back a few minutes later with a wet washcloth and cleans J up before we all slip some clothes on and slide into bed. We never sleep naked at the clubhouse because you never know when something is going to happen.

Wood and I wait to see how she’s going to want to lay before we wrap her up. Her head is lying on my chest tonight while her legs are tangled up with Woods. I’m sure she’s trying to stay away from him so she doesn’t accidentally hurt him while we’re sleeping.

“Guys, I’m not on any birth control,” she says suddenly, her voice laced with exhaustion.

“It’s okay, baby. If you get pregnant, we’ll be here. We’re not goin’ anywhere. If you’re not ready, we’ll use condoms until you are,” I tell her, really hoping she doesn’t want to do that. I’ve already felt her bare, and I know I’m not gonna want to feel any sort of barrier between us.

J doesn’t answer as a light snore escape her. I kiss her on the top of her head before laying back down and letting sleep claim me. It’s been a long day and within minutes I join J in sleep.
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Chapter Seventeen
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Wood

IT’S BEEN ALMOST a month since I got shot. I’m taking it easy, but I’m back to riding and living my life the way I want to. Today, we’re going to meet up with some of the guys from Satan’s Anarchy because they found our missing girls.

Scarlett and Goldie both work as strippers at Allure before they went missing. At first, we thought they moved out of Benton Falls or simply moved on with their lives. When Stryker and Fox went to their apartments, they found all of their stuff there.

Grizzly looked in their lockers at Allure and found all their stuff still in them too. Renegade called and let us know that when they rescued their girl Callie, they were told by two of the other girls that they worked for us.

Killer, Boy Scout, Alex, and I are now going to be the ones to bring them back home. Renegade told us that they’ll need time to heal physically, and he doesn’t know how they’re going to be mentally or emotionally when they get back.

It doesn’t matter to us; we’ll make sure they have a roof over their head, and find them some other work if they don’t want to strip anymore. Slim’s pissed as fuck that none of us caught on to the fact that they were taken from the strip club in the first place. Fox would be going with us, but he’s been tasked with setting up an entirely new security system at Allure and Phantom. Next week, he’ll do the rest of the businesses we own.

Today I need the long ride to clear my head and get out of my own way. Ever since Jennifer gave herself up to us, there’s been a new confidence to her, and a light that shines brighter than ever. It’s like my getting shot woke something up in her, and I love that she’s relishing in being open with us.

She’s not as worried that we’re gonna leave her at the first chance we have or fuck around on her with the house bunnies. They hold no appeal to us and they’re pissed that we don’t pay them any attention anymore. I’m sure there’s going to be blowback from that, and that we can stop it before it happens. That’s not what I need to clear my head though.

The life that Boy Scout led before I met him has been weighing heavily on my mind since he broke down and told us his horrid story. I hate that I didn’t see it sooner, or do anything to help him before I saw him start using the gym at the school. We saw one another every day in the halls at school, and I just ignored him. I ignored the look of defeat, sadness, and a pain so deep that he was ready to end it. If that had happened, I honestly don’t know what I would’ve done.

The other main thing weighing on my mind is that we know who attacked us, but that’s it. Ghost may have gotten a man, but he died on the way to the clubhouse so we couldn’t get anything from him. Other than knowing he was part of Snake’s Revenge, we don’t know anything more. 

There are no clue as to where they stay, why they’re in our territory, or even how many guys we’re looking at going up against. I’m not scared of them; none of us are. What pisses me off is that we don’t know what they’re after. Are they gonna come after the ol’ ladies and kids?

For now, we keep our eyes peeled and a few guys go out every day and see if we can spot them around anywhere. Slim’s been on the phone with all his contacts to see if they know anything about them. No one has a clue about this club. It’s like they just appeared out of nowhere, and now they’ve vanished just as quickly. The entire situation is a mindfuck like nothing we’ve seen before.

Pulling up to the old truck stop at the halfway point between Benton Falls and Shadowville, the guys from Satan’s Anarchy wait for us at the back of the parking lot. They’re partially hidden by the trucks that have pulled in, and I’m glad we’re not doing this trade in the open for anyone to see. Not when we don’t know what shape the girls are in.

“Good to see you guys again. I wish it were under better circumstances,” Renegade says, shaking our hands before turning toward the van the girls are in.

He opens the side doors and we get our first glimpse at Scarlett and Goldie. They’re in rough shape, and I can’t begin to imagine the hell that they’ve been through. The girls are skittish as they get closer to us; practically running from Renegade and his men.

I know it’s just because we’re familiar to them, and they don’t really know anything about the men that saved them. Hell, if I were a female that had just been to hell and back, I’d probably run from them too. Renegade and his men are some scary motherfuckers.

“They taken care of?” Killer asks, wanting to know about the men that had them.

“Yep. Ended it for now. I’m not sure what else is gonna happen or if there will be any blowback, but it’s not on you. We ended it, and they’ll come after us,” Renegade says as Grave steps up next to him.

“You need us, let us know,” I tell him, knowing we’ll have their back if they need it.

“Appreciate it. You got any leads on that fucker that hit you?” Grave asks, folding his arms across his chest as Alex loads the girls in the van he’s driving.

“Know it’s Snake’s Revenge. Guy we got died before we could ask him anythin’. I’m surprised Slim didn’t call and talk to you about them,” I answer, wondering why he didn’t talk to Renegade about the club we’re hunting.

“Probably knew we’ve been busy on our end. I’ve never heard of them, but I’ll make my own calls, and see what I can dig up. You got Fox diggin’ into them?” Renegade asks, looking around the parking lot as cars and trucks continue to come and go without a care in the world.

“Yeah. He pulled the guys I.D and has been tryin’ to get anythin’ he can on him. Other than knowin’ he’s got a rap sheet a mile long, and most of the arrests were made up by Station Center, there’s nothin’,” Boy Scout answers, looking back at Alex in the van with the girls.

“We’ll look. Keep us in the loop and we’ll talk soon,” Renegade says as they head back to their bikes and we leave for ours.

On the way back to the clubhouse, I get a feeling deep in my gut that something’s not right. I’m not sure if it’s someone following us or something else entirely. All I know right now is that something big is coming and until we figure it out, I won’t be able to rest. Killer looks at me, and I can tell he senses that my alertness has increased. He speeds up in front of us to make sure no one is going to ambush us before we get to the highway.

I let the van get closer to my back tire as I continue to look around the road and at the sparse trees lining the road. Boy Scout hangs back to make sure no one is following us. About ten miles up the road Stryker pulls over, waiting for us. He pulls out in front of me and we stay bunched up the rest of the way back to the clubhouse. I guess the feeling that I’m getting has nothing to do with this trip. I’ll check on Jennifer as soon as we get back to the clubhouse and make sure that she’s okay.
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Chapter Eighteen
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Jennifer

SLIM CALLED ME into his office as soon as I woke up this morning. Kim came over early to watch Wade so I could go meet with him before heading to school. I have an afternoon class today otherwise I’d have to put this meeting off.

After getting ready for the day and making sure that I have everything I’ll need for class, I kiss my son goodbye and make my way to the clubhouse. Hitter lets me know that Slim’s in his office and to just knock on the door. Slowing my steps, I watch as two of the house bunnies stare me down. Damn, if looks could kill, I’d be six feet under where I stand.

I asked Trinity why they all seem to hate me so much more than the rest of the girls that have recently come here. She told me that it’s because they all want a piece of my men. The girls like it more when they’re ‘double stuffed’ as Trinity told me. Now that Wade and I are here, they don’t get that as much. Not many of the guys want to share when they’re fucking someone unless it’s a party night. Even then it’s not a regular occurrence.

“Come in,” Slim bellows after knocking on his door.

“Hi, Slim. Is everything okay?” I ask, walking in and shutting the door behind me.

“No, it’s not. You’ve been at Phantom for a few months now. Have you noticed anythin’ out of the ordinary?” he asks, leaning back in his chair while motioning me to sit opposite him.

“Not really. I mean, I’ve been covering a lot of shifts the last few weeks. I’m not sure how much longer I’ll be able to do that with school and Wade, but I’ve been trying to help out,” I answer, wondering what he’s talking about.

“Really? I didn’t know call offs have been that bad,” he responds, taking a minute to think before beginning again. “You don’t have that much longer with school. We’ll talk about what’s gonna happen as soon as that date gets closer. For now, I want to offer you a promotion at Phantom. You’ll be able to make your own hours as the manager of the place. Whino has personal shit goin’ on, and can’t be there the way he needs to be. We’ve talked, and he suggested you take his place. What do you say?”

I’m shocked. Never did I walk in here this morning thinking I’d be getting a promotion at work. “Yes! Thank you so much!” I say, letting my excitement show.

“You’re in charge of hirin’, firin’, and everythin’ that happens in that club. If you need help, let one of us know, and we’ll be there to have your back. Here’s what I want you to be on the look for. Besides you bringin’ call offs to my attention, there’s reason to believe that some of the employees are not only usin’ while on the clock but dealin’ in our club. I think some of the bartenders are skimmin’ money too, and I want them gone. Think you can handle the job?” he asks, letting me know that a lot of shit is going on I had no clue about it.

“I can. I’ll keep my promotion secret right now so I can get a sense of anything going on. In the next few weeks, I’ll have a meeting and let the ones go that I catch, and lay down my rules. By then, I’ll have an idea of who’s going to stay and who’s going to walk away,” I tell him, thinking this is the best way to handle the situation right now.

“That’s a damn good plan. I’ll have Whino make an appearance or two for now, and you let him know when you’re ready to let it be known that there’s been a change in management. When you have the meetin’ I want Wood and Killer there with you,” he says, turning his attention away from me and back to the computer in front of him.

Making my way out of his office, I decide to grab a quick sandwich from the kitchen before heading to school. I didn’t have time to eat breakfast and I know I won’t make it through class on an empty stomach.

As I’m pulling everything I’ll need out of the fridge, I hear movement behind me. No one’s talked to me, so I ignore them and continue to do my own thing. The smile of Slim’s confidence in me is still firmly in place on my face until I turn and see the two house bunnies crowding in behind me.

“So, you think you’re hot shit don’t you?” the taller one asks.

She’s got long, bleach blonde hair that anyone can see is from a bottle. It’s not a very good dye job, and I’m sure she did it herself. There’s a layer of make-up caked on her face making her look older than she is and past the point of caring, though I’m sure she thinks she looks good. Her outfit looks like it was bought in the little girl’s section of a store as it barely covers any of her saggy body.

Looking up into her eyes, I see that they’re a silver color. There’s no life in them as she stares down at me from her height on six-inch heels. Her friend isn’t much better. She’s got stringy red hair that sits dull and lifeless along her back. I can see almost all of her bones with the bikini top and skirt that barely covers her ass. This girl’s make-up isn’t as caked on, but it’s still more than any of the prostitutes I used to work with ever wore. She’s petite, and I’m sure at one time she was really pretty. Now, both of these girls look like they’ve been ridden hard and put away wet. It’s not an attractive look.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I answer, continuing to make my sandwich and turning my back to them.

The one running her mouth grabs my arm and turns me back to face them. There’s an evil glint in her eyes as she runs her gaze from my toes to the top of my head. “You think you’re special because you’re in Wood and Boy Scout’s bed right now. Well, honey, it’s not gonna last. They came to Ginger and me last night after you went to bed. Told us all about how you used to spread your legs for any dick. Boy Scout said you’re so loose and used up that he’s surprised he can stay hard when you beg them to fuck you. You want to look down on us, but I’m sure that you’ve taken more cock than any one of us here,” the blonde says, making me flinch from the hit of her words.

“Yeah. I heard Wood telling Collette all about you and that snot-nosed brat of yours. They’re tired of you acting like a clingy bitch. Always needing to know where they are and when they’ll be back. Your son is nothing but a little bastard that is always up their asses or crying. Slim only gave you the job because they feel sorry for you. They all do. And the faster you make enough money to move out, you’ll be gone. They’re already fucking us so ‘bye bitch,” the redhead says, lacking any conviction behind her words.

If I had to guess, she’s just following the blond bitch’s lead. That doesn’t mean it doesn’t hurt to know that they found out about my past.

Tears well up in my eyes as they both smirk. They know they hurt me and are happy about it. Well, they can kiss my fucking ass. “So, Wood and Boy Scout came here last night after I went to bed? That’s interesting because they were both fucking me all night long last night. Not to mention that I got woken up again this morning before they left. So, I’d like to know when they were here fucking you.

“As far as me spreading my legs for more men than you, I highly doubt that and it says something. Unlike you, I was forced to spread my legs. You have a choice and prove every fucking day that you’re nothing more than a common whore. What? You think Wood and Boy Scout are gonna make one of you their ol’ lady? Is that the game you’re trying to play right now?” I ask, looking each one of them dead in the eye, my sandwich completely forgotten.

“If they want a used-up hag, then they can have you. See, I’m making something of myself. Can you say the same? I don’t care if they never make me an ol’ lady or if they leave me. I’ve been beaten down and broken for so long that I know I’m strong enough to stand on my own. I doubt either of you can say the same. And if you ever talk about my son again, I’ll kill you.”

Before either girl can say a word, I punch the redhead in the face and leave the kitchen. Everything in the clubhouse fades to black as I leave and get in the SUV. I sit and take a few deep breaths to calm down as the first tears spill down my cheeks.

Wood and Boy Scout are the only ones I’ve shared details of my past with. If these two know about it, they had to have overheard them talking or telling others in the club. My heart breaks because I honestly thought they were different. But, I can’t dwell on that right now. Now, I have to go to class. I’ll figure out what I’m going to do once I’m home. It won’t be until later because I have to go from class to work. Too bad I don’t see Stryker watching me before I leave the clubhouse and make my way to class.

[image: A close up of a logo

Description automatically generated]

I’m at Phantom, working my normal waitressing shift. Well, I’m pulling double duty since the bartender called out and no one would take her spot. It’s busy and I’m running around more than I ever have before. The only other waitress on the bottom floor, Trisha, refuses to work behind the bar on top of serving her tables. She won’t help me with my tables or anything.

I’ve asked Serena to help us out down here when she’s not busy in the VIP section, but she has yet to make an appearance, and I know that it’s early enough no one is up there right now. No one from the club is here and none of their friends have shown up. These two are just lazy fucks and I’ll be glad when they’re gone.

I’m behind the bar, serving drinks while pulling drinks for my tables when I feel Wood and Boy Scout. They’re behind the bar and taking orders while I continue to run around like crazy. I get a quick kiss on the cheek from Boy Scout before he goes to the opposite end of the bar where the customers have been waiting a long time for me to get there. I’ve spent more time apologizing tonight than actually doing my job it seems.

“Where’s your fuckin’ help?” Wood asks once I make my way back for more drinks.

“Not here. Trisha is only working her tables and Serena refuses to come down from VIP. I’m doing the best I can right now,” I answer with an attitude as the guys continue to sling drinks and fill my orders.

“See that, Spitfire. Just askin’ where everyone is,” he answers, filling my tray and handing out more drinks.

“I have none as usual. Thanks for the help, but I got it,” I answer, letting my inner bitch out to play as I recall the confrontation earlier today.

“Know you need the help. And know that shit went down today. Gonna talk later on,” he answers as Boy Scout stops next to him to listen to our conversation. “Ginger and Trin are on their way over to help out.”

“Great! Just what I need,” I say, picking up my tray and leaving before he can say anything else.

For the next few hours, I manage to avoid Ginger and the guys. They’ve left the bar and I can only assume have made their way back to the clubhouse or upstairs. None of the guys spend a lot of time on the lower level of Phantom when they’re here. Not unless they’re trying to pick up a customer they’ve laid eyes on. I usually love knowing that they’re here and if I need them, they don’t have to drive here. Tonight, I hate it. Especially with the side looks I continuously get from Ginger. Trinity can tell that something is going on and she’s pushed the redheaded bitch away from me more than once.

“Trin, I need a minute. I’ll be right back,” I say, making my way to the bathroom so I can relieve my bladder and take a minute to compose myself.

I’m covered in sweat and feel disgusting from all the running that I’ve been doing today. Before I can finish washing up my face and pull my hair back again, Ginger makes her way into the bathroom. Fuck my life! When is this twatwaffle gonna get a clue and leave me the hell alone?

“You better not say a word about our little talk earlier today. We’ll beat your ass and make sure that you get kicked out of the club for good,” she says, pushing me against the wall. “Collette is on her way here to make sure that you don’t talk.”

“Neither one of you scare me. I’ve faced a lot worse and I’m still standing. By the way, how many more layers of make-up did you have to cake on to make sure no one saw the bruise I’m sure you’re sporting right now?” I ask, pushing against her to the point that she falls on her ass. “Leave me the fuck alone.”

As I make my way back out to the floor, I see that Slim and the rest of the guys are walking in. He looks at me with a frown on his face as I scurry away to grab my tray before checking on my tables. Trinity smiles at me and hands me a bottle of water to drink from before I begin the never-ending trips around the room again. I smile at her and go to walk away as Collette steps in front of me. She refuses to let me pass and get back to work. It must be nice to not have to worry about actually doing anything to earn money.

“Leave me the hell alone, Collette. Just told your skanky sister the same thing. I’m over it and I’m trying to do a job. Unlike you,” I say, going to push my way past her.

“Bitch, you better watch yourself. You’re on fucking borrowed time and it’s not long before you have nothing. Less than nothing. One word from me is all it’ll take,” she says, trying to give me a warning as Trinity comes up behind me to help me.

I walk away from them. Collette knows my worst fear is being alone again and she’s going to push every single one of my buttons until it happens. Then I’ll have to figure out a lot more than I do right now. I’ll do it though. Being around the club has proven to me that there are good people out there. They may come in the form of a one percent motorcycle club, but there’s someone willing to give others a chance.

I don’t want to leave the friends that I’m making here, or rip my son away to the unknown, but I will if that’s what it comes down to. I’m stronger now, and I can do anything I set my mind to. At this point, the only reason I’d wait is to finish my degree so that I don’t have to start all over again. That’s not a big deal though.

The next few hours go by uneventfully. I take care of my tables, help out behind the bar when I can. It didn’t take Ginger long to make her way upstairs with the guys leaving Trinity alone. I’m not going to make her work it by herself, and no one else is stepping in. So, I go back to working the floor and the bar. I don’t have enough time for a break or to worry about where Wood and Boy Scout are. It’s refreshing to not think about anything other than keeping the drink orders straight and making sure that everyone is happy.

Before I know it, I hear the bell for last call. Everyone scrambles to the bar. I quickly check on my tables and see that most of them are empty now. Making my way to the bar, I see that Wood has joined Trinity and is working one end while she works the other. I stop in the middle and help get the customers their drinks so that we can close down the bar for the night. Then it will be a matter of cleaning up the rest of the club and getting prepped for tomorrow night.

“Wood, Jennifer, and Trinity come upstairs as soon as you’re done. Alex and Zach are takin’ over. There’s a situation that needs to be taken care of,” Slim says, walking away from the bar before we can answer him.

The three of us make our way to the VIP section. I’m walking in front of Trinity so I don’t have to be next to Wood right now. Is it childish? Maybe. But I’m hurt and I don’t want to be anywhere near him or Boy Scout. Not when I feel betrayed and like they’ve let me down. As soon as we enter the back of the VIP area, I see that everyone, including the house bunnies, are here sitting at different tables. Slim tells Serena to leave and head downstairs for right now. Clayton and Ian, two more Prospects of the club, will be closing this section.

“I don’t know what all happened today, but it seems that Stryker witnessed somethin’ that should never happen in my house. Stryker, why don’t you fill everyone in,” Slim says, looking directly at me as Stryker stands up and begins to talk.

“I went in to get somethin’ to eat. Overheard Collette and Ginger talkin’ shit to someone. They seem to know an awful lot of personal information about Jennifer. Tellin’ her how Wood and Boy Scout are tired of her shit and told them all about her past while they were fuckin’ them last night. Even heard them sayin’ how you’re gettin’ tired of your girl and her son. Called him a snot-nosed brat, I believe. Anyway, after your girl gave it right back to them, she punched that bitch Ginger in the face and left. I followed her and watched as she let a few tears go and left. She’s been holdin’ that shit in all day and then came here to be swamped,” he says, making my face turn red at the humiliation of everyone now knowing about the confrontation.

“Slim, got something to add to that,” Trinity speaks up as I begin to shake my head in her direction. “When you guys got here, Collette stopped Jennifer from going back to work after using the restroom. Ginger also followed her there. I’m not sure what was said, but I know something was.”

“That right, Jennifer?” Slim questions me.

“Yes. They each told me that I better not say a word about what happened. Not trying to be a rat, so can we please drop this? It’s not worth it. I know where they stand and I’m here to do my job and that’s it,” I say, not wanting to be the center of attention any longer.
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Chapter Nineteen
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Boy Scout

WOOD AND I stand here and listen to what’s being said. I can’t believe the shit these two bitches are trying to pull right now. Glancing over at Jennifer, I notice that she won’t even look in our direction. The only thing I see covering her face is devastation and betrayal. She thinks we told someone else, if not those two bitches, about her past. I get that this shit looks bad considering that Wood and I were the only two that know it. Not even Kim has gotten the story out of her. We would never fucking betray our girl like that.

“Slim, I don’t know how these cunts found that shit out, but it wasn’t from us,” Wood says, turning his attention to our girl. “Jennifer, we would never tell anyone what you told us. We know how much it took for you to open up, and we’d never betray that.”

“That’s a good point,” Slim says, standing and walking over to the two bitches. “One of you better start talkin’. Now!”

“Don’t have to tell you anything. That bitch has it coming. Looking down on us when she’s taken more dick than all the Phantom Bastards bunnies combined,” Collette says as the color drains from J’s face. That’s enough! This bitch has gone too fucking far. Again.

“Listen up, you fuckin’ skank. Our girl has a past. We all fuckin’ do. That doesn’t give you the fuckin’ right to spread hers all over like it’s not a big fuckin’ deal. How the fuck did you hear our conversation?” I ask, getting in her face as the anger and rage I’m feeling right now coils tightly in my stomach.

Collette smirks at me, letting me know that she knows my past too. I don’t give a fuck if she spreads that shit far and wide. She has no right to say a word about Jennifer. The bitch sits in her seat and looks down at her nails like she’s bored as fuck right now. I’m ready to beat this slut to death, but I’ve never hit a woman before and I never will. I watched my mom get beat and it’s not something I’ll ever do. No one deserves that; even this bitch.

“You heard my past too? You want to spread that shit around?” I ask, leaning in closer. There’s not an ounce of fear in her eyes. “I’ll tell you all what she knows. My mother was a drug whore. Never knew my dad. When I became a teenager, my mom decided that she’d pimp me out to ensure she got her fix. It started with her friends and then went to some of the men that brought her the fix she needed. I was raped repeatedly by men and women for almost four years. Is that what makes you think that I’ll back off Collette? Now every single member of my family knows my secret. You don’t got shit, so get off whatever high horse you think you’re used up ass is on and answer the fuckin’ question. How did you hear about our past?”

Ginger looks at everyone in the room. At least she has enough sense to look fucking scared and sorry about what she did. “She planted listening devices in your house. As soon as she found out that you started sleeping at the apartment with Jennifer, she broke in and made sure that she’d hear you guys whenever you were home,” Ginger says, tears filling her eyes.

“What did you get promised for followin’ along with her fucked-up idea?” Wood asks, walking closer to Jennifer.

“She told me she’d ensure that you took me on as your ol’ lady. I’m sorry, Jennifer,” she cries out, hanging her head down as Collette begins to screech and scream at her.

“That’s enough!” Slim shouts. “Collette, you’re done here. You don’t get to grab anythin’ from the clubhouse or step foot on any of our properties again. Ginger, you’re on probation until I say otherwise. You better kiss Jennifer’s ass if she tells you to. Do you understand me?”

“Yes,” Ginger answers as Collette sits next to her.

“What the fuck? She went right along with my plan,” Collette suddenly shrieks like she’s the victim here.

“Exactly, you’re plan. You did all this for nothin’. Now you have no protection and no home. Go whore yourself out on the streets for all I care,” Slim says, getting in her face as his turns deadly serious. “You’re lucky I’m not puttin’ you six feet under for what you’ve done. Get the fuck out of our club and I never want to see your fucked-up face again. Remember that you’re gettin’ off easy tonight for everythin’ that you’ve done. Now, go!”

Collette sits stock still for several minutes before Killer moves toward her. She’s always been scared to death of him. We all watch on as Collette finally moves. She almost trips and falls on her towering heels in her haste to get away from us. Well, from Killer if we’re being honest. Every single member of the club turns and looks at Jennifer as I make my way back over to her.

“Jennifer,” Slim says, his voice gentle and caring as he walks over to her. “You showed today what a great ol’ lady you’re goin’ to make for these two fuckheads. Not only did you keep a confrontation to yourself, you made sure to put them in their place without worryin’ if anyone was watchin’. You got a promotion today that we’ll discuss as a club later on and made a plan to help find out what I’m suspicious about. It didn’t take you weeks, hours, or even minutes to come up with that plan. Tonight, I’ve watched you bust your ass on the floor and behind the bar tellin’ me that my decision was right. I’m sorry about all the shit that you’ve been dealin’ with today. Next time, you come to one of us. Thankfully, Stryker and Trinity witnessed that shit or we’d never have known about it. You and Wade are a part of this club, and we’ll do what we need to in order to protect you both.”

Everyone claps and hollers at the small speech Slim just gave praising our girl. It’s not very often that he does something like that, but I see his point and know that today it was truly deserved. Jennifer turns and buries her face in Wood’s chest out of embarrassment at Slim’s words. She doesn’t like attention, and never openly seeks it out. Tonight, this has to be hitting her hard with the way that her day has gone.

“Baby, why didn’t you call us?” I ask, wrapping her in my arms.

“Because I didn’t. I was hurt and feeling betrayed that they knew that stuff. You two were the only ones I told, and I was trying to wrap my head around it,” she says, looking up at me finally. “I can’t believe you told your story to everyone here.”

“They’re our family. You see that no one is treatin’ me any differently because of it. We won’t ever share your story, that’s yours to tell. Just know that they’ll have your back if you decide to open up to them. You feelin’ any better knowin’ the truth?” I ask, needing to know that she understands we’d never betray her.

“Yeah. Sorry I thought you two would do that to me,” she mumbles, looking at Wood too.

“Don’t worry about it, Spitfire,” he says. “You go finish up work and then we’ll go home. Gonna send Fox over there now to make sure the bugs are gone. Ginger, you go with him. If you attempt to fuck with our home or anythin’ in it, you’ll be out on your ass. That understood?”

“Yes, Wood. Jennifer, I’m truly sorry for everything,” Ginger says, standing between Fox and Killer. I know Killer will go to make sure she doesn’t fuck with anything. Most of the house bunnies are scared to death of him. They suck his cock or ride it when he turns his attention on them, but they scramble away as fast as they can afterward.

Wood and I follow J downstairs and watch as she helps Trinity and the guys finish cleaning the club. We’ll talk about her promotion later on at home. I’m so proud of our girl. She’s certainly coming out of her shell and proving to herself what we already know; she’s a strong woman that’s going to set this world on fire with her ideas and plans.
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Chapter Twenty
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Jennifer

I’VE BEEN THE manager of Phantom for two weeks now. No one, other than Slim, Wood, Boy Scout, and I know about this. I haven’t even told the girls. I have a list of people I’m letting go and a list of people that I think are going to walk out on their own when they realize I’m now the manager of the nightclub. So, I’ve talked to Kim and Sally about working the club as bartenders while I hire other girls to work the floor. I really want to get Trinity in here to be one of the waitresses because she kicked ass the night she came in and worked with me.

Whino sent out a mass message telling everyone to be at the club by noon today for a staff meeting. Wood, Killer, Whino, Kim, and Sally are here with me as we sit at a table and wait for everyone to get here. It’s almost quarter after by the time Serena and Trisha walk through the door. They’re talking and laughing, acting like they’re not wasting our time here.

“’Bout time you got here,” Whino says, keeping up the pretense as he stands before everyone in the room.

I watch as the two girls sit at the table next to us and try to get Wood and Boy Scouts attention. Stupid bitches! Turning my attention back to Whino, I put them to the back of my mind knowing that they won’t be here much longer and that my men won’t pay any attention to them.

“We brought you here today because some shady shit has been goin’ down. Because I can’t be here like I used to be, Slim has decided to put someone else in my place as manager of Phantom. Today you’ll meet that person and hear the rules that are goin’ to be in place from now on. These rules have been approved by Slim and myself, so I suggest that you all pay attention. Well, the ones that are still here after the next few minutes are over with,” Whino says, pausing as everyone looks around trying to figure out who the new manager is. “You’re new manager is Jennifer.”

I hear a bunch of groans followed by my family cheering and clapping as I stand in front of everyone here. There’s a select few smiling, and I know it’s a matter of time before their smiles are gone. I’m not a pushover, and they’re not going to be here long enough to try to walk all over me.

“The first thing I’m going to do is let you know who is out of here as of now. Serena, Trisha, Brent, Michael, and Chasity, you no longer work for Phantom or the Phantom Bastards MC. We’ll wait until you leave to continue the staff meeting,” I say, looking at the five people I’ve just let go with no warning. 

“What the fuck! You can’t get rid of us,” Serena whines, remaining in her seat as the other four stand up. “We’ve been here since the very beginning, and you have no right to fire us.”

“I was just gonna leave it at you being fired. Since you want to make this difficult, I’ll let everyone know why you’re all being fired. Michael, you seem to think that it’s okay to not work and deal drugs right out in the open of this club. You were all told that there was a zero-tolerance policy. Brent, you were caught on camera using drugs before you let two underage girls into the club. Chasity, you have called off more than you’re here. When you are here, you’re too worried about drinking than doing any actual work. Trisha and Serena, you have been having sex with patrons in the bathrooms, or anywhere for that matter. You two refuse to help out and do the bare minimum of work. This is not acceptable behavior and things will be changing for the rest of you that want to stay and have a job. Now, we’ll wait to see who’s going to stay and who’s going to leave,” I say, knowing that the guys will make sure at least those individuals are out of the door before we go any further.

After the group of five that I fired leaves with about six other people, I see that I now only have four employees. This is not going to work for me. I’ll have to hire some more people immediately to ensure that Phantom can stay open and the club doesn’t lose any business.

“For the rest of you, thank you for staying and giving me a chance. Things are going to change around here, but I think you’ll like the changes that are made. First of all, there will be a member of the Phantom Bastards here every night on the door until we can hire a security firm that the club agrees to for bouncing and letting people in. Kim and Sally are both new and will be bartenders here. Kim, you’ll be upstairs in the VIP section while Sally is downstairs. I’m going to need to get more staff in here quick as hell. Now, bartenders, I want you in here an hour or so before your shift starts. There will be no excuses for not having a stocked bar and everything prepped when we open. If you need help or more time, we’ll discuss that privately.

“Waitresses, you will be required to be here a half hour before your shift. You will be responsible for getting the tables ready and making sure that the bartenders have everything they need. We’ll work out schedules one-by-one in my office so I know of anything you have going on outside work. There will be no phones on the floor. If you have an emergency, let me know and we’ll work it out. I want everyone to have fun here, but we all need to work together. Especially until I get more bodies in here. I will have an open-door policy in my office. Anyone can come to me with any concerns and we’ll work it out. Together. No one will be walking to their car alone at night. If no one else is ready when you are, find a bouncer or member of the club. Does anyone have any questions?”

I continue to stand there and wait to see if anyone has anything to say. When no one asks anything, I tell them all to get ready to open since we now have a few hours and I want Kim and Sally to get used to the bar and where everything is. The rest of the employees can do what they can to help out with that so we have a smooth night tonight. Walking Sally behind the bar, I put Casper with her. He’s a nice guy that’s been here since opening. We call him Casper because he’s that pale and his hair is so blond that it’s almost white.

Meanwhile, I take Kim up to the VIP section and begin to explain things to her. It’s a little different in the VIP room than downstairs. Obviously there are not as many tables, and there’s no dance floor upstairs. It’s more tables that are comfortable and made for privacy instead of being open. Unless the guys are here, no one else really uses the VIP room. That’s something I want to change as well. It might bring in more revenue if we allowed it to be booked for private parties on certain days. I’ll have to run it by Slim and the guys later on. Bud is already up here so I leave Kim in her hands while I go down and see where I can help out the most.

“Baby, so proud of you,” Boy Scout says, catching me as I walk back downstairs.

“Yeah we are. Tomorrow night, Boy Scout’s takin’ you out while I hang with Wade,” Wood tells me, wrapping his arms around me from behind.

“Oh yeah? I have to work tomorrow night,” I respond, looking around the main room of the club.

“Not tomorrow you don’t. Whino will be here so he can get his shit from the office, and make sure that everythin’ you want is set up,” Wood says.

“Okay then. Well, I’m gonna see what I can do to help out before we open. Tonight is gonna be crazy since we’re short staffed,” I say, kissing them both before going to check on Sally.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter Twenty-One
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Boy Scout

J AND I left the house almost an hour ago. When she came down the stairs, I couldn’t believe how she looked. She was dressed simply in a pair of tight jeans that looked almost painted on. On top, she wore a tight-fitting Phantom Bastards tank top with one of Wood’s hoodies over it. Her long hair is braided and there’s barely any make-up on her face. It’s the most relaxed and beautiful I’ve ever seen her look.

I turn off the highway and onto a dirt road. It’s almost no more than a path at this point with the overgrown weeds and trees that haven’t been taken care of in years. Driving down until we’re almost at the pond, I feel J’s hands wrap tighter around me as the path becomes bumpier. With her tits pressed up against my back, and her arms around me, I can barely concentrate on what I’m doing. She’s distracting without even doing a damn thing. Thankfully, I pull up to the spot I want and turn the bike off.

We’re secluded and can’t be seen from the road a mile or two behind us. The pond is lit up only by the moon that’s starting to shine bright as the sky darkens and nighttime falls all around us. The stars are just starting to come out as I help J off the bike and lead her to the blanket and picnic that Alex brought up here a little while ago. There’s a cooler with drinks, a small radio, and the basket filled with some food. It’s all sitting on a blanket with a few cushions placed against the tree.

“You did all this?” J asks, taking in the scene before us.

“Alex brought everythin’ up here a little while ago for us,” I answer, putting an arm around her waist and pulling her into my side. “Is this okay?”

“I love it! You should know by now that I don’t need anything fancy. I’m more comfortable doing something like this than having money thrown at Wade and me. This is simple, and shows me more than going out to some fancy dinner ever could,” she answers, dragging me over to the blanket with her.

Sitting down, I pull her between my legs and we sit in silence for a little while. The frogs are starting to croak while crickets begin to chirp around us. Every now and then we can hear the splash of a fish in the pond that always seems to be stocked by someone. J sits back against me and watches the sky for the longest time; she’s lost in her own world.

“What are you thinkin’ about?” I ask her, running my hands up and down her arms.

“Just about life and the journey that I’ve had to take to get where I am today. How much I’ve grown and learned to let go and lean on those around me. And I’m thinking about how strong you are. You’ve suffered more than most, and look at the man you’ve become,” she says, shocking me with her thought path. “You may have moments that your past comes back to haunt you and you can’t push that shit down, but we can’t always fight all of our demons on a daily basis and beat them. Sometimes, they leak through to try to break us again.”

“You know that you’re stronger than you think you are too, right? Your childhood was taken away from you, and you made the best with what you had to deal with. When you were forced to do things you didn’t want to do, you didn’t turn to drugs or drinkin’. You took that shit, did what you had to do for your son, and accepted our help to leave when we offered it. Now, you’re goin’ to school, workin’ a full-time job for the club, and lettin’ us in. Tonight, isn’t about that. It’s about us spendin’ time together so that we can create a bond that will last a lifetime. Because you are ours, J,” I tell her, sitting up so that I can pull the food out.

As I sit back down with a plate in my hand, Jennifer leans up and places a kiss on my lips. It’s soft, sweet, and all-consuming. She doesn’t deepen it, just rests her lips against mine. Before long, she’s pulling back and looking down at her plate. I know that she’s still insecure as hell when it comes to making the first move with us. But, it’s something that she’s working on and overcoming. We eat in silence while watching the world around us. It’s peaceful and quiet here. That’s why I come here when I need to think and just be alone.

When my past resurfaces and threatens to take over, I leave and come out here. I found it by accident one day when I had gone for a ride to clear my head, and have been coming here ever since. But, now, I want to show this part of myself to Wood and J. I want to make sure that they know every single part of me, and that I know every part of them. It’s the only way we’re going to make this relationship work long-term.

Once we’re done eating, J takes the plates and puts them back in the basket so they don’t blow away and litter this place. I lay back against the tree and she climbs over to me. She lays on my chest and pushes her hand under my shirt. My muscles clench and relax with every movement she makes.

Every move she makes, her hand gets closer to my cock as it begins to fill and harden. I moan at her contact and lean up to kiss her before my phone starts ringing. The only thing I want to do is ignore it and continue this path we’ve started, but it could be Wood or the club.

Looking down, I see that it’s Wood calling me. “Hello?” I ask, answering the phone.

“Need you guys to get back here. Wade isn’t gettin’ any better. He’s got a fever, barely movin’, and I can’t get him to sleep. Takin’ him to the hospital now,” he says, panic lacing his voice as I stand up and pull J up with me. The phone is on speaker so she can hear what he’s been saying to me.

“We’re on our way,” I say, handing the phone to J so she can say what she wants to say.

“Wood, give him a kiss for me and we’ll be there as soon as we can. Thank you for calling,” she says, her voice breaking as tears fill her eyes and spill over. Guilt is the emotion that she’s feeling right now, along with fear for her son.

We leave everything where it is and race the few feet to the bike. As soon as we’re both on and she’s hanging on to me, we leave. The only time I take it easy is on the dirt path and when there’s a curve in the road. Other than that, I’m breaking the law and racing as fast as I can go with her on the back of my bike. I’m not going to kill us trying to get to the hospital.
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Chapter Twenty-Two
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Wood

BOY SCOUT AND Jennifer haven’t been gone long when I lay back on the couch and bring Wade up to rest on my chest. He cried when they first left, and I cuddled into him for a while before he calmed down. Knowing that she had just given him medicine because he’s been teething, I figured that he’d relax and go to sleep.

For the last hour, he’s basically been lying on my chest and not moving. The longer we laid there, the hotter I began to feel his little body getting. So, I stripped him out of his pajamas and left him in nothing but his pull-up. That did nothing to relieve the heat pouring from the little body on me.

Beginning to get scared, I called Boy Scout to let him know that I’m taking him to the hospital to find out what’s going on with him. This has to be more than just teething going on with him. I call Alex and have him get the SUV running so that he can drive us to the hospital. I’ll be in the backseat with Wade so I can see any changes in him as we make our way there.

Alex jumps to do what I’m telling him to do before I even finish getting the words out of my mouth. I skip grabbing anything else besides a blanket to wrap him in so he doesn’t get cold or anything while we’re outside. I don’t even know if that’s the right fucking thing to do though.

Alex gets us to the hospital in record time. I rush inside before he goes to park and yell until a nurse comes out to get Wade. She tries to take him from me, but I’m not having it. He’ll stay in my arms until his mom can get here. Then I know she’ll be by his side right along with Boy Scout and myself. This little boy means the world to us and I’ll be damned if anything happens to him.

I explain to the nurse what’s been going on and that he’s been teething for the past few days. She jots everything down and begins to take his vitals. At the same time, I hear a commotion coming from the waiting room and I know that J and Boy Scout are here. They made good as fuck time if he took her out where I think he did. He has a spot, and I’m pretty sure that it’s where he was planning on going. Before I can say a word, the door opens up and Jennifer is standing there, tears streaming down her face with a worried looking Boy Scout behind her.

“You can’t be in here,” the nurse says, trying to usher them out of the room.

“The fuck they can’t! This is our woman’s son. Shut the fuck up and do your job or send someone else the fuck in,” I roar, trying not to move Wade around a lot as she visibly begins to shake before finishing up Wade’s triage.

“You can follow this nurse to a room and a doctor will be in shortly,” she says, running out of the room before any of us can say a word to her.

We make our way back to the rooms in the emergency department. Jennifer takes Wade from my arms and sits on the bed with him. She wraps herself around him as we take seats on either side of the bed. It doesn’t take long before a doctor comes in and begins to do an exam on him.

“You said your son’s been teething?” he asks, looking down into Wade’s ears as he begins to fuss.

“Yeah. I’ve been giving him medicine to help with the discomfort and any fever he might get because of it,” Jennifer answers, fear of not knowing what’s wrong with her son the prominent emotion on her face.

“That’s good. I can say now that he’s got a double ear infection, and I want to order a flu test. That’s been going around, and I have a feeling that’s what’s going on here. With all three things happening at the same time, it can be why he’s so lethargic and doesn’t want to move or anything right now. A nurse will be in to administer the test and start an IV in him. I want to get fluids going, and give him his first dose of an antibiotic. Is he allergic to anything?” the doctor asks, never once taking his attention off of Wade as he examines him. He doesn’t keep his eyes glued to the chart that’s lying on the counter.

“No, he’s not allergic to anything. Thank you,” she says, holding her son closer as the doctor leaves the room with a small smile on his face.

“I’m so sorry,” I tell her, not sure what to do right now.

“It’s not your fault, Wood. It happens. I didn’t realize that his ears were bothering him or I’d have made a doctor appointment for him. And no one can prevent the flu from happening. You did the right thing, and I know that it’s scary as hell. Welcome to parenthood boys,” she responds, trying to lighten the mood now that we have an idea of what’s wrong with Wade. “He’s just gonna need time to rest and recover, but he’ll be back to himself in no time at all.”

“How do you know?” Boy Scout asks, leaning over to kiss Wade on the cheek.

“Because that’s what happens with kids. They get hurt, sick, get cuts and scrapes. It’s a part of them learning and growing up. He can’t exactly tell us what’s going on with him right now, so we have to play a guessing game. I guarantee you that he’ll be better in a few days, and right back to being a mischievous little boy,” Jennifer answers as a nurse walks back through the door.

“I’m going to have to put an IV in this little guy. This is the worst part of my job and I hate it. But, I’ll make it as painless as possible. Mom, are you okay to hold this little one, or do you want one of them to do it?” she asks, keeping a smile on her face and trying to be as upbeat as possible.

“I’ll do it. They can help distract him and hold him if we need them to,” Jennifer says, pulling Wade closer to her while we stand up and move as close as possible to help her.

“Why don’t you get up on the bed with mom so that you’re still close, but I can work?” she asks Boy Scout who moves to do as she requests.
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We’ve been in the hospital for hours now. The test came back positive for Wade having the flu on top of a double ear infection and teething. Poor little guy. The guys in the club showed up to make sure that everything was okay. Because of them stopping by, we got a regular room for the night. They want to make sure that Wade starts reacting to the medicine and starts to feel a little better before we go home. I don’t care how long it takes; we’re not leaving here until I know for a fact he’s not going to end up as bad as he was tonight.

Jennifer is asleep in the bed with Wade cuddled in her arms. There’s a bandage around his foot to make sure that he doesn’t pull the IV out. They’ve got a hospital blanket over them as I place the blanket from home on top of that. Those blankets are so small and thin that I know she’s not comfortable. She’d burrow down in a ton of blankets every night if we let her.

“You good?” I ask Boy Scout as we watch over our family.

“Yeah. That’s some scary shit,” he mumbles, scooting his chair closer to the bed as I retake my own seat.

“I know. I’m glad that one of us was with him though. Trin was gonna babysit, but she ended up workin’ the bar instead,” I tell him knowing that he’s feeling some type of way.

“I shouldn’t have taken her out tonight. We knew he was off and not feelin’ good,” he says, looking at me.

“Wouldn’t have changed a fuckin’ thing. He’d still have been sick, and we’d still be right where we are now. Let it go, and don’t blame yourself,” I tell him, sitting back as Slim and Playboy make their way back in the room.

We all shoot the shit for a while before they head out. Alex and Zach are staying with us for the night. Or until Wade gets released from the hospital. Jennifer and Wade never wake up throughout the night, and barely move in their sleep.

Nurses come in and out of the room to check on little man and make sure that the fluids are still full and give him the antibiotics when it’s time for them. Around three in the morning, the nurse tells us that his fever broke and is slowly going back to normal. Boy Scout and I breathe a sigh of relief knowing that we seem to be on the other side of this. For now, at least.
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Chapter Twenty-Three
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Jennifer

THE GUYS HAVE been busy with the club over the last few weeks. We’ve barely seen one another in more than passing as one of us leaves or comes in the house. Between work and school, I have no time to breathe while they work and go on runs that are necessary. I’m not sure what all they do for the club, but I’ve learned that it’s better to not ask questions that they can’t answer.

Wade is back to his normal self again. We ended up spending two days in the hospital because his fever came back. Once it broke the second time, he started acting better, and the fever never went high again. At most he ran a low-grade fever that we controlled with medicine.

I’ve just put him down for bed so I can get ready for tonight. Whino is managing the club while I surprise the guys. They’re not home yet, but I hope they get back soon. I’ve decided it’s time I take the initiative, and let them know that I do want them and that it’s not just going to be started by them when we have sex.

I jump in the shower and take care of business while using the monitor to listen for my son to wake up. Once I’m out and dried off, I do my hair and add a little make-up to my face. Walking into the bedroom, I see the little nightie that Boy Scout bought for me months ago. It’s red on the outer edges of the material while the rest of it is black and see through. There’s a small red G-string that goes with it and I slide those up my legs before putting the nightie on. Adding my silky black robe, I sit down on the edge of the bed and rub lotion into my legs and arms.

Before I can do anything else, I feel Wood and Boy Scout in the room with me. They’re standing in the doorway as I stand up and let the robe fall to my feet on the floor of the bedroom. Boy Scout’s mouth hangs open as he takes me in while Wood walks right up to me.

“You look good enough to eat,” he says, his voice lowering and getting a husky quality to it.

“That’s the plan,” I reply, pulling his head down to mine as I kiss him.

“Gonna shower real quick. Be right back, Spitfire,” he says, walking into the bathroom as I turn my attention to Boy Scout.

“You just gonna stand there all night?” I ask, walking a little closer to him.

“Hell no. I’m goin’ to the guest bathroom,” he says before turning and making his way down the hallway.

I get on the bed and relax against the headboard as I wait for my men to join me. Wood is back in the room within minutes. Boy Scout soon follows as they each climb on the bed on opposite sides of me.

Wood begins to kiss his way up my legs, running his hands in front of his mouth until he reaches my panties and pulls them off. I watch them fly through the air and land somewhere on the floor. Boy Scout pulls down the top of the nightie and lowers his head to my breasts. He kisses and licks my nipples until they’re hard peaks in his mouth. I shove my fingers into his hair so I can hold his head close to my body while he takes turns worshipping each side.

Wood finally kisses the inside of my thighs after pushing my legs further apart with his shoulders. My legs quiver as I hold them apart and let the anticipation build of him putting his mouth on my pussy. He slides a finger through my slick folds and gathers wetness. Once his finger is coated, he slides it back to my ass.

He’s played there a time or two but has never once tried to take me there. I let my body relax and just feel the sensations flowing through me as his finger pushes inside my virgin hole a little at a time. Finally, his mouth settles over me and I tremor as his tongue slides from the bottom of my opening all the way up to my clit. 

Boy Scout has moved from paying attention to my chest to kissing me while his hands explore every inch of my upper body. He never comes into contact with Wood. I arch my neck as he begins to kiss his way down to where my shoulder meets my neck, arching my body up into his reach while Wood holds down the lower half of my body.

“Baby, we both want in you,” Wood says, pulling his mouth away from me just as I begin to feel that familiar tightening in my body.

I nod my head in response as Boy Scout lifts his head from me. “Need the words, babe,” he says, looking down into my face.

“Yes, I want you both,” I respond, sitting up while moving in to kiss first Boy Scout and then Wood.

Wood lays down in the middle of the bed and helps me straddle him. He uses one hand to guide his hard cock into my pussy. I slide down his length while Boy Scout gets off the bed and moves to the stand on the opposite side. As I continue to move up and down Wood’s hard shaft, I hear Boy Scout moving around before the bed dips and I can feel his body behind mine. He bends over me and begins to kiss his way down my spine. Something cool and wet hits my ass and I flinch in response.

“It’s okay, babe. Relax,” Wood says, putting one hand on my hip while his other one reaches up and begins to massage my tit before pulling and pinching my nipple.

I lean in closer to Wood’s body and continue to slide up and down his cock while I feel Boy Scout push a finger in my ass. He’s moving in time with me and I can tell when he adds another finger to the mix.

His cock isn’t even in me yet and I already feel full. It’s an experience that I’ve never felt before, and I don’t know what to expect when I finally feel him stop my movements and push me even further into Woods body. All movement stops as Boy Scout begins to push his way into my ass after I hear the unmistakable rip of a condom wrapper opening.

Wood murmurs words of encouragement into my ear that I can’t understand as I concentrate on relaxing and breathing. There’s a stinging sensation as he slides further in me. When he’s fully seated within me, we all remain still for a minute to adjust to the feeling. Wood has a fine sheen of sweat covering his body as he tries to remain still and not surge up into me again.

“Gotta move,” I say, not knowing what to do now that both men are inside me.

Boy Scout slides out as Wood slides back inside my wet pussy. They continue to seesaw in and out, never once going in at the same time. I lay between them and run one hand over Wood’s chest while I reach back and tangle my fingers in Boy Scouts hair. Boy Scout continues to kiss up and down my spine, stopping when he gets to my shoulders and moves from one side to the other one before moving back down my back. Wood pulls me in for a deep and breath stealing kiss. He doesn’t stop when I moan out. Boy Scout has changed his position and is hitting a different angle.

“So. Close,” I moan out, scraping my nails down Wood’s chest as he begins to move faster, causing Boy Scout to move faster within me.

The men continue to move faster and harder. Wood reaches between our bodies and finds my clit. Boy Scout digs his fingers into my hips so that he can pull my body up the slightest bit to make finding my clit easier for Wood.

A scream erupts from me as my orgasm rips through my body. The sensations causing me to feel so much more than I’ve ever felt before. They continue to move, becoming erratic as Wood groans out my name. Boy Scout soon follows with a moan of his own.

I drop down on Wood again and try to catch my breath. Boy Scout moves to the side so he doesn’t crush me between the two of them. One of them rubs their hands up and down my back as I try to slide off of Wood. He grips my hips and keeps me in place. Wrapping his arms around me, I nuzzle into his chest. Before I can fall asleep, one of their phones goes off, quickly followed by the other one.
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Chapter Twenty-Four
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Wood

WE JUST HAD the most amazing experience with Jennifer. She gave us her complete trust and allowed us to take her at the same time. We’ve never pushed for it; never once asked for it until today. When we walked in and saw that she wanted to step up and let us know that she wanted to play, we knew that it was the right time to ask. The three of us will never be as close as we just were.

“Yeah,” I bark into the phone, hating being interrupted when we just got done and aren’t even able to breathe right yet.

“Boy Scout and you need to get the fuck over here. Now!” Slim yells into the phone. “Sheds out behind the clubhouse and Allure just blew the fuck up.”

He hangs up without saying another word. I’m not sure where the fuck they are right now. Looking at the time, I’m thankful that the strip club is closed so there shouldn’t be anyone around. What I don’t know is how someone got onto the clubhouse property to rig the sheds out back with explosives.

We both jump up and get dressed, never once taking our eyes off of Jennifer as she lays in bed. She’s sated and ready to fall asleep, but her eyes are wide open and wild with seeing us up and getting ready to head out the way we are.

“We’ll be back as soon as we can, Spitfire,” I tell her, leaning over her body and kissing her before standing up and grabbing my cut off the back of the chair we just recently added to the bedroom.

Boy Scout gives her a quick kiss before he follows me. “Be safe and come back to me,” Jennifer murmurs before pulling the blankets up over her body.

“Always,” I call out, locking the door after setting the alarm on my way out.
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Pulling up to the clubhouse, we can already see the lights of the fire department out back where our sheds are located. The parking lot is loaded with cops, and I can see them talking to my brothers in separate areas of the lot. We’re held back along with Killer and Hound. Apparently, none of us were around the club when this shit happened.

“Anyone know anythin’?” I asked as we all meet in the middle of the chaos.

“Nope. Been by Allure, and it’s a complete loss. Goldie was still inside for some reason. Didn’t make it,” Killer says, turning to head back toward his bike.

“Why the fuck would she still be in there? Everyone leaves at the same fuckin’ time?” I question, the three of us following Killer as we wait to talk to Slim and the rest of the guys.

“The girls thought she already left. It’s her car that’s in the back corner of the parkin’ lot though. If it’s not her in there, then there’s more at play here than we know. Whoever she was workin’ with fucked up and didn’t realize she was inside when they hit the detonator,” Hound answers, pulling out a smoke and lighting up as a group of cops walk past us.

They’re giving us the evil eye as they know that we won’t be pulled in for questioning because we weren’t here when anything happened. Right now, the guys with the police are trying to stay close to the house bunnies. Most of them are barely dressed or naked with the exception of one or two. The only clear thing we know right now is that this is a message. One that’s more than likely being sent by Snake’s Revenge. I’m not sure what the fuck is going to happen next, but I know a lockdown needs to be called. If that’s even a safe fucking move right now.
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We’ve been waiting for hours for the cops to decide that we had nothing to do with the explosions that took place tonight. I’m sure they think we know who did it and aren’t saying a word about it, but they can kiss our asses if they think we’re gonna tell them that shit. We’ll take care of the fuckers our damn selves when we have all the facts in place and know why Snake’s Revenge is attacking us and no one else so far.

I called Renegade to let him know what was going on when Slim was able to get away from the cops for a few minutes. He knows to be on the lookout but has informed me that there hasn’t been anything on their end. Renegade also let me know that if we need them to let him know, and they’ll be here to have our backs and make sure that our club is whole.

It’s another hour before the cops, firefighters, and all the other people leave the clubhouse. The house bunnies go in and make their way to their quarters until they’re called upon by one of the men. Meanwhile, the rest of us make our way into the meeting room to have church just as the sun begins to crest over the hills in the distance.

“This has to be Snake’s Revenge. I don’t know what the fuck their problem is, but we’re gonna fuckin’ find them and make sure they all fuckin’ burn to the ground. I want their businesses torn apart, the club dismantled from the inside out, and I want their President left standin’ to witness all the destruction we’re about to rain down on them,” Slim says after banging the gavel down on the table. “I want all ol’ ladies, kids, employees, and anyone even associated with the club on a regular basis on lockdown. Now! Get Trin and Jennifer to go through everythin’ and make lists of what we need as soon as they get here. Wood, what did Renegade say?”

“Said they’d be on the lookout on their end. If we need them, they’ll be here. Other than that, they haven’t seen shit from anyone,” I tell the room as my brothers all look at me.

“Good. I’ll call him in a little while. Think I might call Grim and Gage too. They need to know what’s goin’ on just in case it touches them. We’re gonna have to look into addin’ on to the clubhouse or put a bunkhouse out back. It’s gonna be a tight fit boys. But, I’m not takin’ anymore fuckin’ chances. Yeah, we’re takin’ a bigger chance by havin’ all of us in one spot, but it’s more eyes on everyone in the club. Especially women and kids,” Slim says, banging the gavel again after telling us to go get everyone that needs to be brought in.

“Before we all head out, what about Goldie burnin’ in Allure?” Hound asks, standing up from his chair.

“We’re not doin’ anythin’ about her until we know why she was there that late and if she’s workin’ with someone on the outside,” Slim answers, standing up and making his way out of the room.

Boy Scout and I are walking toward the door when it suddenly opens and sunlight fills the common room. As soon as it closes, Shy is standing there. She’s in cut off shorts and a tank top, looking as good as she always has. I turn around and see Slim come to a stop in the middle of the room. He’s staring at her like she’s a tall glass of water and he’s been dying of thirst.

“Shy, nice of you to decide to come back,” he growls out, never taking his eyes off her.

“Fuck off, Slim. You know there are things going on with my family and they needed me,” she answers, smiling at everyone else before turning and heading toward her room.

“We’re on lockdown. You’ll be helpin’ Trin and Jennifer figure out what needs to be done and what we need. Jennifer will be here soon,” Slim growls out, making her steps falter. “And don’t ever fuckin’ talk to me like that again or you’re out on your fuckin’ ass.”

Before we can hear anything else, Boy Scout and I head out to our bikes so that we can go get our family from the house. I send her a message before we take off, followed by the rest of the guys that need to go get their family and loved ones. The rest of the guys will make phone calls to ensure anyone else that Slim wants here shows up. We’re not gonna leave them on their own in case Snake’s Revenge decide to go after them and take them out.
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Chapter Twenty-Five

[image: image]


Boy Scout

WE’VE BEEN ON lockdown for a few weeks now. It’s been filled with tension as Shy makes it known that she’s back and not willing to deal with Slim’s shit. She’s great with Jennifer and the rest of the women in the place. There are way too many people in here trying to find places to sleep and fuck. Jennifer has been working behind the bar and in the kitchen when she’s not in school or at Phantom. Still working her ass off, day in and day out.

Every member of the club has taken turns going on in pairs or small groups searching for any sign of Snake’s Revenge. When J has to go to school or work at Phantom, almost every single member of the club is there. She has an entourage follow her to school and half of us stay at the campus.

It’s been cleared with the school and they understand what’s going on. They want J and the rest of the students protected as much as they can be. In order to keep Phantom open, we’ve all had to make appearances there. Slim refuses to let another building blow up or lose any money because of this bitch ass club. It’s been tight and weird because we’re not supposed to leave the clubhouse on a lockdown. We’ve all done it though, and no one has gotten hurt-yet.

There have been so many times we’ve walked in our room to find someone else trying to take it over so they didn’t have to sleep on the floor or in a small ass room. I walked in one day with Wade in my arms to find one of the associates fucking in our room. To say that I threw a fucking fit is an understatement. Slim and the rest of the men that have rooms here made sure to let everyone know that they were off limits unless you were invited in. If another person was found in our rooms, they’d be out on their ass and left to defend themselves. There may not be many kids here, Caleb being the oldest at five, but they don’t need to be watching shit that goes on in the clubhouse.

Hell, we haven’t even let the women see the guys that still party and fuck around with the house bunnies. They know to keep it in their rooms, and the bunnies know that they’re to walk around here in modest clothing that keeps everything covered. There was grumbling and bitching about it, but this isn’t fucking party time.

It’s lockdown and there are families here, women that are being protected by members of the club such as Gwen, Sally, and Samantha. We’ll try to protect them from everything that they don’t need to see or know.

“Church in ten,” Slim says, walking through the common room of the clubhouse, completely avoiding Shy.

I look at J, who’s sitting on my lap while talking to Gwen and Kim. Kissing her on the head, I tap her thigh so she knows to get up before she takes the seat I’ve abandoned. Wood appears and I watch as he gives J a kiss. We all make our way into church and take our seats so that we can hear what the latest update is.

“Snakes have gone underground. There’s too many of us on the lookout for them. Renegade, Grim, and Gage have been on the lookout in their territories and haven’t seen anythin’ either. Basically, we have no clue where they’re at or what they’re next step is. For now, we’re done with lockdown. I want everyone to remain vigilant and make sure the girls have eyes on them at all times. As soon as we see them make another appearance, we meet again and figure out what we need to do from there. If anyone has any concerns, bring them to me and we’ll work somethin’ out. Jennifer has to have people on her at all times when she’s at the club or at school. Anyone got anythin’ to say?” Slim asks.

“How are we gonna work Phantom and Jennifer’s school schedule?” Killer asks.

“Killer, I want you to set up a schedule. Make sure the guys can still have time at work and get breaks. I want Alex and Zach at the house too. The more eyes the better. Jennifer’s schedule is the only one we have to worry about. With the exception of Gwen and Kim, everyone is at the apartment complex. That makes keepin’ eyes on them easy as hell. Let me know what’s set up for everyone, and make sure I’m on the schedule,” Slims says, looking around the room.

Killer nods his head before Slim slams the gavel down and we all make our way back out of the meeting room. J and the rest of the girls haven’t moved, and we walk over to them so they can hear the good news.

“Let’s go get Wade and pack up, babe,” I say, leaning down for a kiss.

“We can go home?” she asks, hope in her eyes that we can have our own space again.

“Yeah, Spitfire. You’ll have a protection detail on you at all times when you’re not home, but we can leave,” Wood answers, taking her hand and leading her up to the room where Wade is resting.
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We’ve been home for a few hours when J walks in the living room and plops down on the couch. She’s been stressed out being at the clubhouse and around everyone. She still has a hard time in large crowds sometimes. We took care of Wade so that she could unwind in a hot bath and read for a while.

“Feel any better?” I ask, sitting down next to her while Wood finishes prepping dinner. “Dinner’s almost ready.”

“I feel a lot better. I’m just glad to be home,” she says, putting her head in my lap to relax while we wait for dinner.

“Wade still sleepin’?” I ask, knowing that I haven’t heard him since we walked in the door.

“Yeah. I think he’ll sleep through the night. He’s had a lot of excitement the last few weeks. Today he was playing hard with Caleb and Natalia, and then moving back home,” she says, looking up at me as I hear the sliding door in the kitchen close.

“Ready guys?” Wood calls out, setting the platter of meat on the table.

J and I make our way out to the table, and I watch as her eyes fill with tears. The table has been laid out with a table cloth, candles are standing in the middle of it that Wood lit before we made it out to the kitchen, there are flowers sitting at the end of the table, and flower petals spread out around the plates and glasses. When J turns around, she sees both of us on our knees in front of us.

“Babygirl, you’ve been to hell and back. You’ve fought and clawed your way to get where you are today. Wade is your main concern and priority, then comes school, and then comes work. We’re on that list, and we want to stay on that list for the rest of our lives. We love you and know that in time you’ll love us too. Jennifer, will you marry us, and become our ol’ lady?” Wood asks, looking up at her and waiting for her answer.

“You are higher up on my list than you think you are. Wood and Boy Scout, you come just after Wade. I love both of you. Yes, I’ll marry you and be your ol’ lady,” she says, bending down and wrapping her arms around both of us.

“You got a month or less to plan the weddin’, J. We want this shit done,” I tell her, pulling out the box that was sitting on the chair at the table and hand it to her.

J unties the bow and lifts the lid off before pulling the tissue paper out of the box. Inside rests a leather rag that she quickly pulls out as I take the box from her hands and set it to the side. Standing there, she looks at the back that has the property patch.

It’s our colors that says “Property of” at the top and “Wood and Boy Scout” at the bottom. On the front of the rag, J is on one flash, while Spitfire is showcased on a second one under that. She slides it on over her tank top, and I instantly get hard as she turns around and we see our names proudly displayed on her back. Once she’s facing us again, I see our ring sitting on her finger, and I know it’s going to take everything in me to not take her right now.

“I don’t need a month guys. As far as I’m concerned, we can go to Vegas and get married tomorrow,” she says, standing up and pulling out the chair that she usually sits at while we stare at her in shock.

“Are you for real?” Wood asks, taking his seat next to her while I park my ass at the seat at the head of the table.

“I don’t need to have a fancy dress or a ton of people around us. Being married to you is between us, and only us. The only people that matter in our lives are the men and women of the club. None of us have family left that we care about. If I had to have anyone there with me, I’d want Kim next to me. Other than that, just you two and Wade,” she tells us helping herself to the food on the table.

“If you’re serious, we’ll leave in the mornin’. I’m not sure what we’re gonna do about havin’ just Kim and Fox go. But, Slim might let it happen because we’re goin’ out of town and no one will know about it. If I have my way, we’ll be leavin’ in hours so no one really fuckin’ knows that we’ve cut out,” Wood says, standing up and pulling his phone out of his pocket to start making calls.

“Why don’t you call Kim and ask her and Fox to go, yeah?” I ask so that she can make sure that Kim wants to go with us and doesn’t have anything going on.

J nods her head, and I know that it’s just a matter of time before we’ll be pulling away from our home and heading to Vegas to get married. We’ll keep Alex and Zach here so that nothing looks out of place, pull our bikes in the garage, and make sure that the SUV is kept here.

Fox and Kim have an SUV they can pick us up in. As soon as everything is sorted out, we’ll be on our way. Now, we just have to convince her to get branded.
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Chapter Twenty-Six
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Jennifer

I’VE BEEN FALLING in love with Wood and Boy Scout for months now. We’ve never once said the words until tonight and it couldn’t have been more perfect. Kim agreed to go to Vegas with us, and Slim approved the trip too. So, Wood and Boy Scout have been making plans and setting things in motion while I’ve packed our bags and gotten Wade dressed. Everything seems to be happening at warp speed, but that’s just the way things happen with my men and the rest of the men in the Phantom Bastards.

On the way to Vegas, the guys talked to me about getting a tattoo that says their names. They call it a brand. I’ve never had a tattoo before and I’m worried about the pain, but it seems important to them, so I’ll do it. Wood tells me that most of the guys he knows with ol’ ladies don’t get ones for their women, but Boy Scout and he aren’t like that. The day that I go and get mine, they’ll get ones for me. I like that idea better than just me getting one for them.

We’ve just landed in Vegas, and I stretch my body as Wood takes Wade from my arms and settles him on his hip so that we can get our things and make our way to the hotel. I just follow the men as they circle around Kim and I while continuously surveying the area until we finally gather the bags and make our way to the car rental counter.

Fox has a blacked-out SUV reserved for us and has ensured that no one will ever figure out that anyone from the club has been here. I guess it’s all been done with the magic that he creates with his computer.

“Are you ready for this?” Kim asks, wrapping her arm around my shoulders as we’re led to the waiting SUV.

“I’m more than ready,” I reply, excitement lacing my voice as we all pile in.

“What’s the plan?” she questions as I play with Wade in his car seat.

“We’re checkin’ into the hotel, makin’ our way to the chapel, and then we have tonight. Tomorrow mornin’, we’re headin’ back home with everythin’ goin’ on. We can’t be away too long, and I don’t want Spitfire fallin’ behind in school,” Wood answers from the front seat.

“Wow! That’s a crazy schedule,” Kim says, sitting back in the third seat as we make our way to the hotel.

Pulling up to the hotel, I feel like I’m in a fantasy. The outside is manicured and immaculate with windows going from the ground all the way up to the top of the building. We pull under a canopy as the guys get out and grab our meager luggage from the back while handing over the keys to the valet.

When we walk in the hotel, my mouth drops open. The ceilings are higher than I’ve ever seen in my life with several chandeliers hanging from them. It looks like crystals hang from them, and add to the glimmer bouncing off the walls. The entire interior of the lobby appears to be in gold surrounded by cream and soft whites.

Kim and I sit in the chairs and wait to be checked in. Once the men walk back toward us, we stand up and meet them at the elevators. Wood uses a key card to begin our ascent up to our floor. I’ve never been in a place where you had to use a key card to get to your room in my life. They’ve gone all out, and we’ve just gotten to the hotel. Damn!

“When we get inside, you have a dress to change into. We’re gonna shower and meet to leave in an hour. That enough time for you, baby?” Boy Scout asks me as the elevator doors finally slide open.

“Yeah. I’ll make sure I’m ready to go,” I say, following the men down the long hallway to a door at the end.
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The dress that was waiting for me is beautiful. It’s a white, floor-length dress that fits every curve of my body. It’s got spaghetti straps and the back of the dress dips low on my back. Kim helps me do my hair. She curls it and lets it float down to my waist with only the sides pinned up. My make-up is kept light, and I mainly accentuate my blue eyes so that they appear to sparkle. Kim is wearing a red dress that matches mine. Her hair is left down with a few well-placed curls.

Walking out to the living room, I see the three men dressed in new jeans with button down shirts. Wood and Boy Scout are wearing red while Fox has on a black one. Wade is dressed to match the men and looks absolutely adorable. My men look sexy as fuck, and I can’t wait to get them alone after the ceremony.

“You’re sexy as fuck, baby,” Boy Scout says, walking over to me and placing a kiss on my lips.

“Same back at ya,” I say, looking from him to Wood and back again. How the hell did I get so lucky?

“Let’s go,” Wood tells us, never once taking his eyes from me.

The five of us make our way down to the small chapel that is in the hotel. We enter and are greeted by an elderly woman. She checks us in and makes sure that the package the guys picked is correct before ushering them further into the chapel leaving Kim and me behind.

When she comes back, I’m handed a small boutique of flowers and she stands in front of us until it’s time to walk down the aisle. I’m practically running to the front so that I can marry my guys. Well, I’m marrying Wood, committing to Boy Scout, and taking both their last names as mine. It may not be practical, but it’s perfect for us.

“We’re gathered here today to join Brantley Parker and Jennifer Hayes in holy matrimony...” I zone out as I stare into Wood’s eyes. Only tearing my gaze away to look at Boy Scout.

“Brantley, you may now say your vows,” the minister says, stepping back slightly and giving us the floor.

“Jennifer, you captured our attention the second our eyes landed on you. Boy Scout and I knew in our gut that you would be the one that we’d settle down and build a life with. Our life won’t be conventional or easy; it’s already been a roller coaster ride. With you, I know that I’ll come home, and all the bad shit will melt away with just a look from you. I can’t wait to begin to build onto what we’ve already started, watch you grow round with our babies, and grow old together. In the eyes of the club, you’re already our wife, now the entire world will know that you belong to us. I’ll protect you, love you, and do whatever I can to make you happy and free for the rest of my life. I love you. Forever,” he says, bringing tears to my eyes.

“J, you are the one that has given me the courage to talk about my past. You slay my demons when they show up and I can’t get rid of them, and let the light shine through instead of the constant darkness. I breathe easier when you’re around, and Wade makes our life complete until we add to it. I love you. Forever,” Boy Scout says, a man of few words. But when he speaks, you definitely want to listen to what he says.

“Jennifer, you may say your vows,” the man says, never moving from his spot.

“Wood, Boy Scout, I never knew I could be free until you showed me that the life I was living wasn’t the one I was meant to have. You showed me the strength that was inside me all along, and continue to make sure that I live the best life I can. When I need a shoulder, you always give me yours. And, you make sure that Wade and I are taken care of in any way possible. And you have given me a family. I’ll do what I can to always make you happy, and slay any demons that threaten to pull you under the same that you do for me. I love you both. Forever!” I say, taking one of my hands out of Woods and grabbing Boy Scout’s.

The minister says the rest of his part before we are to exchange rings. I look at the guys with panic in my eyes as I realize that we never got rings. They laugh slightly and pull out two boxes. These two have really thought of everything for today.

We exchange our rings and are told that we can kiss. First, I lean in and kiss Wood before turning my attention to Boy Scout. The kisses aren’t very long, but they know that I have issues kissing them in front of people that we don’t know. And right now, the only thing I’m thinking about is getting back to the room and spending the rest of the night with my men.
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Chapter Twenty-Seven
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Jennifer

AFTER GETTING MARRIED, Kim and Fox took Wade while the guys whisked me up to the hotel room. There was a nice dinner laid out on the table when we got there complete with lit candles and an employee there until we walked through the door. The lights were dimmed in the main room and flower petals lead down the hall to our room.

I look at the dinner and see they ordered chicken, potatoes, and a few different choices for a vegetable. Wood pulls out a chair for me to sit in before taking the seat right next to me. Boy Scout sits on the other side and grabs the remote off the table next to him to turn on music.

I’ll Be by Edwin McCain softly plays in the background as we eat and make casual conversation. Once we’re done, Wood walks into the small kitchen area and brings back a cake for us. He dishes it up for us all before sitting back down and making sure that we don’t need anything else.

“You ready to dance?” Boy Scout asks.

I nod my head and stand up as he holds out his hand for me. Promise by Jagged Edge plays. Boy Scout pulls me into his arms and we begin to sway slowly to the music. Wood disappears while we’re dancing.

Lying my head on Boy Scout’s chest, I keep my arms wrapped around his neck and let the words flow over us. By the time the song is over with, Wood is back. He’s wearing a pair of jeans slung low on his hips and no shirt. He takes Boy Scouts place as the same song plays on repeat. If this is going to be our song, I don’t see a reason to dance with him to anything else.

Before the song ends, Wood leads me down the hall to the room. The flower petals lead all the way to the room and up on the bed. They’re in a heart shape on the bed. I look at the guys and tears well up in my eyes. Even though this was quick and we didn’t really plan anything out, there’s still thought that’s gone into our day.

Wood slowly begins to strip me out of my dress while Boy Scout strips. He lays on the bed and waits for me to climb up with him. I lean down over his body and kiss him deeply. Wood walks up behind me and rubs his hand from my back down to the junction to my pussy.

He rubs my pussy as I continue to kiss Boy Scout. I let my hand wander down his body to find his hard cock. My lips follow the same path my hand just took and I take him in my mouth. Wood slides two fingers in my wet pussy before tapping me on the leg so I spread my legs farther apart.

As I continue to slide my mouth up and down Boy Scout’s hard length, Wood slides beneath me and sucks my clit into his mouth. Boy Scout moves his hand down and begins to pinch and pull my nipple. The sensations flowing through me cause me to falter in my attempts to give Boy Scout a blowjob.

Wood suddenly pulls his mouth and fingers away from me. The only one that doesn’t move is Boy Scout.

“Ride him,” Wood says.

I do as he says and straddle Boy Scouts hips while he lines his cock up with my pussy. For a few minutes, I slide up and down him while Wood does something behind us. Boy Scout stops me as the bed dips behind us.

Wood’s hand on my back flattens me so that I’m crushed against Boy Scout’s hard chest. A cool liquid drips down my ass while Wood places kisses along my back and shoulders. Since I know what’s coming, I don’t tighten my body in fear of the unknown.

Boy Scout pulls my head down to him to kiss me while Wood lines his cock up with my ass and slowly starts to push it in. I push back against him slightly because I’m already on Boy Scout and I can’t move very much right now.

Finally, Wood is all the way in me and we all take a few minutes to relish the feeling flowing through us. I’ve been with both men at the same time in the past, but never like this. Now that we’re married it seems to add an entirely new level to the mix.

Boy Scout nods to Wood and they begin to move within me. I reach one arm behind me to touch Wood while running the other hand down Boy Scout’s side. They continue to slide in and out of me as the all too familiar coiling of my orgasm begins to build inside.

Wood begins to move faster and harder. Boy Scout follows his lead. My eyes close on their own as I let the feeling take me over. One of them reaches between us and begin to rub my clit while fingers dig into my hips hard enough I know bruises will be left behind.

Screaming out my release as it takes over suddenly, I sink down into Boy Scout’s chest. He soon follows me over the edge, leaving Wood to follow him. The three of us lay panting in a tangled heap on the bed until we can begin to get our breathing back under control.

Wood moves from the bed first. He soon returns with a washcloth in his hand and cleans me up. Boy Scout moves to his side of the bed and opens his arms for me to slide in next to him.

“I love you J,” he says, kissing the top of my head.

“I love you both so much,” I say.

“Spitfire, I love you,” Wood says, climbing into bed and pulling the covers up as he pulls me into his arms for a kiss.

It’s not long before the three of us fall asleep. They wake me up several more times throughout the night. Sometimes it’s just one of them, while other times the three of us have sex again. I’m not going to complain about a damn thing though.
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Chapter Twenty-Eight
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Wood

WE GOT BACK from Vegas a week ago and it’s been the best week ever. There hasn’t been any more news on Snake’s Revenge. It’s truly like they’ve vanished off the face of the earth at this point. Slim is putting calls out to everyone he knows trying to find out anything about them, but they’ve just ghosted.

Jennifer has thrown herself into work and school. She’s only got a handful of months left before she graduates, and I plan on making sure that we celebrate her accomplishment. Every single semester she’s been on the Dean’s list. Her homework and research get done while Wade is napping during the day, at Phantom when she’s working, or at night before we get home. Somehow, she’s gotten herself set on a schedule and makes everything she has to do work and look effortless.

Every night we spend wrapped in one another’s arm. I wasn’t kidding when I told her I want her to have our baby. It doesn’t matter if it’s my baby or Boy Scout’s; he or she will be loved just the way that Wade is. We’re all a family, and it doesn’t matter to me. Boy Scout says he feels the same way. He just wants her to have a baby and soon.

“Wood, gotta talk to you,” Kim says, walking up to the bar and sitting next to me.

“What’s up?” I ask, turning toward her.

“Did you know Jennifer’s birthday is in two days?” she asks, completely shocking me with her question.

“Yeah. How did you find out?” I question as I finish my beer and wave off another one.

“Fox told me. He’s done a background check on everyone, and let it slip out last night,” she tells me, letting the info sink in for a minute. “I want to have a party. We’ll have it here if we have to for security purposes. And I want Shy and Trin to be there too.”

“Okay. You set it all up, and let me know what time you want her here. You know that she’s gonna kill you for havin’ a party, right? That’s why we haven’t said anythin’ to anyone about it,” I tell her, going out to my bike and heading toward home to talk to my brother.

We already have dinner planned and a night spent in. But, if Kim wants to plan something for her, then we’ll do that. I know that Jennifer hates having the attention on herself, but I think she needs to see that she truly matters to everyone here too. And, Kim loves her like a sister so I know that she’ll be happy to throw her a party. No matter what happens, we’ll spend time with her and that’s all that matters.

I pull up to the apartment complex and make my way to the building that Boy Scout is working in today. We’re remodeling them before we add more buildings to the small complex. There are four guys working on the job while the rest of us are working our jobs and trying to open a new garage for the club. Slim just decided that he wanted to try his hand at one since the guys from the Wild Kings have had such a good response to theirs.

We might not be the same type of club as them, but we know how to work hard and try to give back as much as we can. Opening a garage here so that people don’t have to drive almost an hour away to the next town just for a damn oil change will benefit a lot of people.

“Boy Scout where you at?” I holler as I walk through where the door used to be.

“Upstairs,” he replies.

Walking up the stairs, I find him in the bathroom. He’s working on taking out the tub and toilet before demolishing the rest of the room. I stand back while he removes the tub liner, and take it from him to set in the hallway where Ian or Clayton, two Prospects, will take it to the dumpster.

“Kim found out that Jennifer’s birthday is in a few days. She wants to have a party for her,” I tell him, leaning against the wall.

“That’s cool. We can do somethin’ earlier with her. I know she’s plannin’ on takin’ the day off Phantom, and she doesn’t have class that day. So, we can spend the day together and then let Kim do the party. It can be a surprise party if we get to her now,” he replies, never taking a break in his work.

“Yep. I’ll send her a message in a little bit. What are we gonna do durin’ the day with her and Wade?” I ask, trying to think of something we could do that I know she’s been waiting on.

“Let’s go out to lunch, take them to the lake, and then we’ll have Trin come get him so we can spend some time alone and take her for a ride. You pick where we go, and that’s what we’ll do. To get her to the clubhouse, we’ll go home and get ready, and then tell her that we have to pick Wade up before we head out of town or somethin’,” he says like he’s truly put thought into this.

“Sounds good. I’m gonna head out. Want to check in with the diner and tattoo shop before I make my way over to the garage. You guys good here?” I ask, letting him know I’ll stay to help if they need me here.

“We’re good. I’ve got two more guys in here with me, and there are three in the other apartment. Once these are done, we’ll move Sally and Sam in here and then move on to the next. I think he might hire Renegade’s crew to come build the new houses,” Boy Scout answers, nodding to me as I walk away from him.
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I spent the day going from business to business the club owns. If they need help, I step in and help them no matter what it is. The only thing I won’t do is wait on tables at the diner. People piss me off on a regular basis and I’m not going to alienate customers because I don’t have any manners when people begin to have an attitude or are rude about anything. Everyone was all set, so I went to the garage to help out with that.

Right now, we’re building everything from the ground up. Hound and Ghost are the main ones that have experience with this shit, so they’re the leads on the project. Slim paid for the land, building permits, getting everything drawn up by engineers, and whatever else needed to be done just so we could break ground and build this.

Out behind the garage we’re gonna build a large warehouse. We’ll be able to store our bikes in the winter, use it to house anything that we end up having to hang onto such as guns that we run, and it will be something that’s not necessarily tied to the club. The garage is in Hound’s legal name, and not a lot of people know what that is. Yeah, we’ll all be employees in that, but not many will make the connection.

Today, I’ve also taken the opportunity to keep an eye out for anyone from Snake’s Revenge. They are still underground, but they’re going to end up making a mistake. Groups like them always do. It’s always the ones that make a hit and then hide that will be the easiest men to break when you finally capture one or two of them. That’s all we need.

So far, there’s been no sign of them in Benton Falls or the surrounding area. They haven’t been spotted in Shadowville or anywhere near there. Slim even called Butcher, one of our other charters, and he hasn’t heard anything there. Butcher’s club is a six-hour ride at least.

So, I guess it’s time to get my ass to work at the garage. By the end of the day, we should be done with framing the outer walls and outlining where the bays will go. Off to the side will be a spray booth for any paint jobs that need to be done. On the opposite side will be the office that I think one of the girls will end up working in.

It gives them a job while ensuring that we can protect them while they work for the club. Slim would rather have all the ol’ ladies working for us versus working for outside businesses.

“Hound, where you want me?” I ask after parking my bike with the rest of the guys and heading over to where the man in charge is.

“Wood. Help Hitter finish framin’ the back wall. It’s the last wall so that we can put all four sides together,” he answers, turning his attention back to the blueprints in his hand.

The rest of the day is spent making sure that we end up framing the garage, marking out where the rest of the components will be, and then marking out where the warehouse will be outback.

Hound got pissed halfway through the day because there’s no back room here. We’ve essentially got nowhere to hold any parts instead of having to go to the parts store every single day for what we need. We may not keep a lot here, but we want to be able to make sure that we have the most common parts in stock daily.
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Chapter Twenty-Nine
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Boy Scout

IT’S J’S BIRTHDAY, and we woke up early to make her breakfast in bed. Wade is helping us. Well, really he’s sitting in his highchair playing with his toys after eating his own breakfast of toast and eggs. Wood and I are making her pancakes, eggs, and bacon. She’s got her coffee and a glass of orange juice. I even found some flowers when I went to the store this morning.

“You got the present?” Wood asks, placing the plate on the tray we found in the back of a cupboard. Who knew we even had it.

“Yep. Wade’s gonna carry it in,” I answer, cleaning him up so we can go wake our girl up.

Once we have everything, the three of us make our way into the bedroom to see J still passed out. We may have worn her ass out last night, and again this morning. I place Wade on the bed as he climbs up to his mom’s face. Wood and I stand back and watch as he gets close enough to place a sloppy kiss on her cheek.

“Mama. Mama,” he says, placing his little hand on her cheek as she begins to stir.

“Baby boy,” she responds, her voice low and filled with sleep.

“Happy birthday, Spitfire,” Wood says, stepping closer to the bed.

“Happy birthday, baby,” I repeat, rounding the bed and getting in on the other side to take Wade from in front of her.

“Thank you! What’s all this?” she asks, sitting up further in bed and looking between us.

“It’s breakfast in bed and your gift,” I respond, trying not to laugh as her eyes widen in shock.

J’s hair is all over the place from sleep and Wood and I digging our fingers into it. Her tank top is almost below her tits from moving around in her sleep, and she’s never looked better. She takes the tray from Wood and places it over her legs. Wade tries to grab the food off her plate and we all laugh as he manages to snag a piece of her pancake before she pours syrup on it. He’s so cute.

“We got a full day planned. First, we’re goin’ to the lake to have some fun in the water. Then we’ll drop Wade off with Trin at the clubhouse so that we can go for a ride; just the three of us. When we get back, we’ll pick him up after we get ready for tonight. Sound good?” I ask.

“That really is a full day. It sounds amazing. Thank you both so much!” she answers, digging into her food while we go take quick showers and then get Wade ready while J is getting ready for the day.

Wood also talked to Kim about the final preparations for J’s party and was told that some of the guys from Satan’s Anarchy are here too. I know they wanted to meet up about a few things, but we didn’t think they’d bring it to her party. Hopefully they’ll wait to take care of business until tomorrow. But, I don’t know when they plan on going home.

Trin is helping out the girls now so that in a few hours she can take Wade and spend the rest of the afternoon with him. She’s really proven that she’s more than a house bunny the last few months. I wouldn’t be surprised if one of two things happened with her-the first being that she becomes an ol’ lady and the second being that she leaves the club altogether. That’s not what today’s about though.

“I’m ready,” J says, walking in the living room where we’re sitting down.
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We’ve had a blast at the lake. Wade has made sure to keep us entertained with his faces as the cool water hits his warm little body. For a while, we played in the sand which could have been a big mistake considering that sand gets in every single nook and cranny on a body.

Wood provided some laughter as he danced around and tried to get the sand out of his shorts without providing everyone at the beach a show. He tripped over toys that were in the sand, got more sand down his shorts, and finally went running into the lake to try to get the situation taken care of. I’m sure that he ended up pulling his shorts down underwater where no one could see.

There were a few times that I thought we were gonna have to pound some asses into the sand when men wouldn’t take their eyes off J. She’s wearing a red bikini that shows way too much skin. Naturally, she attracted unwanted attention from the men that were around us.

Wood tried to cover her up which only led to her pushing him away from her and running into the water with Wade toddling behind her. She dove under the water and when she stood back up, every man’s wet dream was standing before us. Water was dripping down her body, and I wanted to lick every single drop off her.

There’s a little restaurant where we bought lunch and ate in a grassy area just past the beach. We talked and laughed while Wade tried to figure out what was going on. Finally, we pulled the gift bag out since she never opened it while we were at home. She pulls the first box out and opens it.

Nestled in the box is a charm bracelet we already started filling with charms for her. There’s a ‘B’, ‘T’, and ‘W’ for the three of us. Then there’s a motorcycle charm. I picked out an angel because that’s what she is to us, and Wood picked out a Phoenix because she’s been to hell and is bouncing back stronger than ever. We also picked out a book because of her classes.

There’s another box in the bag that I pull out and hand to her. We picked out a necklace that has a dainty chain. The charm on the end of the necklace says ‘Mom’. Instead of having an ‘o’ in mom, it’s a heart with a diamond in the center. It’s silver, and matches the wedding set she’s wearing.

I watch as the tears flow down her face; not giving a shit that we’re in public and she’s showing what she truly feels. She gets up and wraps each of us in a hug, giving us a kiss and thanking us for the gifts we got her. I can’t wait until she sees the load of gifts that the girls went out and bought her. We all know she’s not materialistic but everyone wanted to make sure she had what she needed and a few things that reminded them of her.
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Chapter Thirty
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Jennifer

THE GUYS HAVE been acting weird since we dropped Wade off at the clubhouse and took off on a ride. I’m not sure what’s going on, but I decided to just enjoy the ride. They took me out of town and along country roads so there wasn’t a lot of traffic. I’ve only been on their bikes a few times and I’m still getting used to it. Don’t get me wrong; I love riding with them I’m just nervous about it with a lot of cars around.

I love being able to feel the wind in my hair and have my man in my arms. Everything flying by us seems to have more detail. The sense of freedom I feel when I’m wrapped around Wood or Boy Scout and we’re riding down the road is like nothing I’ve ever felt before. Too soon, we’re turning around and heading home. The only time we stop is so that I can get off Boy Scout’s bike and hop on the back of Woods.

Each man rides like his bike is an extension of him. They handle the road and traffic like they’ve been on a bike from birth. I suppose in Wood’s case that’s the truth. The only difference is that Wood seems to take all sorts of alternate routes, and shows me things I probably never would have seen otherwise. It’s not like I go out exploring on my own; or even have the time to.

As soon as we pull in the driveway, Wood tells me to hop off and go take a shower. I do as he’s asked because I know that soon we’ll be picking Wade up so that we can head off on our next adventure. I’m told to dress in a pair of jeans so we can ride the bikes to the clubhouse, but to bring a skirt or pair of shorts to change into because having Wade means that we’ll have to take the SUV from there.

I just start washing my hair when the shower door opens and Boy Scout steps in behind me. He pours the shampoo in his palms before massaging it into my scalp. Leaning into his touch, I moan out. His hands are magic, and I could stay in here all night as long as he never stops. Boy Scout chuckles at me and continues working his magic fingers. Damn, I wonder if there’s time...

“Keep that up and we’ll be late babe,” he says, turning me so that he can get the back of my head before rinsing the suds away.

“That’s a bad thing?” I ask, trying to move in closer to his body.

“It is when we have plans tonight. Trust me, this is killin’ me to have your body all wet and slick and there’s nothin’ I can do about it. Wood will be done with his shower soon and then we’re out of here,” he responds, filling his hands with conditioner after making sure all the shampoo is rinsed out.

To help things along, I grab my body wash and loofah. As I wash my body, I feel Boy Scouts hands dip down my back and grab a handful of my ass. “You keep that up and we’re gonna be late for sure.”

He rinses the conditioner of out my hair before I rinse the rest of my body off. Once he’s done, I get out before things get out of hand. I know that if I rub my hands on his body right now that we’ll be fucking and I’m eager to see what’s next on the agenda for my birthday.

Since losing my mom, I’ve never celebrated a single one. The guys asked me when it was soon after they found me on the streets, and never brought it up again. Last year, I sat alone with my son and stayed out of sight from everyone. They didn’t push and for that I’m thankful. But, it was right after the attack I suffered at the hands of an old client, so I’m sure that had something to do with it.
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Pulling up to the clubhouse, I notice that the parking lot is filled to capacity with cars and bikes. What the hell is going on? I keep my question to myself as my mind turns to getting Wade, and making sure he’s in his pajamas before we head out. Wood and Boy Scout are behind me as I open the door and step through.

“Happy birthday!” is yelled by an extremely filled common room.

I stop dead in my tracks as I take in the room. There’s a banner above the bar saying ‘Happy Birthday’ while every member, house bunny, and girl from the club stand in clusters around the room. There are a few guys here that I’ve never seen before along with the club I first met when my men found me in Dander Falls. Tears fill my eyes as Kim makes a beeline directly for me and wraps me in her arms.

“Those better be happy tears,” she whispers so that no one else can hear her.

“They are. No one has ever done this for me. Not even when my mom was alive,” I answer as Wood and Boy Scout wrap their arms around me. “This is why we had to shower and get dressed before leaving?”

“Yeah Spitfire. Kim wanted to do this for you and we weren’t gonna take that away. You deserve this,” Wood answers, kissing me before making his way to the bar for a drink.

“Where’s Wade?” I ask, looking around the room for my son.

“He’s in your room with Trinity. She’s watching him tonight,” Kim answers, pulling me into the crowd so that I can mingle and see friends that I haven’t in a long time.

Harley and Riley are the first ones over to me. They each wrap their arms around me and wish me a happy birthday before pulling me over to Darcy. She’s sitting on the couch with one of her kids under a blanket. Damn, if they keep popping babies out, their family will be able to start its own sports team.

“Hey Jennifer,” Darcy says looking up at me. “Happy birthday.”

“Hey. You had another baby?” I ask, not trying to be rude, but wanting to meet the newest addition to the family when they’re done eating.

“Yep. This little guy is Christopher. He’s almost four months old now,” she answers, lifting the blanket a little bit when he starts to squirm underneath it.

I turn my attention away as she puts her clothes back in place and begins to burp the little guy. He’s got a headful of dark hair and startling blue eyes. There’s no way I can even begin to tell who his dad is and I wouldn’t want to guess either. The little bit that I’ve interacted with Crash, Darcy, and Trojan has shown me that to them it doesn’t matter. Each one of their children is loved and cared for by the three of them.

“How are things going with Wood and Boy Scout?” she asks, letting me know I can talk to her if I need to.

“It’s going good. Better than I thought actually,” I answer honestly as Wood drops off a drink before saying a quick hello to Darcy.

“Oh yeah?” she asks.

“Yeah. I mean, I’m still confused about things and how it’s all supposed to work, but I just take it a day at a time and don’t worry as much,” I tell her.

“What things confuse you?” Darcy asks, genuinely interested in knowing.

“Well, what happens if I get pregnant. I mean, it’s not like we use anything and we have sex all the time? Who signs the birth certificate and things? I guess I really only know that I love the way they make me feel and that they’re amazing with Wade,” I tell her, taking a pull from my beer.

“Everything will work out in time. You’re still learning, and getting to know one another as far as being with two men goes. You’ve known these men for well over a year now, and they’ve never once made you feel stupid or childish. If you want to know these things, sit down and talk to them about it. When you do have questions, call me or Sky, and we’ll help you work it all out so you’re ready to talk to them. Trust me, we’ve been where you are and we’ll help you through it,” Darcy explains, holding her son up to Crash.

“Thank you,” I tell her, letting the little family spend some time together while I go mingle and find my men.

The rest of the night is spent talking and laughing, drinking and dancing. House bunnies come out and start fucking with the men. I keep a close eye on my men to make sure that they’re left alone. With the drinks I’ve had tonight, I’ll hurt a bitch and not even think twice about it. Some of my gifts have been opened but I’m too drunk right now to appreciate what I’ve been given, so I think the rest will have to wait until tomorrow.

“Spitfire, you ready to head to bed?” Wood asks, walking up behind me and wrapping his arms around my waist before pulling me back against his hard chest.

“Yeah. Trin needs to come out and have some fun. Take me to bed,” I say, grabbing onto Boy Scout and dragging him along with us.

The three of us make it to our room and open it to find Trinity reading quietly in a chair in the corner of the room. I thank her for watching Wade, and tell her to go have some fun before I push my men on the bed and begin a little strip tease just for them. By the time I’m done, I’ll make sure that they have their way with me.
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Chapter Thirty-One
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Wood

WAKING UP IN the room at the clubhouse, my head is foggy and it takes me a minute to remember last night. Kim threw Jennifer the surprise party, and other guys ended up showing up to help celebrate. The night got wild, and I knew that it was time to take our girl to bed. She blew our minds with the striptease she performed for us and then told us that we could do whatever we wanted to her. Since the night that we both took her, she’s been a lot more open about what we try and what she wants to try.

“Church in ten,” Boy Scout says, walking out of the bathroom. “Let them sleep, and we’ll post Alex outside the room so no one tries to get in while we’re gone.”

I nod my head and stand up, being careful not to wake my wife up. Throwing on the first set of clothes I find, we make our way out of the room and to the meeting room. It’s packed to capacity with Grave, Ink, and Hawk here from Satan’s Anarchy, and a few of the guys still here from the Wild Kings. Boy Scout and I take our seat just before the doors close and Slim slams the gavel against the table.

“Alright fuckers, Grave is gonna share some information Renegade sent him to deliver, and then we’ll get on to the Snake fucks,” he grumbles out, knowing that we’re all tired as fuck and most of us are hungover too.

“Renegade had a sit-down with Crazy. He’s the National President of the Scavengers. He claims not to know a thing about what went down with Callie and everythin’ those stupid fucks did. We’re believin’ him for now because we can’t afford to go to war. If we find out that he’s lyin’, he’ll be a dead motherfucker and he knows it,” Grave says, standing up next to Slim so he can see the entire room.

“We’re gonna be helpin’ them transport drugs and guns from them to their buyers. They want to transport girls too, but we said no. They’ll be movin’ shit through our territory before movin’ on. Just want us to help if needed. Renegade wants to know if they get close to you if you can lend a hand when needed.”

“He’s promisin’ not to run girls?” Slim asks, sitting back in his chair. “And what’s he payin’ your crew for goin’ through your territory and for support?”

“He’s payin’ more than any other club we’ve dealt with in the past by almost fifty percent. And for the protection, we get ten percent of their payout,” Grave answers, stepping back and giving Slim the floor again.

“Anyone got anythin’ to say?” he asks us.

“The only thing I want to ensure is that they won’t be tryin’ to sneak the girls through at one point or another,” I say, knowing that none of us are down with that shit.

No one else says anything so Slim calls it to a vote to help out the national charter of the Scavengers MC. We vote in favor to help with the knowledge that if we find out there’s a single girl being transported, we’ll take matters into our own hands whether we can afford to go to war or not. 

Grave tells us that they’ll take it back to Renegade, and the three men from Satan’s Anarchy leave the room. They need to get back, and Slim will fill Renegade in on anything we discuss about the problem on our end of things.

“Now, for our next topic of business before Gage’s men take off for home. We still have no leads on Snake’s Revenge. They’ve gone into hidin’, and I know that they’re plannin’ shit. I don’t know why they’ve made us a target unless they want our territory. This club has come out of nowhere, and no one I know has heard of them before.

“Hell, I called down into Mexico and up to Canada. No one knows a fuckin’ thing. Fox, Tech, and Hawk can’t find shit out about them. Wild Kings are here because we have business with them, and our clubs are friends. Hell, family since Tank and Maddie are married. Anyone think of anythin’ that might help us smoke them out?”

We all sit around the table in silence. It’s hard to know how to smoke them out when we don’t know what they want. The only thing I can think of is plan a run that’s fake and see if they hit us again. We’ve already vetoed that idea because it leaves the club short on men, and women aren’t protected the way they should be. If it weren’t for that, we’d probably already have done it.

“The only thing is tryin’ to get them to attack a run again,” I say, knowing that he’ll hear me out. “We’d have to make sure the women and kids are out of town, but that leads to closin’ shit down, and Jennifer losin’ time at school. I honestly have no idea what we can do to smoke them out and make them fuck up.”

“We’ll keep thinkin’ and lookin’ for them. They will make a mistake, and we’ll be there to capitalize on it when they do. Guys, thank you for comin’ down. Tell Gage that we’ll be in touch. Tech, keep doin’ your thing?” Slim asks before dismissing the men from the Wild Kings MC.

We wait until the room clears out and it’s just us left in the meeting room. There’s business that we need to talk about that doesn’t concern any of the other clubs that were here. Slim will always accept the help when it’s needed, but the rebuild and our club financials are just that; our business.

“Okay. The garage is just about done. Hound will have the equipment in to get installed in the next few weeks. We’re not doin’ anythin’ grand or over-the-top for openin’ it up. Not until we figure out what’s goin’ on with these dumb fucks. Other than that, we need to talk about the rebuild of Allure. I want a club back up and runnin’ as soon as possible.

“The insurance check should be in within the next few weeks, and then we can figure it all out. There are only four girls comin’ back when we reopen. The rest of them have found other work, and won’t leave to risk bein’ blown to pieces. When we get close to openin’, we’ll have to audition more girls. Who do we want on construction?” Slim asks, opening the floor up to us.

“I say we bring in Renegade’s guys. We know we can trust them, and that they’ll do the work we want as quick as they can,” Boy Scout says from beside me.

“Good idea. I’ll call him about it tomorrow. I know they have shit goin’ down right now. It was a shock to see any of his guys here, but we’ll get it figured out. Who wants to audition the girls when it’s time for that?” he asks, looking at the hands shooting up around the table.

The only ones that don’t raise their hands are Boy Scout, Killer, Playboy, Fox, and myself. Surprisingly, Stryker doesn’t raise his hand either. I didn’t know he was talking to anyone, or even thinking about seeing someone. Not my business I guess.

Anyway, the rest of the meeting we go over financials and any other shit the guys bring to the table. Including the ride that Satan’s Anarchy is going to be having for Callie. She wants to keep her grandma’s memory alive and ensure that the tradition she started of providing kids in domestic violence situations with a Christmas. We’ll be going on it to show our support for a good cause.

Slim adjourns the meeting and we all file out. Most of the guys belly up to the bar even though it’s not noon yet. The rest of us sit at the tables and wait for our breakfast. We can smell it coming from the kitchen, and my stomach growls in anticipation of whatever is cooking right now. I’ll get Jennifer and Wade when we get our plates and make sure that they have theirs sitting here waiting for them when they get out here.
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Chapter Thirty-Two
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Jennifer

IT’S BEEN A few weeks since my birthday. I still tear up at the party that Kim threw me. She’s one of the best friends I’ve ever had. Everyone that was there, whether they knew me or not, got me something. I have no clue how I’m going to repay her or show my appreciation to everyone.

It was nice to see Darcy and the girls and I hope that once my schedule calms down in a few months I’ll be able to relax and spend some time with them. That’s if all the shit within the club settles down too.

The last day or two I’ve felt very run down, and I just want to stay in bed. Between Wade, school, and work that’s not a reality for me. So, I suck it up and push through every day. I know the guys are getting worried because they’ve made more than one comment about me being run down and that I need to slow down for a while.

I basically went from not doing anything to having a full plate overnight. It’s been non-stop for months, and it’s finally catching up and taking a toll on my body. I just have to hold out about another five months and then I’ll be free. At least from schooling. Then I’ll just have to concentrate on Wade, my men, and Phantom.

This morning, the guys left early to head out and get things ready for an upcoming run. I fell back asleep until I heard Wade moving around in his crib. As soon as I stood up to go get him, I had to run to the bathroom. There isn’t anything in my stomach to get rid of, but I continuously dry heave. Before I can stand up and try to go take care of my son, I feel the heat of one of my men at my back. It’s Wood based on the smell that wraps around me.

“Spitfire, what’s wrong?” he asks, concern lacing his voice while he grabs a washcloth and wets it before placing it in my hand.

“I don’t know. I guess that I’m getting sicker than I thought. Literally, I just stood up to go get Wade and had to run in here,” I tell him, standing up and moving over to the sink so I can brush my teeth.

“You go back to bed. I’ll take care of Wade, and make sure they know you won’t be at class or work tonight,” he tells me, going to walk out of the bathroom so I can’t argue with him.

Honestly, right now climbing back in bed feels like a great idea. So, I do what Wood demands and climb back under the covers. Instantly, I’m asleep.
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Waking up, I realize that I slept the day away. I can hear Wood and Boy Scout talking from somewhere in the house. I get up slowly and make my way to the bathroom to take care of business before looking in to see Wade already asleep. He’s tucked in with his little thumb in his mouth; not a care in the world as I tiptoe back out.

Walking down to the kitchen, I see my men sitting at the table. As I get a glass of water, and Boy Scout gets up and places a kiss on my temple. He makes some soup as I take my seat and wait for the food.

I feel a lot better than I did this morning, and I really want to eat more than soup. But, I’m not going to take any chances. Tomorrow is a new day and I want to go back to school and work. It doesn’t help that I hate being sick and that it stops me from doing what I need to do during the time I’m laid up. That’s why I’ve never taken any time off. I never had that chance before now. Wood just swooped in and took over; demanding I go to bed and get some rest.

“Feel any better?” he asks, putting his arm around my chair as Boy Scout sets a bowl of steaming chicken noodle soup in front of me.

“A little bit. I still feel run down, but I don’t feel like I’m going to be sick again,” I answer, taking my first bite of soup.

“Still want you home restin’ tomorrow. Boy Scout’s gonna stay home and watch Wade while you rest,” he tells me like I have no input in the decision being made for me.

“I’m going back to school tomorrow. And then I’m going to work,” I tell them both. “You can go about your business, and Kim will be here for Wade.”

“Not happenin’. You need to rest before you get even sicker than you were this mornin’. Never seen you look so pale as I did today,” Wood tells me. I know that they’re trying to make sure that I rest and that I’m taken care of. But, it’s something that I’m not used to.

“We’ll see. I’m gonna eat and go back to bed,” I say, keeping my head down so I miss Wood pulling out his phone and messaging someone.

It doesn’t take me long to finish off the soup and my water. I grab another bottle of water out of the fridge and carry it to the room with me. It’s not long before my men follow me. They surround me in their arms.

I wake up before them in the morning. Once again, I rush to the bathroom to get sick. Wood comes in again and makes sure that I get back in bed to rest. Boy Scout gets up as soon as he hears Wade stirring so that he can get him changed and fed breakfast.

As I’m lying in bed, a thought strikes me causing me to sit straight up. I’m trying to figure out when my last period was when Boy Scout comes in the room and sits down on the bed next to me.

“You okay, baby?” he asks, pushing my hair back from my face.

“Yeah. I’m going to go to the pharmacy and grab some medicine real quick. Are you good here with Wade?” I ask, rushing to stand up and get away from him.

“Of course, I am. Do you want me to take you?” he asks, watching me fly around the room trying to find my purse.

“No. I’ll be fine,” I say, finally finding my purse and making my way out to the SUV.

Alex nods his head at me while straddling his bike. He’s going to be following me to the pharmacy and back. Hopefully he doesn’t walk in behind me because I won’t be able to buy what I need to buy if he does.

We pull up to the pharmacy a few minutes later and I watch as Alex remains planted on his bike. He’s facing the entrance and I know that he’s going to stay there so he can see me enter and exit the building.

As I walk up and down the aisles, I finally find the pregnancy tests in the back. It’s been a while since I’ve needed one of these and there are so many more choices than what I had almost three years ago.

Feeling like someone is watching me, I quickly grab two different tests before making my way to the aisle that holds pain and fever medicine. That way I can put the tests in my purse and have a bag with the medicine in it. There’s no point in even bringing up the subject of having a baby if I don’t even know I’m pregnant yet. I can have an idea of it, but that doesn’t mean anything until I take a test.

I make my purchase and walk out to the SUV. Alex is nowhere to be found as my steps quicken. Since I already have the keys in my hand, I hit the unlock button so that all I have to do is open the door and jump in. My heart is beating out of my chest with the knowledge that Alex would just disappear like he did. He’s never once done this to me before, and I’ve been here over a year now. Something had to spook him, one of the guys called him off which is doubtful, or he saw someone and took off after them.

As soon as I slam the door shut, I turn around and make sure that no one else is in here with me before I lock the doors and call Boy Scout. It seems to take forever as I frantically look around for Alex or any sign of one of the other guys. Finally, he answers and I can feel the first of the tears sliding down my face and landing on the steering wheel and in my lap.

“Alex is gone. I came back out and his bike is gone. What do I do?” I ask, barely taking a breath to explain everything to him.

“What do you mean he’s gone? He shouldn’t have fuckin’ left you at all!” Boy Scout roars through the phone. I can hear the tension and anger rolling off of him.

“What do you want me to do? I don’t know what happened to him. I didn’t think to call his phone, I just got in the SUV and locked the doors before calling you,” I tell him, continuing to look around for anything out of normal or any clue that will tell me where the hell Alex is.

“Get home J. Come straight here while I’m on the phone with you,” he tells me as I start the vehicle and pull away from the curb.

Boy Scout talks to me the entire way home. I keep an eye on my rearview mirror to make sure that no one is following me. By the time I get home, Wood, Slim, Killer, and Fox are all standing outside the house. Wood runs over to me as I park the SUV and turn the engine off. He flings the door open so hard that I’m surprised it doesn’t fly off of the hinges.

Unfastening my seat belt, Wood pulls me into his arms as I try to stuff the bag from the pharmacy into my purse. Unfortunately, it gets stuck in my haste and the contents spill to the ground. Trying to crouch down before anyone notices what’s lying on the ground, I end up colliding heads with Wood who goes to bend down and pick the contents up at the same time. I grab my head as Wood pauses in his movements. He glances back up at me and then back at the ground.

“Are you serious?” he asks, bending down to pick the boxes and medicine up finally. “You think there’s a chance?”

“Yeah. I didn’t want to tell either one of you until I took a test. So, it’s my fault that Alex is missing,” I tell him, sitting back down on the driver’s side seat.

“Not your fault. We still can’t get him, but we’ll find him and bring him home. Let’s get you inside the house, yeah?” he asks, hiding my purchases away before leading me up to the house. “Kim’s inside so we can head out and look for Alex. Will you be alright?”

“Yeah. I’ll take the test and let you guys know when you get back. Please be careful,” I say, leaning up to kiss him as Boy Scout comes out the door.

“You okay?” he asks, pulling me into his arms once Wood releases me.

“I’m okay. I just want to know what happened,” I reply leaning up to give him a kiss on the lips.

The men leave and I walk into the living room. Kim is sitting on the couch and Wade is sitting in front of her playing with his motorcycles. She looks up when I stop in the doorway and a small smile makes her lips turn up.

I hold up the bag in my hand to let her know that I’ll be back. Making my way to the bathroom in our bedroom, I take a deep breath and take the tests that will change our lives forever. I’m not even sure if the guys are ready for a new baby to join our family.

I sit in the bedroom and wait for the minutes to pass so I can look at the results. Finally, after what seems like years instead of mere minutes, I walk in the bathroom and check the results of both tests. They’re positive. In shock, I plop my ass down on the toilet and sit there. I’m still sitting there when Kim comes in to check on me. She looks down at my hands and see both tests.

“Congratulations!” she says, pulling me up and giving me a hug. “Are you happy about this?”

“I am. I’m not sure the guys will be, but I definitely am,” I tell her honestly. “Hopefully they’re not gone long so I can let them know.”

We walk back out to the living room and spend the next few hours with Wade. Kim puts a movie on and I can’t even pay attention to it. Not only do I have thoughts running through my head about being pregnant, I’m worried about Alex.

I’m worried about the guys that are out searching for him. We all know that something is going on with the club. Women and kids wouldn’t have someone on us constantly if everything were fine. I don’t know the details; and I don’t want to. My only hope right now is that Alex is found, and they all come back in one piece.

Finally, we hear the rumble of bikes pulling up to the house. I run to the front door and wait on the porch for my men to get off their bikes and walk up to me. Wood nods his head to let me know that they found Alex. From the smile on his face, I can only guess that he’s okay and back at the clubhouse since I don’t see him here. Boy Scout and Wood make it up on the porch and I wrap my arms around both of them.

“I’m pregnant,” I say, not wanting to wait a second to tell them.

“Yeah?” Boy Scout asks, pulling back to look at me as Wood untangles his arms from us.

“Yes,” I say as Boy Scout picks me up and twirls me around on the porch.

Kim and Wade’s laughter stops the mini celebration as Fox walks past us and through the door. They give us a private moment to soak in the excitement that I’m pregnant. My men seem to be happy that we’re adding to the family which makes my excitement ratchet up even higher.

“Come on. We’ll hang out with them for a while and then celebrate on our own later on,” Wood says, giving me a deep kiss before we head in the house.

“Alex is okay?” I ask, wanting to make sure that he’s good.

“Yeah. He’s good. We sent him to the clubhouse to get a few drinks,” Boy Scout says, following us inside and shutting the door behind him.
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Chapter Thirty-Three
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Boy Scout

WHEN ALEX TOOK off on J yesterday, I was pissed. I had no clue what would make him leave her like that when he knows he’s supposed to be her shadow. Turns out, he saw one of the guys from Snake’s Revenge and followed him. He knew that we were looking for them and saw his opportunity. Unfortunately, there wasn’t time to let anyone know or make sure that his brother got there to follow J back home.

As soon as the guy went into an abandoned house, he called in for back-up. I can’t blame him because he didn’t know how many guys were in the house or anything else. We got to him and surrounded the house. Turns out the guy he followed was the only one in the house. It was where he went to get high and fuck his whores. We got him just before he did whatever drug he was about to do and took him with us.

Now, we’re all at the clubhouse waiting on Slim so that we can torture this motherfucker and find out where the rest of them are. And what the fuck they want with our club. So, we’re all sitting around the common room while he finishes up whatever business he had to take care of. If it didn’t have to do with the garage and rebuilding Allure, he’d already be out here.

None of us are drinking; we’re just sitting in small groups and talking amongst ourselves. We aren’t talking about our family, women, or kids. This shit won’t ever taint them so we leave them out of our minds when we’re doing club business like this. Finally, Slim comes out and motions us to follow him. We all file down to the dungeon so we can find out what we want from this twatwaffle before we kill him.

“Wake up, motherfucker!” Slim yells, slamming the door open and charging the chair to punch the bitch awake.

“W-w-what do you want?” he stutters as he wakes up.

“We want to know why the fuck your pussy club is attackin’ us,” he says, getting in the guy’s face.

Our enemy starts laughing his ass off. It’s loud and crazed, making me wonder if he didn’t manage to get his hands on something since we picked him up. We all look at one another as he just sits there, chained to a chair, and laughs his ass off. This man is fucked up.

“I’m not playin’ games with your dumb ass! I want answers and I’m gonna fuckin’ get them,” Slim yells at him, grabbing him by the hair as he pulls a knife of the table beside him.

Slim takes one of his fingers and begins to saw it off with the dull, rusty blade. He screams like the bitch he is, but still refuses to give any information up. My President continues sawing his fingers off, one by one, until they’re all missing from one hand.

Kinda hard to ride a bike when you’re missing your fingers. Not that we’re letting him out of here alive. Since he doesn’t want to talk yet, Slim motions for me to step up and take my turn with him.

“Still not gonna talk? Why are you gonna be loyal to a bunch of pussies that don’t know to ride in two’s or larger when you’re startin’ a war?” I ask, picking up the rusted out razor blade that’s sitting on the table, along with the pliers.

Ripping his shirt off him, I begin to make slashes along his chest and stomach. They’re not deep enough for him to bleed out, but I’m sure they’re stinging like a bitch. I rip his fingernails out one at a time until he’s got nothing but blood pouring from his fingertips. Still nothing. Hmm.

“Since you still don’t want to talk, let’s see how much you like fire play?” I ask, taunting him as I pick up the torch and light it before picking up a bottle of cheap whiskey that we keep down here.

“You can’t do that to me! They’ll come for you if I don’t show back up,” he says.

“Then tell us what we wanna fuckin’ know,” I yell, stepping back to see if he’s gonna break.

“They want your territory. Poncho, the Pres, isn’t gonna stop until he has it. He’s got guys watching you and waiting to see when you’re on a run or the most vulnerable. It’s a shame that you value your women and kids,” he says, thinking that he’s giving up enough information to save his pathetic excuse of a life.

“Why do they want our territory? And what about our kids and women?” Wood asks, stepping up next to me.

“Because he’s making a pipeline to get to our buyers easier. You value the women and kids, showing that their your weakness instead of the pussy that they are. Women ain’t nothing but a warm hole to fuck and toss aside. You bitches worship them and act like they’re the best thing in the world. Same with the kids. Snot-nosed assholes aren’t anything but a drain,” he informs us, spitting on the ground at our feet.

“Guns, drugs, or women?” I ask him, wanting him to know what they’re trying to transport through Benton Falls.

“All of it,” he answers on another laugh.

“Where are they now?” Slim asks, wanting to know where we gotta go to find them.

“Closer than you think,” he says, sobering up and looking around the room at us. “Kill me, and you’ll be starting a war you can’t win. You have no clue who I am. Try looking in your backyard to find out what you need to know.”

We all look at one another trying to figure out what he means by looking in our backyard to find them. The clubhouse sits on almost fifty acres surrounded by trees in the back until you reach the old abandoned train station. I think about that for a few minutes before I realize where they are.

“Know where they are,” I announce, setting the tools in my hand down before turning to my brothers.

“They’ll be gone by the time you find them. You don’t think they know you’re every fucking move? You’re fucked and don’t even know it,” the bitch behind me says, turning his attention to Wood and me. “Your bitch is hot as fuck. I’m gonna enjoy sinking my cock into that skank. Her son will watch before I take care of them both.”

“Fuck you!” Wood roars out, grabbing the knife and using it to slice his tongue out before slitting his throat from ear to ear.

We all stand around the dead man in shock. Wood is usually the calmest one of us when we torture anyone. I know that when anyone mentions J or Wade, we both tend to flip the fuck out. Especially when they’re threatened the way this fuck just did. I was a second behind Wood from gutting this bitch so I’m glad that he’s got to get his hands on him before me.

“Church. Now!” Slim hollers out, startling the rest of us because we were still in shock over what Wood just did.

As soon as the last man is in his seat, Slim bangs the gavel on the table and looks at me. “He said they’re in our backyard. The only thing out back is the old train station. That shit has tunnels and everything else underneath the building. I’m not sure where they lead, but I know for a fact that they’re there.

“Hell, they could’ve all crumbled in by now. That’s the only place that I could think of them to be. It’s definitely got enough room in there to store their bikes so no one sees them too,” I say, letting my family know my idea of where these cocksuckers could be hiding out.

“Can’t believe we didn’t think of that before now. We’ll figure out a game plan, but first I want this entire clubhouse checked for bugs. If that bitch is sayin’ that they know all our plans, I want to make sure that nothin’ is in here. And I want shit checked outside the clubhouse too. Fox, check everythin’ you can think of and make sure that they can’t hear us or know another fuckin’ move we make. I’ll have Alex and Zach take care of the body. Thinkin’ we need to talk about patchin’ Alex in after yesterday,” Slim says, looking at every single one of us to show how serious he is right now.

“I don’t like how he just left an ol’ lady on her own when he knew shit was goin’ down. But, I get why he did it,” Hitter says to us all.

“Listen, that’s our ol’ lady, and I’m glad that he left her to find this fuck and make sure that we finally got one. Our girl knew she wasn’t right and made sure to protect herself, and called me as soon as she could. I’ll vote right now to patch his ass in. Especially considerin’ he talked about her and our son!” I say, slamming my hand on the table to show how pissed I am right now.

A few men nod their heads in agreement. We all know that Alex had no clue what he should do in that situation. He decided to follow the asshole and find a member of a club that has already tried to take us out once.

Did I get pissed that he took off and left J alone? Fuck yes, I did. But, I also know that I would’ve done the same thing considering that we had no clue where any of them were. Hitter might be a brother, but he can go fuck himself right now if he’s not gonna trust Alex.

“I want you to put yourself in my son’s shoes,” Grizzly says to Hitter and the rest of the guys around the table. “He’s been watchin’ that girl and her son for over a year now. She trusts him and knows that he’ll always have her fuckin’ back. The same that he would for every single one of you fuckers. Alex made a split-second decision that helped this club out and you want to bitch about it? Jennifer isn’t bitchin’ about it. No, she was concerned that somethin’ happened to him, and relieved when she found out he was good. Blood or not, son or not, I’d rather have someone like him at my back because I know he’s goin’ to do what he has to for the club and take the punishment comin’ his way for the decision he made.”

“Grizzly’s right. Alex came to me and told me that he understood if he needed to be punished and would do anythin’ I told him to. Said he deserved no less than an ass-whoopin’ from Boy Scout and Wood because he left Jennifer alone. He’ll gladly take that if I choose to punish him. I’m not and neither is Jennifer’s men. Move the fuck on and accept that every single one of you should know that those times come when we have to decide on our feet, and it’s not always an easy decision to make. That’s the last I’m gonna say about it. We’ll vote after everythin’ else is taken care of,” Slim says, banging the gavel on the table before we all begin to file out.
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Chapter Thirty-Four
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Jennifer

TODAY IS MY long day. I’ve been in class all day and now I’m on my way to Phantom for the night. Things have been running a lot better without having people stealing and dealing in the club. Sally and Kim have been amazing additions to the staff. Along with Cory, Ryan, and Cooley. They’re the new waiters on the floor downstairs. They do what I ask, help Sally when she needs it and Trinity isn’t here, and are always among the last to leave at night.

Cora was hired to help Kim in the VIP section because it’s not as busy as downstairs is. I had my reservations about her because she saw the guys in the club and started fawning all over them. Once I laid down the rules that she couldn’t fuck with them, she completely changed her attitude. Sure, she still flirts with them, but she’s over trying to fuck them all.

The new staff allows me to spend the time I need going over paperwork, doing the orders, and making sure everything is running smooth. Killer, Stryker, and Des take turns as bouncers while Clayton and Ian usually man the door and check I.Ds. I’m not in any hurry to hire a security firm to take over those duties when I know that I can trust the men of the club without fail.

Tonight, they’ll all be in so the VIP section is closed off while Kim and Cora are upstairs already getting everything ready. I’ll check it out in a little while. First, I need to start the paperwork so I can spend some time on the floor tonight.

“Boss lady,” Sally says from behind the bar. “Big envelope showed up for you so I put it on your desk.

“Thanks hun. If you need anything, let me know and I’ll come out to help,” I respond, continuing to walk through the club and directly to my office in the back hallway.

I walk into my office to find a pile of mail sitting on the top. Ignoring it all, I pick up the huge manila envelope to see what got delivered to me. There’s no postage on it, just my name. Instantly red flags and alerts sound while I drop my purse on the floor and open the flap. Reaching in, I pull out handfuls of pictures. As I look at them, I notice that all of them are of Wade. There’s a few of me, but nothing like the ones of my son. They’re of him at the park with me and the guys, him and Trinity outside the house, Kim and him at the clubhouse, and a whole bunch of other ones. What the fuck?

My entire body begins to tremble with fear as I pick up my purse and begin to dig through it for my phone. When I can’t find it because my hands are shaking so bad, I dump the entire thing out on the floor in front of me. Once it’s in my hand, I run out to the bar to find Sally.

“Spitfire, what’s goin’ on?” Wood asks when he answers.

“Get to Phantom. Now!” I yell into the phone. “Someone needs to get Wade and get him here or something Wood. Pictures. So many pictures of him.”

“Fuck! I got it. Stay with Killer and we’ll be right there,” he says, hanging up on me as I find Sally.

“Who delivered that envelope?” I ask her, my voice raised and filled with panic.

“I don’t know. It was on the ground in front of the door when I got here. What’s wrong, Jennifer?” she asks as Killer walks up to me.

“Let’s go to the office, Jennifer,” he says, the tone of his voice leaving me no room to argue.

“I’m so sorry,” Sally says, not sure about what’s going on.

Killer leads me to the office and flips through a handful of pictures. His body goes rigid and I know that he’s pissed off. Especially when he gets to the pictures of Gwen and my son. I didn’t even notice those ones at first. Though, I can’t say that I looked through them all. He swears and I now have hole in the wall of my office where his fist went through the drywall.

Before I know it, my office is filled with members of the club. Gwen and Wade are brought in too. I run to her and take my son from her arms so I can cuddle him close. Seeing him in the flesh makes me break. Tears start pouring down my face as I hold him and Wood and Boy Scout wrap us up in their arms.

“No one is gonna fuckin’ touch him,” Wood says, the anger and fear that he’s filling coming out in his voice.

I can feel their bodies shaking with rage as I look up at them. So many questions are flying through my mind as I realize that Wade is now a target because of whatever is going on. What about Caleb and Natalia? Or is it just my son that these people are coming after.

“Why Wade? What’s going on?” I ask, needing to know why us. We’ve been through enough shit and don’t need anymore.

“We don’t know, Jennifer. What we do know is that no one will touch a hair on your son’s head. He’ll have protection around the clock no matter where he is. Killer, I want you to arrange a detail to stay on Wade. At least three patches and a Prospect,” Slim says, walking over to us. “I’m on first detail.”

I nod my head at the President of the Phantom Bastards. Realistically, I know that he’ll be protected. My fear is because they got close enough to get pictures of my son at home and while we were at the clubhouse. For now, I have to trust my men and the men of the club. Tonight is another story though. I want my son in my sights even if that means I stay in the office to work before heading home. No one will change my mind about that.

“Let’s sit down and relax, babe,” Boy Scout says, leading me over to the couch. “We have to protect more than just Wade now, yeah?”

“I know. Seeing those pictures just broke me. I’ve never been so scared in my life,” I answer, looking at everyone around us. “Maybe we should announce it so that everyone knows what’s going on?”

“Yeah. Everyone, Spitfire is pregnant. We’re addin’ to our fuckin’ family,” Wood says as everyone begins to clap and cheer.

Gwen gives me a hug and congratulates all of us. I hear Killer growl and mutter some shit under his voice when she hugs Wood and Boy Scout. It’s funny as hell to know that he wants her but won’t do anything about it. We can all see it. I send everyone out of my office except for my men and Gwen. She’ll be staying here with Wade so that I can get my work done. Killer, Slim, and Hound stay by the door and don’t let anyone past the bathrooms while we’re in here.
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Chapter Thirty-Five
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Jennifer

IT’S BEEN THREE months since I found the pictures of Wade at Phantom. True to their word, the men have stuck to him like glue. Most of the time Wood or Boy Scout is with him. If they can’t be with him, then Killer or Slim are one of the ones on his protection detail.

The other kids have been brought to wherever Wade is so they’re all protected and not left to fend for themselves. It’s a pain in the ass sometimes, but I’ll never let anything happen to any of the kids in our family.

Today is a day I’ve been dreaming about for so long. I graduate from school. Wood and Boy Scout took me out to dinner last night, and then we spent a quiet night at home. I’m still scared of leaving Wade alone for long periods of time even knowing that the guys are posted with him. It sucks, but today is a celebration, and I need to focus on accomplishing my goal. Something that I’ve dreamed about doing for so long.

Kim and I went this morning to get our hair and nails done. Sally, Sam, and Gwen met us back at the house when we were done. The three of them stayed with the kids at the clubhouse so I knew where Wade was. I have a dress hanging up in the closet so that I just have to slip that on before we head out. Wood, Boy Scout, Kim, Sally, Gwen, Sam, and the kids are going to be there this afternoon. I’m so excited.

We don’t have much time to sit and talk, so I run in the house and get dressed. Well, waddle as fast as I can with the baby bump that I have going on now. Wood is getting dressed and I can hear the showering running to let me know that Boy Scout is in there now. He helps me pull the dress on before placing my rag over the dress. There’s no way in hell that I’m going to celebrate my day without wearing it; proudly proclaiming that I belong to Wood and Boy Scout.

“We’ll be ready in a few minutes. What else do you need to do before we head out?” Wood asks, sitting down on the bed to put his boots on.

“Nothing. I just need my purse that I’ll leave in the diaper bag, and then I’m ready. Oh, I guess it would help if I packed the diaper bag first,” I say, mentally checking to see if there’s anything else I need to do before we leave.

“Already done,” Wood says, standing up and pulling me into him. I instantly calm at his touch.

“Okay. Then I guess it’s just a matter of Boy Scout getting dressed before we head out,” I tell him, laying my head on his chest and just being for a few minutes.

“So proud of you, Spitfire. You have no idea how proud we are,” he tells me, lifting my head so that he can lean down for a kiss.

Boy Scout comes out of the bathroom in nothing but a pair of jeans. The button is still open and I watch a drop of water slide down his chest on its way to disappearing down his pants. Licking my lips, I try to tear my attention away from him but it’s no use. Fuck! Maybe we have time...

“Don’t even think about it. This isn’t work or shit you’ll be late for, baby. You’re not missin’ your graduation,” Boy Scout says, pulling a shirt over his chest. “There will be plenty of time for that later on.”

“I sure as hell hope so,” I murmur while the guys laugh at me.

As soon as Boy Scout is dressed and ready to go, we all pile outside and get in the SUV. Kim is driving today so that the guys can ride their bikes to the ceremony at school. Boy Scout rides in front while Wood follows behind us.

I wish more guys were going, but I know they’re busy and they need a break from watching over the kids and us too. The only reason that they’re not going with us is because Slim thought that we’d be okay with just my men in the middle of so many people.

Pulling up, I leave everyone after kissing Wade and my men. I have to meet my class in one of the classrooms to get our cap and gowns before lining up to take our seats. We don’t have much time before the ceremony starts, and I know that I need a breath of fresh air. So, after grabbing my stuff, I head out the front door and sit on one of the benches.

It’s not long before I feel someone sit down next to me. Turning my head, I see a man that looks familiar. I offer up a small smile and turn my attention away from him. The man looks gaunt and frail as he sits back against the bench. He honestly looks like he’s ready to fall over if a stiff wind blows through. My thoughts instantly turn to my dad, and I wonder what he’s doing now. I wonder if he’s gotten the help he so desperately needed before I left home.

“You’re that ungrateful that you can’t even fucking say hi to your dad,” the man spouts off, venom lacing his voice as I turn my head back to him again.

“What are you doing here?” I ask, letting his tone roll right off my back.

“I found you and figured that now would be my chance to talk to you. You owe me, you little fucking slut. Don’t think that I don’t know you’re fucking that motorcycle gang,” he says, causing my face to pale.

“It’s a club, not a fucking gang. You’re the only criminal I see here. Or are you too fucked to remember beating me to the point that I was in the hospital? That I lied to protect you when the cops and CPS showed up to take me away from you. That’s right, it’s my fault. Everything that happened is on me. Fuck you! I don’t owe you a damn thing,” I tell him, standing up to make my way back inside the building.

“You owe me everything! It’s your fault that I lost your mom. It’s your fault that I lost everything,” he says, grabbing onto my arm to the point that I know there will be a bruise in its place.

“Get the fuck off of me! Leave me the fuck alone, and I never want to see your fucking face around me again,” I tell him, wrenching my arm from his grasp and using my I.D to enter the school.

I’m shaken by the encounter with my dad. I almost want to get Wood or Boy Scout, but I don’t. Instead I get in line with the rest of the men and women that I went to school with and wait for us to be given the signal to make our way to our seats.

I don’t pay attention to the audience or anyone around me as I try to wrap my head around the fact that my father found me and wants money. If he’s saying that I owe him, then he wants money. With the way that he was looking, I guarantee that he’s doing more than just drinking. Hell, for all I know, he was doing drugs when my mom died and I just didn’t know it. What fifteen-year-old girl wants to think of her parent doing that shit? Not me.

Suddenly, I realize that everyone else in my row is standing and getting ready to make their way to the side of the stage. I stand up and follow along without looking at anyone. If I take the chance and look at my men, they’ll instantly know something is wrong and I just want to forget the encounter altogether. It’s not going to be that easy though.

“Jennifer Parker-Reed,” my school’s Dean says, “Jennifer is graduating with honors with an accounting degree.”

I walk across the stage, grab my diploma, and shake the Dean’s hand before turning to look out at the audience. Tears fill my eyes as I see every member of the Phantom Bastards in attendance. They’re standing, clapping, and a few even whistle as I smile and begin to make my way back to my seat for the rest of the ceremony. Thankfully, the class isn’t that big because I want to get out of here.
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We’re back at the clubhouse to celebrate when all I really want to do is go home. I have to go to Phantom later because Cory’s sitter has to bail out early. I told her I’d help everyone close up. So, I sit at a table in the corner while everyone gets their drinks, food, and talk amongst themselves. Wood and Boy Scout make their way over to me with plates of food piled high. They know that something’s wrong and have been waiting to talk to me about it. I know them enough to realize that our little talk is gonna happen right now.

“What’s wrong, Spitfire?” Wood asks, sitting down and sliding a plate in front of me.

“I went outside for a breather before the ceremony started. A man showed up on the bench next to me. It was my dad. He yelled, told me how I owed him, and grabbed me,” I tell them the short version while pulling my sleeve up to show them the bruising on my arm.

“What the fuck? How did he even find you?” Wood yells out, gaining the attention of those around us.

“I don’t know. He knows that I’m here with you guys because he said I’m fucking all of you,” I tell them.

“I’m on it,” Boy Scout says and leaves the table to go talk to Fox.

“We’ll figure it out and find where he’s stayin’. He won’t bother you again, Spitfire,” Wood tells me, making me believe his words with the conviction behind them.

“I have to go to Phantom tonight. Cory needs to leave early. I’ll just be helping close up. I’ll probably leave here in a few minutes so that I can do some paperwork first,” I tell him, knowing that he’s going to blow a gasket about it.

“What the fuck? This is your party. Can’t someone else go in?” he asks, watching as Boy Scout sits back down with us.

“Well, Kim and Sally are both here, and they’ve been drinking. Trinity is watching the kids in the game room. And I need to hire more people. I haven’t had a chance to do that yet,” I say, knowing that it’s my job as manager to fill in when it’s needed.

“I’ll go with her. We’ll get it done and then come back. It shouldn’t take us that long,” Boy Scout says, knowing that it might calm Wood down a little bit.

“I don’t fuckin’ like it. But that’s the only way you’re goin’,” Wood says, digging into his food and not pushing the issue further.
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Chapter Thirty-Six
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Boy Scout

WE’VE BEEN AT the club for a while now. Everyone has just been ushered out after last call and the doors are locked. J spent most of the night in the office catching up on paperwork while I helped Cora close up the VIP section. It’s not going to take us long at all to clean up and make sure that everything is taken care of. Especially once I made sure Cora understood that she wasn’t leaving until the downstairs was taken care of too.

J comes out and goes to help Ryan take the garbage out. I don’t want her doing that shit, but she copped an attitude and did it anyway. Ryan is back inside, but there’s no sign of J anywhere. I ask him where she is and he tells me that she was right behind him when they came back in. He thought she was making sure that the back door was locked and didn’t wait. Stupid motherfucker!

Walking down the back hall, I check the office to see that it’s empty. Same with the bathroom. Opening the back door, I hear a commotion coming from by the dumpster. As I round the corner, I stop dead in my tracks. There’s a man standing behind J with a gun held to her head. Her face is filled with fear and something else that I’m not sure of. Without a doubt, she feels like this is it for her and our unborn baby.

My body is vibrating with fear and outrage over the scene before me. I’m barely hanging on right now seeing my girl be threatened with a gun to her head. The only thing I want to do is reach for my gun and kill the son of a bitch that’s standing behind a woman that’s pregnant. What a fucking coward!

“Get the fuck outta here. This doesn’t concern you,” the man yells, pushing the gun further into her temple.

“What seems to be the problem here?” I ask, keeping my voice as calm as I possibly can.

“This bitch owes me, and I’ve come to collect,” he says, taking his attention off of J.

“Money? I’ve got her money right inside. Why don’t you come with me and I’ll give it to you?” I say, trying to get him away from my woman so that I can kill this sick fuck.

“I don’t believe you,” he says, greed beginning to take over the feral look in his eyes.

“I promise I won’t try anythin’. Just come with me and I’ll get you the money and a drink before you leave,” I respond, still trying to get him away from J.

He shoves J away from him and I see a look of relief fill her face. It’s short-lived as I wait for her to scramble to her feet and I pull the gun from the back of my jeans. She gets to my side as quick as she can just as I fire and put the man down. J screams at my side and buries her face into my body. I can feel her trembling in fear as she tries to look at the man lying in the ground with a bullet hole between his eyes.

“Who is he?” I ask, cradling her head to me so that she can’t see.

“My dad,” comes her whispered reply.

“Fuck! I’m sorry, baby,” I tell her, wishing it had been anyone else but him.

“Don’t be. He was gonna kill me and didn’t care that I was pregnant. He called me a no-good whore and said that I’d be better off dead.”

“Gotta call for a clean-up J. Go back inside and I’ll be right there,” I say, pulling my phone out to call Wood and Slim for the Prospects to come get rid of the body and make sure all evidence is gone.
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Chapter Thirty-Seven
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Wood

IT’S BEEN A few days since Boy Scout killed Jennifer’s dad in front of her. She may not have seen the aftermath, but she was still there. I know he tried his best to shield her from anything, but sometimes you just can’t. Thankfully, it hasn’t affected her, and she isn’t mourning his loss. I guess it’s kind of hard to mourn someone when they haven’t been in your life for so long and only came back around for what you could give them.

I just got to the clubhouse when I hear the loud rumble of several bikes pulling in behind me. Since most of the guys are here, I turn to see what the hell is going on. My blood begins to boil when I realize it’s Snake’s Revenge. Pulling my gun, I never take my eyes off the guys as I back up to the door and fling it open.

“Get Slim and get the fuck out here. Now!” I yell in, not knowing who’s behind me in the clubhouse. “Women and kids kept back! We got snakes here.”

I hear the shuffling of boots hitting the floor and bar stools scraping across the floor. It doesn’t take long at all for every member of the club to be at my back. I slide over when I feel a hand on my shoulder and see Slim standing there. Every single guy has his gun out and pointed at the men now climbing off their bikes.

“It’s about time you show your fucked-up faces,” Slim roars out. “Guess these snakes are only good at hidin’ and comin’ out when they feel they can do the most damage. What’s changed?”

“Where the fuck is my son?” an older man asks, stepping out in front of the rest of the men. Looks like we found the President.

“Got no clue who your son is,” Slim says as Killer and Stryker come to flank us.

“Bullshit! Got word that you got him, brought him here, and killed him. I want to fuckin’ know where he is! I know you fuckin’ took him!” he yells, spray flying out of his mouth as he walks even closer to us.

“I’d say that we’d help ya look for him, but I don’t have it in me today,” Slim answers.

“You bitches think you run this territory and you don’t. I’m gonna dismantle your fuckin’ club, take your women and kids while you all rot in the bottom of a hole or in prison. I will destroy your club along with Satan’s Anarchy. If I still feel the need for bloodshed, I’ll start on the Wild Kings too. Slim, you’re a bitch, and I’ll deal with you later on,” he says, turning his back in disrespect.

“You guys ain’t gonna do shit except for get back on your bikes and go crawl back in your hole. You’re good at sneak attacks and threats, but that’s about all it is. You’re startin’ a war that you won’t win,” Stryker says, stepping forward as a car pulls in the lot. Cam, one of the house bunnies, gets out of her car and before she can take a step further, we hear the fire of a gun and watch her go down.

We fire at the Snake’s while they retreat. I know we hit some of them, but none of them fall within our gates. Stryker and Hound run over to Cam while the rest of us continue firing. Doc, who just happened to be here today, runs over to her while I move back toward the clubhouse door. The fucking women and kids are here today. Everyone was just hanging out before I got done taking care of something at the apartments. Fuck!

“Close the fuckin’ gate! Someone go make sure everyone inside is good. Make sure the kids are calmed down, and the rest of us will take care of Cam,” Slim yells out, putting his gun away. “And someone make sure there’s nothin’ here. Won’t be long before cops get here if they’re tryin’ to take our club down. All guns get put up but mine.”

We all know what we’re supposed to do now. There’s a man for everything that Slim just yelled out, and we’ve had to do it more than once. Boy Scout and I run in to check on the girls and kids. My eyes immediately seek out Jennifer and Wade. I see them sitting on the couch, Wade cradled against her chest as he cries. All the women and kids are scared to death right now, and I can’t blame them. Snake’s Revenge just fucked themselves by pulling this shit with them around.

The rest of the night, we make plans and keep everyone here on lockdown. The mood is melancholy with the loss of Cam. She was an innocent victim that showed up here at the wrong fucking time.

Jennifer and Wade are in the room resting while we’ve had church and figured out how we’re going to make sure our businesses stay open and we keep making money. Renegade knows the situation and that we’re changing our runs up for now. It’s not what we want, but sometimes you have to do things to protect the ones you love.

Our next goal is to bury Cam. She was a good girl. Had been with the club for about two years now. The rest of the house bunnies are crying and trying to find comfort with the men that are single.

Slim is locked in his office, alone, making calls to the other clubs that need to know what’s been said, and seeing if they’ll be willing to help out if we need it. Personally, I don’t know that we’ll need help with these pansy ass bitches. But, I’m not the President so that’s not my call.

Jennifer has pretty much stayed in the room all night. She’s very shaken up by the events of the past few days. Between her dad threatening to kill her and then hearing Cam shot in the parking lot of the clubhouse, I’m surprised that she hasn’t started to back away at all.

Instead, she’s just been trying to stick to herself and Wade. We’re in the room with her as much as we can be, but she knows we have work to do. We’re trying to talk her into going to the doctor so that she can have a checkup and make sure that everything is okay with the baby, but she doesn’t want to go right now. She’s been relaxing and she has an appointment tomorrow. I swear it’s gonna look like the entire club is with us when we go. But, I’m not taking any chances with my family. I’ll die before anything happens to them.
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Chapter Thirty-Eight

[image: image]


Boy Scout

SNAKE’S REVENGE HAVE gone back underground. For a club saying that they’re going to war with us, they sure as fuck aren’t doing anything about it. So, we’ve got round the clock security at the clubhouse, and the women and kids are there most of the time. It’s the only way that we can protect them.

When J has to go to Phantom, we have no less than four patches and two Prospects on her. It doesn’t matter if she just goes to check in and do her ordering and other paperwork, they have her back.

She had an ultrasound done almost three weeks ago, and we found out that we’re having a little boy. J already has a name picked out and knows how she wants to decorate the nursery. So, Wood and I have been working on that at night while she’s sleeping. And I have to say, our son has more Harley Davidson stuff than any other baby I know of.

The room has been painted in a light blue. Alex surprised us all and painted some murals on the walls. Right behind the crib is a motorcycle with a bear riding it. The bear has a cut on with our club colors. Above that is his name-Colton Anthony.

On the opposite wall he’s painted our colors and has framed pictures of different bikes. We’ve put all the furniture together and it’s set up. Now all that’s left to do is put the finishing touches on the room. We’re leaving that up to J to work on when she can.

I love being able to tell that a baby is growing in J now. She’s got a bigger belly, and we’ve recorded the heartbeat so that we all can hear it whenever we want to. Wade even likes listening to it before going to bed every night. He’s gonna be a good big brother. Even though he’s almost two, you can tell by the way he is with the other kids that he’s around.

Yesterday was a big day for our family too. I am now Wade’s dad. We went through the process and I adopted him. No one knew that’s what we were doing or anything else. Honestly, it’s just something for our family to be concerned with. I mean the club is part of our family, but we wanted to keep this between us. They’ll know eventually, and I’m sure that we’ll have a big party because of it. We’ll take any reason to throw a party.
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Chapter Thirty-Nine
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Jennifer

WORK HAS BEEN crazy lately. The weather is getting hot as hell, and I guess that’s everyone’s cue to come out in droves to party and get drunk. I’m not going to complain though because I love the work. There’s only been a problem or two as far as Killer or Stryker having to step in and take care of issues.

One guy had me pinned against a wall as I was coming out of my office. He thought I was some party girl that he could have his way with and didn’t like me telling him no. Killer stepped up and made sure the guy was kicked out and not allowed to come back in. That’s the first time, other than when my dad showed up, that I’ve been scared at work.

Today is my day off though. When the guys left for work, I took Wade and our protection detail, and we did some shopping for the baby. I want to make sure that everything is bought, washed, and put away before I don’t feel like doing anything. In one store I found the cutest onesie. It’s a Harley one that has a vest attached printed on the onesie that will match his daddies. The thing is so cute and looks like he’s wearing a cut. Our nursery will be a mix of cute teddy bears and motorcycles. It may not be conventional, but no one else has to look at it.

We’re having a cookout tonight at the clubhouse. Since things have been so stressful and no one has had time to do much. The girls and I decided that we were going to do this for the men so they could focus on spending time together instead of all the other bullshit-even if it’s just for a few hours.

So, I’ll be meeting them there as soon as we’re done shopping to help prepare everything. Hopefully we can get the guys to relax. Other than when Slim and Hound are grilling the meat because a female can’t cook meat as good as them. Some of them are so damn pigheaded.
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Chapter Forty
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Wood

THE GIRLS WENT to a lot of trouble making sure that the cookout today was a good one. So, we’re all hanging out, drinking, and having a good time. Jennifer is relaxing and talking about all the things she got for the baby today when her and Wade were out. I can’t wait to see some of the things that she’s been talking about. Yeah, we’ve heard all about it. It’s good to see her excited though, and I’ll listen to anything that she wants to tell me.

We’re just getting done with eating when Slim stands up and makes his way to the back door of the clubhouse. He makes a signal in the air telling us to follow him out front. As we leave the backyard, I can’t help but wonder what the hell is going on now. All I have to say is that if Snake’s Revenge ishere again, I’m going to flip my shit and not wait for them to talk or anything else. They’ll start dying before anyone can blink. Even if I have to deal with Slim afterward.

Everyone comes to a stop as we walk out the door and see four cop cars with their lights flashing. What the fuck? Slim stops and we all stand behind him to wait and see what’s going on. I hope to fuck this doesn’t have anything to do with Jennifer’s dad getting killed behind Phantom. She’ll be upset and pissed if Boy Scout gets taken away for that shit when he was doing nothing but defending her.

“What can we help you with?” Slim asks, trying to be polite even though we know that’s the last thing he’s feeling right now.

“We’re here to pick up Craig Tucker and Joel Carlson. Where are they?” the first cop asks.

“Right here,” Hound says, stepping in front of us and waiting for Ghost to join him.

“What are we bein’ charged with?” Ghost asks, stopping next to Hound while we all wait to find out what’s going on.

“You’re being detained in connection with the murder of Phil Carter Jr.,” the cop says, nodding to the other officers to walk over and handcuff my brothers while reading them their rights.

“What the hell are you talkin’ about? I don’t even know who the hell that is,” Hound yells, knowing that he didn’t kill anyone.

“You’ll find out more when we get to the station,” a cocky young cop says, shoving Hound forward toward one of the cars.

“I’ll get Lawson on the phone and make sure he comes to get you out of there immediately,” Slim says. “Stay quiet until then because we all know they don’t got shit on you.”

We stand in shocked silence as we watch Ghost and Hound be taken away. I have no words right now. Especially since we know that Hound usually isn’t in the room when we torture anyone. There are very few times he’s around for that anymore. Looks like we need to find out who the fuck this guy is that they supposedly killed and who planted the evidence or whatever they think they have.

“It’s Snake’s Revenge,” Boy Scout says from beside me. “They said they’d destroy the club, and we’d either be dead or in prison. This is where they’re startin’.”

“Get the girls and kids inside while we have church. We need to figure this shit out and now. I’m callin’ Lawson while you get them inside,” Slim says, walking inside toward his office.

So much for the girls’ plan to have us relax and enjoy a night with them. Looks like another shit storm just got started, and we’re going to war sooner than we thought. I feel fucking old right now. I’m ready to settle down and have things go back to normal.

We might live a crazy life, and it can be filled with chaos at times, but it’s normal for us. The shit that Snake’s Revenge is bringing to our door, and that Satan’s Anarchy is dealing with is bullshit that we all need to figure out how to end it now.
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Epilogue
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Shy

I’VE BEEN A club girl for going on three years now. In that time, I’ve almost exclusively been with Slim. He doesn’t let the other men touch me yet he won’t claim me either. It took me a matter of weeks to know that Slim is a man that I could fall in love with and that’s exactly what happened. The President of the Phantom Bastards Motorcycle Club owns my heart and body.

When we’re in his room by ourselves or if we go anywhere alone, I get a side of Slim that only Maddie and his grandchildren get to see. He’s sweet and caring but strong, determined, and stubborn. There are times he becomes too protective and it annoys the hell out of me while other times, he gives me the space I need and lets me do my own thing.

For three years now, he’s held me at arm’s length and won’t let me in. Not all the way. Yeah, we talk, and he lets me know more than what other women get to hear. There are times he uses me as a sounding board when he’s trying to figure something out before he takes it to the table. Other times, he lets it sit and holds it in while he figures it out on his own.

Lately, it’s been the latter, and he’s holding me at arm’s length with everything. He hasn’t even touched me in months. No one else can touch me though. It’s honestly becoming a no-win situation that I find myself in with Slim.

So, I’ve stayed away from him and I’ve been sleeping in the room I got when I first showed up at the clubhouse. It’s back where the rest of the house bunnies stay. If he’s going to be treating me like one, then I’m going to stay with the rest of them. I even moved all of my stuff out of his room while he was relaxing in bed and glared at me. He can’t understand that I can’t keep doing this; I can’t be pushed away and try to continue to make myself keep my heart out of it. It’s way too late for that.

“Shy, you in here?” Zach asks, sticking his head in my door.

“Yeah,” I answer, poking my head up over the side of my bed.

“What are you doin’ on the floor?” he asks, stepping just inside the door.

“I was grabbing something from under the bed,” I tell him, standing up and placing the makeup bag I hid under my bed into the open suitcase sitting on my rumpled bed.

“You goin’ somewhere?” he questions, his eyebrows shooting up into his hairline.

“What’s this? Twenty questions?” I ask, amusement at his round of questions showing on my face as my lips quirk up in a smirk.

“No. Uh, I was goin’ to see if you wanted to have a plate saved from dinner,” he says, stepping back in the doorway so anyone passing by will know that nothing is happening between us.

“No thank you. If I get hungry I’ll get something later on,” I tell him, sitting down on my bed.

Zach nods his head in response and turns to leave the room. I’m not necessarily leaving right now. The thought has crossed my mind because of the way I feel, but it’s scary as fuck to know that once I leave the clubhouse, I’m completely on my own. There won’t be any protection from the club or any help when it comes to money or anything like that. The thought has crossed my mind to go back to my aunt’s house. There’s a situation there that I could really help out in. It’s personal and has been weighing on my mind a lot the last month or so-especially when I have my aunt or cousin calling me on a regular basis. Usually, I’d talk to Slim about this, but that’s not going to be happening anytime soon. So, I have a lot to think about and some decisions to make in the near future.

The decisions I need to make are my own, so I make my way over to my door and shut it. Just before it closes, I see Slim standing down the hallway and when his gaze meets mine, I can’t decipher what the look is on his face; maybe regret and a little bit of pain. It’s no longer my concern though. Slim’s the one that’s doing this. He’s made his decision about what we are, or aren’t, and now we both have to live with that since he won’t let me back in.

Slim

Zach came out of Shy’s room and told me she’s packing her belongings. I’m not sure where she’s going or if she plans on coming back this time. She hasn’t been back that long from her aunt’s house so I can’t imagine her leaving again so soon. I know that something big is going down there and that’s why she was gone for longer than she first thought, but she hasn’t told me what’s wrong. It’s my own fault really. I’ve finally pushed her past the point of wanting to deal with my bullshit.

The day that Shy showed up at the clubhouse, my first thought was that she was lost and didn’t really mean to be here. She was so shy and soft spoken, not like the normal girls that show up at our door.

Shy wasn’t dressed provocatively; she had a messy bun up in her hair, a pair of Capri’s, and a loose-fitting V-neck tee shirt. Most of the girls come to the door wearing almost no clothes and make-up caked on their faces. Plus, she didn’t try to rub up on all the guys that came into her line of vision. In fact, the first few nights she was here were spent in the kitchen hiding away and making sure that we had enough food to feed everyone that showed up to party. No one asked her to, she just did it. And she cleaned up after the parties and the kitchen sparkled like I’ve never seen before.

Soon, Wood and Boy Scout got close to her. She talked and laughed with them while I became jealous of all the time the trio spent together. I’d ask my brothers questions about her and try to think of ways to spend time with her. Nothing came to mind though, and I didn’t want to treat her like one of the usual house bunnies. Those girls are only good to find a quick release with and then send them on their way. Shy is better than that.

It took me almost a month to finally get her in my bed. She didn’t usually go with any of the guys when they tried to get her in their bed. No, she’d flirt, work the bar, cook, and clean. Shy earned her spot in the clubhouse without having to spread her legs or suck the guy’s cocks. So, when I finally got her body under mine, I made sure to take my time and pay attention to every sound she made, the way her body responded to me, and how she looked at me.

It was the first time since Maddie’s mom that someone looked at me more than a man that could give them something. I was looked at like I hung the moon and stars just for her. It became an addiction that I couldn’t get enough of, and I made sure the guys knew that she was off limits. I didn’t claim her, but I wouldn’t let anyone else touch her either.

That leads me to now. I want Shy like I’ve never wanted anyone else. She’s the reason that I get up in the morning and do everything in my power to ensure that the club is safe and no one will get hurt-especially the women and kids that are a part of the Phantom Bastards.

They’re all under my protection and it’s a job that weighs heavily on me most days. But Shy made it all disappear as soon as she stepped up next to me. With her by my side, giving me her light and freedom, I feel like I can do anything and have someone that’s strong enough to live this life with.

Instead of embracing that, I’m pushing her away. I’m making sure that she’ll go away from me and all the danger that comes with being the President of a motorcycle club. I need to make my mind up and either let her go to move on and live a life that she is truly meant to lead or pull her back in and ensure that she stays by my side.

It’s a decision that I can’t make right now and I don’t know if I’ll be able to make it before she leaves for good. Because if that happens, I’ll lose the only light I have in my life and it won’t be easy to take a breath anymore.

The End
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