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Revelations is dedicated to my very best friend in the world. You have been there for me no matter what’s going on in our lives. For every up and down, you’re right there, having my back and talking me through what’s going on. Thank you will never be enough and I will never be able to repay you for everything you’ve done for myself and my kids. You’re my sister from another mister and mean the world to us all! 
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Dear Readers,

Welcome back to the Phantom Bastards MC. While this is a new series, you will get to see plenty of characters from the past as their children forge new paths in life and start a new club. You will also get to meet some Nomad characters that have never been mentioned before. So, I hope you like them as much as the original members of the Phantom Bastards. 

In these stories you will see characters from the original Phantom Bastards MC. You will also get to see members from the Wild Kings MC, Satan’s Anarchy MC, and another MC that I can’t let you know just yet. I hope you enjoy this series as we get to see the children who were born in the original stories as grown-ups now! 

Thank you for the support and I hope you enjoy this new series and world!

Erin Osborne

Trigger Warnings

Please note these books may contain the following trigger warnings: sexual assault/rape, kidnapping, mental abuse, physical abuse, emotional abuse, swearing, sex, drinking, drug use, and other trauma. Please read knowing there’s a chance you’ll see these in this series. 

*This does NOT mean you will find any or all of these possible triggers in this book. It is just a warning of any possibilities to see this in the pages as you read.
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Wade ‘Raptor’ Parker-Reed

Growing up in the Phantom Bastards MC, I always knew I wanted to be a member. To follow in the footsteps of my dads and have the bond with the brothers they do. My best friend, Devil, is keeping a very big secret and I’m the only one who knows what it is. I’m torn in two because the secret isn’t one he should be keeping from our family, but I can’t get him to see reason no matter how I feel about the situation. All I know is I’m tired of feeling the way I do and things need to change or I’ll have to walk away from my best friend. The one person who knows everything about me. Especially once we find our person. The girl we want to share and keep as our ol’ lady. 

Dylan ‘Devil’ Busch

Growing up in the shadow of my dad and grandpa, I knew there was only one path in life for me—joining the Phantom Bastards MC. Instead of wanting to lead the club like them and my twin, I found a role that suits me much better. So, I trained with Killer to become the best Enforcer for the club. The entire time, I keep a secret to myself. Something so big that could cost me everything I’ve ever loved. If I do share, I could lose my family and the men who have taught me everything I know. Keeping the secret to myself for much longer could cost me my best friend in the world. Raptor doesn’t agree with me and has made it known on a regular basis. It takes one woman to show me that things aren’t necessarily going to happen the way I feel they will. Her strength and determination are awe inspiring and the only reason I finally decide to come clean no matter what the outcome is. 

Genesis Camden

Growing up alone in the world, I’ve come to rely on no one but myself. Everyone I’ve ever been around has let me down and proven they only care about themselves. It didn’t take me long at all to realize I’m the only person I can truly count on. My foster sister further proves that when she drops her son in my lap with nothing more than the clothes on his back. I give up the thought of having a life of my own in order to protect him at all costs and everything I do is for the sweet baby I’m now raising. When trouble finds me, I’m not sure if I can truly trust the men who take me into their home and vow to protect the baby and me. Especially with another woman telling me to stay away from them. 
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Devil

17 years old

THE END OF summer is officially here and it’s about time for me to head back to finish up my last year of school. Plus, it’s almost my birthday. Tonight there’s a party at a beach just outside of Benton Falls and I plan on going. I’ve tried to get my twin, Carson, to go with me but he’s not into partying today. So, I’ll go alone or with some of the other guys I grew up with. My best friend, Wade, will be there. He’s two years older than I am but it doesn’t matter. He’s been my best friend for as long as I can remember and we do absolutely everything together. We’ve even talked about sharing girls once I’m ready to take that step in my life. Yes, I’m a virgin and completely okay with that shit. I’m not looking to have sex with every girl I come in contact with at school or when I’m out with the guys somewhere. 

Growing up in the club, we’ve all seen and heard more about sex than anyone else I know. Things happen despite how much our parents and other family members try to keep from us. The club girls flaunt their bodies on a daily basis and make all the women so angry. These girls are in the club for the single guys and they do everything in their power to gain the interest of one of the bikers. That includes walking around in barely any clothing and showing as much skin as they possibly can. The boys and myself would always hang out in the common room just to see them and I know at least one of my friends who has recently had sex with one of the girls just to lose his virginity with someone who knew what they were doing and wouldn’t make him feel like an ass because he didn’t know what to do. He said it was the best experience of his life. No, I’m not naming who it was because it’s not my story to tell. 

Wade has had sex. He told me all about it the night it happened. Yes, we’re that close and share absolutely everything. Well, almost everything. There’s one thing I haven’t told him and I’m not sure how to go about having this particular conversation. Usually, I’d ask my dad or grandpa how to say something. If I’m really desperate and don’t want to go to my family, I’d ask Killer. I spend a lot of time with him because I want to be an Enforcer for the Phantom Bastards just like him. He’s been training me for the last year and I spend a ton of time with him. He’s gotten me to open up about several things I haven’t wanted to talk about in the past. 

After taking a shower and getting ready to head out, I make my way outside to find Kingston and Kaden on their bikes. 

“You guys goin’ to the party?” I ask them, not sure if that’s what they’re doing or not. 

“Yeah. Wanted to get out one last time before school starts again. Can’t wait to be done with this fuckin’ year,” Kaden answers me with a smile on his face as I reach my bike. 

“Couldn’t get Carson to come out?” I ask Kingston because they’re best friends and are usually together. 

“Nope. He wants to hang out with your dad and Slim. I guess Slim is takin’ them out to some fishin’ spot. I thought you’d be goin’ with them,” Kingston answers me, an odd look on his face. 

“Didn’t even know that’s what they were doin’. Dad knows I don’t always like fishin’. Yeah, I’m patient and shit, but the idea of sittin’ in a small as fuck boat and waitin’ for a fish to go after a worm isn’t my idea of fun,” I answer him, knowing I love hanging out with my dad and grandpa no matter what we’re doing but fishing is not my cup of tea. 

“Makes sense. We ready to go?” Kaden asks, his voice almost as authoritative as his dad’s can be when he’s in club mode and not just hanging out.

“I’m ready,” I tell them, taking off my beanie and putting on my helmet before pulling out my keys and starting my bike. 

Kingston, Kaden, and I leave the compound behind and make our way to the beach where the party will be held. It doesn’t take long to ride through town and pull up to the beach parking lot. It’s easy to spot the other bikes our friends rode here and we make our way slowly through the parking lot to where they’re parked. They’ve chosen a spot out of the way so no one leaving early will hit them. I park next to Wade’s bike and shut it down before standing and removing my helmet to hang on the handlebars. Standing there, I put my beanie back on and motion to the guys that I’m ready to go. The three of us make our way to the rest of the people partying in the sand. 

There’s a large group dancing as the music blares through speakers a DJ has set up. A few pits have been made for when the sun completely disappears. Someone will light the bonfires so we have slightly more light than the moon shining down on us. People are already drunk and still have drinks in their hands, sloshing over the sides of their cups and all over their bodies. Guys are wearing nothing more than shorts and the girls are wearing bikinis that barely cover their chest, pussy, and ass as I look around. The air reeks of desperation as those dancing grind on one another. 

“I’m gettin’ a drink,” Kaden says, shaking his head in disgust as he walks away from Kingston and I. 

“I think I’m gonna follow his lead,” I state as Kingston nods his head in agreement and we make our way to the cooler filled with beer. 

This won’t be my first time having a beer. I don’t typically drink, but it’s a party and I want to cut loose tonight. Grabbing a beer for Kingston and myself, I open my bottle and slide the top in my pocket so it doesn’t end up in the sand to cut someone at a later date. I turn to face the party and search for Wade. It doesn’t take long to spot him dancing with Rissa. She’s a girl he graduated with and they’re friends. The three of us have hung out a time or two, but I don’t really like her. Rissa doesn’t like the friendship Wade and I have but he’s too blind to realize she’s trying to come between us. When it’s possible, I stay as far away from the bitch as I can. Rissa knows this as she spots me across the sand and glares in my direction before moving even closer to Wade and rubbing her nasty body all over him. 
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I’ve been at this party for a few hours now and I’m pissed. Every single time Wade has tried to get away from Rissa and head in my direction, she’s pulled him back in like the leech she is. We were planning on hanging out here and she’s preventing him from hanging out with anyone but her. She’s always been desperate but tonight she’s so fucking over the top. If Hope were here, she’d march right up to her and punch her in the face. Hope doesn’t like Rissa either. They had a run in last year and Rissa was so cruel to our friend. For the longest time after that, Wade refused to have anything to do with the skank. Yeah, we all stand together and Rissa got in the way of that shit when she went after one of our own. Our life was actually peaceful for a few months until Rissa managed to get Wade to hang out with her again. 

As I remain on the edge of the party, not allowing anyone to get too close to me, my eyes once again stray to Wade. Tonight he looks better than before. He’s wearing a pair of dark blue jeans and his standard boots. He doesn’t have a shirt on and his tattoos are on full display as the flames of the bonfires and the moonlight shine down on his body. From this distance, I can see the fine layer of sweat covering his chest from the dancing he’s been forced to do all night long by Rissa. His dark hair is shaved close to his head and I can tell he’s just gotten it cut again. Wade hates long hair and once it hits a certain length, he’s heading to the barber to get it cut.

I don’t take my eyes off of Wade all night long as he dances, drinks, and lets Rissa hang all over him. Kingston is at my side and has only left a few times to dance with some random girl who comes up and asks him to dance. My twin’s best friend loves to dance and won’t ever pass up an opportunity to get on the floor. It doesn’t matter who he’s dancing with. Usually, I’d be right out there with him, but not tonight. I can barely pull my eyes from Wade and Rissa as anger courses through me. 

“Dylan, what’s up?” Kaden asks me, his voice almost startling me because I didn’t hear him come up next to me. 

That’s one of the first lessons Killer taught me—always be aware of your surroundings. Hell, all of our dads taught us that shit. Here I am, surrounded by a bunch of drunk idiots and I’m not paying attention to shit around me. I guess I’ve had more to drink than I thought at this point of the night. 

“Nothin’. Just hangin’ out. I’m probably gonna call my dad or a Prospect to come get me soon. Not feelin’ the party tonight,” I answer him as he goes to hand over an unopened beer but pulls his hand back. 

“I’m about there myself,” Kaden says as he looks out over the beach with a look of longing in his eyes. 

Kaden pretty much sticks to himself and doesn’t share much of what’s going on in his life with anyone. I know he hangs out with a few people who aren’t involved in the club and he also hangs out with Faith on a regular basis. Those people might know his secrets, but none of us do. I’m not gonna pressure him to let me in either. Kaden knows he can come to any one of us and we’ll be there no matter what’s going on with him. It’s how we were raised and none of us are going to change now. 

“None of the girls are here, right?” I ask Kaden, still knowing we have to protect the girls of the club at all costs. 

“No. None of them wanted to show up to this party because they said it was gonna be lame. I guess there’s another party goin’ on in town and that’s where they all went. Carson is with them. Hope managed to talk him into goin’ with them so her dad didn’t lose his shit,” Kaden informs me as a smile graces my lips.

Killer doesn’t let his girls do much of anything. Most of what Hope does, she has to sneak to do. Faith follows her sister’s lead and tries to keep Hope out of trouble as much as she can. It’s a big job and we all try to help Faith, but it’s not always possible to keep Hope out of trouble when it comes to what she does against Killer’s wishes. 

“Got a Prospect on the way,” Kaden states, sliding his phone back in his pocket as I finally rip my eyes from Wade and the bitch dancing the night away. 

I’m sure Wade will end up back at Rissa’s apartment for the night. I shouldn’t let it upset me or piss me off, but I can’t seem to help myself tonight. He’s been with more than one girl over the last year or two and it’s never bothered me at all. However, Rissa is trying to sink her claws into my best friend and rip him away. Not just from me but from the club entirely. She either wants him to become an officer, specifically the President, or leave the club altogether to become some rich prick who doesn’t have contact with his family any longer. 

Turning my back to the party, I give Kaden my attention, knowing he’ll have my back if anyone comes at me. I love a good fight and everyone here knows I won’t back down from one. I’ve gotten in more than enough trouble over the years for fighting in school. My parents don’t say a word to me because most of the time I beat the fuck out of bullies who are picking on someone who can’t protect themselves. I’m never gonna stand back and watch that shit happen for any reason. 

“Dylan, you’re drunk as fuck,” Wade says, appearing at my back as I whip around and almost faceplant in the sand at his feet. “I’m takin’ you home.” 

“Nope. You’re too far up Rissa’s ass to even know I’m here. You should get back before she sends out a search party for ya,” I slur, not giving a fuck how I sound as I take in the dark brown of his eyes that almost appear black tonight. 

“The bitch isn’t gettin’ anywhere near me again,” Wade spits out, anger lacing his voice as I hear shrieking coming from behind him. “’Let’s fuckin’ go.” 

Wade leads me from the party after telling Kaden to make sure the Prospect loads up the bikes that are left here to take back to the compound. Kaden’s not drunk and has only had a beer the entire time we’ve been here. However, none of us will ride after even having a sip of alcohol. Instead of heading for Wade’s bike, he opens the back door of one of the club’s SUVs that pulls up. Wade climbs in after me and shuts the door behind us. He’s sitting so close to me in the back seat that his thigh is pressing against mine. I want to reach out and rest my hand on his thigh, but I refrain as we remain silent in the back of the SUV with only the quiet music filling the vehicle. Wade’s body heat soaks into me and I let my eyes lower to the bare skin of his chest and stomach. His muscles are on full display and I want to run my hands over the taut skin there to feel how rigid they are. 

When we pull up to the clubhouse, Wade tells the Prospect to pull up by the front door. No, I won’t get in too much trouble if I walk in the house drunk, but my parents won’t be happy at all. Especially my mom. My dad did the same shit as I did tonight so he tries not to get too angry at Carson or myself when we pull some bullshit move. Anyway, Wade pulls me from the SUV and leads me through the front door of the clubhouse. It’s late enough that the common room is empty as we make our way to the hallway where the Prospect’s rooms are located. There’s always an empty room or two in this hallway and we’ve been known to crash here when it’s needed.

I stumble through the door once Wade gets it open. He follows me in the room as I try to make my way over to the bed against the wall to my right. 

“I got ya,” Wade whispers as he grabs my arm when I almost hit the floor. The beer is definitely catching up to me now. 

He helps me to the bed and sits me down before reaching down and pulling my shirt over my head. Wade knows I can’t stand to sleep in a shirt because it tangles around my body and wakes me up in the middle of the night. Before I can fall back or second guess myself, I reach up and place a hand on each side of Wade’s face. He goes completely still as I stand up and press my lips against his full, soft mouth. I can’t stop the groan that escapes me as I slide my tongue across the seam of his mouth and Wade opens up for me. Sliding my tongue in his mouth, our tongues duel for control as I tilt my head and my heart beats out of my chest from the feelings racing through me. I’m fucking kissing my best friend. A man I’ve found attractive for the last year and a half and said nothing to him. Or anyone else about my thoughts and feelings when it comes to Wade. 

I won’t say that I don’t find other guys attractive. There are plenty I can say are good looking. I’ve never wanted to be with one of them though. Wade is the only guy I’ve ever had a crush on and wanted to explore that side of my sexuality with. It’s easy to flirt, talk with, and hang out with women because I’m also attracted to them. It’s why Wade and I promised to share a girl between us. His parents do that and they make the relationship look so much better than just a single man and woman. I can’t explain it, but I know that’s what I want with Wade. I just also want the man who knows every secret about me on a deeper level as well. 

“Fuck!” Wade growls out when he finally rips his mouth from mine. “Dylan . . .,” 

“No. You don’t have to say anythin’, Wade. I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have done that,” I state, fear and panic filling me with the thought of losing my best friend over a kiss I’ve wanted more than anything else in the world. 

“Shut up, Dylan. Maybe not tonight, but I get why you did. You’re drunk and your inhibitions are lowered. I’m not gonna say I hated it. Just that I’ve never thought about you like that. At least until this second. I’ve got some things to think about. Get some sleep, Dylan. I’ll be here in the mornin’ so we can talk about this,” Wade says before helping me into bed and covering me up with the sheet only. 

I don’t have time to worry more as sleep sucks me under the second my head hits the pillow. Wade taking a seat in the only chair in the room doesn’t register or anything as I let the alcohol aid sleep in making me pass the hell out. I dream of Wade and I finding our girl and building a life together. Something I used to believe was a dream only. Now, I’m not so sure. Time will tell. 



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


Chapter One

[image: image]




[image: A close up of a flower

Description automatically generated]

Genesis

GETTING TO WORK early like I do every time I have a shift, I see I’m once again the only one here. None of the bartenders or waitresses come in to get things prepared for the busy night we’re sure to have at Enchantment. So, I always show up an hour early to stock the bar, make sure all the glasses are clean and put back on the shelf where they are easily accessible for the bartenders when they don’t have a second to think or search for glasses that should be available for them from the second the doors open. Hell, during my shift, when I’m not waiting on customers, I’m cleaning tables and sending a load of glasses through the dishwasher in the small kitchen area we have behind the bar. 

I hate showing up to work early because it means I’m not spending time with Matie at home. I’ve had him for six months now and finally found someone to watch him while I’m at work. Six months ago, my foster sister, Malinda, dropped him off. She was beaten to hell and told me to protect him from his dad so he didn’t get his hands on him. Malinda took off and I haven’t heard from her since that fateful night. Now, my world revolves around Matie and everything I do is for the little boy who captured my heart from the day he was born. 

Morgan, a girl the Phantom Bastards saved when horrendous storms ripped through the city and surrounding areas, is the one who watches over Matie when I have to work. We talked to Vault, the President of the club, and he approved of this arrangement because I don’t trust anyone with Matie. Morgan is someone I trust when it comes to him. I know if anything happens, she’ll call in the club members to protect the two of them. She’s the only one who truly knows the entire situation with Matie, Malinda and Ricky, his father. Or sperm donor if you ask me. Anyway, Morgan watches him for me five nights a week and never gets upset when I message or call to check on him. Yes, I’m a little obsessive about his care and safety. 

Today is no different. Morgan does her job for the club first thing in the morning and gets the bar at the clubhouse ready for Kat. She’s another woman the club saved from what I’ve been told. When she knows I need to head into work, Morgan shows up and watches over Matie for me so I can get here early to get the strip club ready for the doors to open. She gets mad on my behalf because Morgan knows I’m the only one who shows up and stocks, cleans, and does everything the rest of the staff should be helping me take care of. Devil also doesn’t say a damn thing to any of them either. I can’t stand Devil and it’s no secret how I feel about him. 

Devil manages Enchantment and we’ve always butted heads. The first time I met the infuriatingly sexy man, he insulted me and told me I wasn’t what they were looking for in a dancer. I barely got a word in because he was such a fucking asshole. Vault made him hire me after going through my resume and seeing the work I’ve done over the last few years. College was never in my plan because I don’t have the money to continue my education. I tried to apply for scholarships and grants to help cover the cost during my senior year of high school, but none of them accepted me. One day I’ll get there, but it won’t be today. I’m not even sure what I’d want to do honestly. Anyway, Devil refuses to have anyone else come in early and allows me to do all the work. I’m so angry with him I can’t even have a conversation about how unfair this shit is. Instead, I go about my night at the club and ensure everything is taken care of before anyone else ever shows up for their shift. 

So far, I’ve cleaned all the tables and brought down the chairs the cleaning crew always stacks on top of each table so they can take care of the carpet each night after the club closes. The glasses are washed, dried, and stacked behind the bar where they belong. I’ve cut up the garnish and shit for those fruity drinks some guys prefer over beer, whiskey, or scotch. The only thing left to do before I change into my uniform is to stock the bar with everything that wasn’t restocked last night before the club closed. It’s supposed to be restocked every single night, but no one ever does it. Again, they all know I will so no one worries about making my job easier. As long as they get the fuck out of here and get away with doing the bare minimum, they’re happy to pawn everything off on me. 

Grabbing out the small notebook I keep hidden under the bar, I write down what I need to bring out to stock the coolers, shelves, and if I need any ice to be brought out. That’s the one thing I refuse to do because it’s heavy as hell. Devil doesn’t make me carry it out either. The first time he tried, I told him to kiss my ass, took off my apron, and threw it in his face. When he realized I was serious about quitting, Devil started taking care of the ice himself. 

“Genesis, how are you doin’ tonight?” Nix, the DJ, asks me as he walks through the front door and removes his sunglasses. 

“The same as always,” I respond as I look over my shoulder to take in the man. 

Nix is the same age as me. He’s covered in tattoos from head to toe and has a few piercings. Today he’s wearing a pair of baggy jeans and some kind of sports jersey that’s a size or two too big for him. He’s always wearing clothes that don’t fit and I laugh because he spends half the night holding his jeans up. Laughing again, Nix joins in while shaking his head. Nix and I have spent a few breaks together when we have the same shift. I haven’t opened up to him about my personal life, but we do enjoy an easy conversation when we take a breather and head outside for a few minutes of peace and silence. It’s honestly the only place in Enchantment that we’re not being bombarded by men cheering and shouting, the music blaring, and everything else that goes on inside the walls of the club. 

“We need to change that shit, Genesis. You need a night out away from the club to get your fuckin’ freak on. Find a guy to fuck the shit outta you,” Nix says, a conversation we’ve had before. 

“Nix, I got a baby at home and can’t just take another day away from him when I spend five nights a week here,” I remind him as he moves through the club to where his equipment is set up. 

“I know you got a baby at home, Gen. It doesn’t mean you aren’t still a damn woman who needs a man in her life. At least someone who will fuck the hell outta you and get rid of those pesky fuckin’ cobwebs,” Nix says, laughter filling his voice because he’s always telling me that shit. Yeah, it’s been a while since I had sex. 

I don’t even respond to Nix’ words. He is waiting for some kind of response from me. Instead, I shake my head, grab my list, and head for the storeroom where all of our alcohol is kept. Opening the door slowly because it’s been a while since I’ve seen Devil and he sometimes comes in to take inventory, I don’t see the couple on the opposite side of the room. It’s not until I hear a masculine groan that I snap my head in the direction of the sound. There, on the left of the storeroom is Devil leaning against the wall with his head thrown back and eyes closed. My eyes travel down his body, taking in the skin on display where his tee-shirt has been pushed up under his cut. I don’t stop until I take in the man on his knees in front of Devil. I don’t need the light on to realize it’s Raptor, Devil’s best friend. 

Raptor’s head is bobbing up and down and I know he’s giving Devil a blowjob. Devil reaches down with one hand and digs his nails into the short hair on top of Raptor’s head. There’s really nothing for him to grab onto though. I take in the scene before me, my panties becoming wet as fuck. Both men are sexy as sin and they know it. The muscles in Devil’s thighs are tight with tension as his groans come faster and louder with every passing second. Raptor reaches his arm between Devil’s legs. I can’t see what he’s doing, but Devil loves it based on the sounds coming from him.

“I’m gonna cum,” Devil states, his voice graveled and filled with lust as his eyes snap open and he calls out Raptor’s name while staring at me. 

Devil is breathing hard, his chest rapidly rising and falling as he pants through his release and Raptor’s continued movements on his cock. My eyes drift down when Raptor sits back on his heels and I see Devil’s pierced cock. He’s got barbells running down the length of his shaft that glint in the dim light filtering through the window above Devil’s head. Dusk has come and gone, the sky dark now with the moon shining bright. 

“The fuck are you doin’ in here?” Raptor yells, his voice hard and lethal as my gaze snaps to him while Devil tucks his cock back in his jeans and does them up. “Fuckin’ answer me!” 

“I’m getting what I need to stock the bar. I do this every night I work,” I answer him, my face on fire with the blush I’m sure covers my skin. I’ve never seen anything so fucking sexy in my life as what I just walked in on. 

“Yeah. I’m sure that’s what you’re doin’, Genesis. You probably watched us walk in here and followed us to get some kind of blackmail,” Raptor says, jumping to his feet quicker than I thought he’d be able to move and rushes over to me. 

I back up until I’m plastered against the door of the storeroom. Raptor doesn’t stop moving at me until his chest is pressed against mine as he grabs my wrists and holds them above my head. It doesn’t hurt, but I’m terrified of the man in front of me as he runs his hands down my sides around my pockets. 

“The fuck are you doin’?” Devil questions the man in front of me as he steps up closer and runs his eyes up and down my body with hate and anger in his eyes. 

“Searchin’ her for a camera or somethin’ to record us. This bitch wants to have somethin’ to hold over our heads, Dylan. No one knows about our relationship and she figures she can use it to her advantage,” Raptor states as if it should be obvious as he finally releases my wrists and steps away from my body so I can take a full breath. 

“You won’t find a camera or anything on me, Raptor. I promise you that. I won’t ever tell anyone what I saw in here tonight. It’s none of my business what the two of you do in private. We’ll be opening the doors of the club in a little while and I need to stock the bar for Gavin. He doesn’t ever show up early to make sure it’s done. No one ever shows up early but me. I’m sorry I didn’t immediately leave when I realized what was going on, but I was shocked as hell,” I tell Raptor, my eyes going over his shoulder where Devil stands, his arms folded over his chest as he glares at me. 

“Never fuckin’ asked you to come in early, Genesis,” he growls out, pulling out his pack of cigarettes. 

“I’ve never once said you did, Devil. But, if someone doesn’t do it, then the club won’t be ready when the doors open. You want to lose business because the bar isn’t stocked? Or have the customers put their own chairs down at each table when they come in? I even make sure the mini fridge is stocked in the dancer’s room. So, if I don’t come in to take care of all this shit, who else is gonna do it?” I question Devil as Raptor steps back next to him and glares at me in return. 

“I won’t deny you’ve become an asset here, Genesis. You go above and beyond to make sure the club is ready to go every shift you have. Every time I’ve asked you to step up and do somethin’ you’ve done it without question. Includin’ coverin’ shifts for everyone else,” Devil admits reluctantly as he uncrosses his arms and puts an unlit cigarette in his mouth. “What I won’t tolerate is you fuckin’ thinkin’ you can blackmail me for any reason. I don’t owe you shit, Genesis. In fact, you only have this job because Vault forced me into hirin’ your ass.”

“Trust me, I know this. You’ve let me know it every day for the last year and a half that I’ve been here. I don’t fit the mold of someone who should work in a strip club because I’m too fucking fat. Yet, I’m the one making the most in tips every damn night, I have men hitting on me every shift before they get drunk, and I’m the one taking time away from my baby at home to ensure this club is ready to open five nights a week. I don’t have to do any of this shit. Vault has assured me that I can have any job I want with the club. Something with better hours and people who will value me and not make me feel as if I’m a fucking burden,” I say, letting all of my pain and anger out toward the two men as they stare at me with wide eyes. 

“Why don’t you keep that baby in mind when you think of betrayin’ Devil and me. You tell anyone what you fuckin’ saw in here, I’ll make sure that baby is taken from you and you will never get him or her back again. I’ll rub it in your face every fuckin’ day. You wanna go to Vault with this shit, I’ll make sure you not only lose the baby, but you fuckin’ lose your job and everythin’ else here in Pine View. You will have nothin’ left here,” Raptor says, his voice cold, hard, and holding the hint of the promise his words are telling me. 

“You’re gonna threaten to take an innocent baby from me if I spill your secret? He has nothing to do with this shit, Raptor. He’s completely innocent and I won’t see him fucking tortured and shit because you two want your secret kept. That’s really fucking low even for the two of you,” I state, tears filling my eyes with the thought of Matie being taken from me and put into foster care. 

“You have no clue the lengths I’ll go to protect our secret. This isn’t for you to tell anyone, Genesis. You don’t know the lengths the club will go to in order to protect one of their own. You’re completely alone in the world and have no one to back you up. Yeah, I read the background check King did on you when you got hired. No one will fuckin’ miss you or that baby,” Raptor states his voice turning even more lethal than it’s been up to this point. 

“Don’t worry, Raptor. I know exactly how alone in the world I am. I’ve always been alone in the world and that won’t change anytime soon. You don’t need to tell me how my fucking life is. I’m pathetic and no one wants me around. The only person I have in this world is the baby and I know how fucking sad that is. I won’t share your secret with anyone because it’s not mine to share with anyone. I don’t give a fuck what the two of you do as I just said. Leave me the fuck alone to do my job in peace,” I state, tossing the notebook with the list of what needs to be restocked for the bar on the ground at their feet. “And restock your own fucking bar. I’m done going above and beyond for the likes of you who doesn’t appreciate anything I’ve done here in the club. When I leave and the place goes to hell because you want to take advantage of me like the rest of the staff here, you can explain it to Vault.” 

Without another word or backwards glance at either man, I leave the storeroom and head for the locker room to change into my uniform. When I’m waitressing at Enchantment, I have to wear a pair of black leggings and a crop top that’s tight as fuck. It leaves nothing to the imagination and my stomach is on display. I hate the fucking clothes I have to wear, but there’s nothing I can do about it. So, I suck it up, change, and put the dreaded heels on my feet. Leaving this fucking job will be worth it because of the shoes alone. I hate wearing heels and have never found the appeal before. 

The rest of the night, I do my job and go out of my way to avoid Raptor and Devil at all costs. Instead of going anywhere near the bar when I’m not turning in drink orders or grabbing something to take to a table, I remain moving around the floor at all times. Before I know it, the night has come to an end and I leave on my own while I know Deegan, the bouncer and a Prospect for the club, walks out every other female there, no one walks me out. I guess I don’t have to worry about being attacked because I’m too fat and no one would bother with hurting me for that reason alone. Fuck everyone here! 
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Chapter Two
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Raptor

STAYING AT ENCHANTMENT last night was one of the worst decisions I could’ve made. Watching Genesis work, flirt, and stay as far from Devil and I as possible was almost torture for some reason. I don’t honestly know what the fuck is going on with Devil and me because he’s feeling just as rotten as I am. I know why I feel so damn horrible. I’ve never threatened a woman the way I did Genesis last night. If anything, I’m usually the one who would be comforting her and making her see the benefit of not sharing our secret in a calm manner. What happened in that storeroom once Devil blew his release down my throat was the exact opposite of who I am and what I do. The only positive in the situation is we know Genesis won’t take our shit. She stood up to both of us without hesitation and the only crack in her armor is the baby she has in her custody. We know he’s not legally hers, but no one knows the circumstances of how she came to have him in her life. 

Morgan is the only one who knows the truth and she won’t give up Genesis’ secrets for any reason. Vault asked her what was going on with the baby one time and Morgan went off on him in front of everyone. She stated that we all get to have our secrets when it comes to the club and as far as she’s concerned, this is a secret of the sisterhood. Annabell stood right up next to Morgan and agreed with her and told her husband to stop asking for secrets Genesis didn’t have to share with anyone in this club. He slept on the couch that night so I know he won’t push for answers. I’m not close with Morgan so there’s no way in hell I’m about to face her anger by trying to ask her what’s going on with Genesis and the baby. No one wants to see her that pissed off again. 

I watched Genesis all night last night and saw her bust her ass at work. She flirted with the men in attendance and didn’t bat an eye until they got a little too handsy. Deegan kept a close eye on her to step in if needed. He didn’t leave his post one time. Genesis turned all the men down and managed to get them to stop touching her without angering a single person in the room. For the rest of the night, none of them touched her either. If anything, they handed over even more money than all the other waitresses combined received during the same shift. Genesis wasn’t lying when she stated that she makes the most in tips on a daily basis. I’m glad she doesn’t have to split that shit because she would end up losing out on a lot of money and everyone else would gain. 

The only time Devil and I almost lost our shit was when Gavin didn’t know we were still at the bar. I watched on as Genesis walked over to turn in another drink order, wondering why Deegan was following her movements with his eyes and a glare as he turned his attention to the bartender. It took seconds to realize why Deegan was acting the way he was. Gavin treats Genesis like shit. He bitched at her for not having clean glasses behind the bar about halfway through the night, told her to get what he needed for more alcohol to fill the coolers and shelves, then almost forced her to fill the ice. She doesn’t even do that before the club opens from what Devil has told me. He’s the one to fill the ice because it’s heavy as fuck. Devil had to keep me on the stool so I didn’t beat the fuck out of Gavin for his treatment of Genesis. Honestly, I was no better to her when I realized she was in the storeroom with us. 

No, Devil and I didn’t miss the flush covering her neck and face as she watched me suck his cock. She was turned on and probably would’ve fucked us both right there if it weren’t for my harsh treatment of her once we were done. Honestly, I don’t have any excuses or a good reason why I was the way I was. The only thing racing through my mind was fear that our secret would be shared. Devil isn’t ready for anyone to know and I’ve been keeping this from everyone I love and care about for years. Just before moving here, I wanted to talk to my dad so bad about this shit and still kept my mouth shut. Devil has his reasons for not sharing our relationship with anyone else. I don’t like them and it makes me feel as if he doesn’t really care about me like he claims. However, now isn’t the time to bring this shit up when I have a feeling deep in my gut shit is about to hit the fan. 

Today I want to go to Genesis and talk to her. To apologize for the way I talked to her and threatened her yesterday. Unfortunately, I have to work today and then I’m coming back to the clubhouse for church. We never have any clue how long church will last so I can’t say that I’ll have time to go to Enchantment before she leaves for the night. I’ll have to go see her another day when I’m able to catch her away from work. Honestly, having that kind of conversation isn’t meant to happen in Enchantment. Not when there are cameras all over the place and so many people who could overhear our conversation. I’m going to have to figure out what she does outside of work and try to catch up to her then. 
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Church was boring as fuck. All we did was go over the books for each business and get filled in on how well each venture is doing. We’re all doing really well with the exception of Enchantment. It appears that someone is stealing from the strip club and Devil had no clue. Surprise and anger filled him as he sat next to Vault with a blank mask over his face. Devil is really good at shutting his fucking feelings off when he needs to. It’s kind of scary how good he is because even I can’t read him and Carson is the only one who knows him better than I do. It wasn’t long before he exploded when Jinx brought up Genesis since she’s always there and most of the time is alone on the floor before the club even opens. 

Devil went up one side of his brother and down the other without hesitation because Genesis isn’t going to steal from the strip club or anyone else. She’s never been in trouble a day in her life and I don’t see that suddenly changing because she has a baby to take care of. If anything, she’ll go even more out of her way to ensure she doesn’t do anything stupid or illegal to lose the baby she’s so protective over. We both piped up and went off on anyone thinking Genesis would be that stupid. I put in that my money was on Gavin after his treatment of her last night. King is going to install some extra cameras when no one’s in the club to ensure he gets the best footage from the bar showing every single move Gavin makes. Every camera will have audio in case he’s working with one of the girls. 

After that, Vault called church and we’re now sitting at the bar waiting for Kat to pour our shots of whiskey and hand over a beer. Kat gets everyone else their drink and leaves Devil and I for last. When she shoves the drinks at us across the bar, the glare would be enough to turn a lesser man to pure dust. 

“What’s your problem, Kat?” I ask her as Liz makes her way over to where Devil and I sit at the bar. 

“You know what my fucking problem is, Raptor. I never thought I’d lose respect for one of you after everything this club has done to rescue me from the hell I was in and then done to help me get through my recovery. Last night you shattered a woman who has never done a damn thing to hurt you or anyone else. She goes out of her way to help everyone around her and will give her last dollar to someone in need. I don’t know what the fuck happened between the three of you, but Genesis doesn’t deserve to be shit on the way you two did,” Kat answers me, her voice full of so much rage it trembles with each word she speaks. 

“You have no right to speak to my men like that, bitch. You’re nothing here but a fucking bartender. I suggest you learn the meaning of the word respect before I beat it into you,” Liz growls out, trying to stake a claim on Devil and me with her hands as we both lean away from her.

“Liz, you have no room to fuckin’ talk. You’re nothin’ more than a Phantom girl and if anythin’, Kat is above you because she’s not spreadin’ her legs for all the single men here,” Devil states, his voice hard and lethal as he avoids looking at the skank between us. 

“Baby, I don’t spread my legs for anyone but you. And I am so far above this bitch that she can’t even see me from the pedestal you both put me on,” Liz purrs, trying to sound attractive instead of the whiny bitch in heat she is. 

“We didn’t put you anywhere. I barely remember your name on a good day,” I tell her, leaning further away from her wandering hand at the same time Devil does. “Neither one of us have fucked you and we never will. I suggest you run along and find someone willin’ to get their cock sucked by you since your pussy is so loose no one can feel a damn thing when they’re with you.” 

“What the fuck?” she screeches, her face turning from a deep shade of red to purple. 

“You heard Raptor. Neither one of us wants you and we never will. Vault and Annabell have already kicked more than a few girls out of the club. If you don’t want to be the next one, I suggest you leave us the fuck alone. Run along, skank,” Devil responds to her as I try to regain my hearing from the high pitch she just released in my direction. 

Liz stomps her foot before rushing away. She joins the other Phantom girls on the couch and starts talking shit about us. No, we can’t hear what she’s saying because we’d kick her ass to the curb immediately. However, with all the girls looking in our direction, it’s not hard to determine that Devil and I are the topic of conversation as Liz bitches and complains about us. 

“I’m outta here,” Devil says, grabbing his drinks and heading for the stairs to go up to his room. 
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