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Brick

I can’t stand liars. If there is no trust between people, there’s no reason to have them in your life. Making a move, Ghost and I take full advantage of the new women throwing themselves at the members for a walk on the wild side in the sleepy little town of Cedar Bay. A beautiful stranger gets one night in our bed. We don’t know anything about her, but I’m thrown for a loop. When secrets come to light, I don’t want anything to do with her. Fool me once and you’re cut out for life.

Autumn

I’m running for my life. Literally. My mom has plans for me I want no part of. When I get to Cedar Bay, a small out of the way town, I figure I might as well stop for a while. My car breaking down kind of helps make that decision when I’ve decided to move on. Two men give me one incredible night in their bed, and I’m hooked. They make me feel sexy and small when it’s the last thing anyone would ever call me. However, my past is about to catch up to me and no one wants me around. At least that’s how it feels. Time to move on once again.

Ghost

One look at the curvy, sexy woman has me hooked. I’m not as jaded as my best friend Brick and give people the benefit of the doubt. Autumn is ready to leave at the first sign of trouble and Brick isn’t exactly helping matters when secrets are discovered. Especially when a mistake is made and our lives are changed forever. 

Can Brick move on from his hatred of lies to forgive a mistake? Will Autumn be taken from us for plans we knew nothing about? Where will Ghost fall when it comes time to make a decision?
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Officers:

President: Zander ‘Venom’ Elliott

V. President: Maddox ‘Wicked’ Wilson

Secretary: Beau ‘Goose’ James

Treasurer: Kenyon ‘Viking’ Branch

Enforcer: Brax ‘Hawkeye’ Henderson

Sgt. at Arms: Axel ‘Otter’ Evans-Martin

Road Captain: Anthony ‘Shield’ Greene

Members:

Cole ‘Brick’ Stone

Will ‘Ghost’ Patrick

Dylan ‘Bull’ Patrick

Chance ‘Ricochet’ Henderson

Shawn ‘Kevlar’ Henderson

Prospects

Ben Fulton

Karsyn Smithe

Luis Carter

Trenton Black

Ol’ Ladies

Sami Baxter – Goose

Kasey Morgans – Shield

Vanessa Kraft - Venom

Sweetbutts

Bobby Sue

Yvette

Clarey

Robin

Businesses

Kings Kustoms – garage

Pit Stop – gas station

King’s Gym

Wild Things – strip club

Inked Up – tattoo parlor

Sami’s Spa Day – salon/spa

Haley’s Place – diner
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Autumn

LEAVING HOME IS the only thing on my mind. My mother has lost her damn mind and expects me to be the one to pay for what she wants in her life. She grew up privileged and given everything she ever wanted by her parents. Then, my father continued to treat her in the same manner until he passed away from a fatal heart attack a few years ago. Ever since then, my mother has been determined to keep the same lifestyle she’s been used to for her entire life. She hopped from one man to another and used them for everything they could give her until she finally took everything they had. She’s a viper and expects me to fall in line without a word or anything type of disrespect. 

My entire life I’ve been forced to dress in the best clothes, keep everyone at arms’ length, and only associate with those my mother deemed worthy. Most of my time ended up being spent alone in my room with a good book. Books quickly became my escape from the harsh reality of my world. I let myself get swept up in the fantasy worlds of bikers, dragons, wolves, and everything I could get my hands on. As I got older, I had to hide my books so my mother wouldn’t find them and destroy them because she couldn’t stand me reading. I was told I was weird and nerdy for reading so often and not paying attention to finding the right kind of man. My mother wants me to be some kind of trophy wife to a man who will not only provide everything for myself but for her as well. 

I was also forced to eat nothing but salads and always diet. My curves are just too much for my mother. I’m not the skinny woman men of my mother’s caliber are going to look at, much less marry and keep at home to give them children and attend all the functions with the other trophy wives of lying, cheating, manipulative assholes. Women I don’t want to have anything to do with because they’re vile beings who don’t give a shit if their husbands are cheating since they’re doing the same damn thing. That’s not who I am and it never will be. 

My mother has a plan in place to get her hands on the trust funds I have in my name because she can’t touch the money in those accounts. I have one from my father and one from his parents. The total is staggering and I’ll never be able to spend it all in my lifetime. Hell, I wouldn’t be able to spend it all in multiple lifetimes. I’d rather have my grandparents back then touch a dime of the money they left to me. They were the only ones in my life who truly loved and cared for me. My father didn’t while he was alive and now my mother only talks to me to berate me and make me feel as little as possible. She figures once I’m married off to someone, he can convince me to sign over my trusts to my mother because I’ll have everything he deems necessary for me to live off of. She can have my money along with whatever other money is gained from the man I marry. 

Now, with no one to rein my mother in, she’s decided to sign a marriage contract with some man who is forty-five to my twenty-one years of age. He’s some kind of financial legend and has grown his fortune by stealing from those he views as below himself and others he just forces out of his way. No one is as good as he believes he is. The man, Nolan, is abusive and has had multiple restraining orders against him for stalking women over the last few years. I’ve seen pictures posted of women he’s beaten and put in the hospital simply because they didn’t conform to what he wanted them to be. I want nothing to do with him because I will never be a man’s punching bag. Or some kind of doormat for some man to bend to his will. 

Nolan is forty-five years old as I said. He’s got a potbelly stomach and his grey hair is greasy and slicked back with something. The suits he wears are usually crumpled and wrinkled with stains filling his shirts and pants. I don’t even want to know what those stains are from. There’s always the smell of body odor, cigars, and alcohol penetrating the air surrounding him. His dark brown eyes are lifeless and the beard he keeps trimmed looks as if it’s missing patches of hair. Every piece of jewelry he wears is a cheap knock off in an attempt to make him appear as if he spends a dime of his money on such trivial items. The reality is, his money is used for drugs, alcohol, and buying women to enact his sick and twisted sexual fantasies out with. I’ve done a lot of research on the man my mother expects me to marry and know as much about him as I possibly can.

The few times I’ve been forced to go out with him, I had to come home and take the hottest shower I could stand. He spent our entire time together with his hands on my body and trying to talk me into having sex with him. I haven’t spent the last twenty-one years of my life protecting my virtue only for Nolan to have it because he wants it. No, I’ll hold onto my virginity and give it to someone I choose instead of a man who doesn’t deserve it. Nolan also made me watch him eat all sorts of amazing food while I was forced to have a small salad and glass of water. I didn’t get dessert or anything else as I was forced to remain in my seat with my mouth shut so he could enjoy every bite of food he ordered. Nolan didn’t even fucking eat everything on his plates and wasted more than he took in.

However, all of that isn’t the reason I am now driving as fast as I can away from my hometown, mother, and the fucker she wants me to marry. No, I’m leaving because I overheard my mother and this Nolan ass she wants me to marry talking about what will happen. I’m to be married in about two months and the only reason he’s marrying me is because he needs an heir. Once I’m pregnant and have given birth to his child, he plans to end my life in one of two ways. The first would be killing me. Or, he plans on selling me to the highest bidder so they can do as they please to me before they kill me. Either way, I’ll be killed and the loose end tied up. They expect me to give him a child and let that child remain in his care while I’m sold or killed off. That’s not ever going to happen. I’ve always wanted to be a mom and love children. I’m not about to have my son or daughter in that vile monster’s hands. 

So, I packed as much of my stuff as I could, making sure I got all of the important papers and everything else I can’t live without. Once I was sure I had everything, I loaded it up in my car and took off in the middle of the night. My mother will find me gone when she wakes up because she makes sure I’m up at the ass crack of dawn to spend two hours in the gym at home with a trainer in order to lose my curves and become the skinny robot she wants me to be. While I would love to trade cars to ensure she can’t find me that way, but I know it’s not possible. Not yet. I have to get the hell out of here and as far away as I can before she starts sending out people to search for me. Not because she wants me back home due to her love for me. It all revolves around her plans for my life and getting her hands on my money. Money she’ll never have.

The one mistake I made when getting things ready to leave home was not getting enough money around to bring with me. I should have slowly over the past few months taken out money from my account and hidden it away so no one could touch it or find it anywhere in the house. Instead, I didn’t do that and I have very little money to my name in order to make it somewhere else. Then, I can get a job and use that money for whatever I need. At least until I’m positive my mother isn’t still looking for me and won’t come and try to drag me back with her to a life I refuse to live. 
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Pulling into a small town named Cedar Bay, I know I can’t physically go any farther right now. For the last few days I’ve been sick as hell and I’ve still pushed on until I find myself where I’m at now. I’ve been running a fever, haven’t been able to eat, and constantly had to pull over on the side of the road so I could get sick and not make a mess in my car. I find a small diner and pull into the parking lot before making my way inside. I’m so weak from not eating and getting sick so often that I can hardly put one foot in front of the other. Somehow, I manage to get in the bathroom and get sick again. Sweat not only covers my skin, but it soaks through the dress pants and shirt I’ve worn for the last few days. 

Once I’m done getting sick, I make an attempt to leave the bathroom. However, I run into someone in the haze surrounding me. 

“Hey, are you okay?” a woman asks me as she puts her hands on my arms to keep me steady. 

I try to take in the details of the woman in front of me, but I really can’t. The fever is messing with my mind to the point that I can’t really see much of anything without some kind of haze surrounding the image I’m trying to figure out. I’ve never been this sick before in my life and I don’t know what’s wrong with me. 

“I’m so sorry. I’m sick and don’t know what’s wrong with me. It’s also been a while since I was able to eat anything. I’ve been traveling and ended up with an emergency that depleted my money,” I tell her, thinking about the two flat tires I ended up getting a week ago. There was no choice but to get new tires so I could continue on with my journey.

“Okay. Well, my friends and I just sat down to eat. You can join us and get something to eat. I’ll cover your check. Please don’t argue with me. I’m helping out someone new in town who just needs a helping hand. This isn’t charity or anything else. The only thing I ask is that you pay it forward when you’re able to. Until then, let me help you. After you eat, we’ll get you to the hospital so you can find out what’s going on,” the woman tells me even though I’m sure I won’t be able to eat anything since I haven’t been able to for days now. “I’m Quinn by the way.”

“I’m Autumn. I can’t go to the hospital though. The less I’m seen around town, the better it will be for everyone,” I admit as a blush covers my face and neck. I can feel the added heat of it against my feverish skin. “Thank you for helping me get something to eat though.”

“I know someone who can help. You don’t have to use your insurance or anything. She helps the club and is an amazing woman. She’ll check out what’s going on and make sure you’re taken care of. I promise, everything can be off the books. I’ll call her before we get ready to leave here," the woman tells me as she starts to lead me from the bathroom. 

I’m led to a table full of women who are talking and laughing. I don’t need to fully see those in front of me to know how close they are. They’re laughter is almost contagious as I sit down in the booth with Quinn’s help. I’m introduced to the women and quickly realize I’ll never remember their names in the state I’m currently in. However, I paste a smile on my face and pretend to enjoy the company despite wanting to do nothing but fall asleep in my car until whatever I have is over and I can get on with my life.

When our food arrives, the women all dig in while still having the various conversations they’re having with their friends. This is one of the few times I wish I had someone in my life who I was this close to. I’ve never had someone to laugh and joke around with. Someone who knew me better than I know myself and a friend who was closer than a sister. The women try to include me in their conversation, but I don’t contribute too much to it since I don’t really know what they’re talking about. I remain mostly quiet while sipping my soup and taking very small bites of the grilled cheese that came with it. I’m still not sure if it will settle my stomach or that I won’t just end up sick from this, but I’m going to eat it anyway. As I eat, I make myself as small as I possibly can in the booth so no one pays attention to me. It’s something I usually do when around my mother. The less visible I am, the better off I am because it means my mother will look right over me. 

As we all finish eating, Quinn pulls out her phone. I listen to the one-sided conversation and try to figure out what’s going on. 

“I’m good. Just finished dinner after seeing Brindley. Um, I’m actually calling about someone new in town. She needs to see someone because she’s sick, but can’t afford to have that visit on record,” Quinn tells whoever she’s talking to on her phone.

There’s a pause in the conversation as Quinn listens to what’s being said to her. Honestly, the fatigue running through me is making it hard as hell to even keep my head up, much less worry about what’s being said by Quinn on her phone call to get me help. Though, I truly appreciate everything she’s done in the last half hour to help me more than she’ll ever know. No one in my life with the exception of my grandparents has ever been so kind to me. Somehow I’ll have to figure out a way to repay this woman and the kindness she’s shown me today. 

“Thank you so much. Her name is Autumn and she’ll be leaving the diner now,” Quinn says, drawing my attention back to her as she finishes up the phone call. “That was Doc. She’s a great woman and will be waiting for you at her clinic. I’ll give you the address and directions so you can get there. Cedar Bay is a small as fuck town and it won’t be hard to locate her office. Doc is a great woman and will make sure you’re taken care of,” Quinn assures me, her voice soft and gentle as though she’s scared I’ll run away from her like a frightened animal. 

I make my way out of the diner and slowly head to my car. It takes longer than I’d like to admit, but I finally get inside and close the door behind me. Taking a few moments to calm down from the exertion I just used to get to my car, I close my eyes and take several deep breaths before slowly releasing them. Taking my phone out of my bag, I pull up my GPS and put the address in it to make sure I don’t pass the office where I can hopefully get the help I’m in desperate need of. When I feel ready to drive safely on the road, I start my engine and pull away from the diner. 

Pulling up in front of the doctor’s office, I’m surprised because it looks more like a house than any office I’ve ever seen. Though, living in a city, most offices are located in tall buildings or doctors are located in the hospitals. I’ve never been to a doctor whose office was in a house instead of the hospital. Parking along the side of the road, I make my way inside after shutting off the engine, grabbing my bag, and locking the doors. Before I can knock or open the door on my own, it opens to reveal a woman who looks younger than I was expecting.

“Autumn?” she asks me as she wraps an arm around my shoulders and helps me inside.

“Yes. Thank you for seeing me on such short notice,” I tell her as my stomach begins to roll from the soup and sandwich I just had. 

“It’s no problem. I’m Dr. Tallman. Quinn and everyone else involved in the club just call me Doc. Let’s see what’s going on and get you some medicine if it’s needed,” she says, ushering me into an exam room where she helps me up on a table. 

I go over what’s been going on for the last few days while traveling. Dr. Tallman takes my vitals and makes notes on a tablet as I talk and she listens to me. Before she can give me an exam, I’m having to rush to the bathroom that’s just outside the exam room she brought me to. Losing what little food I managed to eat, I spend more time in the bathroom since this all started. When I’m finally able to stand once again and not feel as if I’m going to crash into the floor of the bathroom, I make my way to the exam room again. 

“Autumn, I believe you have the flu. I’m going to prescribe you something to help with the nausea you’ve been experiencing and you can take some over the counter medicine to help reduce your fever. If you get worse at all, give me a call and you can come back in so we can do some blood work and find out if this is something more serious,” Dr. Tallman tells me as I nod my head while she writes out the script for me. 

“I thank you for the script, but I won’t be able to fill it. I don’t want anyone to know where I am. They’ll use this as a way to track me,” I tell her honestly while looking at the floor. 

“That’s right. Quinn mentioned you didn’t want this on the books. If you need help, Autumn, go to the club. They’ll help you and make sure whoever is after you won’t get close to you,” she tells me. “For now, I’ve got some samples of a fever reducer and nausea medicine I can give you. I’ll write the directions down on a script so you have them. Again, if you don’t feel as if you’re getting better in a few days, come back to see me. I’ll make sure you have my number.”

I have no clue what this club I’ve heard referenced by Dr. Tallman and the girls Quinn were having dinner with is. If I were more alert, I’m sure I would’ve picked up on it quicker, but right now I am simply clueless. I’d rather be clueless than try to figure out what sort of club is in this town. However, I don’t want to drag more people into my mess than I absolutely have to. 

“Thank you, Dr. Tallman. I appreciate your help in this matter. I’ll make sure to get some bottled water to stay hydrated as much as possible. And plenty of rest,” I say, not sure where I’ll park my car to sleep.

I don’t have the money to waste on a motel room, so I’ve caught a few hours of sleep in my car on a daily basis throughout my entire escape from home. Just because I’m sick doesn’t mean I’ll change what I’ve been doing because I don’t have enough money for a room now. Not after the repairs I needed to have for my car in order to get to this town. With a final thanks to Dr. Tallman, I accept her help out of her office and head toward my car. It doesn’t take me long to find a lake with an empty parking lot. I pull in and off to the side as much as possible before shutting the engine off and pulling the blankets I keep in the back seat forward to cover me. It doesn’t take long before the exhaustion of the day pulls me under and my eyes slide shut as sleep claims me. 
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Brick

Four months later

HAWKEYE NEEDED SOME time off today so I’m covering for him on towing. It’s one of my least favorite jobs at the garage, but someone has to do it. So, I suck it the fuck up and make my way to the tow truck. The one thing I refuse to do is remain at the shop where I’ll want to get my hands dirty working on a car or bike. I love losing myself in the work of finding a problem with a vehicle and then fixing it. It allows me an escape from the world when I need it because all of my focus is on the problem at hand. When I’m stuck in the tow truck, it could be hours between jobs. That’s nothing but time to sit and think about shit I have no business thinking about. Such as Ghost and I starting to want different things in our life for the first time since we were teenagers.

Ghost and I grew up together because of the club. He’s my best friend and it didn’t take long for us to start sharing girls. We both have sex on our own, but most of the time it’s both of us together with a girl. No, we don’t fuck around with one another. My cock has never once touched his. Even when we first started sharing girls and had no clue what the fuck we were doing. Now, I’m perfectly content to continue going from one woman to the next while Ghost is starting to think about settling down and having a family. There’s nothing wrong with him wanting a family. I just don’t see myself wanting one girl for the rest of my life. Or raising children. I’m the fun uncle and that keeps me happy as fuck.

Yes, I grew up in a loving home with a mom and dad. My parents showed Quinn and I love on a daily basis. There wasn’t a single day where my dad even looked at another woman. Even when they threw themselves at him no matter where he was or who was with him. Our mom stood back and watched one girl after another attempt to lure our dad into their bed and he never once paid them a second of attention. Not only did we witness the love our parents shared, but we saw so many happy couples in complete love growing up in the Wild Kings MC. Hell, we saw loving relationships in other clubs as well. At the end of the day, it’s just not something I ever want for myself. 

There’s so much that happens within the club and I don’t want to be responsible for something happening to another person on my watch. My sister just went through absolute hell for something that didn’t even concern her. I watched on as Wicked lost his shit, my parents stayed here with us to help, and my sister almost losing her baby. She did lose the ability to have any more children. If there’s one thing I can say about my sister, it’s that she always wanted to be a mom and have a ton of kids. That’s no longer an option for her. At least not for biological children. I won’t ever allow myself to be that vulnerable or have such a huge weakness presented to any potential enemy the club may have. So, I feel as though Ghost and I will have to stop sharing women as he finds someone to settle down with and I continue on with my life as I have been.

There wasn’t a time when I was jilted by a girl and that’s why I refuse to have an ol’ lady or family of my own. I’ve always gone into each encounter with a woman letting them know I won’t be giving them more than a time or two in my bed before I move on to the next. Being up front with them is the only way I know how to be with women and I can’t do anything but tell them the truth of the situation. Up until recently, Ghost has always been with me for a time or two and then we move on to the next girl. That’s why we’ve made plenty of use with the girls of the club because they know what to expect. Rarely do we go out to find a piece of strange for the night. I don’t want to break some girl’s heart because she doesn’t want to believe I’m not looking for a girl of my own or to share on a permanent basis with my best friend. 

I make my way toward the diner after making sure I don’t have any cars to pick up for repossessions or any other reason. There have been no calls for emergencies either. It’s going to be a really slow fucking day. Parking in the lot of Haley’s diner, I make sure I’m backed in so I can get out quickly if I happen to get called out. Ghost will be at work now so there’s no point in calling him to join me for an early lunch. Pulling out my phone, I call my sister instead. It’s always fun to spend time with my niece. Yes, I might steal her more often than not because she needs to spend time with me. I’m always going to be her favorite uncle. Hell, I’ll be Brindley’s favorite person on Earth if I have my way. 

“Brick, are you in trouble again?” Quinn asks, answering her phone.

“No, I’m not in trouble. Hawkeye needed time off today and I’m in the tow truck. It’s already a slow as fuck day and you know how I hate sitting around doin’ nothing. So, why don’t you bring Brindley to the diner and have lunch with me? I’ll hang out with my girl and you can relax for a bit,” I tell her, a smile lighting up my face because I know my sister will always meet me when I ask her to. 

“Okay. I was just on my way out. I haven’t seen that girl I helped months ago and just got word that she’s been seen at the lake. I was going to go find out if she’s okay,” she tells me as I hear her moving around. 

“Have lunch with me first and then I’ll go with you to the lake. I can sit there as much as I can anywhere else,” I tell her, not liking the idea of my sister going to find a woman she knows nothing about on her own. 

“Okay. I’ll be there soon. If you get us a booth, tell Haley I have the baby so she can bring over a highchair for her,” my sister says as if I’m going to let Brindley be in one when I can hold her just as easily. 

Brindley is the cutest fucking baby girl I’ve ever seen in my life. No, I’m not biased because she’s my blood; it’s the fucking truth because that’s what I’m saying. My girl, yes she’s mine, is the sweetest baby and I love spending as much time with her as possible. No, she doesn’t make me want to have children of my own. I know when I’m done spoiling my niece rotten, I can turn her back over to her parents and go about my business. That’s what I do with all the kids in the club. 

Making my way inside the diner, I nod at Haley before finding a booth at the back of the diner. I sit so I can see everything around me with my back to the wall. No one will get a jump on me because I’m stupid and sit with my back facing the room. I’d rather see a threat coming at me than be surprised. Especially with my sister and niece joining me. Quinn’s been through so much and I won’t have her put through anything else if I can help it. She’s strong as fuck, but there are still days when she lets the knowledge of never carrying another child overwhelm her. Those are the days we all surround her with our love and make sure she knows her life has changed, but it doesn’t mean she can’t have more children. 

“Brother, have you been here long?” Quinn asks me as if we didn’t just get off the phone.

“No. I just got in here a few minutes ago. I thought it would’ve taken you longer to get here. Hell, I haven’t even had a waitress come over here yet. Do you know what you want?”

“Yeah. I’m getting a burger. I’ve been craving one really bad today. It’s been a while since I’ve been here considering everything going on,” she answers me with a small smile on her face.

“How are things goin’ at the hospital? Have they said anythin’ in regards to the application you’ve filled out to become foster parents to the little boy?” I question my sister because I haven’t had an update on the situation in a while. 

“I just got the call this morning. Wicked and I were approved to be his foster parents. We’ve got the house now and nothing else is standing in our way. There are still steps to be taken before we can adopt him, but we get to name him now and then we can bring him home when they release him from the hospital. For now, I spend every day up there with him and the girls have been taking turns watching over the kids while I’m there,” she informs me as the waitress approaches and takes our orders. 

“That’s great news! I’ll have another little one to kidnap and spend time with,” I tell her, laughing at the mock outrage covering her face. 

We spend time talking about nothing at all as I hold my niece while eating lunch. Brindley becomes more alert every single day. She laughs and does that baby babble constantly. Currently, she’s telling me a story as I encourage her to keep talking. The one thing I don’t like is her pulling everything. I’ve learned to keep my necklace under my shirt so she doesn’t pull it and choke me out. Yes, it’s almost happened before. Who knew baby’s had such strength. I sure as fuck didn’t. 

Before I can finish my meal, the tones drop for my towing walkie. 

“Brick, we got a call about a broken down car at the grocery store. Gonna need you to go pick it up and bring it into the shop,” Venom tells me over the walkie. 

“I’m on it. Let me pay for my lunch and I’ll head out. Do you have any information about the vehicle?” 

“It’s a newer model and is parked in the back corner of the lot. There’s nothin’ else parked around it so it should be an easy pick up for ya. We’ll be waitin’ for it. Though, the girl is worried about how she’ll pay for the tow. We’ll have to see what happens when you get back here with her,” Venom informs me as I hand my niece over to my sister and stand from the booth. 

“Finish your lunch. I’ll head to the lake after I pick up the car. Don’t go there alone, Quinn. I’m bein’ serious. I’ll give this girl your number and have her get a hold of you. I’m sure if you helped her out, she’d not have a problem doin’ that,” I tell my sister as I pull out money and set it on the table for the bill and a nice tip. 

We all eat at the diner enough to know what our bill will be before ever seeing one. Haley doesn’t want to charge us at all, but we always pay for our meals. She learned to stop fighting us on this shit and just accepts it now. Leaning down, I press a kiss against Quinn’s head and give Brindley a tickle before leaving the diner. 

Getting in the truck, I make my way to the grocery store in town. Sure enough, there’s a lone car parked in the back of the lot and nothing else around it. I back the tow truck up to the front of the car before getting out. Thankfully, I’m not blocking any other cars or the aisle leading up to the closer parking spots. 

After getting out of the truck, I’m met by the most stunning woman I’ve ever seen in my life. She’s slightly over five foot tall with golden blonde hair. In the sun, it appears as if the strands shimmer in the light. She looks up at me with the clearest blue eyes I’ve ever seen. Even if they are rimmed in red from her being upset about her car. This woman isn’t skin and bones like most of the women I see. She’s got curves in all the right places and the clothes covering her body seem to mold to each curve. My mouth waters with the thought of tasting every inch of skin. She’d look really fucking good in between Ghost and me. 

“I’m Brick. What can you tell me about your car?” I ask her, finally finding my voice. 

“Um, well, I went to leave and it won’t start. It makes some sort of clicking noise but nothing else,” she tells me, tears filling her large eyes. 

I don’t do crying women. I have no clue how to comfort them or talk softly as they need. Right now, all I want to do is pull this woman into my arms and hold her tight. 

“Okay. Well, that could be your starter or alternator. The guys will know once I have it back to the shop. Can I get your name for the report I have to keep?” I ask the girl who I can’t seem to take my eyes off of. 

“It’s, um, Autumn. Will either repair cost a lot of money? I’m not even sure I have enough to have my car towed right now,” she says, her voice breaking as her emotions threaten to overwhelm her. 

“I’m not sure how much the repairs will cost, Autumn. I don’t want to give an estimate without knowin’ exactly what’s wrong with the car. We can work somethin’ out for the tow fee. We’re not monsters here and are more than willin’ to work with you,” I tell her, needing her to know we aren’t going to let her car just sit here because she’s fallen on hard financial times. 

“Thank you,” she returns, a blush covering her cheeks and neck as she turns her head away from me. 

Her long hair acts as a shield to prevent me from seeing her face and I have a feeling that’s how she likes things to be. This woman appears to have hit more than hard financial times. If I had to take a guess, I’d say she is on the run from someone and hides herself a lot from those around her. She keeps everyone at a distance because she doesn’t trust anyone to get close to her. I might not know much but I do know how to read people and this girl is screaming that she needs help. 

“You don’t gotta thank me, sweetheart. I’m gonna get your car loaded up and you can ride with me to the garage,” I tell her, holding out my arm to let her go in front of me to the front of the truck. 

This girl is wearing thin as hell clothing and while it’s starting to warm up, there’s a definite chill in the air. I want to get her in the truck where I can blast the heat while I load up the car and get it ready to take back to the garage. 

“Where are you taking me?” she questions, her eyes widening to the point it would be hysterical if this wasn’t such a serious moment. 

“I’m just tryin’ to get you in the truck, Autumn. I can turn the heat on so you’re not cold. Do you have a coat or anythin’ to wear?” I ask her, not sure if she actually has one with her or not. 

“No. I’ll be okay. Thank you for letting me sit in your truck,” she says. 

Getting Autumn into the tow truck, I turn on the heat as high as it can go and make sure the vents are pointed toward her. Autumn is trembling in the seat as I close the door to keep the heat inside. I don’t hesitate to make my way back to hook Autumn’s car up and get it loaded on the flatbed. Once I’ve got it secured, I make sure everything is locked in place and head toward the driver’s door. Opening it up, I find Autumn sitting with her arms outstretched as she warms her hands up with the heat. She’s still trembling as I put the truck in gear and pull away from the grocery store. 

“Are you new in town?” I ask her, wanting to make small talk for the first time in my life. 

“I’ve been here a few months. I’m trying to find a job right now, but it hasn’t been easy for some reason. I guess it has something to do with never having had one before,” she says as the cute as fuck blush covers her skin once again. I really want to find out how far down her blush goes. 

“Well, I know the guys at the shop have been lookin’ for someone to work the front desk so they don’t have to deal with all the paperwork and shit. It would actually free up Venom to get his hands dirty with mechanical work more than what he’s been able to do recently. We can talk to them when we get there,” I tell her, knowing the guys have been trying to get me to take over the position since I don’t really work at any business on a regular basis. I fill in for any of our places of business that need an extra hand. 

“I don’t want to overstep,” she says hesitantly. 

“You won’t be. Let me talk to Venom when we get back and I’ll see what he says. Worst case, he’ll give you a job on a trial basis. You can prove your work ethic to the guys and then get offered a permanent position,” I tell her, needing her to accept this for some reason.

The rest of the short ride is made in silence. Autumn looks out the window and avoids looking in my direction for any reason. I feel the need for her to have this time to accept the possibility of taking a job from a bunch of men she doesn’t know. If she didn’t have reservations about it, I honestly don’t believe she’d be as smart as I sense she is. Autumn is nervous and scared and I’ll let her have what she needs until Venom makes a decision about whether or not to give her a job at the garage. 
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Chapter Two
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Ghost

VENOM LET US know Brick was bringing in a tow. The woman’s car won’t start and she’s not sure of the problem. I’ve already finished the bike I was working on for the day, so I offered to take a look at it as soon as he gets here. I’m already bored as fuck here at the garage today and don’t want to spend my days helping the other guys or twiddling my fucking thumbs while I wait for another vehicle to be brought in. I really want to have a custom bike to work on, but Venom is working on planning one for a large company. We were asked not to start any new projects because this one will be all hands on deck as soon as everything gets approved. So, it’s a waiting game.

Or maybe it’s just me. I’ve been so fucking restless the last few months and only Brick knows how I’ve been feeling. He’s my best friend and I had to let him know where the fuck my head is because we share girls and I don’t know if that’s something I can continue to do moving forward. The two of us want very different things in life now. I want an ol’ lady. Someone I can settle down with and come home to at the end of each day. Brick wants to live his life with no attachments and no family of his own. I’m all for supporting my best friend having the life he wants, but I can’t continue to share girls with him knowing I want to find an ol’ lady and have kids. 

At the age of twenty-four, I feel old as fuck. I don’t drink on a regular basis like I used to and everything seems so mundane and boring. If I could get on my bike and simply ride off without a second thought of the club or anything else, I would. However, that’s not how my life is. I’ve pledged myself to the Wild Kings and that’s where I’ll stay. These men are my brothers and every one of the ol’ ladies are my family. Hell, my dad has been a member of the Wild Kings for most of his life. 

My dad is Shadow. He’s a member of the Dander Falls chapter of the Wild Kings. I grew up knowing I wanted to follow in his footsteps by joining the club. At the time, I never believed we’d be moving to Cedar Bay. Though, it really doesn’t make a difference to me where I am. I know at the end of the day my dad is always just a phone call away. Plus, I have my brother here with me. Bull is my blood brother and I’m thankful he’s here. Still, he doesn’t know how I’ve been feeling about life lately. I’m too fucking restless to sit down and talk to him about it. I miss my mom, Renee, is the only other one I’d talk to about this kind of stuff, but I don’t see the point in talking to her about this because she’ll just tell me to come home. 

Bull might not be my full blood brother, but I don’t count that shit. In every single way I count Bull as my brother and always will. We also have a sister named Kinsliegh. She’s off doing her own thing and I’m glad she’s living her life the way she wants. The last time I talked to her, she let us know she was expecting her first baby and was loving the married life. She has what I fucking want. Bull has what I want with Viking and Haley. Both of my siblings are living the life I want to have and I don’t know what to do about getting my happily ever after. Not without leaving my best friend behind to live his life as he chooses. I’m just not sure he’s completely satisfied. 

The beeping of the tow truck backing up brings me out of my head. I seem to have that happening a lot lately—getting lost in my head as I try to figure out how to be happy and not leave Brick behind.

“You sure you got this, Ghost?” Venom asks me, walking up from the office where he’s been holed up lately since we don’t have an office person. 

“I got this. Just a bit bored today since I finished the bike,” I answer him while watching Brick expertly back into my bay just enough to unload the car. 

He doesn’t shut the truck off as he gets out and shuts the door behind him after saying a few words to his passenger. I watch as my best friend makes his way to the back of the truck and begins to release everything securing the car. Venom and I watch him together as he doesn’t make a mistake or take his time releasing the car and lowering it to the floor of my bay. It’s in the perfect spot so I can raise it up if I have to or leave it on the floor while I try to figure out what the problem is. 

Stepping closer to the car, I find the backseat packed with bags and small boxes. It appears to me as if the owner is living out of her car with the way everything is neatly stacked. Especially the pillows and blankets. These aren’t items you normally find in a car unless someone is going camping or moving. Maybe she’s in the middle of moving. 

“You got the keys?” I ask Brick as he goes to move the tow truck out of my bay. 

“I’ll get them from Autumn. Venom need to have a word with you as soon as I park. Autumn and I do,” my best friend says, making his way back to the driver’s door and climbing inside before closing the door behind him. 

Call me intrigued. I’m interested in learning what Brick has to talk to Venom about. And that he’s bringing some person we know nothing about into the conversation. This is very unusual behavior for my best friend, and something I’m about to get to the bottom of. Though, when I spot him helping the passenger out of the truck, I don’t have to wonder too long about his change of behavior. 

Brick is helping the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen out of the truck. She barely comes to his chest as I take in the differences between the two of them. Her long as fuck long golden blonde hair shimmers in the sunlight as she keeps her face averted toward the ground. I notice she’s not wearing a coat and her clothes are thin as hell. They can’t be keeping her warm at all. Looking in the car again, I don’t see a coat anywhere among the possessions she’s got inside. Unless it’s buried in the trunk where I can’t see it. The other thing I notice is this woman might have curves in all the right places, but she has definitely been lacking in food. She hasn’t eaten a full meal, or hardly any food at all in a long time if I had to guess. It’s in the gaunt hollows of her cheeks and the paleness of her skin. There are definitely signs of her malnutrition. 

He quickly leads her into the garage where Venom is still waiting for him. 

“Um, can I get my bag out of the car before you start working on it? The keys are in there,” she asks, her soft, melodic voice washing over me and making goosebumps break out over my skin. 

“Of course you can,” I tell her as I take in Brick’s hand on her lower back.

These definitely aren’t the actions of my best friend and it’s interesting to say the least. However, I know one thing about the guy I call my best friend that most others don’t. The man doesn’t trust anyone. The club members and ol’ ladies are the only exception to that rule. This woman might have his attention for right now, she doesn’t have his trust though. He’s simply doing what he has to do in order to get into her pants. This girl is someone he wants to fuck and more than likely share with me. 
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