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Restored is dedicated to my grandma. You would’ve been my biggest supporter and done everything to show me how much you loved the path my life has taken. May you forever rest in peace! I love you to the moon and back. 
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Shield

I’ve been with Kasey forever. She’s the love of my life and the only woman I’d ever make my ol’ lady. Kasey has given me two amazing sons and takes care of all of us better than anyone ever has. Unfortunately, our relationship is stale and has grown old. I’m not sure I want to continue on the road we’ve been travelling for so long now. Can I figure out what I want in my life before it’s too late?

Kasey

Shield is the man I’ve always wanted. Before I knew what love was, I was in love with Shield. He gave me two beautiful sons who I adore, and hope grow up to be the man Shield is. However, things begin to change soon after moving to Cedar Bay. There is no love in our relationship anymore. Shield is always gone letting me know exactly how alone I am. This is not how I want to live my life or have my children grow up; believing it’s okay to simply push your family aside when you get bored.
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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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Chapter One
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Kasey

MOST OF MY life I’ve loved Anthony ‘Shield’ Greene. He has watched over me from the time I was a little girl and we’ve only grown closer over the years. While all of us kids were close since we were raised together in the club, my person has always been Anthony. Somewhere along the way, his feelings for me changed from just being my protector to something more. We fell in love, he asked my dad for permission to date me, and now we’ve got two amazing children together. Andrew is three and Griffin just turned two. The three men in my life are the entire reason I wake up every single day and put one foot in front of the other. At least that was true.

Lately Anthony doesn’t seem to want anything to do with me. He’s distant, barely comes home before I’m in bed, and only really talks to the boys when he is home. I’m not sure what’s going on because for the first time in so many years, Anthony won’t talk to me. I’m not his sounding board when he can’t figure something out and he won’t let me be there to give him my support when he’s had a rough day. Hell, we haven’t even had sex in over six weeks now. No matter what I do, nothing has been able to break through this rut we find ourselves currently in. I don’t know what to do except wait for him to open up to me. 

Anthony hasn’t ever claimed me as his ol’ lady. We’ve talked about it, but it hasn’t happened. We’re not married either. I thought my dad, Rage, was going to lose his mind over that fact. Especially when I got pregnant with Andrew. He may not be a traditional man or believe in normal society, but when it comes to me, his baby girl, he wanted me married before I started having kids. Glock, Anthony’s dad, also wanted to see us married, but it didn’t happen. It won’t happen either for some reason. Anthony hasn’t ever said he’s against marrying me, but he’s never asked. So, instead of being an ol’ lady of the club, I’m just Shield’s girlfriend and a club brat. That’s all I’ll ever be. It actually breaks my heart when I let myself think of it. 

Every single day I want to cry because of the distance growing between Anthony and myself. However, I can’t do that when I have two little boys to take care of. I don’t want them to know anything is wrong to shatter their world. As far as they’re concerned, Mommy and Daddy are doing okay and Daddy’s working a lot. There’s nothing more than that going on. At least for now. With the way things are going, I’m not sure how much longer I’ll be able to continue living my life like this. When Anthony is home, I feel as if I’m walking on eggshells and there’s nothing I can do to stop feeling that way. 

Shaking my head, I clear my thoughts and head for the kitchen. My boys will be waking up from their nap soon and I like to have lunch ready for them when they get up. Today, I’m all about doing everything simple and easy. I’m not feeling good and I’m tired of making meals when I’m the only one who can truly appreciate them. My kids aren’t picky at all and will eat whatever is placed in front of them. Yes, I’ve even tried making special meals for Anthony but it goes to waste since he doesn’t come home to eat them. Literally, he comes home to sleep, shower, and get changed. If he comes home at all. 

Anyway, I’ve already cleaned the entire house, gotten all the laundry done and put away, and put out feelers about finding a job once again. Anthony would rather I stay home with the boys despite Quinn watching all the kids for the club members. He wants our boys to be raised by one of us instead of us both being gone all the time. At first, I went along with it because I wanted to be home with my boys. Now, I’d rather spend the least amount of time possible in this house he had built for our family. 

We got a house when everyone else did. Anthony was really quick to move us into it. Now, instead of spending my time at the clubhouse where I can be around other people, I stay at home with the boys. It’s nothing against anyone at the clubhouse, I just don’t seem to be in a mood to watch the happy couples fawn all over one another or anything else. Especially knowing Anthony and I used to be that happy. Add in that I’m the only one down there who’s not an ol’ lady and it’s the last place I want to be. So, I stay home alone and isolate myself from everyone else. That’s the only way for me to keep the secret of my failing relationship from everyone else. 

Hell, Brick, Ghost, and Autumn have a better relationship than Anthony and I do at this point. And those two fuckers put her through absolute hell. I might not have witnessed what they did or said to her, but I’ve heard about it. The only reason I was at the clubhouse is because Steel, Tank, and Shadow were here. If I didn’t make an appearance and play happy girlfriend, then Tank would be on the phone with my dad quicker than hell and he’d be down here. I might be in my twenties, but when it comes to my dad, I’m still his little princess. No one will ever make me upset or hurt me in any way if he has the power to put a stop to it. If he even thought I was upset over what’s going on with Anthony, he’d already be here and ready to beat the fuck out of him. 

After putting the boys’ plates together, I set them on the dining room table and go to see if they’re up yet. When I walk into his room, Andrew is sitting up in his bed with a few toys in his lap. My boy looks up at me and gives me one of his large smiles. He looks just like Anthony with his dark brown hair and light, chocolate brown eyes. There’s just a hint of the blond streaks through the strands of his hair just like his daddy. Griffin looks more like me than Anthony. He’s got pure black hair that grows faster than any child’s hair I’ve ever seen in my life. His bright blue eyes are large and show every emotion he feels throughout the day. 

“Did you have a good nap, baby boy?” I ask Andrew, walking farther into his room as he gets out of bed. 

“Yeah, Mama,” he says in a whisper. “Potty.”

“Okay.”

Taking Andrew into the bathroom across from his room, I help him on the potty before stepping back and letting him go. I won’t leave my son in the bathroom on his own when there’s too much in here that can hurt him. So, I turn my back until he lets me know he needs me again. 

“Done, Mama,” I hear his sweet voice as I turn around to find him getting off the toilet and pulling his underwear and pants up. 

“Good boy. Let’s go see if your brother is awake yet,” I tell him as I help him wash his hands. 

Andrew and I walk into Griffin’s room to see him playing in the middle of his room. He’s already wide awake and alert as he looks up at me from the floor. I’m just starting to potty train him and he hasn’t quite mastered it yet. So, I quickly change him before we head out for the boys to eat their lunch. They eat quietly as I watch them while drinking my hot cup of tea. It’s the only thing that really settles my stomach these days and I really don’t want to get sick in front of them. They hate seeing Anthony and I sick or in any kind of pain. It’s been that way since they were old enough to understand. 

“How about we go into town today to the playground for a while?” I ask the boys as they finish their sandwiches, apple slices, and milk. 

“Yay!” Andrew calls out as Griffin smiles wide with a mouthful of apple. 

I clean them up from their lunch and get them ready to head out for the day. If I’m the only one that’s going to be here on a daily basis, I’m not going to keep staying in this fucking house. I’m over it because this isn’t who I fucking am. My dad raised me to be a strong, smart girl who doesn’t let anyone push her around. That’s exactly what I’m letting Anthony do to me right now. Push me around by letting him get away with treating me as if I don’t exist to him. I’m more than a fucking incubator who gave him two boys he loves more than anything else in the world. 
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The boys and I have been at the park for most of the day. It’s a beautiful day out and I’m happy to play with them on the playground near the bay. We’ve spent most of the time on the swings because my boys love to go high and get that feeling deep in their belly that makes them giggle like crazy. No, I don’t push them very high. But at three and two, it doesn’t take much to get that feeling when you’re going back and forth on a swing. No one else has been to the park and I have felt peace for the first time in weeks. Maybe being in the house all day alone is getting to me and that’s why I’m taking everything so personal. I don’t know at this point. 

“Hungry, Mama,” Andrew says and I pull out my phone to see it’s dinner time. 

“Okay. Let’s go to the diner today for dinner,” I say as I stop the swings and help both boys out of the seats. 

Andrew takes my hand as I carry Griffin. He’s tired from his day of playing and running around with his big brother. We get to the SUV Anthony bought me two years ago and I get both boys in their seats before getting in my own. Locking the doors, I start the engine and leave the playground behind. Andrew and Griffin are chatting in the backseat as I make my way through town and straight for the diner. My phone goes off in my pocket where it’s been all day, but I refuse to look at it while I’m driving. Too much can happen. I’m almost at the diner and can look at it before getting the boys out of their seats. 

The diner isn’t too busy this early in the evening as I pull in and park close to the side of the building. It’s close to the door and no one can park on one side of me so I know I won’t have some asshole parking too close and trapping me in the parking lot. It’s happened before here and so now I always park in this spot when I can. Pulling out my phone, I roll my eyes when I see Anthony’s name on the screen. This is literally the only way we communicate these days. 

Anthony: Where are you?

Me: At the diner getting dinner. Wasn’t expecting you home as usual so didn’t plan on cooking tonight. 

Anthony: I won’t be home. Stopped to grab some clothes. Have to work tonight and plan on staying in the room at the clubhouse when I get out of work. Don’t wanna wake the boys up when I get home. 

Me: Yeah, I’m sure that’s the reason. See you whenever. 

Anthony: Kasey, don’t be like that. What the fuck do you think is going on? 

Me: Who knows. You sure as hell aren’t fucking me so maybe the club girls are more your style these days. Or the strippers you see every fucking night. Not gonna argue when I have the boys. 

I wait to see if Anthony responds, but he doesn’t. It doesn’t really surprise me to not hear back from him. However, it only manages to make me think he really is fucking the club girls or strippers he works with almost daily. That’s been my main thought when it comes to Anthony more and more lately. I can’t help but think that’s why he hardly comes home and doesn’t want to touch me. Even if he does manage to sleep at the house, he rarely sleeps in the bed we once shared. Anthony has been sleeping on the couch and tries to play it off as he started watching a show or movie and passed out there instead of coming to bed. It’s nothing but fucking lies. 

Shutting the engine off, I get out and help my boys out before heading straight inside. Tears threaten to spill over as I make my way inside and to a booth. Yeah, I could take the booth that’s usually empty for club members and ol’ ladies, but since I’m not one and am here alone with my boys, I choose some random booth to sit in. Looking around as I settle my boys in the seat on either side of me, I look around to make sure Haley isn’t here. There’s other people from the club who work here, but she’ll be the one who won’t let me get away with not answering her questions. 

“Burger, Mama?” Andrew asks me as I turn my attention to him. 

“Yeah, baby boy. You want a cheeseburger?”

“Yeah,” he says, a large smile so much like Anthony’s on his face. 

In seconds, a waitress is over to our table. I order the boys their meals and drinks while only getting myself a grilled cheese and water to drink. I’m not sure if it will help my stomach, but at this point, it’s the only thing that sounds remotely good. Nothing looks good to me these days. Plus, if I don’t eat it, I can take it home for the boys to eat later on. They always love a grilled cheese sandwich. It’s one of my favorite foods and I craved it when I was pregnant with Andrew. That’s the only thing I’d eat on a daily basis. 

As we wait for our food to be delivered, I look out the window and take in the many empty storefronts still littering Main Street. There’s a perfect one I could use to open a bookstore. It’s been a dream of mine for as long as I can remember. I started out reading all the traditionally published books from a very young age. In recent years, I’ve found independent authors who publish their own work. I’ve fallen in love with several stories and found some amazingly talented authors whose books I always buy no matter what they put out. Their writing is just so good and I devour their words and take in the worlds they’ve created. Lately, it’s a way to lose myself and forget about my relationship for a while. 

Anyway, for a long time, I’ve wanted to open a book store and feature more independent authors than the traditionally published ones. I’ve started working on a business plan for opening one and I think it might be time for me to get back to work on it. If I can present a solid business plan to show Venom and Bull, the club’s treasurer, they might back me opening one here in Cedar Bay. It’s not like I don’t know any authors who can help me figure out the best way to get the independent author’s books in my store either. Something to think about when I’m not out to dinner with my boys. 

The rest of the night goes by really quick. After leaving the diner, I give the boys their bath and we settle in to watch a movie before I put them to bed. My boys usually go down very easy and don’t fight going to sleep. Unless they’re overtired. Then they can be stubborn as hell and fight me for hours. Those are the nights I dread with Anthony not being here to help me. However, I’ll do what I have to do for my boys regardless of if I have help or not. At this point, I consider myself a single mom and I don’t have a problem doing whatever it takes in order to make sure they are always put first. I will figure everything out and make sure it has the least impact on them.  



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


Chapter Two
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Shield

WORK HAS BECOME the place I spend most of my time lately. I work at Wild Things, the club owned strip club. When I’m there, I can forget all about what’s going on at home and where things are going wrong in my relationship with Kasey. I love her more than I can put into words, but things have gotten stale and there’s no reason I want to go home to her lately. She hasn’t done anything wrong. In fact, most guys would love to be in my shoes. My girl keeps our home clean, has a hot meal on the table for me when I walk through the door or before I go to work, loves our sons more than any other mother I’ve ever seen in my life, and gives me anything I want. That’s simply not enough these days. I don’t know what changed or when I began to feel held back, but that’s where I’m at right now. Honestly, I feel like shit and can’t even talk to Kasey about things.

Growing up, when I got to the clubhouse with my mom, Kasey was always on my radar. She was so fucking small and needed to be protected. I wanted to be the one to protect her from everything bad in the world. She became my best friend, my support system, and the love of my life. I never once thought in all the years we’ve been together that I’d feel the way I currently do. Right now, I want to be anywhere other than where she is and that’s not fair to her. She deserves to have my all and that’s not something I can currently give her. I don’t know what the fuck is wrong with me, but after so many years together I feel as if we can’t possibly do anything new. There’s nothing we can do to rekindle our relationship at this point. If there is, I’m not sure what the fuck it is.

Walking into Wild Things, the first person I see is Clarissa. She’s one of the strippers here at the club and isn’t afraid to go after what she wants. Kasey used to be like that. Now it seems as if her entire focus is the boys. That’s how it should be as far as I’m concerned. But, there are times when I’d like her to see me as a man and be open to new things. Things I’ve wanted to try but haven’t approached her about it because I’m not sure it’s something she’ll be into. So, I keep my mouth shut and don’t say a damn word to the woman I used to tell my deepest, darkest secrets to. Now, Kasey is nothing more than a stranger who’s raising my boys and loving them with everything she has.

The message I got from Kasey earlier today about fucking the club girls and strippers did nothing but piss me off. Yes, I can see why she’d feel that way, but it’s not happening. I haven’t once cheated on Kasey and that’s not something I’d ever do. I’ll end our relationship before ever having sex with another female. While I feel things are stale between us, I don’t want to ruin my entire relationship with the woman who has meant so much to me for most of my life. At the end of the day, she is the mother to my children and I do still love her. I’m just not sure if I’m still in love with her. That’s something I have to figure out on my own and I’m not sure how to do that shit and make everyone happy. Especially our boys. They’re the most important part of our lives and I won’t have them hurt. Not if I can help it. However, I can’t remain with Kasey because of them. It will only make us all hate one another at the end of the day.

Walking straight up to the bar, I accept the beer Brantley hands me before turning and leaning on the bar. It takes a matter of seconds before Clarissa makes her way over to me. Reaching out, she runs her deep red nails down my chest with a sultry smile on her face.

“Hey Shield. You’re looking real good today,” she purrs, her voice washing over me as excitement fills me. 

“Clarissa,” I murmur back, my voice hoarse as I take in her appearance. 

Clarissa is the exact opposite of Kasey. Where Kasey has straight black hair down to her ass, bright blue eyes that used to make my soul call out to hers, and a curvy body. Clarissa’s got bottle blonde hair with a few light brown highlights strategically placed among the strands. Her eyes are a bright green and always filled with mischief. Clarissa’s body is tone and slim with tits someone bought her. The clothes she wears are meant to draw a man’s attention to her body and take in all of her assets while Kasey always covers up and dresses for comfort. Everything about Clarissa is fake and I know that. Kasey is all real and doesn’t make excuses for anything about herself. She is who she is and doesn’t give a fuck if someone doesn’t like it. 

“When are you gonna let me give you a private dance, Shield?” she asks, running her nails up and down my chest as I don’t bat her hand away as I normally would. 

“Not gonna happen, Clarissa. You know we don’t mix business with pleasure. It’s bad for business. There are plenty of customers here on a nightly basis who you can flirt with and give your private time to when you’re off the clock,” I remind her. 

Clarissa has tried to fuck every single one of us who work here. None of us take her up on her offer because we decided as a club not to fuck the strippers or any other female who works at one of our businesses. While things have worked out for some of the guys in the past, it’s a relatively new rule we have because things tend to get messy and complicated when the girls get hurt because they don’t understand we won’t give them what they’re truly after. Becoming an ol’ lady to one of us. 

No, I haven’t made Kasey my ol’ lady. There’s really no reason I haven’t done it. There just hasn’t been the right time. There’s been so much going on with the club and moving to Cedar Bay. Then there’s the shit that always seems to find us when we least expect it. Everyone else has been claiming their ol’ ladies and it always seems to be the wrong time. So, Kasey isn’t my ol’ lady in the eyes of the club and right now, I’m kind of glad about that. With everything up in the air, there’s no way to get away from an ol’ lady. That’s for life as it should be. I also haven’t proposed to her. My father and Rage want to see us married but I just haven’t really thought about it. Maybe I will once we get through whatever the hell is going on right now. For now, she’s my girlfriend despite the many years we’ve been together. 

“No one has to know, Shield. I can give you everything you’ve ever fantasized about and so much more,” she purrs, stepping up so her entire body lines up with mine. There isn’t an inch separating us at this point. 

She can definitely feel my hard cock as she pushes her body impossibly closer to me. Looking down at her, I take in everything about her in a quick glance. Clarissa smirks up at me as if she’s finally going to get what she truly wants from me. It’s not going to happen, but she can think about it all she wants. 

“Shield, what the fuck are you doin’?” Viking asks, walking up to me and pulling Clarissa away from me. 

“This doesn’t involve you, Viking,” she says, her voice turning cold and hard in a matter of seconds as she glares at him. 

“Yeah, it does. I’m the fuckin’ manager of this club and you know the fuckin’ rules, Clarissa. I suggest you go get ready to go on stage instead of tryin’ to fuck someone you’re never gonna have. We don’t fuck our employees and that’s what you fuckin’ are,” Viking growls out, anger filling his face as I remain leaning against the bar with my beer in hand. 

Clarissa huffs and struts away, putting that extra little bit of sway in her steps as she goes. Just before she enters the hall leading to the office and dressing room, she looks back over her shoulder at me. Clarissa gives me a wink and blows a kiss in my direction as I finally pull my eyes from her. 

“Are you fuckin’ stupid, Shield? What the fuck are you playin’ at when you got Kasey and your boys at home?” he questions me, turning his full anger on me instead of Clarissa. 

“We weren’t doin’ anythin’,” I say, not looking at him while answering him. 

“Maybe not right this second. If I hadn’t walked up when I did, I’m sure she would’ve had your cock out and either been fuckin’ or suckin’ you,” he states, crossing his arms over his chest. “I don’t know what the fuck is goin’ on between Kasey and you. What I do know is you’re at the clubhouse more often than not, you hardly go home, and we rarely see Kasey unless one of the parents are in town. Your personal business is yours to deal with. I’m not about to have you start some shit here with a stripper who fucks anyone she can or hurt Kasey. We all care about Kasey. We care about you. I don’t want to plan a fuckin’ funeral because Rage kills your ass for hurtin’ his baby girl.”

“He won’t fuckin’ kill me,” I state, not even sure if my words are true at this point. 

Rage is a fucking badass. When he loses control of his temper, there’s no one who can hold him back or stop him from destroying everything in his path. We’ve all seen him when he loses his shit and it’s not pretty. The people he will destroy the world for without hesitation are his wife and kids. If he gets the slightest hint that anything is going on with Kasey and me, he’d be here quicker than I could even think of hiding from him. My dad wouldn’t be far behind him either. He loves Kasey as if she were his own daughter and would choose her over me in a heartbeat. We’ve had many long talks about my future with Kasey and where I want it to go. It doesn’t always line up with how my father feels and he lets me know he’s not happy about that shit. 

“Figure your shit out and don’t bring it to fuckin’ work,” Viking states before walking away from me. 

Turning around, Brantley is just shaking his head at me. He doesn’t say a word because he knows his place as a Prospect. Setting my half-full beer down on the bar top, I turn and walk away. Tonight I’m playing bouncer and want to check in with everyone before the doors open for the night. Shit gets crazy in here no matter what day of the week it is. Wild Things is popular and we need to hire more staff in order to keep up with demands. I’ll have to bring it up again to Viking. But not when he’s so pissed at me. I’ll wait until this shit blows over and then talk to him. 
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Tonight has been long and fucking busy. There were so many fights in here tonight during the girls dancing and I hardly had a second to breathe or think. These are the nights I honestly love because it means I can’t spend time thinking about what’s going on with Kasey or if I want to fix things between us. The only thing I can focus on is work and making sure everyone has a good time. When I wasn’t busy breaking up fights in the club, I was helping Brantley behind the bar. He was getting slammed and needed the extra help. Viking was also helping wherever he could instead of doing the paperwork or watching the monitors from his office. Not that he usually remains in there for his entire shift. Viking is very hands on and doesn’t ask us to do anything he wouldn’t do himself. 

After walking the girls out to the parking lot and watching them leave, I head back inside to finish locking up so I can get the fuck outta here. All I want is a hot shower and something to eat. I already know there’s no point in going home because Kasey didn’t cook tonight. Not that I was planning on going home tonight anyway. I can sleep better in my room at the clubhouse than the couch at home. 

“Where you gonna be tonight?” Viking asks me as we walk through the club and make sure everything is locked up tight. 

“Clubhouse,” I tell him without looking in his direction. 

Viking shakes his head and grunts at my answer before leaving my side. Everyone is pissed at me and I haven’t done anything wrong. What happens between Kasey and me is between the two of us and no one else. Yes, everyone with the exception of some of the ol’ ladies have grown up with her and love her, but our relationship doesn’t involve everyone in the club. At this point, it’s just a matter of time before someone lets it slip that we’re having problems. I can almost guarantee it won’t be Kasey because she is loyal to a fucking fault. She would suffer in silence instead of running to her dad.

If there’s one thing I can say about Rage, it’s that he raised Kasey to be strong and independent. She’s taken self-defense lessons, learned how to shoot a gun, and was Rage’s shadow for most of her young life. At least until more kids started showing up and she realized she could spend time with us and have fun. Rage still made sure she went to her lessons and learned everything she could from him. I don’t know where that side of her went, but it’s been a long time since I’ve seen her get fired up about anything. Especially where I’m concerned. Part of me wants her to fight for me. 

Walking out of Wild Things behind Viking, I lock the door after setting the alarm right inside. We walk to our bikes where Brantley is already waiting for us. He’ll follow us back to the compound as he does every night. Getting on my bike, I don’t let Viking get another word in about anything as I start my engine and rev it a few times. Without waiting for Viking or Brantley, I take off from the parking lot. All I need right this second is the wind racing over my body and a few minutes to get my mind clear. It hasn’t happened yet, but maybe one of these days a ride will work as normal and help me get my thoughts straight about what I wanna do when it comes to my personal life. 

Pulling into the compound, I park my bike in the line of them where I usually am. Immediately, I shut the engine off and make my way inside the clubhouse. The sight that greets me is one I’m more than used to. Kevlar and Ricochet are sitting at a table while they watch two of the club girls put on a show for them. Hawkeye is leaning back against the bar with a beer in hand and another club girl sucking his cock. Since most of the families have moved into our homes, the single guys aren’t as shy about where they get fucked. Less chance of little eyes seeing shit they shouldn’t. 

“What are you doin’ here, Shield?” Ricochet asks, not taking his eyes off the two women in front of him. 

“Need a hot fuckin’ shower and bed,” I answer, walking toward my room without stopping. 

“You got a house for that shit. Not to mention a warm woman in your fuckin’ bed. Why the fuck would you stay here when you got that at home?” Kevlar asks me, taking his attention off the show to look at me. 

“Don’t wanna wake the boys up since it’s so late,” I give my standard answer. 

“Bullshit. I’ll make sure to say some nice words at your fuckin’ funeral, Shield. You hurt Kasey Rage is gonna kill you. Slow and fuckin’ painful,” Ricochet says as I continue walking down the hall toward our rooms. 

I don’t know what the fuck is going on but I’m getting really fucking tired of everyone telling me Rage is gonna kill me. I’m also over everyone wanting to have an opinion about my personal fucking life. I don’t butt into everyone else’s life so no one should offer their opinion into mine. Especially if I don’t ask them for their help or opinion. When I go to someone, it will be up to me about who I want to talk to and what I say to them. Fucking shit sucks!
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Chapter Three
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Kasey

TWO WEEKS HAVE passed since the night Anthony didn’t come home. He hasn’t been home since then either. I guess he’s using the clothes he has at the clubhouse to change into. I haven’t been down there either. There’s no reason for me to be there. If Anthony wants his space from us, he can fucking have it. I’m done catering to him and trying to fix something he clearly doesn’t want to fix. The boys are my focus and all I give a fuck about right now. As long as I make everything right for them, I’ll be okay. Though, Andrew is starting to ask where his daddy is. That hurts me every single time he looks at the door or asks me when he can see his daddy. Today it’s time to message Anthony and let him know his sons want to see him. I shouldn’t have to remind him that he’s got two young boys who love him more than anything else in their world. Both of our boys look up to Anthony and him being gone is hitting them harder than me.

Getting out of bed, I have to rush to the bathroom. There’s really nothing for me to get rid of because I didn’t eat dinner last night. I couldn’t stomach getting any food down as I watched the boys eat. This shit with Anthony is getting on my nerves and it hurts so bad I can’t hardly eat anything on a daily basis. After a few minutes, I have to check something out. There’s a slight possibility that I could be pregnant. I know it’s been two months since Anthony and I last had sex, but we’ve never done anything to prevent a pregnancy in the past. It’s not something we’ve worried about. Now, that’s changed and we should’ve been taking precautions. Especially with how estranged we currently are. 

Opening up the cabinet door under the sink, I grab a pregnancy test. Yes, I keep some on hand most of the time. I open it up and do what I have to do in order to take the test. Setting it on the counter, I turn my attention to brushing my teeth and running a brush through my hair before letting my eyes wander down to see if I’m pregnant or not. Immediately my eyes are drawn to the positive sign on the test. I’m definitely pregnant. Which means I’m about two months pregnant at the very least. Fuck! 

I don’t know what the hell I’m gonna do now. This time Anthony isn’t gonna be happy I’m pregnant with his baby and I’ll be a single mom to three kids under the age of five. This pregnancy isn’t going to do anything to fix what’s wrong between Anthony and me. In fact, it might end up driving a wedge further between us. I hope I’m wrong, but that’s honestly what I see happening when I actually see the man who owns my heart and can tell him. This isn’t something I’ll tell him over the phone or through a damn message. It’s too personal for that shit. 

Once I’m done in the bathroom and have hidden the test from sight, I make my way back into my room and get dressed. Since I don’t plan on going anywhere today, I choose a pair of leggings and one of Anthony’s shirts that I stole a long time ago. It’s from when he played football and has his name and number on the back. It’s a name I’ll never have as my own and I have to become okay with that. I’ve had more than enough time to get used to it, so now I have to start making plans of my own. A way to move forward while taking care of the boys and this new little one I’m currently carrying. 

Heading downstairs, my eyes land on the couch to see if Anthony came home last night. He didn’t. The couch is as I left it last night with no signs of Anthony being here yet again. Walking into the kitchen, I pull out what I need to make the boys something for breakfast and grab my phone from the counter. Pulling up Anthony’s name, I type out a message for him. 

Me: The boys have been asking for you. It’s been two weeks since you’ve seen them. Can you spare some time for them or should I make plans to keep their mind off not seeing you once again today?

Pressing send, I let the anger flow through me. This shit with Anthony is starting to affect our boys and that’s not what I ever wanted to happen for any reason. Instead of Anthony being the amazing dad I know he is, he’s neglecting his children because of whatever he currently feels toward me. That’s not okay in any sense of the situation. Anthony can spend time with our boys and not have anything to do with me if that’s how he wants things to be. They don’t deserve to be ignored by him or feel as if he doesn’t love them like I know he does. 

My phone buzzes on the counter where I set it after sending the message. Picking it up, I see Anthony actually responded to me. It’s a fucking miracle! 

Anthony: I’ll come get them after breakfast and spend the day with them. We’ll be at the clubhouse. Can you have them ready?

Me: I’ll have them ready to go. Making their breakfast now.

I know he won’t message me back. There’s no reason for him to. Leaning against the counter, I let the tears I’ve been holding in for so long now loose. I cry for the relationship I’m missing with Anthony. For our boys feeling as if they’ve done something wrong to make him not come home. I cry for the loss of my best friend. Most of all, I cry for the baby I’m carrying who will be born into a broken home because Anthony fell out of love with me. That’s the only explanation for what’s going on in our relationship right now. We’ve been together for so long that he no longer loves me and doesn’t want to have anything to do with me. That’s fine. He’s entitled to his own opinion and his feelings matter. If he doesn’t want to be with me, I’m not about to force him to. However, our boys are a completely different story. If he doesn’t want to be a dad any longer, then he can cut all ties and I’ll move back home. 

My dad and Keegan have been my rocks for my entire life. Especially my dad. I’m a daddy’s girl and more than okay with that. If I want to move back home and get away from Anthony to be happy and make sure our boys are happy, my parents won’t have a single problem with packing me up and taking me there themselves. The only thing stopping me is taking the boys away from Anthony. This entire situation is one I never saw myself in and now I have to deal with the reality of my new life. One as a single mom who loves a man that doesn’t love me anymore. 

Getting breakfast around for the boys, I know I have to eat for the baby I’m carrying. It’s so hard when my stomach is tied in knots and it’s the last thing I want to do. However, I will always do what is best for my children. Including the one I carry inside. So, while making pancakes for the boys, I make myself some eggs and toast. We can at least eat together before I get them ready to go with their dad for the day. 

After waking Andrew and Griffin up, we make our way downstairs where their breakfast is waiting for them. I watch them eat as I pick at my own breakfast. Andrew is telling me about a dream he had last night where he was chased by dinosaurs. I can’t help but laugh at his expressions and excitement over his dream. These are the best moments in my life as far as I’m concerned. Griffin isn’t one to let his brother outdo him so he starts telling me some insane story that’s completely over the top and straight from his imagination. I freaking love it. My boys are always making up stories and trying to make everyone around them laugh. It’s how Anthony used to be. I was constantly laughing when we were together. And it’s one of the things I miss the most about the man I fell in love with so long ago. 
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Anthony got the boys after breakfast and didn’t say two words to me. My heart breaks every single time I see him and notice how much distance has grown between the two of us. So, as soon as the boys and him left, I sat down on the couch and let myself cry once more. This time I had music playing on my phone and let the sad songs flow one after another as I realized the love I thought I had was merely an illusion. When Love is Gone by Slander comes on, I press repeat. This song fits my current mood and I let myself listen to it for a little while before pulling up my big girl panties and wiping the tears from my face. 

Grabbing the notebook I’ve been using, I look over the business plan I started almost two years ago just before I had Griffin. When I had him, Anthony and I talked about me being a stay at home mom. Instead of just sitting home though, I help out at the various businesses the club owns when they need it. This allowed me to work on a fairly regular basis while also being at home with the boys when I needed to be with them. So it all worked out for me. Now, my situation is changing and I need to think about the boys and how I’m going to support them. Especially with a baby on the way.

After reading through the plan I’ve already mapped out, I make a few changes and tweaks so I can type it all up when I’m ready to take it to the club. This has been my dream for so damn long and it’s way past time for me to do something I want for me. In the long run it will benefit the kids because I’ll be earning my own money to support them and will be able to set my own hours. I’ll have to find childcare or bring them to work with me, but I can figure all of that out once I get closer to opening the store up. Honestly, I’d love to bring them to work with me. I can set up a corner for kids so their parents can bring them in the store and know they have an area to play and read in while they shop for books.

I make a note on a separate sheet of paper to include that in my plan. Ripping out the pages I’ve already worked on, I rewrite them in a better way so everything flows smoothly from one section of the plan into the next. For hours, I do nothing but work on the business plan I’ve neglected for far too long. It feels so damn good to get it all down on paper for the first time. When I look back through it, I decide to give myself some time before I read it through again and then I’ll make any changes I need to before typing it up and going to talk to Venom and Bull about things. Hopefully they feel as if a bookstore would be beneficial to Cedar Bay and I can convince them my plan is a good one. That’s the one thing everyone has to do if they want to open up their own business under the club. 

Before I know it, it’s time to clean the house and get dinner started. I’m not sure if Anthony will feed the boys before he brings them back home or not. Which is something else I need to start thinking of. If Anthony and I aren’t going to be together, then I have to find somewhere to live that’s not on club property. It’s too hard to be around everyone I grew up with and watch them in love and happy with the families they’ve created. The same one I used to have of my own. Now, my world is fractured and it’s time for me to realize that’s not going to change. Not when Anthony wants nothing to do with me and has made it more than clear he’s ready for our relationship to be over. It’s time to cut him loose and let him live his life the way he wants. 

Getting up and placing my notebook back in its hiding spot, I go through the entire house and clean it from top to bottom as I do on a daily basis. Gathering up the laundry, I start a load while making sure there’s not one in the dryer I forgot about. Making my way to the kitchen, I pull out what I need to make the boys chicken nuggets and fries before turning on the oven. As it preheats, I clean up the kitchen and make sure I’ve got juice for the boys to have with their dinner tonight. When we watch a movie, they can have a glass of milk. 

Every single day is the same for me. I wake up and do my thing before waking the boys up once their breakfast is started and almost ready to go. While they nap after breakfast and before lunch, I clean the house from top to bottom and get the laundry going. When I’m done with that, I make lunch for the boys and myself before waking them up so they stay on their schedule. Once we eat lunch, I find something for us to do either at the house or out in town. We’ve even ventured over to the neighboring towns the last few days to see what they have to offer kids. I managed to find a kid’s museum the boys loved and I plan on taking them to again. When it’s time, we come back home and I make dinner for the three of us not even pretending Anthony will show up. Then it’s time for a movie, baths, and then getting the boys into bed. My life is the same thing every single day and it’s becoming monotonous. I’m bored to death and need something to do. 
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