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            NOTE TO READERS:

          

        

      

    

    
      Whether you’ve read one of our books, or all of our books, we wanted to make sure you understood a few things…

      First of all, each club uses a different word for their old lady. So, you’ll see ‘Ol lady, Ol’ lady, and old lady. This is not a mistake on our part, but rather an attempt to remain consistent with our characters’ stories while writing as seamless of a book as possible, considering there are four of us working.

      Second of all, while this is mainly about the women, they’re all going to have “action” with their men because, well, they’re bikers, right? Some of the sex scenes may be explicit, some may be more fade to black, but we tried to balance them out with the story while keeping true to our characters.

      Third, we hope you enjoy this look into their lives. We had a ball writing it and did it with you, our readers, in mind!
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        Wild Kings

        Skylar: Old lady to Cage (SAA) and Joker (V. President) of the Wild Kings MC

        Bailey: Old lady to Grim (President)

        Maddie: Old lady to Tank (Road Captain) ex-nomad

        Melody: Old lady to Glock (Treasurer)

        Keira: Old lady to Blade (Full Patch)

        Whitney: Old lady to Irish (Secretary)

        Keegan: Old lady to Rage (Full Patch)

      

      

      
        
        Soul Shifterz

        Jenalyn: ‘ol lady to Justice Paine (VP) of Soul Shifterz MC

        Savanna: ‘ol lady to Ty, (Enforcer to the VP) of Soul Shifterz MC

        Tess: ‘ol lady to Ace Paine, (Road Captain) of Soul Shifterz MC

        Stormie: ‘ol lady to Joker, (Enforcer) to the Pres of Soul Shifterz MC

        Sidney: ‘ol lady to be of Vault, (IT) for Soul Shifterz MC

        Clara: Stormie’s Mom also, Justice and Jenalyn’s nanny/housekeeper

        Mila: You’ll have to find out in Deceitful Reflections which is book 4 in the Soul Shifterz MC series

        Lorna: Jenalyn’s Mom, and also the widow of the former President to Soul Shifterz MC “Don”

      

      

      
        
        Rebel Guardians

        Cara: old lady to Braxton aka Axe (President) of the RGMC

        DJ-Donna Jo: old lady to Hatchet (Enforcer) of the RGMC

        Hannah: old lady to Smokey (Patch) & Bandit (IT) of the RGMC

        Trinity: old lady to Chief (SAA) of the RGMC

      

      

      
        
        Rage Ryders

        Lizzie: Ol’ lady to Justice (Enforcer) of the RRMC

        Bristol: Ol’ lady to Ghost (Enforcer) of the RRMC

        Ashton: Ol’ lady to Wasp (President) of the RRMC

        Kori: Ol’ lady to Tic (VP) of the RRMC

        Rainey: Ol’ lady to Carson and Levi James (Patch holders) of the RRMC

        (Rainey is introduced in the Diva’s Ink series, a spin off trilogy to RRMC)
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        DJ

      

      

      I sit around the clubhouse watching the camaraderie between the guys and can’t help but wonder if every club works this way. Do all men have this type of bond? Would they all lay their lives down for each other? Do all old ladies sit on the sidelines and only get told information ‘pertinent’ to their safety? Sometimes, I feel like I’m on the outside looking in, wishing I could be part of the club meetings and have more of an insight to what is going on. I’m just as badass as most of the men who are part of the RGMC. I can hold my own and definitely have been known to take a man down, or two. I sit back and wonder, do other old ladies feel the same way as I do? Would they like to be and feel more involved than what we’re allowed to?

      
        
        Bristol

      

      

      Why? Why won’t Ghost tell me anything? I feel like I’m on the outside looking in. Will he ever tell me the things I need to know to protect myself? Oh no, not him, he has the mind frame of ‘I am Tarzan, you are Jane, you are mine, I protect’ bang-bang on chest. Are all bikers Neanderthals and have the caveman type mentality? I really wish I had other women to talk to, other than my club sisters, because they’re in the same boat as I am. I wish there was a forum of some sort that I could connect with other Ol’ ladies and ask some of these questions I have floating around in my head.

      
        
        Jenalyn

      

      

      After another exhausting night with an infant and a toddler, I look over at Mr. Sleeping Beauty and thoughts of smacking him wide awake flow in and out of my mind. I glare at him while he sleeps and feel my eyes narrow and my thoughts become more sinister. This is just exhaustion and delirium talking in my head. I look over at the clock and notice it’s four in the morning and nobody I know is awake, and I should be going back to sleep...yet I can’t. I feel so alone in this daily battle trying to maintain motherhood and being an ‘Ol lady. I do wonder if there are others, and by others I don’t mean necessarily in our own MC. Surely there are other clubs and ‘Ol ladies out there dealing with an overly controlling ‘Ol man while they juggle motherhood and constantly being kept in the dark. Lies, secrets, and sleepless worrisome nights have become my life. Well, no more. There have got to be more of us out there dealing with this and I’m going to find them. Hell, I’ll enlist the help of my dear sister-in-law, Savanna. I need a break, some time to vent. Surely Vanna will know of a retreat somewhere, or something online. I can have her do the dirty work of researching, make it seem like her idea and voila, Justice will have no choice but to accept and understand my need for this. Or will he? Eh, tough shit if he doesn’t. He knows better than anyone once I’ve set my mind on something, I’m doing it. I mentally give myself a much-needed pep talk, “Savanna will find others. She will find something. You will pack a bag, drop a kid in each of his arms, and just drive away.” Who am I kidding? He will throw a fit worse than our daughter stomping his feet and barking out demands from me. This is exactly why I need to find another group of ‘Ol ladies who can relate, and furthermore, I wonder if they’re in need of a bitchfest and break as much as I am?

      
        
        Keira

      

      

      Blade has left me to my own devices. I’m supposed to be sitting in this comfortable as hell office working on my book. It’s finally finished, and with the help of some amazing authors I’ve found online, it’s currently in the hands of a few readers that will tell me if it’s worthy enough to put out into the world. My nerves are through the roof, and I may have taken to biting everyone’s head off. Well, only Blade, if I’m honest with myself. He’s done nothing but encourage me to follow my dreams. It’s not his fault that I feel so overwhelmed. There’ve been things going on with the club, we’ve had new additions to the family, and I feel alone. I’m one of the newer old ladies and I’m trying to adjust to the lifestyle. All the girls make me feel welcome and want me to be around, I just don’t feel right asking them about things. So, I stick to myself. Besides, I have enough going on with writing, keeping the house clean, taking care of one-year-old twins, and making sure I leave enough time for my man. I wish there were more old ladies out there that were new to the lifestyle and still trying to learn the ropes. I wonder if anyone else wishes they had more old ladies to talk to about things. You can only go to your man for so much. Things like this aren’t one of them.
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        Skylar

      

      

      I’m about at my wit’s end. The kids are running around wild, Jamison is trying to help me keep the smaller kids in line, my men are dealing with club business, and all I want to do is lock myself away for a few minutes. It would be so nice if there was a way to get a little mini vacation with the rest of the old ladies. Hell, it would be nice to meet other old ladies from different clubs and see how they handle everything that goes on in this world. I’m sure that I’m not the only one that feels this way.

      “Joker, I’m going to see Keira for a little bit. I’ll be back,” I tell him as he walks through the door.

      “I’m just gettin’ home and you’re leavin’? I thought we could have some fun, baby,” he answers, giving me his best pout to try to get his way.

      “Not right now. I’ll be back soon.”

      Walking the short distance to Keira and Blade’s house, I take in my surroundings. There are so many new houses being built with all the guys settling down now. It’s been nice to have other old ladies around, but it would also be nice to meet new faces. I’m sure that we could all gain some perspective from one another.

      I knock on Keira’s door and walk in. We’ve taken to doing that when we know the men aren’t around. It’s just easier in case we’re in the middle of something and can’t get to the door. I see the twins in their swings and I know that Keira must be working. That’s the only time the kids are in something and not crawling around the floor.

      “Keira?” I ask, walking towards the office.

      “Yeah,” she answers distractedly.

      “I’m sorry to interrupt. I just needed a few minutes away from the zoo.”

      “You’re fine. I’m just uploading the book so I can publish it,” she tells me.

      “Oh my God! That’s amazing!” I tell her, so happy that she is actually following her dreams.

      “It’s frustrating, honestly. I’m trying to figure out what all of this jargon means.”

      Keira looks away from the computer and gives me her full attention. She looks past me every few seconds, though, to watch the kids. I can see how tired and stressed she is. There’s no way that I can keep this idea I have forming in my head to myself. I’m sure that Keira would know how to set up a site or something to connect with other old ladies. If I can get her on board, maybe I can get Bailey and the rest of the girls on board too.

      “So, I have this idea. I want to set something up so that we can connect with other old ladies from different clubs.”

      “What do you mean?” she asks, glancing at her computer again.

      “I want to set up a site so that we can connect with other old ladies across the United States. We can share stories, vent about whatever, and things like that. I think it would help us all to know that we’re not alone in what we go through.”

      “That sounds like an amazing idea! It would be good for the newer old ladies too. We can talk about what we have questions about, what we don’t understand about this life, and just have another support system in place,” she tells me, the excitement getting more and more evident as she talks.

      “Is this something you can set up?”

      “I’m sure I could. I’ve been having to set up a bunch of things for my books. It could be sort of like what I’m doing with that. I have connected with some amazing authors that are helping me out, letting me know what I have to do. “

      “If you need help, I’m sure we could find someone to help us. I don’t want to bring any of the men in on this right now. It’s going to be all about us,” I tell her.

      “Okay. Let me get this done and I’ll see what I can do. If you and the girls want to come over later on so we can talk about this, I’m fine with that. I think Blade is going to be out late tonight.”

      “Okay. I’m going to go relieve Joker before he starts pulling his hair out. The boys are crabby today and I think they’re getting sick.”
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      I walk back in the house and it’s utter chaos. Joker is on the floor with four of the kids crawling all over him. He usually becomes a human jungle gym when he’s home. The boys are trying to get in to cuddle, but Alana and Haley aren’t having any of it. They want to play with daddy and I can already see tantrums forming on the proverbial horizon. Thankfully, Cage walks in the door and Alana runs over to him as soon as she sees him. Haley, as usual, follows suit and runs over to her daddy. Finally, the boys can have their cuddle time. It really wouldn’t matter to them if it was Joker or Cage. They just want one of them. I remember when they wanted me.

      Sitting down on the couch, I send a mass text to the girls so they know to meet at Keira’s later on. Almost immediately, three of the girls respond that they’ll be there. A huge smile breaks out on my face at the thought that my idea will be a reality soon. This is something that we’re going to need.

      “What are you thinkin’ about, baby girl?” Cage asks me.

      “Nothing. You guys will find out when we’re ready for you to find out.”

      Cage and Joker look at one another and I can tell that they’re trying to figure out what I have up my sleeve. At this point, nothing should really surprise them though. We’ve had trips to adult stores, late night drinking parties, and a whole mess of other chaos. They have their parties; we need an outlet too. At this point, it’s usually just something at one of our homes or at the clubhouse. We need to get out more.

      “I don’t know that this is goin’ to be a good thing for us,” Joker says, wrapping each of the boys in his arms and looking at me.

      “It’s nothing bad. Just something that needs to be done. We’ll let you know when we think it’s time for you to know. I promise, it’s just something that the ladies need to do.”

      For now they let it drop. I know they’re going to try to get it out of me. That’s not going to happen though. Maybe I’ll need to channel my inner Bailey. She doesn’t let anything out when she doesn’t want to. She can be a bitch when it comes down to it. Hell, if I know my men, they’re going to use every trick in the book to try to get me to spill the beans. Including sex. Sex with them might be the one thing that can make me spill when I don’t want to.

      As if they’re reading my mind, Cage and Joker look at one another. I can see the silent communication going on and I know that I have to steel myself against them. Cage puts the girls down and walks over to me on the couch. I guess this is starting already. I sit back and put a pillow between him and me. I’m not going to let this happen. Not today. There is no way that they’re going to try to shut this down before it even gets started. Besides, another thing this might accomplish is getting more clubs involved in protecting domestic violence victims. If we can get more people involved, so many more women and children could be saved. Hell, men too. I know it doesn’t happen often, but there are men that are beaten by their women. They need help too.

      “Baby girl, let’s go upstairs. I think we need some alone time,” he tells me, trying to lean in close to get my neck.

      “Nope. I need to get some things around the house done. Sorry, but you’ll have to wait until later for any fun to happen.”

      “And why is that?” he asks.

      “Because I’m not dumb. I know what you’re both going to try to do. You’re going to try to fuck me into telling you what we’re doing. You guys have your club secrets and we’re going to have ours. It’s nothing bad. Or necessarily crazy.”

      “Baby girl, we just want to make sure you’re safe. If we knew what was goin’ on, we would feel better about it,” he says.

      “Then let me talk to everyone involved and we’ll bring it up to you guys in our own version of church later on,” I tell him, making my way into the kitchen.

      Raegan follows me to help me. Whenever I bake or cook now, I have a little shadow. I love that she wants to help me and learn what I do. She is growing so much and wanting to get more involved with everything going on around her. There haven’t been any seizures lately, but I don’t let my guard down when it comes to her. I’ll always be an overprotective mama bear. Of course, the guys will always be worse than me when it comes to her. Especially Jamison.

      
        
        Keira

      

      

      I’ve had the afternoon to finish uploading my book and am now playing the waiting game to see when it goes live. I’ve done some work on my new page on social media for my books, and I’ve connected with someone to help me make some teasers for the book and my author page. Jeez, the things I’ve learned that I have to do if I want to be somewhat successful with writing. Now, I’m going to have to look into putting up a site for what Skylar wants to do. I just have to make sure that my name isn’t attached to it. So, maybe we’ll have to set up an email account just for that.

      I make notes on the notepad that’s ever present these days. You never know when an idea is going to hit. Mainly it’s things that we need to do, ways we can get around having any of our names attached to anything until we get comfortable enough to introduce ourselves in a private message or something. Especially after Sky messaged me that her men were already trying to get it out of her. I guess it’s truly a good thing that Blade isn’t home now because he’d be just as bad as them.

      Taking a short break, I go out and feed the twins so that I can get them ready for their nap. This would be the perfect time for the girls to come over. Blade isn’t here and the kids will be asleep. We’ll be able to talk and get things ironed out before the men find out and I get the site up and running. More than likely I’ll just set something up on social media instead of a private website. It will be easier for other old ladies to find us that way. And it will probably be easier to connect through private messaging than constantly exchanging emails.

      Today it looks like macaroni and cheese and hot dogs for lunch. It’s so nice to know that I can feed them more table food instead of trying to feed two kids at once with baby food. I put them in their highchairs and let them loose. It’s easier to put them in the tub to wash them up really quick versus trying to feed two hungry, cranky babies at once. That was always a fun time!
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      Skylar and Bailey are the first two that show up. They’re followed shortly by Maddie, Melody, Whitney and Sami, and Keegan. Keegan is the newest one to our group and I’m sorry that I haven’t had a chance to get to know her better. Maybe through this whole process I will. Whitney and Sami too. I’ve been trying to get the book finished so I’ve been holed up in my ‘writing cave.’ Bailey has a bottle with her and I know that I’m going to have to limit my intake since I have no clue when Blade will be back.

      “Hey everyone!” I greet, sitting down on the couch with my notebook.

      “So, we have an idea we want to run by you all. I brought it to Keira this morning when I escaped for a few minutes. Now, we want to get your input on it,” Skylar tells everyone.

      “Basically, we want to set up a site so that we can get to know other old ladies from other clubs. We can use this to vent, throw ideas about things out there, and things like that. I think our best bet would be social media since most everyone uses that daily,” I begin. “Until we’re comfortable, we can keep everything anonymous and only give our names out when we’re ready to.”

      The girls give the idea some thought once we both stop talking. I can see the wheels turning and them weighing the pros and cons. Before anyone else can say anything about it, Skylar adds in that we can also use it to help other clubs set up something to help domestic violence victims. If that’s something they want to do, of course. Or, Skylar adds, they can give people they know needing help our name and we’ll do what we can.

      “Should we get Darcy’s input on this? We all know it’s just a matter of time before Crash and Trojan add her to the old ladies club. She just needs to stop fighting it,” Maddie states.

      “I’ll let her know later on. I’m sure she’ll be on board with whatever we decide,” Bailey replies. “Now, as far as I’m concerned, I love the idea. How soon can something be set up? Who’s going to be in charge of checking it and maintaining it?”

      “Well, I can set it up,” I answer. “I’ll create a separate email and give the information to all of you. Then I’ll go in and create a page for it. I don’t know that I'll have the time to constantly check it, but one of you guys can do that.”

      “I can do that,” Sami pipes in. “I have my phone and laptop at school with me. I’ll just use one of them between classes and when I’m not studying to check in.”

      “We can all check it when we have time, too. I don’t want it to all be left on Sami’s shoulders,” Whitney says. “But I love the idea. I think everyone can benefit from it.”

      “Well, I may have let it slip to the guys that we have an idea in the works. They want to know what it is,” Skylar admits.

      “Screw that!” Melody bursts out. “This is our project, our baby. We’re going to connect with other women in our situation and there’s nothing they can do about it.”

      Melody is usually quiet and reserved. She’s not one to go against Tank, or the rest of the men of the club. I like this side of her coming out, though. Maybe we should have thought of this idea sooner. I can’t wait to see what she’s like when the men finally find out what we’re doing. She’ll be the one standing up next to Bailey to make sure no one gets in our way.
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      It’s been a few days and I’m finally starting on getting the Old Ladies site up. I’ve created an email for us and now I’m working on setting something up on social media. Skylar and Bailey are coming over today to help set up some questions that the women must answer before we accept their request to join. It has to be questions that the general public won’t know the answer to, but that doesn’t give the club’s name away. We’re not trying to find out personal information about the clubs the women are from, just things that we can help one another with. The only pictures I’m going to use right now are stock photos. Motorcycles and things like that. There’s just not much more I can do until they show up and we come up with some questions.

      In the meantime, I’ll go back to working on my second book. I’ve decided to write a series and the second one is just flowing right now. Hell, maybe this experience will be something that I can use as another story. I can change names and other things like that. I would just make sure I talk to everyone before I did anything like that. Just as I get into the second story, there’s a knock on my door. So, I save and close my book and pull the site back up.

      “Hey Keira!” Bailey calls out. “Kenyon and Cory sleeping?”

      “Yeah. They just went down. Blade is at the clubhouse, so we should be good to talk for a while.”

      “Perfect!” Skylar adds, walking through the door with some of her amazing baked goods.

      Just as I go to grab a piece, the overwhelming urge to be sick comes over me. This is not right! Running to the bathroom, I lose the little bit in my stomach before making my way back into my office. Bailey and Skylar are looking at me, wondering what’s going on. I shake my head that I have no clue and sit back down. Skylar puts the goodies away and I take a few calming breaths. I think I may need to take a trip to town later on today.

      “Anyway, I think we need to come up with some questions before we go any further with the site,” I tell them, pretending like nothing just happened.

      “One question could be ‘Who is not allowed to attend meetings?’” Skylar states, sitting up closer to the desk.

      “That’s a good one,” Bailey says. “What about ‘Who handles the grunt work around the clubhouse?’”

      “I like that one,” I add. “The last one could be ‘Who isn’t allowed to go on a run?’”

      “That’s definitely a good one,” Skylar says. “But I want to know what you running out of here was all about.”

      “Nothing. I’m good,” I tell them, turning my focus to the computer to add the questions to the site.

      “We’ll let you have your secret for now,” Bailey chips in. “But we’re not going to let you keep it to yourself for long.”

      “I know. Now, I’ll work on this before Kenyon and Cory get up. When I get it finished, I’ll send everyone a link. You’re all going to be made administrators on it so we can all maintain the site and add people that we’re sure are old ladies. If one of us isn’t sure, we should leave the request alone, and either let someone else handle it, or wait until we can discuss it, and maybe reach out to them to ask more questions.”

      “That’s a great idea. You do your thing and we’ll see you later,” Bailey says. “Don’t forget to meet us at the clubhouse soon so we can start getting ready for the barbecue.”

      I walk the two to the door and make my way back in the office. It’s not going to take me long to make the necessary changes and get the site up and running. By the time I leave for the clubhouse, everything should be set. Once everyone else has the link, we can decide what more has to be done. For now, I think we’ll be fine just leaving it alone and letting other old ladies find us. When that starts happening, we’ll see where it goes and take every situation as it comes up.
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        Lizzie

      

      

      “Bristol? Did you see this?” I ask. I’ve been trolling through social media, bored out of my mind since the guys have been in their ‘meeting’ going on three hours now.

      “What?” she asks, coming up to stand behind me.

      “There’s a new forum on social media about Ol’ ladies.”

      “You’re joking! What is it about?”

      “I’m not sure, you have to fill out this questionnaire to be able to join.”

      “Well, open up the document and fill out the form, I want to know what’s going on.”

      “Me too, hang on a second,” I say as the document pulls up. It’s filled with questions that are easy for me to answer. I honestly answer each and everyone of them.

      “Send me the link so I can fill it out too,” Bristol tells me. I copy and paste it into her messenger and wait for it to say sent.

      “At least they don’t ask what club we belong to,” she states, as she too fills out the answers to the questions needed to join.

      “Application pending,” she states as she puts her phone away.

      “Mine too,” I tell her, feeling giddy at the prospect of connecting with other women from different clubs. “I wonder if their club’s different than ours,” I state.

      “Probably, you know, different men running things. They each have their own individual thoughts and processes.”

      “Makes you wonder though, if the other women think the same way we do, or if they are content with sitting in the background never knowing what the fuck is going on.”

      “What are you two over here gossiping about?” Ashton asks as she walks into the main room and joins us. We explain about the forum we found and tell her that we filled out the form and are waiting on a pending approval.

      “Sounds interesting, send me the link, I’d like to know what you two are getting yourselves into.” Typical mama bear response.

      “You don’t have to protect us from everything, Ash,” I say.

      “Hmm...didn’t say I was protecting you from anything, sweetie, maybe I’d like to be involved as well. I too would like to join forces with other women. We have to stick together, y’know?” Bristol giggles at her words. Me, not so much, I’ve had the overbearing parent thing and am not anxious to go down that road again.

      Before I have a chance to voice my concerns, Kori walks into the room and gives me a raised eyebrow. Don’t ask me how, but she’s always so attuned to how I’m feeling and what’s going through my mind. “I have the feeling I’ve walked into something here,” she says, taking a seat between me and Bristol. My phone chimes about the same time as Bristol’s does and we look up at each other, glee written all over our faces.

      “Well, now I know you two have gone and gotten into something. What gives?” Kori asks, looking between the two of us.

      “Nothing,” we both say but Ashton, that meddling woman that you love to hate, interferes and tells her exactly what we have done.

      “So, what’s the big deal?” Kori asks her, “there’s nothing wrong with wanting to connect with other Ol’ ladies. “

      “What if it’s more of a site that is looking to infiltrate clubs? We’ve had rats before, I don’t think we should invite trouble in where there hasn’t been any,” Ashton responds, and I have a feeling these two are fixing to go head-to-head.

      “We’ll be careful, Mama Bear,” Bristol tells her. I’m not as close to Ashton as the other women are, because she reminds me so much of someone who has to interfere and control everyone’s lives that I haven't let her in. Her daughters adore her, but that doesn’t mean I have to. I know what it’s like to be controlled and manipulated, and I vowed to never let that happen again. Justice saved me in so many ways, but that doesn’t mean I have to trust everyone just because he does.

      Kori elbows me, and I look over at her, “You promised you’d try,” she reminds me.

      “I know,” I tell her. I promised her I’d give Ashton a chance, but honestly, I already have a mother and don’t need another one. I get that she’s the matriarch of the club, but I show her respect, I’ve never not done that. My walls are slowly coming down with the members and their women, but Ashton tries too hard and it puts me off.

      “Trying doesn't mean dismissing her concerns or fears, a lot has happened to her in her life. She could teach you a thing or two if you’d just let her in. She’s a good woman, solid and loyal. She could be one of your best friends if you’d just open that damaged heart of yours and give her a shot.” I feel like we’ve had this conversation before, oh wait a minute, we have! I feel like she’s a broken record that I’m stuck listening to, over and over again.

      “I will, promise, okay?” Bristol and Kori are the two I’m closest to. I babysit Kori’s kids and adore them both. Kingston and Lila Rose are two of the sweetest, most outgoing children I’ve ever been around. Their love for life is contagious and where I come from it’s a breath of fresh air. My father would’ve punished me if I’d done more than be seen and not heard. The ‘dungeon’ room that was our punishment still gives me nightmares. Especially since he would get busy and forget that I was down there. My mother and sisters couldn’t help me, get me out or bring me food and water without his approval first. He’s a tough man, has to be to be head of the organization, but there is no love lost between the two of us. And despite now being married, I’m still demanded to make an appearance at family dinners.

      “Ooh, Lizzie, you need to check this out. It’s legitimately other Ol’ ladies who are posting about how they feel about being kept in the dark and having their alpha men control what they are allowed to know and what they aren’t,” Bristol says, jumping up and down in her chair in excitement. I open up the feed and feel an instant connection to what some of them are saying.

      One post poses the question of: “Do you ever feel like you just need to get away?”

      Umm...yes, yes, I do. I comment on the post and suddenly there are several doing the same thing.

      I ask the question of: Does being an Ol’ lady ever overwhelm you?

      Some lady, by the name of Jenalyn comments: Surely this question is rhetorical, right? and I smile, finally feeling a sisterhood I’ve been missing since Justice and I had our shotgun wedding.

      We begin chatting and the conversation makes me feel like I can breathe easier. I wish it was, I’m new to the lifestyle, and I can’t seem to bond to all of the women here, did you have the same issues? I ask her.

      She replies with: Can’t say that I have. I was born into this lifestyle. It chose me, and I ran, but ultimately found myself right back in it. Maybe I’m a glutton for punishment. Hell, even I don’t know most days.

      I respond to her reply: I was basically married into the club. I didn’t even get to meet my husband until our wedding day. Don’t get me wrong, I already love him. I just feel as if I’m not being allowed completely into the inner circle and workings. I feel like I can’t talk to the women here, they don’t seem to understand what I’m going through. I respect them all, but I worry that I’ll never fit in. I was forced into their lives with a treaty from my father to help protect them and give them information to save one of the other women’s lives.

      Then another woman steps in by the name of DJ. I was married into the club as well, but I wasn’t forced to marry my man. This makes me want to take a hacksaw to your father’s balls. This causes me to laugh out loud, because she seems like someone who is going to be straight forward and not hold anything back.

      Good luck, I respond. He’s a bit of an asshole and has guards around him at all times.

      Jenalyn responds: Asshole? Guards? Hacksaw to balls? Now y’all are speaking my language! Those things are my specialty, although I prefer a hammer or a pair of pliers. Torture is a specialty of mine. I’ve been known to bring an asshole or two to their knees before...including, my ‘Ol man.

      DJ responds: Mine too, I’ve been known to remove a ball or two...lmfao. My special tool of torture is pliers. I love to see the fear in someone’s eyes when they know you aren’t playing around and couldn’t care less if they’re in any pain.

      I respond: I’ve never been involved with anything of this nature. The guys protect our innocent little selves and don’t allow us entrance to anything that is club related. Are you ladies allowed to know club business?

      DJ replies: Fuck no, they think we’re too delicate to know things. Doesn’t mean I don’t pay attention and find things of my own to take care of. I had to put a club bitch in her place before, the guys tried to stop me, but I didn’t let that deter me from what needed to be done. Wow! These women are out for blood. Now these are the types of women I could learn a thing or two from.

      A lady named Skylar steps into the conversation: When I first got brought to the club by my men, I let the club girls talk their shit about me and it made me run. Now, I would have no problem putting a bitch in her place when it comes to my men!

      I respond: Umm… did I read this wrong? Did you say men?

      Skylar responds: You read that right. I have two old men. And a crap load of kids to go with them!”

      “Wow! I think my panties just got wet. Two alphas, can you imagine?” I ask Bristol, who is looking over at me with wide eyes. They may pop out of her head if she isn’t careful.

      “I can’t image two Ghosts,” she states. “How do you think they do it?”

      I laugh at her. “A woman has several different holes you know,” I say.

      “No! Oh my God, really? I can’t imagine how uncomfortable that would be.” I get back to the chat happening and get entranced in the conversation.

      Jenalyn responds: I think that just actually made me dry completely up. No offense, but two of my man? Not in a million years. He’s lucky his own set of balls remain attached and intact on a daily basis. So, Skylar, are your men over-the-top? You know, super-alpha?

      Skylar responds: They definitely can be over the top and I want to throttle them daily. Especially when they decided they wanted to have more kids. But, when one gets too over the top, the other one can usually reign him in. Or find ways to make me forget the other one was being an asshole to begin with.

      DJ responds: Jesus, I’d be handing my man’s balls over on a daily basis. He’s already a needy motherfucker in the bedroom as it is, I’d have to put on a chastity belt to even make it through the day, let alone the week. Fuck that shit! But more power to you Skylar, you go girl!

      Jenalyn responds: Virtual high-five, DJ! Pliers anyone?

      Skylar responds: I may take you up on the offer of pliers if these two don’t stop trying to get me to spill what we’re doing! They’re using everything they can think of to make me spill the beans. Myself, and the rest of the girls here want to keep it to ourselves for now.

      DJ responds: They’re going for the almighty pillow talk I presume. My man tries to pull that shit on me all the time. But the thing is, I’m an author and my imagination is better than his. I can pull a story out of my ass anytime I want to. Plus, it helps that he’s seen me in action and doesn’t want to come near me when I pull my favorite pair of pliers out of my drawer.

      Skylar responds: I know an author too. She’s new to the game and doesn’t realize she can use that to her advantage yet. If your man is afraid of you, let me in on your secret. The only thing I can use is making them sleep on the couch and withholding sex. Which they usually can talk me into anyway.

      DJ responds: My man witnessed me torture a slut who wanted him, that was enough for him to back away anytime I pull the pliers out. He holds his dick and balls and slowly backs away.

      I reply: Holy shit! I want to be you when I grow up, DJ.

      DJ replies: Honey, you can take the girl out of the trailer park, but you can’t take the trailer park out of the girl. That’s what I always tell my bestie, Cara.

      Jenalyn responds: A-fucking-men! I won’t divulge all of the vile things I’ve done or been known to do...yet, anyway. What matters is my man knows exactly what I’m capable of.

      Bristol responds: I love this! I grew up in a house full of crazy! But that’s a story for another time, what I really want to know is, how do you all deal with the alpha ways these men use to try to ‘protect’ us?

      Jenalyn responds: Pretend. You make it seem like they’re the ones actually calling all the shots and ‘protecting’. At least that’s how I handle my man, because Lord knows I can handle myself and then some.

      Bristol responds: I think I’m going to have to take notes so I can learn to do that...hehehe.

      Skylar responds: I agree, Bristol! But we’ve had more than a few instances where women have been hurt and taken here. I wish I had the balls to torture someone. It probably would’ve helped.

      Bristol responds: Same here, Skylar. We’ve had a few women kidnapped in the past which makes the men overprotective. They barely let us go anywhere on our own. I feel like I’m a prisoner and the club is my warden.

      I respond: I’ve felt like that my entire life. I’d like to find women who are like-minded and can give us tips on how to handle certain situations. I love my man, don’t get me wrong, but sometimes I feel like I need the opportunity to get away and breathe. Maybe go on some sort of retreat or something, with women only, no men allowed!

      Bristol responds: I like the sound of a women’s retreat. Wonder if we can make that happen?

      DJ responds: I could use a getaway. Maybe we should set that up when we get to know each other better. No offense intended to any of you.

      Ashton, who must be reading the chat tells me, “I think you should do some investigating before you plan to spend some time with people you don’t know.” Feeling like a scolded child, I turn away from her without answering and decide this is a good time to exit the chat. It seems like I’ll always be looking over my shoulder and never be able to escape and find women I can truly connect with.

      I respond: Well, I have to get off now, catch up with everyone later.
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        Jenalyn

      

      

      I look over at the baby monitor and see Leo begin to stir around in his crib. Justice will probably be home soon, so I should tell these ladies goodbye for now. Clara took Cami to the park so I could get some work done, but low and behold I stumbled upon a distraction. A distraction I’m not quite ready for Justice to know about until I’ve had the chance to butter him up a little bit.

      Just as I turn my view back to the screen on my laptop and think of how much I can’t wait to tell the girls what I’ve discovered, Justice startles me from behind.

      “Whatcha doing?” he asks, as he leans down to plant a kiss on my neck. I quickly slam the laptop shut.

      Caught off-guard, excuses begin to race through my mind. “Um...well, I...it was some stuff for work, but Leo is waking up, so I was just about to finish up for now.”

      Quickly he draws back and, in this moment, I know he’s on to my deception. “Strike one for Jenalyn. Wanna try that again?” he questions, with a low demanding tone.

      I turn around in my chair and look up at him. “Strike one? Excuse me! This is not baseball, nor am I one of our children, or have you forgotten?” Casually, I get up and feel I am doing a stellar job at selling my deceit. “Now, if you’re done being paranoid, I have to go get our son,” I tell him as I stand up and look him directly into his eyes before turning my back to him to walk away.

      After I grab Leo, I make my way into the kitchen to begin to heat up a bottle and see Mr. Nosy Pants himself sitting at the bar with my laptop wide open. His elbow rests on the countertop with his chin in his hand while he glares over at me. All I can think of is how full of shit he is because my laptop is password protected and he’s trying to play me into spilling the truth.

      I continue on to the refrigerator as if it’s no big deal. “You can’t fool me, Paine. I’ve done nothing wrong and even if you could get into my laptop, you’d see just that.”

      My back is to him and my heart is racing so fast I can both hear and feel it in my ears. I’m silently praying that he buys what I’m selling and drops the entire subject...at least until I have his dick in my mouth so I have some control over his initial reaction.

      “Old Ladies Club, huh?” he questions, and his words cause an audible gulp followed by a cringe from me. Fuck. “Pliers? Balls? Interesting, extremely interesting,” he continues.

      I’ve got Leo in my arms, and one thing I know for certain is that Jus will never intentionally raise his voice or act crazy around his children, so I turn to face him. “First of all, how did you get into my laptop? Second of all, what do you care if I make friends online? You have all of your brothers and all of the club secrets to gossip about with each other.”

      He tilts his head slightly and narrows his eyes as he begins to speak, “Jen, we’ve been over this, you might think you have secrets from me, but I know them all. It’s for your own good.” A chuckle briefly escapes him before he continues, “Plus, come on...I didn’t even need Vault’s help figuring out your password. You’re too obvious. Camiandleosmommy4ever was too easy.”

      Clara walks in with Cami and I look at Justice. “This isn’t over, Paine. You’ve crossed a line here.”

      I turn my attention toward our daughter and notice him stand out of my peripheral. “I’ve crossed a line?” he questions.

      I whip my head back toward him and give him the universal signal for shut the fuck up using my middle finger before I return my attention back to Cami.

      “Hi, my sweetheart. Did you have fun at the park?” I ask, as I kneel down to pull my daughter into an embrace. I can feel her nodding her head up and down against my chest as she answers me.

      “Clara, Leo needs a bottle which Jen has already heated. Will you please take the kids into another room? Jen and I have some unfinished business that needs tending to now,” Justice asks Clara, and his words draw my attention toward him as my jaw drops.

      As much as I want to fight him on this right now, I refrain from doing so because I don’t want the smaller children to sense the tension as it’s not healthy for them. Yes, the smaller children because Justice is nothing more than a man-child. Clara takes Leo from me and I watch Justice make his way into our bedroom as he removes his cut. He left my laptop on the countertop, so I grab it as I follow his lead into our bedroom and shut the door behind me.

      After I set my laptop down on my desk, I watch as Justice walks back and forth between the bathroom and our bedroom gathering clean clothes. Each time he passes through, he’s removed another article of clothing but has said absolutely nothing. This is bad, really bad. I can tell by the subtle nuances that cross his face every now and then that he is deciding exactly how to handle me with this situation. Club business is not ever to be spoken about, especially to other clubs...and moreso, clubs we know nothing about.

      As I sit down on our bed my body sinks slightly into the awaiting embrace of its comfort. I hear the faucet to the shower turn on and scowl at the fact Justice is going to prolong this conversation in some macho attempt to make me suffer while he decides my fate.

      I fumble and pick at my nails while I play every possible scenario that will play out. Suddenly, I wonder what the hell I’m even doing. He can yell, scream, shoot some trees outside, but I’m digging my heels in on this one. It’s not the first time, and it won’t be the last. I reach for my cell phone and send Vanna a quick text telling her to ‘just go with it’ no matter what I say. She responds back with the thumbs up emoji.

      Justice comes walking out of the bathroom towel-drying himself and stops right past the doorway. “Still thinking of how to explain your way out of this?”

      Pliers...pliers and torture tools enter my mind and I stand, squaring off my shoulders making my intention known. “No, I’m not thinking about any lies unlike you and all the ones you tell me daily. But that’s for my protection, right?”

      He begins to speak and I stifle his words with mine as I hold my hand up toward his face. “Don’t even try to defend that shit, Paine! I was born into this the same as you. I’m tired, my patience is tried, and I am just about all out of fucks to give. So, if you think you’re going to chastise or berate me, save it. I’ve made some friends online and before you get your balls in a twist, they’re all female, and they’re all other ‘Ol ladies.”

      He wraps the white cotton towel around his waist and approaches me. “Or so you think they are. That’s the problem with you, Jen. You believe anything that anyone says and go with it. I’m having Vault look into this first thing tomorrow. Until then, don’t say another word to those ‘women’ online,” he finishes as he points his finger and shakes it at me.

      “Fine,” I mumble beneath my breath and lie straight through my teeth.

      He places his index finger underneath my chin and pulls upward, drawing my face toward his. “Good,” he says, before he places a kiss on the top of my forehead.

      I feign a smile at him to stroke his ego and make him feel he’s indeed superior and that I will properly obey him. He turns his back and makes his way into the bathroom to get dressed I assume, and as soon as he does, I stick my tongue out at him. I’m just waiting for him to go to sleep, and back online with my newly made friends I will be.
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      I’m pretty excited about the site on social media and possibly meeting with other old ladies who have to deal with alphas the way we do. Deciding that my bestie, Cara, needs to be involved, I pick up the phone and call her.

      “What’s up?” she asks when she answers the phone.

      “Girl, there’s a site you need to check out. It’s specifically for old ladies and so far, the ones that have said anything seem pretty cool.”

      “Is that wise? I mean, we don’t know who these people really are, do we?”

      “No, we don’t, but we can figure it out if we need to. Besides, how much harm can come to us by comparing our men and their caveman tendencies?”

      “Fine, send me the link. But if this gets us in hot water with the guys, you’re taking the fall.”

      “I’ll cheerfully do it. Do you think Trinity and Hannah would want the link?”

      “Maybe. Not sure how much they could benefit Hannah seeing as she has two men.”

      That reminds me. “There’s one woman on there who has two men. She’s got like a gazillion kids or something!”

      “No way!”

      “Yes, way,” I tell her, opening up my computer and creating a message for our old ladies so I can send them all the link at the same time. Multitasking at its finest, right? I’m about to say something else when I hear the front door open and the heavy footsteps that signify my man is home. “Gotta run, Hatch just came in and with the kids in school, I’m all about a little afternoon delight.”

      “TMI, DJ. TMI.”

      “As if you wouldn’t take that advantage,” I reply.

      “Like you don’t know I tend to get lucky every day at work,” she responds before hanging up. Well, she’s got me there. Seems that she gets a little something-something almost daily while at work. Sometimes more than once a day. If she’s not careful, she’s gonna end up preggers again.

      “Hey, lover, what’s up?” I ask Hatch as he approaches me. He has a look on his face that I can’t quite decipher.

      “What in the hell are you women up to now?” he asks. His voice is the one he uses when he’s in enforcer mode and I don’t like it, not one bit. Especially not when he uses it on me, I mean who does he think he’s dealing with anyways?

      “Excuse me?” I respond.

      “Care to tell me why you’re on some social media page talking about pliers and shit?”

      Ah hell, looks like the cat’s outta the bag. No clue how that’s happened, but knowing these men, they probably have our names flagged somehow on the old worldwide web. Deciding to take the bull by the horns, or in this case, the enforcer by his balls, I stand and pull him close and kiss him, making sure I rub against him as sensuously as possible.

      “Nice try, Donna Jo. Now talk,” he commands, pulling back. Well fuck me, he’s pulled out the whole name, that usually indicates he’s at his wit’s end where I’m concerned.

      “Dammit, Hatch, it’s not a big deal. We found a site online that’s made up of other old ladies is all. C’mon now, we need to find our own support network against all you Neanderthals.”

      “You have no clue who you’re talking to, do you?” The nerve of him! Of course I know, I live with this motherfucker day in and day out.

      “Sure I do! Skylar, someone named Lizzie, and another woman named Jenalyn. A few more too, but damned if I can remember their names right now with you breathing fire down my neck. What’s the big deal?”

      “If...and I stress that word strongly...you’re actually talking to other old ladies at other clubs, how do you know you’re not talking to a club that might have a beef with us?”

      “The RGMC? Really? I can’t believe that would be an issue since y’all are legit and shit.” I may not know club business, but I know my man through and through and he would never be involved in anything illegal. Plus, Chief is the local lawman and I can’t see him involved in anything nefarious. Yeah, we’ll go with that word, I kinda like it and make a mental note to see if I can use it in a book.

      “Okay, so maybe we don’t have enemies per se, but what about the women from the clubs you’re ‘talking’ to? Hmm? Hell, they could be chatting with one of their club’s mortal enemies or something!” By now, he’s yelling and the vein in his forehead is so distended I’m worried he’s going to have a stroke.

      “Lover, calm the fuck down! We’re being careful. Well, I am, since I’m the only one on there that I know of from RGMC. Not to mention we haven’t divulged any club names, and I don’t foresee us doing so either. It’s just a bunch of women sharing war stories.”

      He looks at me, shakes his head and walks off, the heavy tread of his footsteps letting me know he’s royally pissed off. Well, there goes my afternoon of fun. Guess I’ll open up my manuscript and see if the muses are talking today. But first, I gotta check out the site. Logging in, I see a few more questions are being asked by some of the other ladies. Looking at the first one that says, ‘Any of your men have over-the-top reactions?’ I quickly type out my response, mentioning my old man’s concerns. I can tell someone is typing a response, so I wait.

      Skylar responds: Holy fuck, yes, they do! Like right now, with this thing? They’re convinced that we’re talking to...hell, I don’t know who they think we’re talking to but they don’t want us on here until they ‘check it out.’

      I respond: Sounds like my old man. Thought I was gonna get lucky in the middle of the afternoon but instead, he came home, yelled at me, then left!

      Cara responds: Sorry D, that’s probably my fault. My old man caught me on the site this morning before I could close it and got it out of me.

      Jenalyn responds: Yeah, my ol’ man is a bit hot under the collar as well. What’s the big fucking deal? I mean, we’re all smart, right? Can’t we figure out whether or not we’re who we say we are? And anyhow, who would fuck with a biker’s old lady?

      Trinity responds: I kind of understand their caution. Online, people can be whoever they want to be and sometimes, folks do stupid stuff.

      Bristol responds: Well, I know my man is beyond alpha sometimes. He can be so damned protective it drives me nuts!

      I hear the door open and the sound of the kids and quickly type out, ‘kids home, later ladies!’ before closing my laptop.
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      The afternoon drags on but not as much as I thought it would with Hatch aggravated at me. Snacks and homework take up the bulk of it, with Jasper helping Maysen on her site words while I start cooking.

      “Can I help?” Talon asks me.

      “Sure, honey. I was thinking about spaghetti and salad. Whatcha think?”

      “Bread too?” I start laughing because he loves bread and we have some type of roll or biscuit with every meal.

      “Homemade garlic.” He cheers and raises his hand so I give him a fist bump. If anyone had told me a year ago that I’d have a house full of kids and be married, I’d have driven them to the psych ward because I never thought that would be in the cards for me. Yet, look at me now. I’ve got a good man, even if his Neanderthal tendencies drive me crazy at times, and four children.

      “So, I was wondering,” Talon starts off. “The dollar movie is playing Jumanji and I wanted to see if you’d take me and Claree to see it this weekend?” He’s still hesitant to ask for favors, so I know this must be important to him.

      “This weekend, huh? Let me see what’s going on with the other kids, and we’ll make arrangements. If I can’t take you for any reason, we’ll hit Trinity up. She’d love to play Malcolm in the middle,” I begin to giggle.

      “That’s fine, as long as it isn’t Chief,” he states, causing me to bust my gut in laughter.

      “And why not Chief?” I ask, even though I know the answer.

      “Because that man wants my nuts delivered to him on a silver platter,” he mumbles under his breath. This causes my laughter to double me over, tears running down my face, and I’m holding my stomach because it hurts from the force coming out.

      “Your balls are safe,” Hatch says, coming into the kitchen and joining us.

      “If it comes down to it, I’ll take you personally so you don’t have to deal with his overbearing ass.”

      “Chief’s not that bad, honey,” I tell him.

      “Are you kidding me with that? He’s worse than a mother bear protecting her cub. He takes being a father to the extreme.”

      “And you don’t?”

      “Nah, not me,” he says.

      “So, I can invite Jaxson over to help Ralynn with her project for school?”

      “Woah, now wait a minute, that shit right there isn’t funny. My little girl has a crush the size of King Kong on his ass, and she’s a damn spitfire who could convince him she’s twenty instead of six!”

      “Our daughter is not that bad!”

      “The fuck she isn’t!” he shouts back. “And what project? I can help her,” he responds, and I swear his bottom lip is sticking out, pouting at the fact that we didn’t come to him about this.

      “She has to build a display, out of wood, of our home. It’s for her art project, and it’s fifty percent of her final grade for the six-weeks.”

      “I can try,” he says.

      “Honey, the last time you said that you ended up hammering your finger. Remember, I had to kiss your boo-boo and ice it?”

      “I wasn’t that bad,” he replies.

      “Yes, you were, it was hilarious,” Talon says.

      “Besides, Jaxson knows woodworking. He wouldn’t have to help her per se, he could make the model and you could help her with the decorating and painting,” I tell him.

      “I don’t like it; can’t we get Capone to help? He does carpentry work on the side.”

      “He can help Jaxson. They can both help our girl; would that make you happy?” I ask him as I stir the sauce.

      “We’ll see. What else needs to be done?” he asks. I’m wondering if he’s over his earlier snit when he leans in and says, “We still have some things to discuss. Don’t think I’ve forgotten.” Well fuck a duck.

      And this is my life in all its fucked-up glory.
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        Keira

      

      

      I’m sitting at my desk, looking at the reviews I have so far on my first book. Some are amazing and show me that I’m doing the right thing with putting my stories out there. Other reviews are telling me to hang it up right now and forget about writing another book. Ever. From what I’ve heard from other authors through social media, I can’t let it get to me. I need to keep moving forward and follow my dream. My book sales continue to rise and I’m making money, so that’s all I’m going to worry about for the time being.

      “Kitten, you in here?” I hear Blade ask.

      “Yeah. What’s up, babe?” I ask, looking up as he enters my office with Kenyon in his arms.

      “So, what’s goin’ on with all you girls?” he asks.

      “It’s a secret. We’ll tell you all in a little while,” I tell him, putting my entire focus on him.

      “No, I think we need to know now. All the guys are startin’ to wonder and we want to make sure you’re all safe.”

      “Let me call the girls and we’ll get together,” I tell him, pulling my phone out and sending out a mass message. “You know that we’re not going to put ourselves in danger, right?”

      “You never know who you’re truly talkin’ to online. Who’s to say that it’s not some fuckin’ pervert wantin’ to lure you girls away or somethin’ like that?”

      “Once you hear what we’re doing, you’ll understand what we’re doing. And why,” I tell him, starting to let my sassy ass come out.

      “Then set it up and let’s get this shit out in the open,” Blade practically orders.

      I glare at him to let him know that I’m not happy with him thinking that he’s going to control my ass. He should know by now that I don’t get down with that. I’ll let him have so much control and that’s it. We’re not doing anything wrong with this site and talking to other old ladies, I’m not going to let them make this out to be something it’s not. We’ll be careful and watch what we’re doing, but that’s as far as I’m going to let them take it. Hell, I’m sure that Tank and Irish will be checking the site and other old ladies out before they let us continue with everything.

      Blade leaves the room once we hear Cory start to cry, so I go to the site really quick and type out a post: I just want to give everyone a heads up that our men are about to find out what we’ve done. I’m sure they’re going to have one of the guys check the site out and probably those of you that we’ve already been talking to. I’m sorry it’s come to this, but I don’t want to shut the site down. I think we all need this!

      I turn the computer off so I can go help my man with our kids. Just as I’m leaving the room, I get a message from Skylar saying that she’s going to start dinner and we should all be at her house in about forty-five minutes. This is one conversation that I’m not looking forward to.
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      Blade and I are the last two to arrive at Skylar’s house. We walk into utter chaos with the kids all in one house. It’s nothing that we don’t see at the clubhouse though, so no one really pays attention to the kids running rampant down to the apartment Rage used to live in. They’re now turning it into a play area for all the kids.

      “Hey everyone!” I call out.

      “Hey!” is sent out in chorus from everyone around the upstairs of the house.

      Blade takes the kids and puts them in the living room. He won’t let them go down with the older kids just yet, protective Daddy and all that. Maddie and Melody sit down on the floor with them and I walk over to Skylar. Once again, I find myself taking off to the bathroom just from the amazing smells emanating out of the kitchen. I hear a discussion in the living room and I know it’s only a matter of time before someone is knocking on the door.

      “Keira, you, okay?” Bailey asks me.

      “Yeah,” I answer, before turning my head back to the toilet.

      Bailey makes her way inside and pulls my hair back. It’s not the same as Blade comforting me when I get sick, but I’ll take it. I can feel the questions running through Bailey and I wish I had answers for her. But I’ve been too nervous to take a test. Blade and I haven’t talked about more kids. Especially with the twins being just over a year old. I’m pretty sure that I know what the test will say, but it’s the matter of seeing it in person and not just having an idea.

      “Here, sweetie,” Bailey says, handing me a test. “I know you haven’t had the chance to take one yet. And it’s going to be better to know now instead of putting it off any longer.”

      “Thank you,” I tell her, taking the test from her hands and wiping the back of my mouth with the washcloth she hands me.

      Bailey leaves me alone in the bathroom so that I can take the test. So, I quickly do what I have to do and leave the test sitting on the back of the toilet on some toilet paper. It doesn’t take the full time before I see two pink lines showing up. Fuck! Now, I have more things to talk to my man about. Dread settles in my stomach and I know that tonight is going to be a long ass night.

      “Everythin’ okay?” Blade asks, as I make my way out to the dining room.

      “Yep,” I answer, avoiding eye contact.

      I start helping make the kids’ plates with the rest of the girls. The guys start corralling them to the table for kids, and getting them settled in, as we start laying the plates in front of them. Bailey keeps looking at me and I discreetly nod my head ‘yes.’ I can tell that she wants to squeal in delight, but she’s holding it in until I talk to my man. I’m grateful that she knows not to let anyone else know about what’s going on. You can always count on her to have your back when it’s needed most.

      We’re finally all sitting down at the table and Grim wastes no time in jumping right into the conversation. “Alright ladies, we know you have somethin’ goin’ on. What’s up?”

      “Well, I had an idea and we all thought it was a kick-ass one,” Skylar starts.

      “What idea is that?” Cage asks, putting an arm around her.

      “We want to have other old ladies to talk to about what we go through on a daily basis. Especially when your overbearing asses get to be too much for us,” I say, looking at everyone around the table. “So, we started a site for other old ladies to join so we can talk about our lives in this world. It will probably help the newer old ladies fit in and find their place in the world of you men.”

      “Okay,” Joker begins. “But, how do you know that you’re truly talkin’ to other old ladies and not some random fuckwad? Or someone that wants to find out information on other clubs?”

      “We created questions that they have to answer before they can be approved to join,” Bailey answers. “It’s things that old ladies will know and it’s not common knowledge to outsiders.”

      “I get where you’re comin’ from, but I don’t like the idea of you talkin’ to random women from other clubs. What if they’re from a club we have problems with? Or one of the club girls that leaves pissed off and is tryin’ to fuck with the club?” Tank asks. “I’m doing a check on the site and the women that you have already been talkin’ to. You start talkin’ to anyone else, I’ll do a background on them too.”

      “And just so you know,” Maddie pipes in. “We haven’t disclosed any information about the club you guys are in. They haven’t either.”

      The guys leave the table and I know they’re going to find a laptop. Especially when Irish tells us to send him the link for the site. Might as well get this over with. So, I send him the link I have saved in my phone. Goose comes back out and grabs a few beers for the guys and quickly disappears again. I’m not sure how long this is going to take, but I settle in for the time being and finish eating what I can.

      
        
        Skylar

      

      

      I know that something is going on with Keira. I’m sure that she’s pregnant, she just hasn’t told any of us yet. Even though I want to push her to find out, I’m going to let her tell us when she’s ready. Blade should probably be the first one to know. I watched her the rest of the night while everyone was at the house to make sure she was going to be okay. Blade also kept his eagle eyes on her.

      The good news is that the guys are letting us keep our site up. Obviously, they have some rules in place and I am on board with them. Bailey and Melody put up a fight about it, but we got our way in the end. Tank is going to be running a check on the site on a regular basis. He’s also going to be making sure that the women we’re talking to are who they say they are. I’m not sure how those women are going to feel about that, but I’ll make sure they know.

      Before I can go in and make a post about it, Cage and Joker surround me. I can guess what they have going through their heads right now, but I don’t know if I’m ready to make things easy on them. They get to have all their secrets with club business and shit like that, we can’t have anything to ourselves. They might find themselves sleeping on the couch tonight.

      “Baby girl, don’t be like this,” Cage starts, sensing me give them the cold shoulder.

      “Be like what?” I ask, making sure my tone is laced with the attitude I have about this. “It’s not my fault that you guys can’t let us have anything to ourselves. One thing we were excited about and now you have to be all up in it. We all get that you want us, and the club, protected, but this is absurd. If we lose one person that has joined the site because of this, you two are in more than just the doghouse! I hope the couch is comfortable tonight for you both.”

      “Baby, we’re not sleepin’ on the couch. We’ll be in bed, next to you, tonight and every night. This is about your safety, and the safety of all the women in the club. Don’t you remember everythin’ that has happened to us all?”

      “Of course I do! Don’t act like we all haven’t been through some kind of tragedy in one form or another. We all have. This is our way to vent and get this shit out without talking to you guys. We need our own little support system, and this is how we’re doing it!”

      I make my way up to the bedroom with the laptop in my hand. I’m going to get settled in bed and make the post about the guys in the club showing their asses yet again. Quickly going through my nightly routine, I climb in bed and open the laptop. It takes a minute for the site to come up and I can get in to do my thing. Once I’m in, I read the post that Keira made earlier about the men finding out what we were doing. So, it’s time to make my own post about the men.

      We’ve had our meeting tonight and the men now know what we’re doing with the site. They have one of our guys doing a background check on the site and on each of the women we’re talking to on here. I don’t want to lose anyone from here, but I completely understand if you don’t want to go through this.

      Instead of waiting for a response because I don’t know if anyone else is online right now, I close the laptop and pull out my tablet so I can read. I’ve found a new author and I’m diving into a book called Reese. I’m not anticipating the men coming upstairs anytime soon, so I plan on falling asleep with this book open on my tablet. Cage and Joker can kiss my ass and be with one another tonight!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER SIX

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      
        
        Bristol

      

      

      “That’s it! I’m so freaking fed up with Ghost’s overprotective ass I could spit nails,” I tell Lizzie on the phone. “Their snooping knows no bounds! I mean, who the hell do they think they are anyways?” I practically shout out, in my annoyance.

      “What happened?” she asks me.

      “He has Bomber tracking my social media account! Can you fucking believe that shit?”

      “Actually, yes I can,” Lizzie replies. “I’m probably being tracked as well, I mean when does it end, Bristol? When does it become too much?”

      “That’s what I want to know...I know I said for better or for worse, and death do us part, and all that bullshit, but the death part may be happening here shortly. His, not mine,” I inform her. She bursts out in laughter but I don’t see where any bit of this is funny in the least. “What are you laughing at?” I ask her.

      “My sweet Bristol wouldn’t hurt a fly on the wall, but you’re going to take on a man that’s six feet three inches at least and two-hundred pounds! I love you, girl, but I really want to be there when you give him his.”

      “Well,” I breathe out, “I’ve had enough, I need to get away. Maybe if I did leave for a little while he’d realize that he needs to back off!”

      “One could only dream,” she states.

      “He walked in the door earlier, demanding to know what I was up to and actually asked me if I’d lost my mind! I should’ve told him that yes, I had, he doesn’t give me space, and I need space. I’m in desperate need of time away from him, he’s driving me to insanity, Lizzie. What options do I have left to show him how I am feeling? Walking away from our relationship at this point would break my heart in half, but I don’t know that there’s much else I can do to prove my point.”

      “A women’s getaway? I could use some separation as well. Not necessarily from Justice per se, I love that man with all of my heart. But always having to be around everyone, never having time to ourselves, is becoming a little ridiculous.”

      “Maybe, in a few weeks after all this dies down, we could plan a women’s getaway.”

      “Kind of like summer camp, but more feminine?”

      “Exactly! We can pamper ourselves and not have to answer to anyone for what we’re doing that day,” I reply. Now the wheels are turning in my head, I wonder if any of the other old ladies we’ve been speaking with would like to join us.

      “I have to run, Bristol. Justice just walked in the door. I’ll talk to you later,” she says to me.

      “Sounds good, I hope you don’t get the verbal smackdown that I did.”

      “Nah girl, he knows better.” I laugh at her statement as we end our call.

      Deciding that I’m not going to sit and stew, I pick up my e-reader and pick a book to read. I need some fantasy in my life, so I choose not to read an MC series and instead pick a shifter book. I get lost in the story, and don’t hear when Ghost comes in the house.

      “Sweet lips, I’m sorry for getting onto you earlier. The thought of something happening to you, while I’m not aware of what’s happening, doesn’t sit well with me.”

      “You could’ve handled that so much better, Brady,” I say to him. I’m only allowed to use his real name when it’s the two of us, and never when I’m speaking about him. Something else that irks me to no end, but it’s a club thing so I have to go along with it.

      “Babe, we don’t know these women. How do you know it’s not a club rival impersonating a woman? Anything can happen in this life, we have to have all of our bases covered here. It chaps my hide that you don’t take things more seriously than you do.” Oh, no he didn’t!

      “What?” I whisper out.

      “Huh? What part of what I just said are you questioning?”

      “If you don’t know the answer to that question, you’re more clueless than I’ve ever given you credit for. Just go away, Ghost, and leave me the fuck alone.”

      “The fuck did you just call me?”

      “Ghost, it’s your name, isn’t it?”

      “Not with you, not when we’re alone and you know better.” Ugh! I just want to stomp my foot and give the biggest hissy fit in the history of temper tantrums, but what will that accomplish? Nothing!

      “I’m not going anywhere until we talk this out,” he states. He’s being calm, but even I know that’s a deception. He’s fuming mad, but he never shows his anger where I’m concerned. And that’s pissing me off even more! I’m not some damned china doll that needs to be stowed on a shelf and protected at all costs!

      “Fine! You want to talk?” I ask, with a smartass attitude.

      “That’s what I said, isn't it?” he responds, crawling on the bed and sitting next to me. I want to shove his smug face into the bed.

      “You need to back off right now, I don’t want you so close to me.”

      “Haven’t you learned by now, that there is no getting rid of me? I’m always gonna be by your side no matter how pissed off you are with me, Bristol. Always. So get used to it, y’hear?”

      “Stop it! Stop being sweet and understanding. I’m so mad at you that I want to fight this out!”

      “Fine! If that’s what you want, let’s do this!” he all but hollers out at me. I may have bitten off more than I can chew because I forgot how scary he can actually be when he’s pissed off. Then again, make-up sex after a fight sounds kinda hot. What? Where did that thought come from? Be strong, Bristol, channel your inner Skylar, that woman goes toe to toe with Ryder all the time and comes out the champion.

      “Why do you always have to treat me like a child? I hate that, Ghost, I’m a grown ass woman.”

      “Call me Ghost one more time, and I’m taking you over my knee!” he bellows.

      “Fine! Brady, why?”

      “I don’t do that. I protect you because I fuckin’ love you!”

      “Stop! I want you to not be so protective, and I love you, too,” I say, holding my head down because the tears I’ve been holding off are trying to surface.

      “I can’t stop, I can’t because if somethin’ were to ever happen to you, I’d never forgive myself. There’s no way I could go on with life without you beside me. I just can’t, Bristol.”

      “Give me this, Brady. Give me talking to other women who are in the same shoes that I wear on a daily basis. Let me vent, cry, laugh and enjoy time with them. They give good advice and they understand where I’m coming from.”

      “You have the other Ol’ ladies,” he says.

      “And they’re great, don’t get me wrong. I love each and every one of them, but sometimes they don’t get it. They’re club, and all about their men. What if it’s their man I have an issue with and need advice on?”

      “Then you come to me,” he says.

      “You just don’t get it, Brady. Sometimes women need advice from other women who are outside of their inner circle. I promise that I’ll never divulge club activities or business, I’ll never say what club I belong to or who my man is. I need this, please, give this one to me.”

      “And how are our other Ol’ ladies gonna feel if you’re posing questions on some social media site instead of going to them directly?” he asks.

      “Private chats,” I say, in a duh manner.

      “Watch the sassiness.”

      “Why? Whatcha gonna do about it?” I just realized; I waved the red flag in front of a bull...a very pissed-off bull at that.

      “You want me to tell you, or show you?”

      “Umm...neither,” I begin to backpedal.

      “Too late, darlin’,” he whispers, coming closer.

      “First, answer me, are you going to allow me to have this?”

      “As long as you're comfortable with me monitoring the activity and keeping you and the other Ol’ ladies safe, I have no problem with it.”

      “What? Wait a minute, what if I wanna vent about you?” I ask.

      “I won’t pry into it too much, but I want to keep an eye on who these women are. I’ll make you a deal,” he says, and I nod my head for him to continue. “I check out who these women are, make sure they’re legit and then I’ll back off...some.”

      “Is that the best I’m going to get?”

      “Sure is, sweet lips. Now, where were we?” he replies, crawling on top of me and shoving my e-reader to the floor. Luckily, it’s in a protective case, so I’m not too worried about its well-being. “Now, give me those lips,” he says, leaning over me and capturing mine with his. I moan into his mouth and he crawls between my legs. His hips begin to grind into mine and my body responds in kind. We begin dry humping each other and I’m on the verge of an orgasm from that alone.

      “More, Brady.”

      “Take your clothes off, sweet lips.” I rush to do his bidding once he’s climbed off of me. We’re both standing there in all our naked glory and he begins to pump back and forth on his large shaft. “Play with yourself, show me what’s mine,” he huskily says. I run my hands down my body, stopping first to pinch my nipples, he loves it when I play with my breasts first. This is a game we play in the bedroom quite often. When I make my way down to my clit, I circle it, pinch it and begin to convulse from its sensitivity. “Enough!” he yells out. He picks me up and tosses me onto the bed before he climbs on top of me, positioning himself right where I need him the most. “You want this?” he asks, while sliding himself through the lips of my pussy.

      “Yes, please.” As soon as the last word leaves my lips, he slams inside of me. He hits my sweet spot when he swivels his hips. “Right there,” I gasp out. He begins a rhythm of in and out...swivel hips, and repeats that over and over again.

      “Like this?” He has the nerve to stop and ask.

      “Why are you stopping, keep going!”

      “You want it? Beg for it!” He knows I hate begging, but at this stage of the game, I’m willing to give him whatever he wants.

      “Please, Brady. Please bury that big cock of yours inside of me and make me cum.”

      “Ask and you shall receive,” he says as he picks up the pace and causes my back to arch off the bed. After a few more thrusts, he pulls out and grabs my ankles and indicates he wants me to turn over. I give him what he wants, because he reaches deep inside of me in this position and I love the pain and pleasure I receive. I lean up on my arms and legs and look over my shoulder and love the visual of watching him line himself up to enter me. He winks at me, I love it when he does things like that. He enters me slowly this time and I nearly cry out in frustration.

      “Don’t hold back, Brady. Give me everything you’ve got.” He picks up the pace again and hits my g-spot with every forward thrust. When he begins to hammer inside me, I lose strength in my arms and they collapse under me. He pulls my hips up higher and I call out his name from deep inside of me. “Brady!”

      “Fuck yes, fist my cock with that tight pussy of yours.” Something I’m not purposely doing, but something I start to pay attention to once the words leave his mouth. I use my Kegel exercises and squeeze him as hard as I can. “Fuck! Fuck...fuck...fuck!” he hollers out. “I’m goin’ to cum, get yourself there.”  I move my hand from under my head and snake it down my stomach until I find my clit. I reach down and grab some lubrication from our combined juices. Once I have the right amount, I use it and circle my magic button and feel the orgasm taking hold of my body. I feel tingles travel up my spine and through my tummy and sparks fly behind my eyes.

      “Brady, yes!” I holler out, trying to catch my breath from the intensity of my orgasm. He thrusts a few more times before he calls out my name.

      “Bristol,” he calls out finding his own release.

      “I love you, sweet lips,” he says.

      “I love you too, Brady.” I say, as sleep takes over from being sated.

      
        
        Lizzie

      

      

      Justice walks through the door and gives me a funny look. “What?” I ask him.

      “Got something you’d like to talk to me about?”

      “Not really,” I tell him.

      “Wanna try that again, beautiful?”

      “Why don’t you tell me what it is you think you know,” I say, trying to sound as innocent as possible.

      “Lizzie, no secrets. Remember?” I sigh, knowing he knows, so I might as well come clean now.

      “Why is it you have to have your hand in every aspect of my life?”

      “That’s easy to answer, because you’re mine. Plain and simple, now share.”

      “Bossy motherfucker,” I say, under my breath.

      “And that will never change, so you might as well get used to it, because you’re stuck with me. For life, beautiful.”

      “I know, and I wouldn’t change it for anything.”

      “Good to know,” he tells me. “Now spill, gorgeous.”

      “If I must,” I say grouchily. “We found a forum on social media where Ol’ ladies can connect and share stories and give and get advice from one another. We’re not sharing any club information. No names have been shared other than our own. I haven’t said what club I belong to, what my Ol’ man’s name is...nothing of that nature.”

      “Then share with me what kind of information you are sharing?”

      “We aren’t really. We ask questions about how do you handle your men when they’re in alpha mode? How do you deal with everyone sticking their noses in every aspect of your life? What would you do in this situation? Those types of things.”

      “Are you still havin’ issues clicking with the other Ol’ ladies?” he asks me.

      “Not all of them, but I can’t stand that the older ones try to stick their noses in my personal business.”

      “Meaning, Ashton?” he asks, with his eyebrows raised.

      “I just feel like she watches and criticizes my every move, Justice. I’m scared to do the wrong thing. She’s so damn judgmental!” I say, slamming my hand down on my thigh.

      “She’s really not,” he states. “What is it exactly that makes you so standoffish when it comes to her?”

      “She criticizes and questions everything I do! What else do I have to do to prove my loyalty? Give you my blood oath or something?”

      “Now you’re being a bit dramatic, dontcha think?”

      “You’re blinded by her, all of them!” I shout.

      “Do you really think that little of me?” he questions. I think about the right way to respond to that.

      “I feel like you’re always on everyone else’s side. You don’t try to see things from my point of view. They still see me as the outsider, Justice. I want to belong, I really do, but I don’t feel like I’m given the chance.”

      “Some are still a little sore about how we got together, beautiful. Give them time, when they truly see how happy you make me, they’ll back off some. I promise, because you do make me happy. If I’d known I could be this happy, I woulda tracked you down much sooner than I did.”

      “Are you mad that I’m getting advice and connecting with others?”

      “Not mad, just worried. I will let you know that we’re checking into each of the ladies in the group, as soon as we’re satisfied you women aren’t in any danger from being in contact with them, we’ll back off. Doesn’t mean we won’t check in every once in a while. You women are our top priority in this.”

      “Thank you, I love you, Justice.”

      “I love you, too, just don’t keep things like this from me anymore. I trust you, it’s everyone else I don’t.”

      “Thank you, thank you for not taking this away from me.”

      “Yet, I’m not taking it away from you yet. Keep in mind that if we find anything nefarious going on, I will have Bomber shut that site down as quickly as you can blink.”

      I giggle at the word he used before I reach up and kiss him in gratitude. I’m glad he’s not as hard-headed as all the other men are in the club when it comes to their women.
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