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Terror is dedicated to the many amazing friends I’ve made since joining the Indie community. You’re support and kindness amaze me on a daily basis.
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Wicked

I’ve loved Quinn for half my life it seems. She’s always gotten me and given me what I need. When we move to a new town, I’m not sure what changes. I spend one night drinking and my actions threaten to tear us apart. No, I didn’t cheat on my woman, but I sure as hell haven’t claimed her either. When a past threat comes back to haunt us, can I save my woman? Can I show her I’ll be the man she needs?

Quinn

Following my heart, I know Wicked is the man I’m meant to be with. We’ve been together for so long, I’m not sure where he gets lost along the way. Maybe it’s the pressure of being the Vice President of the club. Or maybe he’s fallen out of love with me. Finally on the right track with Wicked, our lives change once again. I’m not sure if I can come back from this devastating change in our lives.
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Quinn

I’M SITTING AT the pool in the clubhouse all alone. I’ve been spending most of my time alone these days. I don’t know what’s going on, but Wicked has been acting strange lately and I don’t know how to reach him anymore. We grew up together and took our friendship to the next level about when we turned eighteen. It was an easy decision on my part because I’ve loved Wicked for half my life. I thought he’d claim me as his ol’ lady, we’d move into his room at the clubhouse, and eventually start our own family. Instead, I feel as if I’m nothing more than a glorified friend with benefits to him now. Especially when the club opens the doors and lets people from town in. Wicked enjoys flirting and talking to others. I don’t love spending time around other people I don’t know, but it’s how I’ve always been. So, instead of hanging out with me, he’s been spending his time with everyone else. At least until he wants to get laid. Then Wicked always manages to find his way to my room. I’m over it. 

While he’s been talking and living his life as the Vice President of the Wild Kings, I’ve been trying to wrap my mind around the fact that I’m pregnant. I found out about two weeks ago and have been trying to find the right way to tell Wicked. It’s kind of hard to do that when I can’t catch him alone for more than a few seconds. I’ve been making it very difficult for him to find me when he wants to have sex too. I want more than that with him and there’s more to think about now then whatever is going on between the two of us. If I’m never going to be more than someone he sees as friends with benefits, then I have to rethink what I’m doing here.

The only reason I even came to Cedar Bay is because of Wicked. I was content to stay home and live my life surrounded by family. There wasn’t a burning need to start over somewhere fresh or to reinvent myself. I didn’t want to get out of the shadow of my parents or anything else. I literally came here for a guy and now it seems as if that was the dumbest decision of my life. The only person I have here that I can truly confide in is my brother, Brick. I tell him everything and even he doesn’t know I’m currently pregnant. No one here does. 

Yes, I grew up with everyone here and I’m close to most of the women here, but it’s different. I don’t tell them everything the way I do my brother and Wicked. Those two men are my confidants and lately I can’t talk to either one of them. Brick would tell Wicked about the baby as he was beating his ass. My brother is very protective of me and if he thought I was upset or hurting because of Wicked, he wouldn’t hesitate to hand him his ass on a silver platter. Brick would smile and laugh while doing it too. 

Dangling my feet in the water of the pool, I let my mind wander to the baby. I’d been feeling off for about two weeks before I finally went to the doctor to find out what was going on with me. Being pregnant didn’t even register in my mind because I take my birth control on a daily basis. It’s the one thing in my life that I’m consistent with and nothing gets in the way of me taking it. So, hearing I was pregnant was a tremendous shock to me and it took me a few days to wrap my head around the information and everything that was going on. 

From there, I went to see an obstetrician. Not only was the pregnancy confirmed, but I had an ultrasound done and was told I’m about ten weeks pregnant. Two and a half damn months. I’ve had a drink or two in that time and wasn’t eating as healthy as I could’ve been. When I voiced all of my concerns to the doctor, she kindly informed me the baby should be okay and we’d keep a close eye on him or her moving forward. The only thing left to do was to tell Wicked I was pregnant and then figure out the best way to move forward. Not that I’d give up my baby, but whether or not Wicked was going to be with me to raise our child or not.

After thinking of the baby for so long, I’m more than ready to not only be a mom, but I’m perfectly capable of raising my son or daughter on my own. I don’t need Wicked or anyone in the club to help me. I can either move back home or stay here in Cedar Bay, move out of the clubhouse, and get a second job if I have to. I love working at the Pit Stop and will gladly get a second job at one of the club’s businesses if I have to in order to take care of my child. Wicked can live his life and forget all about the two of us. It’s not like he hasn’t already done so in a lot of ways.

On top of ignoring Wicked and hiding out from him, I’m also hiding out from my brother. Like I said, he’s very protective of me and would rip Wicked to shreds if he knew I wasn’t happy or something was going on. He already knows something is going on with me because I’ve been withdrawn and have been lost in my head more often than not over the last few weeks. So, he’s tried so many times to corner me to find out what’s going on. I’ve even heard him threaten to call our dad and have him either come down here or call me and find out what’s going on. That’s the last thing I want. If I thought Brick was bad in the overprotective asshole thing, my dad is a million times worse. Steel is my dad and he’d kick Wicked’s ass first and ask questions second. He doesn’t give a shit when it comes to protecting his ‘little princess’. 

“Quinn, what are you doin’ in here?” Wicked asks, his voice startling me to the point I almost fall in the pool.

“Wicked, what do you want?” I ask him, not sure why he’s even in here.

Most of the guys leave the pool room to us. The only time they really come in here is to spend time with their ol’ lady and kids when we bring the kids swimming. Thankfully it’s an indoor swimming pool so we can swim all year round and not worry about getting sick because our rooms are so damn close to the swimming area. While I’d love to make use of the hot tub in here, right now I’m not able to. 

“I’ve been lookin’ for you, Quinn. Seems I haven’t seen you in a while. Even when I go in search of you, you’re not in your room or anywhere else. Did I do somethin’ wrong?” he asks, sitting down on the edge of the pool with me.

“You could say that,” I hedge, my voice already wavering with emotion. 

“Is this about the party when that girl was flirtin’ with me?” he questions, bringing up the night I was going to tell him about the baby but he was already drunk as fuck and spent his evening with a group of people including a woman who kept draping herself all over him. 

I spent my night playing pool with my brother until I couldn’t take it any longer and finally went to bed in an empty room where no one would find me. Typically our empty rooms are locked and none of us go in there for any reason. That night, I practically moved my things into one of those rooms and have been hiding out ever since. 

“Wicked, you act like we’re together when it’s convenient for you. If there’s not a party going on with people from the town here. I’ve put up with it for over two years now because of everything going on here. Starting the new club, you becoming the Vice President, everything. Now, things are changing and I’m nothing more to you than a glorified friend with benefits,” I tell him, the first tear escaping and sliding down my cheek. “I’ve given you every single piece of me over the years Wicked. My heart. My soul. Every second of my attention that wasn’t focused on me. I can’t do that anymore. Wicked, I’m pregnant. I’m almost three months along now and have been trying to figure out how to tell you. At the very least, you deserve to know the truth and I won’t ever keep our son or daughter from you. However, I’m fully prepared to raise this baby alone. I don’t need or want your help and won’t force you to do anything. 

“I’m going to talk to Goose when I go to work in a few hours about getting a leave of absence. I might head home for a while to figure out what I want moving forward. The entire reason I even came to Cedar Bay was because of you and there’s nothing holding me here. Not any longer. If you want to live your life as a single man, then I’ll give you that space to do so. I just won’t sit back and continue giving you everything I have and getting barely anything in return. Hell, you can’t even commit to me, Wicked. I’m not your ol’ lady and we’ve never even talked about me becoming that for you. Instead, you bring me to your room late at night recently and then the next day I’m back to being the girl you grew up with in the club. I’m done with it.”

Wicked doesn’t say anything for a few minutes. He doesn’t look at me or anything as I stare down into the pool. I imagine myself sinking under the water and letting it close in around me. The water will block out everything in the world and I can take a few minutes to breathe and gather my thoughts. Instead, I remain sitting where I am because Wicked isn’t going to run me off and make me feel like a piece of shit because I’m pregnant or calling him out on his shit. 

“Quinn, baby, I don’t know what to say. I don’t mean to treat you like that. If I did, I wouldn’t have asked you to come down here with me. I’m not sure what’s goin’ on in my head but my intention really isn’t to push you away. Quinn, you know I love you. You’re not just someone I fuck. Honestly, I can get pussy anywhere and you know that. You’re my girl and I thought you understood that. 

“I’m sorry about that girl, Quinn. I don’t even know her fuckin’ name. That night I was drunk and everythin’ is pilin’ up higher and higher. We got Claw out there still and don’t know what the fuck his next move is gonna be. No one can find him or who he’s workin’ with. We’re all gettin’ stretched thin here and somethin’ needs to change. Not between the two of us. Well, I mean things do need to change, but not in the way you’re thinkin’. I’ll do better, Quinn. I promise you of that,” he says, grabbing my hand and holding it in his while turning to look at me. “I can’t believe you’re pregnant. We haven’t been tryin’ for a baby or anythin’. How did this happen?”

“I’m pretty sure you know how this happened, Wicked. Words don’t really mean too much Wicked. I’ve heard them from you before and things get better for a few weeks. Then it all changes again and it’s like I’m once again forgotten. I haven’t even told Brick what’s going on because I know he’s gonna beat your ass when he finds out. He’s already pissed about that girl being all over you. So, I’m not gonna just accept your words this time Wicked. Things either change between us, or I make some personal changes and figure out what to do on my own,” I tell him, getting up and leaving him to sit alone in the pool room. 

Heading to the room I’ve been using, I let myself in and softly close the door behind me. I need to get ready for work and maybe talk to my mom. Wicked knows about the baby now so I can finally talk to her about things. For now, she won’t talk to my dad about it, but it’s just a matter of time before he finds out. I might be a daddy’s girl, but him knowing about the baby right now isn’t a good idea. Not when things are completely up in the air between Wicked and me. 

With another tear escaping, I sink down into the bed I’ve been using and pick up my phone. Ignoring the messages and missed calls filling my screen, I call my mom. 

“Quinn, how are you doing baby?” my mom asks, answering the phone, her voice instantly washing over me and calming me down.

I can’t stop the sobs from bursting out. There’s just something in my mom’s voice that makes me release all of the pent up emotion and everything I’ve been holding in since learning about the baby and not knowing what’s going on with Wicked.

“Sweetheart, what’s wrong? Are you okay?” she asks, moving around as I listen to the sounds in the background of her phone. 

“Mom, I’m pregnant,” I finally say, my voice breaking and tears falling faster as I try to compose myself. 

The phone line is silent and I don’t know what to think. I thought my mom would be okay with the situation. However, her silence is telling. At least to me.

“Quinn, I’m sorry. I had to get away from your dad. He was right next to me,” she informs me, shocking me because I’m sure he would have heard my admission and flipped his shit. “He didn’t hear you, but I didn’t want to say anything knowing he was close enough to hear. Okay. So, you’re pregnant. What does Wicked say about it?” 

“He just found out. I’m about ten weeks pregnant and just found out. Had everything confirmed by two doctors and even got an ultrasound done too. I don’t know what’s going on between Wicked and me at this point, Mama. He’s so different here. While I don’t feel he’s cheated on me, he sure as fuck isn’t pushing the girls away from him when they open the clubhouse to parties. The last one a girl was all over him and I played pool with Brick. Wicked didn’t come over to me once. That was the night I was gonna tell him about the baby. Instead, I’ve been hiding from him and Brick. Wanted Wicked to at least know why he was getting his ass kicked by my brother before it happened,” I confess to my mom as the tears continue to roll down my face. “Why am I not good enough to be his ol’ lady, Mama?” 

“Quinn, that’s not how you were raised to think!” she admonishes me. “You’re a strong as fuck woman who knows her worth. If Wicked isn’t being the man he was here, then you do what you have to do for you and that baby. Your dad and I will support whatever decision you make. Including coming home. However, if you want to stay there and try to make things work, then I’ll support that for you too. This is something you need to figure out what to do and then go from there. Your dad, Brick, and I can't make this decision for you. This is something you have to work out for yourself, baby. For now, I won’t say anything to your dad. I don’t like keeping this from him, but you have to have a plan in place before you talk to him. We both know that. Or he’ll make the trip to Cedar Bay and Wicked won’t like the outcome,” my mom says, telling the truth as she always does. 

“I know. I’ll figure it all out. I really didn’t give Wicked a chance to respond to anything because I’m so upset. I’ve given him all of myself and have let him take advantage of it for longer than I’d like to admit. Even to myself. So, for now, we both have some thinking to do and then we can put plans in place moving forward. I told him I wasn’t going to force him to be a part of our baby’s life though. That’s not something I’d ever do to him. I love him, mom, but I can’t keep going on this way. He’s either all in or I’m out,” I state, knowing deep in my heart this is how it has to be. 

“That’s good, Quinn. Make sure you keep me up to date with everything and we can figure out how to tell your dad when you’re ready. For now, take care of yourself and make sure you follow everything the doctor tells you. I love you, Quinn. Tell your brother to call home once in a while to let us know he’s still alive,” she says, laughter filling her voice because we both know Brick sucks when it comes to keeping in touch with anyone who isn’t right with him. 

“I will. I love you, Mom. Tell Daddy I love him too and I’ll call soon. I have to go to work soon.”

Hanging up the phone, I sigh and take a minute to compose myself before heading to the bathroom. Taking a quick shower, I get out and finish getting ready to head to work. I don’t want to work today, but I need the money for the baby. Every penny I earn moving forward will be spent on him or her. It’s not like I spend a lot living at the clubhouse. Though, that may change depending on what Wicked decides to do. If he wants nothing to do with me and the baby moving forward, then I won’t be staying here at the clubhouse. I doubt I’ll run home either. Personally, I want to prove to myself that I can do this on my own. So, I might find somewhere to move between Cedar Bay and Dander Falls. I know the Phantom Bastard kids started a club not far from here. I can move closer to them and my dad and brother will know I’m still protected. It’s something to think about. 
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Wicked

I DON’T KNOW what the fuck I’m doing with my life. Quinn is the love of my life and I’ve loved her for so long I don’t remember a time when she wasn’t on my mind. I swear from the time I was thirteen, I knew Quinn would be my girl. I’d make her my ol’ lady, marry her, and we’d raise our family together. Everything was set in my mind and I knew it was going to happen, it was just a matter of time before everything came together. Now, I’ve got her, but I’m fucking it all up. Yes, I’m a flirt, but that’s all I am. I never take it further than flirting and would never cheat on her. Some consider flirting cheating, but I don’t. I’m the same way with everyone. It’s not just the girls who come in to party on the weekends we open up the clubhouse to outsiders. I do it with everyone. I don’t even honestly think about it. My mom, Riley, says I get it from my dad and I’m not sure if I believe it or not.

Growing up in the club, I watched my parents close. My dad, Gage, is the President of the Wild Kings chapter in Dander Falls. Before he was with my mom, he had something with Bailey from the Clifton Falls chapter of the club. She was pregnant and lost their baby. So, I have an older brother named Ryan. At least Bailey thought she was having a boy so that’s what they went with. There’s a memorial at the clubhouse for my dad and he spends time out there when he needs a break from everything. We all have spent time there every now and then. I did when I needed insight into a problem I couldn’t work out for myself.

Anyway, my dad is completely devoted to my mom. She’s the love of his life and he gives her everything she could ever want or need. It’s clear to see the love they have for one another and they don’t try to hide it from anyone in the club or outside of it. None of the men hide the love they feel for their women. I always vowed to love Quinn the same way. Recently, I guess I’ve let myself get lost and forget about the promises I made to myself when we were growing up. Instead, I’ve been pushing her away and she’s reached the point of no return. If I don’t get my head out of my ass, she’s going to leave me and that’s the last thing I want. 

I don’t know why I haven’t made her my ol’ lady yet. It’s the next natural step for us. We’ve been together for so long that I figured by now she’d be wearing my rag and we’d be talking about getting married. Instead, I let the club, business, and this shit with Claw become my sole focus and pushed everything else to the side. Quinn isn’t someone I’d want to push to the side. Still, that’s what I’ve been doing and I have to figure out what the fuck I’m doing. 

The night she mentioned before leaving me here in the pool room, I remember so little of. I was drunk as fuck and that’s no excuse for letting some other woman put her hands on me when she’s not who I want. I remember standing with a few of the guys from the club and we were talking and laughing. We were trying to blow off steam after a long as fuck week and trying to dig up any information on Claw that we could. When the doors opened to let the men and women from town in, I didn’t even pay attention to what was happening around me. A few girls joined our group and I ignored them as I often do. One of them was very fucking pushy and kept rubbing up on me and trying to get me to take her to my room. I remember refusing her, but I didn’t push her away or make her leave. Hell, I didn’t leave and that’s what I should’ve done. Instead, I remained where I was and continued drinking while ignoring the woman I love. 

Now, she’s pregnant and thinking she’s gotta do this shit on her own. That I’m not gonna be at her side every step of the fucking way or be a part of our son’s or daughter’s life. I did that shit. I’m the one who made her feel as if she doesn’t mean anything to me and that I couldn’t give two flying fucks whether she’s in my life or not. How the fuck do I fix this mess I created? Where the hell do I go from here? 

“Wicked, what the fuck you doin’ in here?” Otter, my best friend, walks in the room carrying his twins, Dakota and Belle. 

“I finally managed to catch up to Quinn for a few minutes and this is where she was. She dropped some truth on me and then took off,” I tell him honestly as I avert my attention to the water in front of me.  

“What kind of truth? The kind about you bein’ a fuckin’ moron and treatin’ her like shit? Or somethin’ more?” he questions me as he stops to get the twins ready to get in the pool. 

“The kind about me bein’ an ass to her. Said I treat her like a glorified friends with benefits. That she couldn’t do it anymore and if I wanted to live my life as a single man, then that’s what I could do. Said somethin’ about not makin’ her my ol’ lady yet and then dropped the biggest bomb of all. I don’t even know if anyone else knows. Includin’ her parents. I’m gonna guess they don’t, but I can’t tell at this point,” I answer him, not letting on that she’s pregnant. 

“She’s pregnant,” Otter states as if it’s a well-known secret.

“How the fuck do you know that?” I question, turning to see him getting in the pool before his son and daughter. 

“I’ve been watchin’ her. She’s been sick as fuck, is careful about what she eats and the smells she lets herself be around, and a few other signs like not drinkin’ and leavin’ if there’s even the hint of a party so she doesn’t have to explain herself to anyone. You’re still in one piece so I know Brick and Steel don’t know yet. I’m not sure about her mom though because she tells Harley everythin’. So, what are you gonna do about this shit? Quinn needs you to be all in and actin’ the way you have isn’t showin’ her she’s the one you want. You’re showin’ her she’s not important to you and that every other fuckin’ female is more important than she is. Why the fuck haven’t you made her your ol’ lady yet? I thought you’d do that shit before we left to move down here permanently.”

“There’s really no reason I haven’t made her my ol’ lady yet. Fuck, I got her rag and engagement ring in my room already. I haven’t even moved her in my room or told her that’s where I want her every fuckin’ night. I’m fuckin’ this all up and deserve my ass kicked by Brick and Steel for hurtin’ her. That’s never been my intention, but that’s what I’m doin’.”

“So fuckin’ fix it,” he states as Willow, his ol’ lady, makes her way into the room and sits next to me. 

I watch Willow sit down because she’s starting to show with her pregnancy and I don’t want her to hurt herself because she slipped or something. Not only would I never forgive myself, but Otter will kick my ass since I’m the one not in the pool and right here next to her. Once she’s sitting and I know she’s not gonna slip into the pool, only because she’s clumsy as fuck, do I let my attention wander from her. 

“You gonna make her your ol’ lady, Wicked? Quinn deserves the world and to have someone strong at her side. If you can’t be that man, you need to step aside and let someone else have her,” Willow says, watching her kids in the water with their dad. “I don’t know anyone here who deserves to be happy more than Quinn.”

“I know. Fuck! Why is this shit so hard?” I ask no one in particular. 

“Get on your phone and make the call to Steel, Wicked. Get his permission to marry his daughter before you do another fuckin’ thing. Then you need to talk to Brick about the same shit. Those two men love Quinn with every piece of their soul and you have to do right by them for her,” Otter says, watching his kids as they splash and have fun. 

Pulling out my phone, I call Steel. This is not a conversation I want to have, but one that’s necessary. 

“My baby girl better be okay,” Steel answers his phone, his voice full of lethal intentions if I tell him something is wrong with her.

“Quinn’s fine. She’s not injured or anythin’. Though, I’ve fucked up and not made her my ol’ lady yet. That’s somethin’ I plan on rectifyin’ immediately. Had her rag for months and just haven’t given it to her yet. That’s not why I’m callin’ though,” I tell Steel, waiting for the backlash from him about fucking things up with Quinn. 

“If that’s not why you’re callin’, then what’s goin’ on? And don’t think I’m gonna fuckin’ forget about you fuckin’ up with her, Maddox. I told you when she left here to be with you that I’d fuckin’ gut you if you hurt my daughter. Quinn is my little princess and doesn’t need your fuckin’ shit. I know she’s already called her mom upset and I have yet to hear what that conversation was about.”

“Steel, I want to marry Quinn. I don’t want her to only be my ol’ lady. She deserves more than that from me. So, I’m callin’ to ask for your blessin’ to marry her,” I tell him, keeping my tone neutral despite the nerves filling me. 

“Are you fuckin’ serious, Maddox? You call me and tell me you’ve been fuckin’ up with her and then ask for my blessin’ to marry her? You honestly expect me to say yes to that?” he questions me, a steely determination filling his voice verging on hate.

“Yes, I do. I fucked up by not makin’ sure she knows I love her completely and makin’ her mine in every way possible. That’s what I want to fix. I want the entire world to know Quinn is mine and there’s nothin’ I won’t do for her. Includin’ lettin’ you and Brick beat my ass for everythin’ I’ve done by pushin’ her away,” I respond to him, my voice filled with regret as I think of the last few weeks. 

“This is your last chance with my daughter, Maddox. If you fuck this up or try to force her to do shit she doesn’t wanna do, I’m gonna take my fuckin’ time with you and make sure you don’t ever forget to leave my princess alone. Your dad is listenin’ to me fuckin’ tell you this right now too and is laughin’ his ass off. Quinn deserves the fuckin’ world and if you’re not gonna be the man to give it to her, I’ll move her the fuck home and let her heal the damage you’ve fuckin’ done to her before movin’ on with her life. She won’t know another fuckin’ second of pain or feelin’ anythin’ less than a queen because of you,” Steel says, his voice not once losing the hard edge to it. “You have my fuckin’ blessin’. The only thing I’m gonna fuckin’ say is you better make sure I get to walk my girl down the aisle or I’ll take my fuckin’ blessin’ back without thought.”

“I’ll make sure you get to walk her down the aisle, Steel. Thank you,” I tell him before hanging up the phone.

Otter is laughing his ass off at me. “Didn’t go as planned, did it?”

“Nope. Steel spent the conversation threatenin’ me and apparently my dad was right next to him laughin’ his ass off because of it. He knows I fucked up and Steel is gonna make good on his words if I don’t make it right,” I say just as Brick comes in the pool room.

“Where the fuck is my sister? I haven’t seen her in a while and know you’re part of the reason for that shit?” Brick questions me, his voice echoing off the walls of the pool room. 

“She’s gettin’ ready for work. You just missed your dad on the phone,” I tell him as Otter starts laughing his ass off again.

“Yeah. What the fuck you talkin’ to my dad about? Maybe the way you’ve been treatin’ Quinn? I still owe you an ass whoopin’ for the last few weeks, Wicked. I haven’t forgotten and I won’t. Just know I’m bidin’ my time and I’ll get my hands on you when you least expect it,” Brick promises me before he turns to leave the room. 

“Brick, I need to talk to you,” I say, stopping him from leaving the room completely to go in search of Quinn. “I just asked your dad for his blessin’ to marry Quinn and now I’m askin’ you. Do I have your blessin’ to make Quinn my ol’ lady and marry her?” 

Brick doesn’t say anything as he turns to stare me down with the glare only he can manage. It reminds me so much of Steel. We’d get that glare on a regular basis when we were younger and doing stupid shit around the clubhouse. Now, I’m getting it from Brick and I have to say it scares me coming from him as much as it did when Steel looked at me the same way. 

“Why should I give you my blessin’, Wicked?” he questions, crossing his arms over his chest. 

“Because I love her, Brick. I’ve loved Quinn for as long as I can remember and let the shit here get in the way of that. I’m all in when it comes to her and I want her and the fuckin’ world to know how I feel about her. I should’ve done this shit forever ago, but I let the club and this shit with Claw get in the way. That’s over. I want Quinn as my ol’ lady and wife and won’t let anythin’ else stand in the way. Includin’ you, Brick,” I tell him honestly as I don’t take my eyes from the man who will be my brother-in-law. 

“If I give you my blessin’, I want your fuckin’ word that you’ll stop the fuckin’ flirtin’ and push that Marney bitch away from you the next time she shows up. You didn’t see the pain on my sister’s face when she was all over your ass. I get you’re a fuckin’ flirt, but that shit needs to stop. Quinn doesn’t deserve to have to watch you do that shit,” Brick states, his voice going hard and cold as he remembers the night I was remembering not that long ago.

“I don’t want Marney or anyone else. Quinn is my fuckin’ end game and I won’t ever be with anyone else. I’ve never cheated on her, thought about cheatin’ on her, or gone too far when I flirt. I will stop doin’ it though. I don’t want to hurt her in any way. If that means sticking to her side like fuckin’ glue then that’s what I’ll do. Quinn is my entire world and the reason I can breathe easy and free. She gives me the light I need to crawl out of the darkness and is my safe space. It doesn’t matter where the fuck I am because my home will always be wherever Quinn is. She’s my home, not some physical place,” I promise Brick, not letting my eyes fall from his as I let the words sink in.

“That’s the shit you need to tell her, Wicked. Quinn is fuckin’ heartbroken over the shit you’ve pulled and continue to pull. Make this shit right before anythin’ else happens. This is your only fuckin’ warnin’,” Brick promises me, his voice full of hate right now.

Knowing what I have to do, I get up from next to the pool and head to my room. I don’t know if Quinn’s left for work yet or not, but it doesn’t matter. Putting a plan in place in my mind, I grab the engagement ring, her rag, and set them both on my bed. Making sure the door of my room’s locked, I take a quick shower to change and get ready to go see my woman. Today is the beginning of the rest of my life and I’m going to make sure she knows exactly how I feel and what I want from her. I’m just hoping I haven’t fucked up so bad with her that she turns me down flat and walks away for good. I deserve nothing less from her if I’m being honest with myself. Hopefully she can forgive me though.
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Chapter Three
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Quinn

WICKED CHANGED MY life completely almost a week ago. I remember the day, and will continue to do so for the rest of my life. 

I was working on stocking the shelves of the Pit Stop while Goose was ringing out customers and checking in the inventory that was just delivered. After my little rant at Wicked, I really wasn’t feeling the best and didn’t even want to be here, but I can’t let my personal life get in the way of work and making sure the club’s business I’m working at doesn’t get let down because I needed time for myself. There will be plenty of time for me to wallow in pity when my shift is over and I’m back at the clubhouse hiding out once again. 

“Quinn, I’ve been such a fuckin’ douche bag. I don’t have any excuses or valid reasons for why I’ve been pushin’ you away. I’ve been in my head about everythin’ goin’ on here lately and let that dictate everythin’ about me. I’ve made you feel as if you’re less than the most important part of my world and treated you like shit instead of the fuckin’ queen you are,” Wicked says, startling me as I turn to face him. “I’ve had your rag for almost two months. It’s literally been sittin’ in my closet waitin’ for me to pull my head out of my ass and claim your ass. Hell, I even brought it up at church and still did nothin’ about it. That’s on me bein’ a fuckin’ idiot and nothin’ you’ve done. 

“Baby girl, you’re the most precious part of me. You give me soft when I need it, tell me to fuck off when I’m bein’ a dumbass, and are the strength I need when things are goin’ horribly wrong. Instead of makin’ you see that I love you more every fuckin’ day of my life, I’ve made you question my love and loyalty to you. I don’t want any other fuckin’ woman and no one will ever replace you. You’re the light to my dark, the air I breathe, and my fuckin’ rock. You have given me every damn piece of yourself and it’s time for the world to know how crazy in love with you I am. Quinn, will you not only do me the honor of becomin’ my ol’ lady, but will also do me the honor of becomin’ my wife?” Wicked asks me, dropping down to one knee in front of everyone in the Pit Stop.

He holds out my rag and then opens the ring box holding the most beautiful ring I’ve ever seen in my life. The ring is platinum with several small diamonds lining the band. In the direct center surrounded by even more diamonds is a ruby. I always told Wicked I didn’t want a plain diamond ring and he made sure I didn’t get one. Holding up the ruby on each side is a small skull. It’s perfect and I love it so much.

“Wicked, I’m not gonna be your ol’ lady and marry you because of what I told you earlier. There has to be more to our relationship than that,” I answer him, feeling my eyes fill with tears as I try to turn away from him. 

“This isn’t about that, Quinn. I’ve already called your dad and talked to Brick. I’ve been threatened by both of them and found out my dad was laughin’ at my expense for fuckin’ everythin’ up with you. I just told you I’ve had your rag for months and just didn’t claim you at the clubhouse. I told myself we had time and then it seems as if one thing happened after another and it just kept gettin’ pushed back by me. Not seein’ you for the last few weeks has shown me what a world without you in would be like. It’s not anywhere I want to be Quinn. With you, I’m home and it doesn’t matter where we are or what we’re doin’. So, will you be my ol’ lady and become my wife?” he asks me again, as I turn to give him my full attention once more. 
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