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Denial is dedicated to anyone who has ever denied their feelings for someone no matter what the reason is. For those who have gone without so others could have what they want and need. You’re truly the strongest, most loving people out there. 
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Dear Readers,

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

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

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

Erin Osborne

Trigger Warnings

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

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

I’ve waited my entire life for one girl. Yes, I’ve been out with a ton of girls over the years and everyone has simply made assumptions about what I have, and haven’t, done with those girls. No one knows the truth except for one person and he’ll take my secret to the grave with him. The main problem standing in the way of having the girl I want more than anything else is her dad. He’s a mean fucker and has threatened all of us away from his baby girl. Yeah, I’ll admit I’m scared of her dad. Most guys are.

Growing up in the club, I’ve always felt as if I had to be someone I’m truly not. Not because of my parents or close friends, but because of the way we’re viewed by our classmates. So, I’ve tried to live up to that demand and be someone I don’t like. All for people who truly don’t matter in my life. Maybe it’s fear holding me back, I really don’t know. All I know for sure is that I’m ready to shed this version of myself and find out who I truly am away from those I grew up with. 

Hope Long

Growing up in the Phantom Bastards MC, I was always treated differently by classmates and others the second they found out I had ties to the club. The girls were all treated if it was a given that we would have sex with any guy we came in contact with, and the boys I grew up with were put on some kind of pedestal. At least that’s how things felt to me. Maybe my sister and the other girls felt different, but I know what was said to me and how the guys in my class talked and acted. 

I wanted to save myself for one guy. A guy I’ve crushed on for longer than normal. Someone I fell in love with years ago because of who he is beneath the person he shows everyone else. I’m one of the few lucky enough to see who this guy truly wants to be and he’s amazing. Still, he’s never even looked in my direction as anything other than a friend and I know that’s all I’ll ever be to him. So, I try to move on with my life and it’s the worst mistake I could ever make when it all goes wrong and leads my family down a dangerous path. 
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Jinx

GETTING TO PINE View after the storms and knowing this is now going to be where I live and build my life with the Phantom Bastards MC is something I wasn’t expecting to hit me as hard as it does. We’ve all been here before and what little we did see of the city made us so excited to move and get to know the place where we’d live, play, and work. I know I was excited as fuck and couldn’t wait to get here even though I know I’ll miss my family who will remain in Benton Falls. Now, seeing the city full of devastation and destruction fills me with a sense of pain and hurt because these people have lost so much and now they’re starting over just like the rest of us. Buildings have been destroyed and laying in crumbled heaps on the ground, spilling out into the streets. Homes are reduced to nothing while sentimental belongings litter the street, yards, and are destroyed. Instead of going to the clubhouse to settle in, I want to make my way out in the city and start helping everyone get their lives sorted out so they can rebuild, locate their belongings that can be saved, and anything else I can to help. 

Our bikes roar through the city as the few people out working pause long enough to take us all in. Some of the men and women smile at us and give small waves while others go back to work and ignore us. From what I understand, no one in the city hates the club being here so I’m not sure why the people ignoring us are doing so now. Maybe it’s simply because they’re busy with cleaning up the city or because they’ve lost everything and are trying to do the best they can in the aftermath.

Even though we’ve been on the road for hours and I should be exhausted after spending time with my family before we left and then the ride, I’m wide awake and ready to work. I don’t want to get some rest in my room at the clubhouse, unpack, or do anything else because this city needs us. So, I want to get out here and start wherever I’m needed the most to get this destruction cleared up. No rebuilding can happen until all the rubble, debris, and trash is removed. Chrome said the mayor has issued a state of emergency for help, but with all the towns and cities that are in desperate need of assistance, it’s no surprise to find no one here helping the residents of Pine View. So, we’ll step up and get this shit taken care of. I’ll rest eventually and won’t push myself too hard so I don’t wear myself out too much. 

I follow the bikes through the city and pull into the parking lot of the clubhouse that I’ll now call home. Parking up against the clubhouse second in line, I quickly shut off my engine as everyone else parks and Playboy pulls the U-Haul up next to the side of the clubhouse. I recognize the two Prospects who have been here since Vault and Valor moved to Pine View to start the club. They leave the clubhouse and wait for their President to give them orders on what to do. I know they’ve been out helping with the clean-up so I’m not sure why they’re here right now as I make my way over to Vault where he’s talking to them. 

“Have you guys been helpin’ with the clean-up today?” I listen to him ask the guys as they stand before him.

“We have. Knew you’d be back soon so we came back to help you guys with whatever you need help with. The rest of the guys are still out workin’. Chrome asked me to let you know he’s at Hound’s right now and makin’ sure everythin’ is set there to open back up. There wasn’t a ton of damage to the garage, but what did happen has already been taken care of,” one of the guys answers Vault as he notices me standing just behind Vault.

“Jinx, this is Martin and George. They are about ready to hand over their Prospectin’ duties to a few guys we’ve vetted and know want to join the club. Martin will be goin’ Nomad once he’s patched in and leavin’ with the guys. All the paperwork and stuff has been taken care of and approved. Guys, this is Jinx. He’s the new VP of the club,” Vault says, introducing us as I hold out my hand for the guys to shake as I step up next to Vault. 

“Nice to meet you both again. Vault, I wanna head out and see where I can start helpin’. I know we have a ton of shit to do here, but helpin’ the city out is important and that’s where I need to be right now,” I say, turning to face Vault as a few other guys walk up to us to find out what’s going on. 

“I’m ready to head out as well. George and Martin, can you work on unloadin’ the U-Haul? The girls can let you know where everythin’ goes and the doors have been temporarily marked as to who they belong to. If you guys can just get all the boxes and totes into the proper rooms so the guys can unpack when they get a chance. The ol’ ladies and girls will be here to cook, clean, and do what they do. Stay out of their way if you know what’s good for ya. I’m sure you can remember what they were like when they’ve been here in the past. Have the three girls left already?” Vault asks the men before us as my dad steps up to my side with Killer and Slim. 

“They have. All three of them chose to leave Pine View. They want to be somewhere else and I really can’t blame them I guess. But, this is home and I’m not about to leave my home when the people I’ve known all my life need me the most. Can we get back out there to help once everythin’ is unloaded?” George asks, his voice washing over me with how strongly he feels about this city and remaining here despite the destruction of the storms. 

I can see why this man has lasted for five years in the club. It’s honestly a shame he doesn’t want to patch in and become a full member after putting in so much time and work to help the guys out. I suppose he had a life before the club moved here and I’m guessing he wants to get back to it. While I don’t know him personally, I hope he has a woman and kids to get home to because this man is a good one and he deserves to have something soft and sweet to go home to at the end of the day. 

“Good. Yeah, you can go back out once everythin’ is unloaded. I don’t want the girls liftin’ a finger to unload the heavy shit. Don’t touch the bikes on the trailer. The owners will unload them. Did you make sure a spot in the barn was cleared out for King’s bikes?” Vault asks, in full President mode as the ol’ ladies make their way in the clubhouse and my eyes land on Hope where she trails in behind the rest of them.

She’s wearing one of her dad’s old tee-shirts that hangs down to her knees with a pair of sweatpants that are way too large for her. They obviously belong to one of us. Hope is all about being comfortable and doesn’t give a fuck what she looks like when she’s in comfort mode. Her hair is up in one of those messy knots at the top of her head and she’s half asleep as she walks into the clubhouse. Just before the door closes behind her, I watch as she turns her head and our eyes meet. I’m frozen in my spot as her bright blue eyes seem to go straight to my soul where she discovers all of my hidden secrets that I don’t want another person to know. It’s as if time is frozen and no one else is in the world except the two of us. When the door finally closes behind her, I’m free from the connection between the two of us. 

Hope is a beautiful woman and she’s the only girl I’ve ever had a crush on in my life. She’s not just beautiful because of her looks though. Hope is an amazing woman who is sweet, loving, full of life, and so many other things I could stand here all day long and tell you about. However, her dad is a member of the club and one I respect. While I have wanted Hope for most of my life, she’s the one girl I can’t take that step with. No, I’m not afraid of Killer and what he’ll do to me if I go talk to him about being with Hope. Honestly, I don’t see him telling me no as long as I respect him and go about things the proper way. Killer will listen to me and realize everything he believes about me isn’t true. The only one who knows every truth about me is King and he hasn’t said a word to anyone. All because I asked him not to. No, I deny the fact that I want to be with Hope is because I’m not good for her. No one is. Too bad my heart won’t listen and still beats for her and only her. 

“Okay. The Prospects are gonna unload the truck. King, when you’re ready your bikes can go in the barn to store. If you need to go in and rest after the trip here, go. Chrome made sure all the rooms are marked with who is stayin’ where. The only rooms not open belong to our new members. The Nomads have pulled out cots and other shit to put up in the game room here. They’ve vacated their rooms for the guys movin’ in already. Even the ones stayin’ are givin’ up their rooms for you to stay in while you’re here. There’s no real place to get started in town from what Chrome and the others have told me. Just find a spot and get to work,” Vault says, his voice commanding as we all stand and listen to him. 

King makes his way over to Killer, my dad, and me. “You goin’ out or stayin’ here to help and get some rest?” 

“I’m goin’ out. You need to rest?” I ask my best friend knowing he’s still not a hundred percent as I look him over after the long ride he just made here. 

“I need to get off my legs for a while. They’re botherin’ me,” he states, disgust and anger lacing his voice as he looks down at his feet. 

“None of that shit,” Killer growls, making King look up at him pain filling his eyes. “You’ve been doin’ a lot of shit over the last few weeks, Kingston. More than you have since the accident. I’m fuckin’ proud of you and every fuckin’ guy here is too. You need to fuckin’ rest, so go do that shit. There’s more than enough to take care of here in Pine View for you to get your chance to help. I want you in bed for a nap before you get somethin’ to eat. Don’t think you can fool me into believin’ you’ve been eatin’ the last few days. Been watchin’ over ya and know you need to eat more. Your mom and aunt will be on your ass if you don’t get in and lay down. Don’t know about you, but I don’t wanna go up against either one of those women.” 

We all laugh because Killer isn’t wrong. All of the ol’ ladies in the club are scary as fuck when they need to be. If Kim and Gwen believe King isn’t taking care of himself, they’ll do whatever is necessary to make sure he eats, sleeps, and rests his body when it’s needed. Honestly, I’m more scared of Kim than I am Gwen. Kim is a badass woman and I’ve seen her bitch out grown ass men to the point they cry and race away from here with their tail tucked between their legs. I walk my best friend in the clubhouse and make sure he goes straight up to his room before walking back out to find Killer the only one in the parking lot now. 

“Everyone headin’ out already left and I waited for you,” he informs me, his voice less commanding than normal as he looks me over with that keen eye of his that doesn’t miss a single thing. “Told your dad I’d work with you. Chrome sent me a location that needs to be worked on. No one’s gotten there yet and it’s in bad shape.” 

“Okay. King’s in bed. Made sure he went there and didn’t stop for any reason. His mom watched us walk through the clubhouse so I’m sure she knows how he’s feelin’. Kim doesn’t miss much when it comes to her kids,” I inform Killer because he does worry about King like everyone else. 

With a nod of his head, Killer turns from me and heads for his bike. Shaking my head slightly because Killer is never gonna give me permission to be with Hope unless I get the balls to talk to him and I continue to find excuses not to. I follow his lead and make my way to my bike. I’ve got a custom bike that King helped me build from the ground up. I painted it a deep, dark red that a few of the guys tease me about. They like to point out that it reminds them of the highlights Hope started putting in her hair a few years ago. Maybe it does match, but that wasn’t necessarily my intention when I painted my ride. Pushing thoughts of Killer and Hope from my mind, I follow Killer as we leave the compound and slowly make our way through the city. 
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Killer and I have been working for hours. We’re both covered in dirt, grime, and so much shit I don’t want to even think about. I’m exhausted and my entire body is killing me. Still, I push through the pain and continue working next to Killer who is finally starting to slow down slightly. This man doesn’t know the meaning of the word break or how to slow down. Once he puts his mind to something, nothing gets in his way. 

As I step back so Killer can move a large piece of cement that’s been broken, I hear the faintest whimper coming from behind me. It’s an alleyway that used to have a building on either side of it. Now, the ground is filled with the cement and brick that made up those buildings to block the entrance of the alleyway. Giving the area my complete attention, I listen as once again the whimper breaks through the silent air now that Killer has gotten the cement into the dumpster and stopped moving to wipe the sweat from his eyes. 

“Killer, do you hear that?” I ask him, moving closer without turning to face the man with me. 

“Hear what?” he returns, his voice getting closer to me as the whimper comes once again. 

“Help!” I hear a muffled scream that sounds as if it’s coming from below the ground we’re in front of 

“Fuck!” I yell, rushing forward and listening for any sound to help guide me where this person is. “Need you to keep makin’ noise so we can find you.” 

Killer is at my side as we work together to start shoving debris out of the way. The person moans and whimpers as if screaming for help zapped all of their strength. It feels like an eternity passes before we’ve removed enough of the buildings that fell to the ground in a heap. Dust particles fill the air from us moving everything around and I finally see what appears to be a leg. It’s thin and covered in cuts, dried blood, and bruises. 

“Killer! I’ve got someone buried right here!” I yell out, my voice breaking as I drop to my knees and work faster at trying to uncover the body that I notice is trembling. “Please, don’t move if you can help it. We don’t know how hurt you are under there.” 

The person doesn’t respond but the shaking gets slightly better as I continue to keep one eye on the person as I work as fast and hard as I can. Killer is at my side as we continue to remove the debris. Somehow this person is buried in a type of hole. I’m not sure what’s holding all of the debris off of them, but there’s something there. The more we uncover of the body, the easier it becomes to tell this person is a young woman.

Her clothing is ripped and shredded in most places. It barely covers her body as Killer and I continue to work until everything is removed from her and I look down into the darkest brown eyes I’ve ever seen. They’re almost black as the young woman squints up at us and tries to move so she can get up.

“Don’t move,” Killer growls out, his voice startling her as she goes instantly still and looks between the two of us. “We don’t know what injuries you have and you could do more damage that you’re not expectin’. We’re gonna get you out of there and send you to the hospital to get the medical attention you need.”

“No. Hospital,” the girl says, her voice raspy and broken as fear fills her eyes and I watch her entire body fill with tension. “Hiding.”

Killer and I look at one another. I’m not sure what to do in this situation because we have no clue what the hell she’s hiding from. The possibilities are endless if I’m being honest. Turning back to face the girl, I try to take in as many details of her as possible, but it’s impossible considering how dirty she is. There’s no way in hell we can even tell what color hair she has right now. 

“Hidin’ from what?” I question her, not taking my eyes off of her as we continue to remove the small pieces of debris still trapping this woman. 

“Abusive. Ex,” she exhales, every word she speaks robbing her breath and filling her with pain.

“We’ve got you. We’ll take you back to the clubhouse and have Doc come check you over. If he feels you need to go to the hospital, we’ll figure that shit out. For now, remain still and we’ll get the rest of this shit off of you,” I inform her as Killer removes his phone from his pocket and places a call to someone.

It doesn’t take me long to figure out that he called someone to bring an SUV to our location and to call Doc so he’s prepared for us when we get to the clubhouse. Court shows up in the SUV and rushes over to our side so he can help us get this woman free from the rest of the debris. We carefully carry her to the backseat and lay her down. Killer and Court jump in the front while I get in the back so I can keep an eye on the girl. She passed out the second we picked her up. Killer and I will have our bikes brought back to the clubhouse. Slim is already on his way here with a trailer to load them up for us so no one gets any bright ideas to steal our bikes. Right now our only concern is getting this woman back to the clubhouse so we can get her the help she needs and find out more about her story before we push her back out into the world all alone. 
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Jinx

Six months later

IT’S TAKEN THE last six months to get the city of Pine View cleaned-up enough for crews to come in and start rebuilding. Crews have been fixing the roads and sidewalks, the energy company has gotten the power restored and all the poles that were damaged in the storms fixed or replaced. The main thing that needs to be finished now are the buildings that need to be repaired or built from the ground up again. There are several construction crews in town working on the businesses and homes that were lost or damaged. We’ve been helping where we can and the Wild Kings from Cedar Bay have been here on the weekends to help. We’re all pulling together to ensure that the city is rebuilt and better than it was before. Even if a lot of people have left the city, more will eventually move in and we want to ensure there are enough homes and jobs for them to find here. We don’t want anyone here to start out homeless or without a job. Vault has already informed us that we’ll do what we can to ensure everyone has a job if we can help them. 

I can honestly say we were fucking lucky that the storm didn’t damage the compound at all. It went right around our land and nothing of ours was touched. We were able to use that shit to our advantage. The ol’ ladies spent countless hours in the kitchen preparing food to feed as many people in town as they could. They went out shopping for more groceries than I’ve ever seen one group of people buy in my life. When they weren’t doing that, they were filling our new houses with furniture and making sure it was everything we wanted. We allowed a few people who were homeless because of the storms to put up tents and stuff within the compound so they weren’t in the way of the work being done. Our only rule was they had to help out daily and they all did. The women who stayed took turns watching all the kids and helping the ol’ ladies while the men went out to clean-up the city. We all worked together and didn’t exclude those who needed our help. 

Our parents left after being here with us for a few weeks. With the guys from the Wild Kings coming to help us out, we didn’t need them and they still have a club back home to run and worry about. So, they went home and promised to come back if we needed them. We were all sad to see them leave. Hope didn’t deal with her family leaving at all. She barely came out of her room for the first three days they were gone. Savannah and Annabell were the only ones she’d talk to and Hope did watch the kids while they were busy doing things for the club and to help those in need. I wanted to go to her and give her some comfort, but I denied myself from going to her. My reason was that Morgan also needed help and the time I was at the clubhouse was barely longer than it took to get something to eat and grab a power nap or something a few hours longer. So, Hope dealt with her feelings on her own and it’s gutted me every single day because we should’ve helped her and didn’t. I know Kingston didn’t help his cousin out at all because he more than likely didn’t know what was going on with her. Kingston isn’t the one to leave his family on their own when something is going on. 

The Nomads who wanted to get back on the road left about two months ago. We had a weekend-long party with our families here, the Nomad chapter members who were in Pine City showed up, and a few other clubs showed up as well. Everyone was sad to see them leave, but we all knew they weren’t going to stick around once we moved down here. They were holding our spots until we came of age to take over. The ol’ ladies outdid themselves preparing for the party we had to send them on the next step in their journey. For almost three days we ate, laughed, talked, and got drunk. Our new Phantom girls provided entertainment and Vault brought in the girls from Enchantment to help with all the guys here. I didn’t fuck any of them the entire weekend. I was with my family, talking with Morgan, and hanging out with everyone like I should be. Plus, I was too busy watching Hope as she moved around the backyard of the clubhouse and talked to everyone who came to show the Nomads support. 

Morgan is the girl Killer and I saved. She was examined by Doc and by some miracle didn’t sustain any horrendous wounds that would require her to go to the hospital. Doc got her patched up here at the clubhouse and we let her stay for a few days to recover. When she was well enough, Morgan talked to Vault, Devil, Kingston, and myself about staying here at the clubhouse. She doesn’t want to be a Phantom girl, but said she would clean, cook, handle the bar, and do anything else we needed her to do. Morgan is scared for her life and wants to be away from her ex-boyfriend and anywhere he might be able to find her. We talked it over and agreed to let her stay on as a house mouse. She can sleep with who she wants, but doesn’t need to fuck anyone here. Her responsibility is the bar mainly so the Prospects can deal with other shit. Since then, Morgan and I have gotten close and she always searches me out when she’s having a bad day. I guess I do the same when things are rough and I need to just take a minute away from the world. Kingston is the only other person I go to and he doesn’t really understand what I’m doing. I don’t either. 

We have all new Prospects in the clubhouse. They’re local guys who need a purpose in life and have started working in our businesses to earn the money they need to live. All of them are young, hungry, and willing to put in the hard work and time it takes to earn their cut. We honestly met most of them as they were going around town helping out where they could. The one thing I can say about everyone here in Pine View is that they’re loyal to one another and take pride in the city they live in. There wasn’t a single person here that didn’t help out in some way. Even the smallest of children helped out by opening lemonade stands and handing out bottles of water to workers as they made their way up and down each street to make sure nothing was missed. So far, the guys seem to be some of the best Prospects I’ve ever seen. They take their job seriously and I can already tell that a few of them are gonna be patched in for sure. These are the guys who anticipate the needs of others, step up no matter what they’re in the middle of, and are always ready to run out at the drop of a hat for us and the women in the clubhouse. 

The Phantom girls are another story completely. More than a few of them won’t be here long-term and I can’t wait until they’re fucking gone. These girls feel as if we owe them for allowing them in our clubhouse. They refuse to cook, clean, or do anything else. Annabell and Vault have already talked to them a few times and they still refuse to do anything. One in particular has me cringing every single time I walk in the clubhouse and see her. Her name is Ice and she’s the biggest bitch I’ve ever met in my life. Ice acts as if this clubhouse is hers and she makes the rules. She bullies and manipulates the other girls to get them to do her bidding. Vault and the rest of us are keeping an eye on her really close. Miracle is scared of her and that girl isn’t afraid of anyone who isn’t a male. If Savannah and Annabell find out Ice did something to Miracle, no one will ever find her fucking body after those two get done with her. Savannah doesn’t fuck around when it comes to her family and that’s not a joke. 

Hope is working at the auto parts store, Phantom Auto. She takes care of the office work and fills in at the counter when the guys are on a break, lunch, or out on a delivery. The only reason I know she works there is because Vault put it up for a vote shortly after we got the store re-opened. Hope has that place running like a well-oiled machine and the profits are up even higher than before with the new systems she’s implemented. She’s gotten in touch with a local junkyard to help with parts they have a hard time locating and the suppliers of the parts we order were charging us more than other businesses they work with. Hope went off on them and threatened legal action for ripping us off for so long. It made them come down on their prices to what they should be and then even took an additional percentage off our orders for the money they’ve stolen from us. Let’s just say that Vault and Valor had to be held back when they realized the thousands of dollars we were robbed of over the years of doing business with this company. The only reason we’re still using them today is because of Hope. She’s got them by the balls and they know it. 

I’ve taken over The Den, the club’s bar on the outskirts of town. In the last four months, I’ve re-opened the bar, hired all new staff, and implemented some changes to make business better. Our profits are also up even higher than before. Right now, I’m at the bar every single day we’re open and I’m always there early. I’ve got two bartenders and a waitress. I help out wherever I’m needed and Ezra does the same. He’s a Prospect for the club and always arrives at The Den with me and never complains about his hours or anything. The only time he doesn’t work is if he’s needed for club business or has a shift on the gate at the compound. When the guys come in for a drink or to check in after work, they act as bouncers if I need the extra help. So far I haven’t had to deal with any bullshit because most everyone knows if you fuck with the club, we’re gonna fuck with you back. Even the drunk as fuck people who can’t help themselves don’t get in trouble with us. It’s been pretty easy to deal with and I honestly love managing the bar and everything that entails. 

Today is a day I’m trying to rest and relax at the clubhouse. The Den isn’t open and we’ve been going nonstop since moving to Pine View. I’m sitting at the bar in the clubhouse with King, Devil, Raptor, and Vault. Morgan is serving drinks while also talking to us and cleaning. Over the last six months, she’s really come out of her shell and doesn’t remain silent when we’re all here. She talks and we’ve found that not only is she fucking smart as hell, but she’s funny too. Some of the guys have asked me what’s going on between the two of us because we’re always together when we’re not busy. None of them believe me that it’s nothing and that we’re only friends. I guess I can’t blame them, but it’s the truth. 

“Jinx, are you still gonna take me to the doctor tomorrow?” Morgan asks me as I set down my beer in front of me.

“Yeah. It’s first thing in the mornin’, yeah?” I return, sensing King watching me without having to turn and look at him. 

“Yeah. I have to get my shot and yearly done. It shouldn’t take too long,” she responds as the guys start laughing because it again points to something going on between the two of us. 

“I’ll be up. I’m not goin’ back out today. But, I have to get to The Den early because we got a delivery comin’ in that I need to grab and check. The last one was short,” I state, anger filling me because the supplier is full of shit saying they double and triple check our delivery before it leaves and it wasn’t short. 

I personally check all deliveries and it was not short by a little. There were fifteen cases of alcohol missing and the supplier refused to send me what was owed. It wasn’t until I not only promised to terminate our contract, but to contact a lawyer and file a report against them causing them to lose business that they finally relented and sent over the missing cases. I’m not a fucking liar and I know what I order every single time I place one. I keep copies of everything so this shit doesn’t happen. Vault was just as pissed when I brought it up in church and told me if it wasn’t taken care of to do what needed to be done. If he calls the supplier, they’re going to cry like a little bitch. Vault can be an asshole when he needs to be one and it’s not pretty. I’m glad I’ve never been on that end of him. 

“Morgan, how are you likin’ bein’ here in the clubhouse?” Devil asks her as she stops moving around the bar to look at him. 

“It’s better than being homeless and afraid my ex is gonna find me,” she states, fear filling her eyes as she thinks of her ex.

None of us know what he did to her or what caused them to break up. We’re not going to push her for information she doesn’t want to share with us just yet. If it becomes a problem, we’ll deal with it at that time. For now, Morgan is entitled to her secrets and dealing with her past the way she sees fit. Since she’s been at the clubhouse, she hasn’t caused problems or gotten involved with the drama the Phantom girls seem to always want to stir up. These girls are fucking worse than any I’ve seen so far and that’s saying something with all the clubs we grew up around. Maybe they all need to meet Summer or one of her girls to find out how to act right. 

Speaking of the Phantom girls, they walk into the common room led by Ice. She stares at me as I turn my back on her and I can hear her heels clicking along the floor as she makes her way over to me. It doesn’t take her long at all to get to my side and place her hand on my arm. I shake it off quickly before glaring up at her. 

“What the fuck do you want?” I growl out, knowing I can’t be nice to her because she doesn’t understand that shit.

“Baby, you’re actually here at the clubhouse and I want to spend time with you,” she says, her voice like nails on a chalkboard as I shiver from the sound of it and roll my eyes.

“Not your fuckin’ baby and we’ve never spent time together. It’s not gonna change now. I’m sure there’s somethin’ you can clean or do around here. Ya know, like you’re supposed to be doin’ on a daily basis and don’t,” I state, anger filling me at the thought of her being a lazy bitch and making the ol’ ladies and Morgan do all the work when they’re here. “I think the toilets need to be scrubbed along with the rest of the bathrooms.” 

Ice looks as if she’s going to be sick before plastering her fake as fuck smile back on her face like I’m joking. 

“I don’t clean toilets. That’s disgusting,” she states with wide eyes before turning to face Morgan. “You heard Jinx. Go clean the bathrooms. It’s not like you’re fucking any of the guys so you should do something you’re useful at.” 

“Excuse me?” Morgan questions, turning to face Ice as she sets down the towel she was using to dry the clean bar glasses. 

“You heard me, Morgan. You don’t do a fucking thing around here. Get off your ass and go clean the bathrooms like Jinx said. I’m tired of you not listening to me. Either move your ass to clean or you can get the fuck out,” Ice says as we all turn to face the bitch just as Annabell and Savannah make their way into the common room without their kids. 

“I know I didn’t just hear you right,” Annabell says, her voice louder than I’ve heard it before along with the edge letting us all know she’s fucking pissed. “Ice, you aren’t fucking shit around here and don’t tell anyone else what the fuck to do. I’m about done with your lazy ass and the fact that you do nothing around here. You’ve been told more than once to get off your lazy fucking ass and clean. So, I suggest you do it before you get thrown out on the streets you came from.” 

“You can’t do that. You’re not the President of this club,” Ice states, not sensing the danger she’s putting herself in as Vault gets off his stool and makes his way over to his wife to wrap his arms around her and pull her body into his.

“Annabell is my fuckin’ queen and you were all told when you came in the door of this clubhouse that her word is fuckin’ law. My ol’ lady says you’re out, then you’re fuckin’ out. She tells you to clean, you fuckin’ clean. If she wants you to get off your lazy fuckin’ ass, then you get up. Annabell and Savannah outrank every single one of you followed by Hope. Morgan is also above all of you because she doesn’t spread her legs for every man in here and actually does what she’s supposed to do. None of them will do anythin’ you skanks should be doin’. If you choose not to clean, cook, or anythin’ else here in the clubhouse, you’re gone. You’ve all been warned more than once and this is the last fuckin’ straw. Finally, if you touch a man in this clubhouse without his permission, you will be gone. That shit is fuckin’ desperate and none of them want it. They’re more than outspoken enough to fuckin’ tell you when they want to fuck you or have you suck them off. You will never be an ol’ lady to any of these guys. Get it out of your fuckin’ head. Ice, go clean the fuckin’ bathrooms,” Vault growls out, his body vibrating with the anger coursing through him as Ice turns and stares at him for several seconds.

“He’s not fucking kidding, Ice. Get in the fucking bathrooms and clean them. I will personally be checking them. If I find out the guys, Morgan, or anyone else did the work instead of you, you’ll be kicked out immediately. I’m done playing these fucking games with you all. I suggest to the rest of you that if you want to be here, don’t follow Ice’s lead and you’ll be just fine. She’s nothing but a fucking skank and will get your ass kicked out quicker than shit,” Annabell says as Ice finally moves to do what she’s told with a loud as fuck shriek as she stomps in her heels away from all of us. 

At the same time, the main door of the clubhouse opens and Hope storms inside. She doesn’t look at any of us. I can see the tears rolling down her face and every instinct I have is telling me to go to her and find out what’s wrong. To beat any motherfucker who made her hurt or upset. Instead, I remain sitting on my stool. Just before Hope goes upstairs to her room, she turns to face the room and watches as Morgan places her hand on my arm to get my attention. I watch on as Hope’s face falls with undeniable pain as more tears fall from her eyes. My heart stalls in my chest as her blank mask falls back in place and she races up the stairs to her room. I wait for the sound of her door to slam, but it never comes. Hope isn’t one to throw a tantrum for any reason and today is no different despite her being upset over something. 

“The fuck you gonna do about that, Jinx?” King questions me, his voice barely more than a growl as I turn to face my best friend and ignore Morgan. 

“What are you talkin’ about?” I return, not sure what he’s getting at despite knowing it involves his cousin. 

“You think I didn’t see what just fuckin’ happened? My cousin turned to look at you, and only you. At the same time as Morgan put her hand on your arm in a way that suggests more than the friendship you claim to have with her. I’m not sure what the fuck is goin’ on with my cousin, but I will be figurin’ it out. I also saw the way your entire body tensed up. You were ready to fuckin’ go to her, but hold yourself back. Why? Is Hope not fuckin’ good enough for you? Are you more than fuckin’ friends with Morgan? Cause she’s the only one you spend any fuckin’ time with for the last six months. And you’re not one to go without sex. Never known you to go without bein’ attached to one girl or another,” King states, his voice getting angrier with every word he speaks because this is about Hope and she’s his family. Our friendship means nothing up against that to him and I don’t blame him at all. 

“Hope is more than good enough for me, King. She’s too fuckin’ good for me if we’re bein’ honest. I didn’t go to her because there’s no point in me goin’ to comfort her. If that’s what she wanted, she’d let me know. Hope isn’t fuckin’ shy and goes after what she wants. It’s the entire reason she’s here in Pine View with us. I’m not fuckin’ Morgan or anyone else. If I were, I don’t have to fuckin’ tell you everythin’ about my life, King. You might be my best friend, but you kept shit from me that I’d never keep from you. Important shit that comes from that fuckin’ day. I’ve been there for you through everythin’ and I didn’t know the biggest fear you have now. So, don’t come at me with this bullshit just because it’s about Hope,” I state, anger filling me because King did blindside us with his bomb that he wasn’t gonna patch into the club with the rest of us. 

“King, I promise you that I’m nothing more than friends with Jinx. He’s helped me through the shit with my ex and healing after the storms. If he wants Hope, or anyone else, I’m not gonna stand in the way of that,” Morgan speaks up, her voice barely above a whisper as she stands in front of King who’s still seething with rage.

“You already are, Morgan. Every fuckin’ time Hope sees Jinx, you’re with him. Hangin’ off him or laughin’ with him. You two sit practically on top of one another. My cousin has been in love with this man since she learned what love is. She’s watched him go out with one girl after another and never givin’ her a second of his time. Now, for the last six months, she’s watched you take all his fuckin’ time. You’ve got him drivin’ you around, takin’ his time here, and everythin’ else. Yet you’re not fuckin’ him or wantin’ to fuck him. Not believin’ a single thing you got to say,” King says, getting off his stool and heading out of the common room as everyone else stares at us. 

I get off my own stool and head for my room. I’ve got nothing to say to anyone here right now. They all see the situation with Morgan as more than it is. We are only friends. Last I knew, it was okay for a guy and girl to be friends with one another without having sex and shit. King is best friends with Zoey and no one questions the two of them. I mean, I don’t act the same way with Morgan as he does with Zoey. For now, I just need to be alone and stay away from everyone. Anger fills me and I know Morgan is going to be upset and embarrassed with what just happened. For the first time in six months, I’m not there for her. She’s going to have to deal with this shit on her own so I can calm the fuck down after my best friend just chewed me a new ass for no reason. My thoughts go to Hope and I wonder what the fuck is going on with her. As I fall asleep, she’s the last image I have before my dreams fill with her and the future we could have if I stopped denying my feelings for her. 
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Hope

FRUSTRATION IS MY new best friend. Since moving to Pine View with the club, it seems someone has taken over from my dad. I can’t date and barely get to hold a conversation with a man before they race off and I never see them again. This has happened more times than I can count. When I confronted King about being the one to scare the guys away from me, he denied the claim and I could tell he was being honest because of the shock filling his face. King truly has no clue about what’s going on or who’s talking to these guys to make them leave me alone. It's like I have the fucking plague or something that repels men when all I want to do is get to know someone and make friends that aren’t tied to the fucking club. Growing up in the Phantom Bastards MC means I know every single person in the clubhouse better than anyone else. I know almost every dirty secret about them and have heard plenty of stories of everything the guys I moved to Pine View with and what they prefer in every aspect of their lives. It’s fucking annoying. 

Now, they have the Phantom girls that were brought into the clubhouse since we moved here and they get with the guys on a daily basis. I’ve seen and heard it more than I want to admit. The one that hurts the most is Jinx. He spends all of his time with Morgan and has been for the last six months. I’ve watched her flirt with him, spend all of her free time next to him, and everything else. I know as much of her story as everyone else does. My dad and Jinx saved her after she was buried under a building that had fallen on top of her or something. She was hiding from an abusive ex-boyfriend and now the club has given her a room at the clubhouse, a job, and she gets to spend all of her time with Jinx. If Morgan needs to go somewhere, Jinx is right there to take her. It’s fucking annoying as hell and there’s nothing I can do to stop the way I feel about the situation. So, that’s why I’ve been intent on going out and finding my own friends and maybe someone to date. A man who will take away the thoughts, feelings, and pain of loving a man I’ll never have as my own. 

My cousin has definitely partaken with the Phantom girls. I walked into the common room just last night to find King fucking one of them on the pool table. Her fake tits didn’t move an inch and her porn star moans filled the room as if she were being murdered instead of fucked. My cousin is into some kinky shit and it’s not anything I want to witness ever again. This morning, I couldn’t even look him in the fucking eye when he joined me for breakfast. I’m sure King is wondering why the hell I’m acting weird with him, but I don’t care. No, it’s not the first time I’ve seen the guys of the club have sex. It’s different as hell when it’s your family though. I will never ask the guys to change the way they are or how they do things. They live this life because of the freedom they get and I refuse to take that from them.

I’m going to have to start walking in through the back of the clubhouse to get to my room or find my own apartment. I think that’s honestly what I’ll do. There’s no need for me to live in the clubhouse when I can get my own place. I have enough money saved to rent an apartment and a weekly paycheck in order to pay the bills. There’s no reason why I have to live in the clubhouse. My dad didn’t make me promise I’d stay on the compound for any reason. I will keep him informed of my decision and he can come check out the apartment I want before I sign my name on the dotted line if that makes him happy. He knows Valor and King will do all the security and I’m hoping that’s enough for him to not give me hell about finding my own place. I’ve also got to convince Vault it’s the right move to make for myself. He’s gonna be another tough one to talk to about this. 

Thinking of everything I need to do in order to start looking for an apartment, I pull up the classified ads in the local paper online and start searching to see if there’s anything available. I really don’t have high hopes right now considering that so many others are homeless and looking for places to live. So many people here lost everything in the storms and we’ve all been doing everything we can to ensure they find a home and are able to start over once again. Part of me feels guilty for possibly taking a home from one of these people, but my mental health is at stake right now and this is something I need to do for me. I just hope everyone understands my need to be alone and not with the guys at the clubhouse any longer. 

I will still help out the ol’ ladies, but space is something that’s necessary if I’m going to remain here in Pine View. That won’t ever change. I grew up knowing that the club comes first and we have to help one another out when things get too hard. I’ll be there to help babysit the kids for Annabell and Savannah when the girls aren’t available to watch them. Ava, Chloe, and Miracle have been doing a lot of babysitting for them and it’s only when they’re at a game, competition, or something school related those three girls don’t take care of the kids in the club. They love them and it shows with everything they do to keep the kids entertained. I love watching them too. I’ll also still help out with the cooking and other shit for cookouts and other things they have at the clubhouse or for the club.

Printing out a few apartments that interest me, I grab my phone and send a message to Vault. If I have him on my side, the conversation with my dad might go over a little easier than it will now. 

Me: I’ve got to talk to you about something. Do you have time when I get out of work? I should be done in about an hour or so.

Putting my phone back on the desk next to me, I work on finishing up the paperwork that I need to put into the computer so I can finalize the order we need to place. This weekend I’m taking a full inventory of the store so I can be sure the numbers are accurate and things aren’t being stolen. Yeah, we have a security system in here and cameras all over the place, but people become desperate and they always will. It doesn’t take long for my phone to vibrate on the desk next to me.

Vault: I’ve always got time for you, Hope. We can talk when you get back from work. Are you okay? Nothing has happened to you, has it?

Me: Nothing has happened. I’m okay, Vault. I just made a decision and I need to talk to you before anyone else. 

Vault: Okay. I’ll wait for you in the common room. We’re all taking a day off if we can today after being on the go for so long.

Me: Thank you. I’ll see you soon.

Setting my phone back down, I get to work so I can head out and have this conversation with Vault before calling my dad. If anyone can help me get this taken care of, it’s going to be Vault. He’s been around my dad long enough to know how to word things to him in a way that doesn’t come across as me trying to rebel or anything else. It’s been known to happen between my dad and me because of the past and his need to control every aspect of my life. I get why he did it, but it doesn’t change how I feel about things. So, if I can have some help, I’ll take it any way I can get it. 
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The last hour flew by as I put the final bit of information into the computer before making sure everything is saved so I can shut it all down for the day. I’m the first one here every single morning followed by Raptor and Court. The rest of the guys, Maddox, Bronx, and Liam, aren’t Prospects of the club or anything. They simply lived in Pine View and needed work. The guys hired them after doing an extensive background search and found them passing with flying colors. I know Bronx is helping his mom out and all of his paychecks go to taking care of her and his younger sister. He’s a really good guy and a little quiet when I’m around the store. The only time I hear him talking is if I’m in the back and he can’t see me. Then, Bronx is funny and so damn smart. He can listen to a customer and diagnose the problem with a vehicle and recommend the proper part without anything else. I have yet to hear about him being wrong. 

Walking through the hallway to the front of the store, I take my time and make sure I have my keys and phone before actually paying attention to what I’m doing. Before I make it to the main floor, I hear a conversation Bronx is having with someone and stop dead in my tracks to listen. Yeah, I know I shouldn’t eavesdrop, but when my name is dropped, I’m gonna listen.

“So, I wanted to ask Hope out. She’s a good person and has already done so much here. I want to get to know her better,” Bronx states, my heart rate increasing a bit with the thought of Bronx wanting to ask me out. 

“What’s stoppin’ you?” I hear Raptor question him as I lean against the wall. “Hope is a great girl. She’s sweet, lovin’, independent, understandin’, and so much more. You would be lucky to have her at your side.” 

“Well, I mentioned it when I was at The Den last night to Liam. We went out for a drink after work and were talkin’ about her. Jinx overheard us when he was cleanin’ the table next to us and told me not to even fuckin’ think about her. She’s off limits and no one is gonna date her or ask her out for any reason,” Bronx says and it takes everything in me to hold in the gasp wanting to escape with this information.

Why the fuck would Jinx of all people tell Bronx to leave me alone and that I’m off limits? It doesn’t make any sense to me. Jinx has had plenty of chances to talk to my dad and ask me out for himself. He hasn’t ever looked at me that way and dates everyone he can get close to. He’s the biggest player I’ve ever met and always has a different girl with him. To hear that he’s stopping me from dating is something I wasn’t expecting to hear at all. 

“So that’s why no one’s comin’ around her. I’ve been wonderin’ what’s goin’ on. I’ve seen the looks she gets from guys when they see her. It doesn’t matter where she is or what she’s doin’, guys fuckin’ flock to her. I kind of thought everyone here didn’t have the balls to take on a biker’s daughter if I’m bein’ honest. I know that’s not the case with you though,” Raptor says, his voice full of wonder as he thinks of his brother and whatever game he’s fucking playing. 

This is my fucking life and he’s stopping me from living it. That’s not something I’m going to tolerate for any reason. If he fucking wants me, he can quit fucking around and make a move. Since he won’t, he has no right to stop anyone else from asking me out or being in my life. He’s made it more than clear that Morgan is his girl and that’s perfectly fucking fine. 
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